Tothe Reader. 


This Figure,thar thou here ſeeſt pur, 
It was for gentle Shakeſpeare cur, 


VVherein the Graver had aſtrife 
V'Vith Narture,ro our-doo-the life : 
O,could he but havedrawwne his V Vir 
As well inBraſle,as he hath hir 
_ His Face; the Printyvould rhen furpaſle 
All,thatwas ever vvrir in Braſle. 
Bur,ſfince he cannot, Reader, looke 


Noron his Picture, but his Booke, 
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INCOMPAR ABLE PAIRE 
OF BRETHREN, 


VV iLL1AaM 
Earle of Pembroke,&c. Lord Chamberlaine tothe 


Kengs moſt Excellent 2M ajeſtie. 
AND 
PaiLie 


Earle of Montgomery,&c, Gentleman of his Majeſties 
Bed-Chamber. Both Knights of the moſt Noble Order 


ofthe Garter, and our ſingular good 
LORDS. 


Right Honourable, 


Hilſt we ſtudy tobe thankefull in our particular, for 
the many favors we have received from your L L 
we are /alne upon the ill fortune, tomingle two the, 
moſt drvers things that can be, feare, and raſhneſſe; 

9 raſhneſſe in the enterprize, and feare of the ſuc- 

ceſſe. For, when wee value the places your H, H. ſuſtaine , wee 

cannot but know their digmty greater, than to deſcend to the reading 
of theſe rrifles : and,while we name them trifles, we have deprivd 

our ſelves of the defence of our D edication. But fice your L, L. 
have beene pleas d to thinke theſe trifles ſomething, heretofore ; and 
hawe proſequuted boththem,es* their Author lrving with ſo much fa- 
Vour: we hope,(that they out-living him,and he not having the fate, 

common with ſome , to be Exequntor to hiz owne writings ) youll 
uſe the ſame indul gence_ toward them, you have done untotherr 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
parent. There 1s agreat difference , whether any Booke chooſe his 
Patrones,or finde them—: 1 his hath done both. For, ſo much were 
your L.L. likings of __ parts,when they were afted, as be- 
fore they were publiſhed,the Volumne askd to be yours. We have 
but collected TY done an of fice to the dead , toprocure his Or- 
phanes, Guardians - without ambition either of ſelfe-profit,or fame : 
onely to keepe the memory of ſo worthy a Friend, and Fellow alive, 
aswasourSHAKESPEAR Eby humble ofer of his Playes,to your 
msſt Noble Patronage. Vherein,as we have juſtly obſerned,, no 
man tocome neereyour L.L. but with a kind of religious addreſſe ; 
it hath been the height of our care,who are the Preſenters, to make 
the Preſent worthy of your H.H.by the Perfection. But, there we 
muſt alſo crave our abilities tobe conſidered my Lords. We cannot 
goe beyond our owne powers, ( ountrey bands , reach forth Milke, 
( reame, Fruits,or what they have: and many N ations (we have 
heard )that had not Gummes and Fncenſe , obtained their requeſts 
with a leavened Cake; Ft was no fault to approach their 
gods by what meanes they could: «And the moſt, though meaneſt, 


of things, are made more precious , when they are dedicated to 


Temples. Fn that name therefore , wemoſt humbly conſecrate_. to 

your H. H, theſe remaines of your ſervant Shakeſpeare ; that what 
delight i in them,may be ever your L,.L.thereputation his, and tbe 
faults ours jf any be committed,by a paire ſocarefull to ſhew their 
gratitude both to the living,and the dead,as is 


Your Lordſhips moſt bounden 


John Heminge. 
Henry Condell. 
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To the great variety of Readers 


=JRomthe moſtable, ro himthatcan but ſpell : There 
$ || you arenumberd. We had rather you were weighd. 
( '& || Eſpecially,whben thefare of all Bookes depends up- 
SY} on your capacities : and not of your heads alone, 
9; | but of your Purſes Well,itis now publike,and you 
{{ will ſtand for your priviledges,we know: toreade, 
= and cenſure. Doeſo,but buy ir firſt. That doth beſt 
commend a Booke,theStationer ſayes. Then, how odde ſoever your 
braines be,or your wiſedomes,makeyour licencethe lame, and ſpare 
not. Iudgeyour ſixe-penny'orth, your ſhillings worth, your five ſhil- 
lings worth at a time, or higher, ſo youriſe tothe uſt rates, and wel- 
come. But,whatever you doe,buy. Cenſure will not drive 2 Trade, 
or make the Iacke goe. And thoughyou be a Magiltrate of wit, and fir, 
on the Stage at Black- Fryers, or the Cock-pit, to arraignePlayes dayly, 
know,theſe Playes have had their triall already, and {tood our all Ap- 
peales ; and doe now comeforth quitted rather by a Decree of Courr, 
then any purchas'd Letters of commendarion. | 
It had beene a thing, we confeſTe, worthy to have beene wiſhed,thar 
the Author himſelfe had liv'd to have ſer forth, and overſeene his owne 
writings.But finceit hath been ordain'dotherwile, and he by death de- 
parted from that right,we pray you doe not envy his Friends , the office 
of their cart, and paine,to have collected and publiſh'd them; and ſo to 
have publiſhr them, as where (before ) you were abusd with divers 
ſtolne, and ſurreptitious Copies,maimed and deformedby the frauds 
and ſtealths of injurions Impoſtors, thatexpos'd them : even thoſe, are 
now offer'd to your view cured,and perfect oftheic limbes ; andall the 
reſt abſolute in their numbers as he conceived them. Who, as he wasa 
happy imicator of Nature,vvas a moſt gentle expreſler of it. His minde 
and hand went together : And what hethought, heutrered with that 
ealineſſe,thax we have ſcarce received from him a blot in his Papers. 
But it is not our Province,who onely gather his workes and give on 
you to praiſe him. Iris yours that reade him. And there we hope, to 
your divers capacities , you Will findeenough, both to draw,and hold 
you: for his wit can no more lie hid,then it could be loſt. Reade him, 
therefore; and againe, and againe : Andif then _ doenotlike him, 
ſurely you are in ſome manifeſt danger,not to underſtand him And fo 
weleaveyouto other of his Friends,” who, if you need, can be 9 
guides: if youneedethem nor, you can leade your ſelves, and others. 


And ſuch Readers we wiſh him. 
Aa lebnw Heminge. Henry Condell. 
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Ll the Author Maſter Pe. 
Stakefpeare,aind his V Vorkes, 


Pettator this Lifes Shaddow is , To ſee 
The truer image and a livelier he 


Turne Feader. But,obſerve his Commicke vaine, 
Laughe,and =o next to a T ragicke ſtraine, 
Then weepe ; So When thou find ſt two contraries, 
Two different paſſions fi om thy rapt ſoule riſe 
Say, ( who alone effeft ſuch wonders could) 
Rare Shake-ſpeare to the life thou doſt behold. 


An Epitaph on the admirable Dramaticke 


Poet, VV.SuarnSPEARE. 


MP Hat neede my Shakeſpeare for his honour d bones, 
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The labour of an _ Jn piled ſtones 

* Or that bis ballow'd Reliques ſhould be hid 
Vader a ftarre-ypointing hy; : 

Deare Sonne of Memory, great Heire of Fame, 
What needſt thou ſuch dull witneſſe of thy Name ? 
Thou in our wonder and aſtoniſhment 

Haſt built thy ſelfe a lafting Monument : 

For whilft to th' ſhame of ſlow-endevouring Art 

: Thy eafie numbers flow,and that each part, 

Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued Booke, 

Thoſe Delphicke Lines with deepe Impreſsion tooke 
Then thou our fancy of ber ſelfe bereaving, 

Doſt make u4 Marble with too much conceiving, 
And ſo Sepulcher d in ſuch pompe doſt lie 

Ne Kings for ſuch «Tanke Soul wiWtodie; 
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TO THE nord 


of the deceaſed Aurhor, Maſter 


VV.SuakESPEARE. 


EB Hake-ſpearc,at length thy pious Fellowes give 
"3-3 7 he World thy Workes : thy Workes by which,onut-live 
Thy Tombe thy name muſt: When that ſtone is rent, 
And Time diſſolves thy Stratford Monument, 

Here we alive ſhall view thee flill. This Booke, 

When Braſſe and Marble fade,ſhall make thee looke 
Freſh to all Ages : when Poſteritie 

Sball loath what's neW,thinke all ts prodigie 

T hat is not Shakeſpeares ; ev'ry Line,each Perſe 
Here ſhall revive,redeeme thee from thy Herſe. 

Nor Fire,nor cankring Age as Naſo ſaid, 

Of bus,thy wit-fraughr Beoke ſhall once invade. 

Nor ſhall 7 &'re beleeve,or thinke thee dead 

(Though miſt )untill our bankrout Stage be ſþed 

( Jmpof ible )with ſome new ſtraine tout-doe 

Paſsions of Iulier and her Romeo 

Or till 1 heare a Scene more nobly take, 

Than when thy halfe-ſword parlying Yomans fpake. 
Till theſe till any of thy Volumes reſt 

Shall with more fire,more feeling be expreſt, 

Be ſure our Shake-ſpeare,thou canſt never dye, 

But crown'd with Lawrell live eternally, 


Tothe Memory FM. WW. Shake. eare, 


RH E wondred (Shake-ſpeare)that thou went t ſo ſoone 

Ny WP From the Worlds-Stage,to the Graves-Tyring-roome. 
' We thought thee dead,but this thy Printed worth, 

Tels thy SpeFtators,that thou went ſt but forth 

Toenter with applauſe. An Attors Art, 

Can dye,axd liveto att a ſecond Part. 

T hat's but an Exit of Mortality ; 

This,a Re-entrance to a Plaudite. 
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ſpeare,conrainingall his Comedies, Hiſto- 
ries,and Tragedies : Truly ſerforth,according 
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Cc 


totheir firſt Originall. 


The Names of the Principall Aﬀors 


in alltheſePlayes. . 


Meg 1am Shakeſpeare. 
' BENS Richard Burbadge. 
Sn Jobn Hemmings. 
Auguſtine Phillips, | 
William Kempt. 
T homas Poope. 
George Bryan. 
Henry ( ondell.” 
Wilkam Slye. 
Richard Cowly. 

ohn Lowine. 
Samnell Croſſe. 


Alexander Cooke. 


| Samuel Gilburne, 


| Robert Armin. 


| 


| 


William Ofiler. 
Nathan Field. 
John Vuderwoed. 
Nicholas Tooley. 
William Eccleſtone. 
Joſeph Taylor. 
Robert Benfield. 
Robert Goughe. 
Richard Robinſon. 
fobn Shancke. 
Jobn Rice. 
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what he hath left us. 


ENVY O Araw n0 envy( Shakeſpeare) on thy name, 
Am 1 ihus ample ta thy Booke, and Fame: 
IWhile I confeſſe thy writings to be /uch, 
As neuther Man, ner Muſe, can praiſe too much. 
Ti true, and all mens ſuffrage, But theſe wayes 
ere zot the paths I meant antothy praiſe : 
For ſeelieſt Tenorance on theſe may light, 
Which, when ut ſounds at beſ}, but eccho's right , 
Or blinde Aﬀection, which doth ne re advance 
The truth, but gropes, and urgeth all by chance , 
Or crafty Malice, 'might pretend this praiſe, 
And thinke to ruine, where it ſeem d to raiſe. 
Theſe are, as ſome infamons Baud, or Whore, 
Should praiſe a Matron, What could hurt her more ! 
But thou art proofe againit them , and indeed 
Above th ill fortune of them, or the need. 
I therefare will begin. Soule of the Age | 
The arplauſe ! delight ! the wonder of cur Stage * 
My Shakeſpeare riſe ; 1 will not lodge thee by 
Chaucer, or Spenſer, or bid Beaumont /ye 
A little ſw ther, to make thee « roome : 
Thou art a Monument, without a tombe, 
And art alive ſtill, while thy Booke doth live, 
And we have wits to read, and prayſe togive, 
That 1 not mixe thee ſo, my braine excuſes ; 
I meane with great, but diſpropertion'd Muſes: 
For, if 1 thought my judgement were of yeeres , 


© 


1 ſhould commit thee ſurely with thy peeres, Ws 


And tel, how farre thou didft owr Lily out-ſhine, 
Or ſportins Kid, or Marlowes mighty line, 
And though thou hadft ſmall Latine analeſſe Greeke, 
From thence to honour thee, I would not ſecke 
For names ; but call forth thund'ring Xichilus, 
Euripides, 4nd Sophocles £o ws, 
Paccuv1us, Accius, him of Cordova deed, 
To live againe , to heave thy Bukin tread, 
And ſhake « Stage : Or, when thy Sockes were on, 
Leave thee alone for the compariſen | 
2 
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Tothe memory oft my beloved, 
The AVTHOR 


Mz, VVitullam SHAKESPEARE 
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Of all, that inſolent Greecc, or hawghty Rome 
(ent forth, or fince did from their aſbes come. 
Triumph, my Bruaine, thou haſt one to ſhowe, 
To whons all Scenes of Europe homage owe, 
He 4s n0t of ap age, but for all time ! 
And all the Mules, ſti were in their prime, 
When like Apollo he came forth to warme 
Oar cares, or like a Mercury to charme ! 
Nature her ſelfe was proud of his defignes, 
And joy d to weave the dreſing of his lines ? 
IWhich were ſo richly ſpun, and woven ſo fit, 
As, ſince, ſhe will vouchſafe no other Wit. 
The merry Greeke, tart Ariſtophanes, 
Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now not pleaſe ; 
But antiquated, and deſerted bye 
As they were not of Natures family. 
ret muſt I not give Nature all: Thy Art, 
Ay gentle Shakeſpeare, muſt enjoy a part, 
For though the Pocts matter, Natare be, 
His Art doth give the faſhion. And, that he, 
Who caſts to write « living line, muſt ſweat, 
(ſuch as thine are) and firike the ſecond heat 
FV pon the Muſcs awvile : turne the ſame, 
( And himſelfe with it) that he thinkes to frame ; 
Or for the lawrell, he may gaine a ſcorme, 
For agood Poct's made, as well as borne. 
And ſach wert thow. Looke how the father s face 
Leves in hu ine, even ſs, the race 
Of Shakeſpearces mmde, and manners brightly ſhines 
In his well torned, and true filed tines : 
In each of which, he ſcemes to ſhake a Lance, 
As branaiſh't at the eyes of lanorance. 
Sweet Swan of Avon ! what a ſight it were 
To ſee thee in our water yer appeare, 
And make thoſe fights mpon the batches of Thames, 
That Jo aid take Eliza, and our James | 
But ſtay, I ſee thee in the Hemiſphere 
Advanc d,and made 4 Conflellation they e! 
Shine forth thou Starre of Poets, and with rage, 
Or influence, chiae, or cheere the droeping Stagt ; 
Which, ſince thy flight from hence, hath mourn @ hke night, 
Ana deſpeires day, but for thy Volumes light. 


Ben. lonsoNn, 
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\VW orthy 
2 Mind refletting ages paſt , whoſe cleere 
2 And equall ſurface caw make things appeare 
LE Diſlant « Thouſand yeares, and repreſent 
Them in therr lively colours juſt extent. 
To out run haſty time, retrive the fates, 
Rowle backe the heavens, blow ope the iron gates 
Of death and Lethe where (confaſed)lye 
Great heapes of rainous mortalitie. 
In that « eepe duskie dungeon to diſcerne 
A royal Gboſt from Churles , By art to learae 
The Phy ſiognomie of ſhades, and give 
Them ſuddaine birth, z endring | > oft they live, 
what ſtory coldly telts, what Poets faine 
At ſecond hand, and pitture without braine * 
Senſeleſſe and ſoulelefſe ſhowes . Togrve 6 Stage 
( Ample and true with life) voyce, attion, age, 
As Plato's yeare and new Scene of the world 
Them unts «us, 0r us to them bad hurld, | 
To raiſe our auncient Soveratenes from their herſe 
Make Kings his ſubicis, by exchanging ver(e 
Enlrve their pale traxkes, that the preſent age 
loyes in their joy and trembles at their rage: 
Yet ſo to temper paſcion, that ouy cares 
Take pleaſure in their paine , And eyes in teares 
Both weepe and ſmile; fearefull at plots ſo ſad, 
Then lawghing «t our feare ;, abus'd, and glad 
To be abus'd affeted with that truth | 
which we percerve « falſe, pleas'd in that ruth 
At which we flart ;, and by claborate play 
Tortur d and tickled ,by a crablike way 
T:me paſt made paſtime and in ugly ſort 
Diſgorging ” bus rawarne for our ſport 
——i##h#c the Plebcian Impe from lofty throme , 
Creates and rules aworld, and workes upon 
Mankind by ſecret engines ; New to move 
A chilling putty, thena rigorous love: 
To ftrike up and ſtroake downe , both joy and ive; 
To ſteere th afftttions;and by bravenly fire 
Mould us anew, Stolne from our ſelves 

This and much more which cannot bee expreſt, 
But by himſelfe, bis towgue and bis owne breft, 
Was Shakeſpcares freekeld which hi cunning braine 
Improv dby favenr of the nine fold traine, 
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ſpeare and his Pocms. 
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The baskind Muſe, the Commicke Oucene, the greund 
And lewdey tone of Clio ; nimble hand, 
Ana nimble foote of the melodious paire, 
The Silver voyced Lady; the moſt farre 
Calliope , wheſe peaking fulence daunts. 
And ſhe whoſe prayſe the heavenly body chants, 
Theſe yoymily woo'd him, emvying one another 
(Obey'd by all z5 Spouſe, but lev'd as brother) 
And wrou:ht a curious robe of ſable grave 
Freſh greenc,and pleaſant yellow, red moſt brave, 
And conſtant blew, rich purple, guiltlefſe white 
The lowly Kuſſet, and the Scarlet bright , 
Branch't ana embroydred ike the painted Spring 
Each leafe match't with a flower , and each ſtring 
Of golden wire , each line of ſilke; there run 
lralian workes whoſe thred the S1Rers ſpun ;, 
And there did fing, or ſeeme to fing, the choyee 
Biraes of a forraine note and various Voyce. 
Here hangs a moſſey rocke ; there playes a faire 
Bnt chiatug fountaine purled : Not the ayre 
Nor cloudes nor thunder, but were living drawne 
Not out of common Tiffany or Lawne, 
But fine materials, which the Muſes know 
And onely know the conntries wherethey grow. 
Now when they could no longer him enjoy 
In mortsll garments pent ; death may deſtroy 
Th-y ſay hu Lody, but hu verſe ſhalllroe 
And moye then nature takes aur bands ſhall give, 
In a leſſe volume, but more ſtrongly bound 
Shakeſpeare ſhall breath and (peake,with Lawrell crewn'd 
Whick newer fades. Fed with Ambreſian meate 
In a well-lyned wveſture rich and weate, 
$8 with thy robe they cloath hims, bid him weave it 


- Fer t1meſhallmevver flaine wor envy ttare ih, 


The friendly admirer of his 
Endowments, 
I. M, S. 
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he Lines and Life of the 
Famous Scenicke Poer, Maſter 
VV.SuaxmSPEARE. 


Hoſe hands,which you ſo clapt, goe now ad wring 

You Britaines brave , for done are Shake-ſpeares dayes * 
YN His dayes are done that made the dainty Playes, 
Which made the Globe of Heay'n and Earth toring. 
Dry dis that Veine,dry d is the Theſpian Spring, 
Tirn'd allto teares,and Phoebus (loudes bis Fayes * 
That Corpe's,that Coffin now beſticke thoſe Bayes, 
Which crown'd bim Poet firſt,then Poets King. 
Tf Tragedies might any Prologue have, 
All thoſe he made would ſcarce make one to this : 
Where Farae,now that he gone is to the Grave, 
(Deaths publique Tyring-houſe )the Nuncius is, 

For though his Line of life went ſoone about, 

The Life yet of his Lines ſhall riever out; 


Hugh Holland. 
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in this Booke. 


<1 5 HeTempeſt. Ver PT The life of King Henry the 5, 
GT be two Gentlemen of | T he firft part of K,Heny the 6. 
The Merry Wives of Windſor. | The 2 part of K. Henry the 6. 
eeaſurefor eMeaſure. |T he 3 part of K.Heary the 6. 
The Comedy of Errors. T be T ragedieof Richard the 3; 
 eMuch adoeabout Nothing. The, — hiſtory of Henry 8. 
Loves Labour's hoſt, 
- eMidſommers nights Dreame., E-. 
The «Merchant of Venice, Troylus 2. 
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Tragedies. 


TEMPEST. 


eA us Primus. Scena Prima. 


oa 


A tempeſtuour noiſe of Thunder and Lightning heard : En 
ter a Ship-maſter and x Boteſmaine. 


Maſter. 

Ore-{waine. 
Boteſ. Heere Maſter : What cheere?. 
Maſt, Good : Speake to th'Mariners : 


ground,beſtirre,beltirre. Exit. 
Enter Mariners, 
Boreſ. Heigh my hearts,cheerely, cheerly my hearts : 
yare,yare : Take inthe toppe-ſale : Tend to th'Malters 
whiſtle : Blow till thou burſt thy winde, if roome c- 
nough. 
, Emer Alonſt Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Ferdinands, 
| Gonzalo,and others, 

eAlon, Good Bote-{waine have care : wher's the Ma- 
ſter ? Play the men- . 

Boteſ. 1 pray now keepe below. 

eAnh. Where is the Maſter, Boſon ? | 
- Boteſ, Doyou not heare him? you marre our labour, 
Keepe your Cabins : you do a{lilt the ſtorme» 

. Nay,good be patient. 

Pon When the Sens : hence,what cares theſe roa. 
rers for the name of King? to Cabine ; filence ; trouble 
* us not. 

Gon, Good yet remember whom thou haſt aboord. 


Boreſ. None that I moreJove then my ſelfe. Youare 


a Counſellor, if you can com nand theſe Elements to fi- 
lence, and workethe peace of the preſent,wee will not 
handa rope more, ufe your authoritie : If you cannor, 
givethankes you have liv'd ſolong, and make your ſelfe 
readie in your Cabine for the milchance of t 
—_— Cheerely good hearts: out of .our way 
Ye Exit. 
Gon.] have great comfort from this fellow:methinkes 
he hath no drowning marke him, his complexion 
15 perfect 'Gallowes : ſtand faſt good Fate to his han-- 
ging, ihake the of his deſtiny our Cable, for our 
owne doth little advantage : If he be not borne to'bee 
hang'd,ourcaſe is miſerable ; Bw 
| \ Enter Boteſwainss ©, 
; Boteſ.Downewith the top-Malt : yare, lower,lower, 
bring her to Try with Maine-courſe. A plagte——. 
4A cry within: Emer Sebaſtian, eAnthonid  o Gonzalo. 


tl fall too't, yarely, or we run our {elves 2 


| 


houre, | 


—_—.. 


Tx | 
upon this howling : they are lowder then the weather, 
or our ouce : yet 2gajne F What do you heere?Shall we 
give ore and drowne, have youa mindeto finke ? 

Sebaſ. A poxe o'your throat, you bawling, blaſphe- 
mous incharitable Dog. 
Boteſ. Worke youthen. | 
Azth. Hang cur,hang, you whoreſoninſolent Noyſe- 
maker;we are leſſe afraid to be drownde,then thou art. 
Gonz. Tle warrant him for drowning, though the 
Ship were no ſtonger then a Nutr-ſhell, and as leaky as 
an unſtanched wench. | 
Botef. Lay her a hold, a hold, ſect her two courſcs off 
to Sca againe, lay her off, 


Emer Maearinore wet. 
Mari. Al loſt,to prayers $0 prayers,all loſt, 
Boteſ. W hat muſt our mouths be cold ? | 
Gon. The King,and Prince at prayers, let's alliſt them, | 
for our caſe is as theirs. , 
Sebaſ: Vamfour of patience. | 
en. Weare meerlycheated of our lives by drunkards, 
This wide-chopt-raſca!l, would thou migheſt lyc drow- 
ning the waſhing of ten Tides. | 
Gonz,, Hce'l be hang'd yer, 
Though every drop of water ſweare againlt it, ' 


| And gape at widſt togluc him. ef confuſednoyſe within, | 


Mercy on us- 
We fplit,we ſplit, Farexvell my wife, and children, 
Farewell brother : we ſplitzwe ſplit, we ſplit» 
eAnth. Lets all finke with* King 
Seb. Let's rake leave of him. Exit, 
Gouſ. Now would I give a thouſand furlongs of Sea, 


for an Acreof barren ground: Long heath, Browne. 
\ firrs,any thing ; the wills above be done, but 1 would 
faine dyc a dry deaths 


Scxna Secunda. _ 
Enter Proſpero and Miranda: 


Aire, Tf by your Arr (my deereſt father) you have 
Put the wilde waters in this Rore;alay them: _., | 
The skye it ſeemes would powre downe ſtinking pitch; 
But that the Sea, mounting to th' welkins cheeke, - | 
' Dathes the fire out. Oh! I have ſuffered Los 
| With thoſe that I ſaw _o- : Abrave veſſall 


o 


> 2 
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eur Tacoma cu. Sc. iti 
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_— CO" 
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4 Hath 


2 


FeT, empeſt. | 


(Who had nodoubt ſome noble creature in her) | 


Daſh'dalltopeeces: O the cry did knocke 
Againſt my very heart : poore ſoules, they periſh d. 
HadT bin any God of power, I would 
Haveſuncke the Sea within the Earth, or ere | 
It ſhould the good Ship fo have {wallow'd,and 
The traughting Soules within her. 

Frof, BecolleRted, ; 
No more amazement: Tell your pitteous heart z 
there's no harme done. 

CHsra O wor, the day» 

Prof. No harme. 

I havedone nothing, bur in care of thee 
( Of thee my deere one ; thee my daughter) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence I am : nor that I am more better 
Then Proſpero, Maiter of a full poore cell, 
And thy nogreater Father. 

Afira. More toknow 
Did never meddle with my thoughts. 

Proſ. "Tistime 
I ſhould informe thee farther : Lend thy hand 
And plucke my Magick garment from me : S0, 
Lye there my Art : wipe thou thine eyes, have comfort, 
The direfull ſpectacle of the wracke whichtouch'd 
The very vertue of compaſſion in thee : 

I have with ſuch compaſſion in mine Art 

So ſafely ordered, thatthere is noſoule 

No not ſo much perdition asan hayre 

Betide toany creature in the veſſell 
Which thou heard(t cry, which thou ſaw'ſt ſinke: Sit 
For thou muſt now know farther- downe, 

Ara. You have often 
Begun to tell me what I am, but ſtopt = 
And left me to the booteleſle Inquiſition, 
Concluding, ſtay : not yet. 

Prof.The houre's now come, 

The very minate byds thee ope thine care, 

Obey, and be attentive. Canſt thou remember 

A time before wg-came unto this Cell? 

I doe not thinke thou canſt, for then thou, was't nor 
Our three yeares old. 

Mie, Certainely Sir, I can» 

Proſ:, By what ? by any other houſez or perſon? 
Of any thing the Image, tellme, that 
with thy remembrance. - 

Mira. "Tis farre off. 

And rather like a dreame, then an aſſurance 
That my remembrance warrants : Had I not 
Fowre, or five women once, that tended me? 

Prof: Thou hadit ;and more Miranda: But how is it 
That this livesin thy mind ? What ſeeſt thou els 
In the dark-backward and Abiſme of Time ? 
Yfthou remembreſt ought ere thou cam'ſt here, 
How thou cam'ſt here thou mayſt. 

Are. But that I doe not. | 

Prof: Twelve yere ſince ( Miranda) twelve yere ſince, | 
Thy Father was the Duke of Aillaine, and 

A Prince of power : 

1 Afira. Sir, arenot you my Father ? 

Prof. Thy Mother was a of yertue, and 
She ſayd thou walſt my daughter; and thy father 
Was Duke of Ailzine, and his onely heire: 

And Princeſle ; no worſe Ifſued, 
Alta. Othe heavens, 


Whar fowle play had we, that we came from thence? | 


Or bleſſed was't we did ? 
Prof. Both, both my Girle. 
By fowleplay (as thou ſayeſt) were we heaved thence, 
But blefſedly holpe hither. 

AMira. Omy bleedes 
Tothinke oth' teene that I haveturnd you ro, 
Whichis from my remembrance, pleaie you,farther; 

Prof. My brother and thy vacle, call'd enthowo: 
I pray thee marke me, that a brother ſhould 
Be ſo perfidious : he ,vhom nextthy ſclfe 
Of all the world Ilov'd, and to him put 
The e of my ſtate, as at that time 
Though all the Ggnorics it was the firlt, 

And Proſpers,the prime Duks, being ſo reputed 
In dignity; and for the Liberall Artes, 
Without a paralell ; thoſe being all my ſtudic, 
The Government I caft upon my brother, 
Andto my ſtate grew ſtranger, being tranſported 
And rapt in ſecret ſtudies, thy falſe vncle 

(Doeſt thou attend me?) 

Mira, Sir, moſt hecdefully. 

Prof, Being once > how to grant ſuites, 
How to deny them : whom taduauce,and whom 
Totrath for over-toppinng; new created 
The creatures that were mine, I ſay, or chang'd 'cm, 
Or elſe new form'd 'em ; having both the key, 

Of Otficer, and oitice, ſet all hearts e th ſtate 

To what tune pleas'd his care, that now he was 

The Ivy which had hid my princely Trunck 

And ſuckt my verdure out on't : Thou attend{ſt not? 
Mira. GO good Sir, Idoe. 
Frof: I pray thee marke me: 

T thus neglefting worldly ends, all dedicated 

To cloſenes, and the bertering of my mind 


With that, which bur by being retired 


| Ore-priz'd all popular rate : in my falſe brother 


Awak'd an evill nature, and my truſt 
Like a good parent, did beget of him 

A falſchood 1n it's contrary, as great 

As my truſt was, which had indeede no limit, 
A confidence ſans bound. Hebeing thus Lorded, 
Not enely with what my revenew yeelded, 
But what my power might elſe exaRt. Like one 
Who having into truth, by telling of it, 

Made ſuch a ſynner of his memorie 

Tocredite his owne lic, he did beleeve 

He was indeed the Duke, out o'th* Subſtitution 
And executing th' outward face of Roialtie 


. With all prerogative : hence is Ambition growing: 


Do'ſt thou heare? 

CMira. Your tale, Sir, would cure deafeneſſe. 

Prof. To have no Schreene between this part he plaid 
And him heplaid it for, he needes will be 
Abſolute Mslaine, Me ( poore man) my Librarie 
= Dukedome large enough : of tem roialties 

ethinkes me now in N crates 
( Sodric he was for Sway) with King of NV; 
To give him annuali tribute, doe him homage 
Subje& his Coronet, to his Crowne, and bend 
The Dukedome yet unbowed ( alus poore Afrlaive) 
To much ignoble ſtooping. 

ira. Oh the heavens: 

Proſ. Marke his condition, and th'event,chen tell me 
If this might be a brother. 

Mirae. I ſhould finne 
Tothinke but Noblic of my Grand-mother, 


” 


ef 


Good 


| 


The Tempeſt. 


Good wombes have borne bad ſonnes. 
Pre. Now the condition. 

This King of Naples beiag an Enemy 
To me inveterate, hearkens my brothers ſuit, 
Which was, Thar he in licu o'th' premiſes, 
Of homage, and I know not how much Tribute, 
Should pretently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the Dukedome, and confer faire Afillame 
With all the honors, on my brother : Whereon 
A treacherous Armie levied, one mid-night 
Fated to th' purpoſe, did «Azthomo open 
The gates of Millamne, and ith* dead of darkenefſe 
The Miniſters for th* purpoſe hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying ſelte. 

Air. Alack, for pitty : 
I not remembring how I cride outthen 
Will cry it ore againe : it 1s a hint 
That wrings mune Eyes to0 te 

Pre. Heare a little further, 
And then T'le bring thee to the preſent buſineſle 
Which now's upon's : without the which, this ſtory 
Were molt impertinent. 

Mir. Wherefore did they not 

That houre deſtroy us? 

Pre. Well demanded, wench : 


So deare the love my people bore me : nor {ct 
A marke ſo bloudy 0a the buſineſle; bur 
With colours fairer, painted their toule ends. 
In few, they hurried usa-boord a Barke, 
Bore us ſome Leagues to Sea, where they prepared 
A rotten carkaſſe of a Butt, not rigg'd, - 
Nor tackle, nor ſayle, nor maſt; the very rats 
Inſtintiuely have quit it : There they hoyſt as 
To city to th' Sea, thatroard to us; to ſigh 
To th' windes, whole pitry ſighing backe againe 
Did us but loving wrong. 

Al. Alack, what trouble 
Was I then to yoa ? 

Pro. Q, a Cherubin 
Thou was't that did preſerve rae; Thou didft ſmile, 
Infuſed with a fortitude from heaven, 
When I have deck'd the fea with drops full ſalt, 
Vander my burthen groar'd, which rais'd in mc 
An undergoing {tomacke, to beare up 
Againlt what thouldeutue. 

e Mir. How cune we alhore ? p 

Pre. By providence divine , 
Some food, we had, and ſome freſh water, that 
A noble I copotitan Gonzalo 
Out of his Charity, (who being then apps 
Maſt :r of this deligne) did give us, with 
Rich garments, linuens, ſtufts, and necflaries 
Which ſince have ſteeded much, fo of his gentleneſſe 
Knowing [ lov'd my bookes he furniſhd me 
From mine owne Library, with volumes, that 
I prize above my Dukedome. 

Mir. Would I might 
But ever (ce that man. 
Pro. Nowl ariſc, | 

Sit (till, and heare the laſt of our ſea-ſorrow: 
Heere in this Iland we arriu'd, and heere 
Have I, thy Schoolemalter, made thee more profit 
Then other Princeſſe can, that have more time 
For vainer howres; and Tutors, not 10 carefull. 


inted - 


My Tale proyokes that queſtion : Deare, they durſt not, 


Mir. Heavens thanke you for*t. And now I pray you Sir, | I have left allcepe: and for the reſt o'ch* Fleer 
| ; A1 


For ſtill 'tis beating in my mind ; your reaſon 
For rayſing this Sea-ſtorme ? 
Pro, Know thus far forth, 
By accident moſt ſtrange, bountifull Fortwne 
(Now my deere Lady) hath mine enemies 
Brought to this ſhore : And by my preicicnce 
I finde my Zenwh doth depend upon 
A moſt auſpitious ſtarre, whole influence 
If now I court not, but omit ; my fortunes 
Will ever after droope : Heare ceaſe more queſtions, 
Thou art inclinde to ſleepe : 'tis a good dulneſle, 
And give it way :I know thou cant not chuſe ; 
Come away, Servant, come; I am ready now, 
Approach my eAriel. Come. Enter eAvied. 
ers. All haile, great Maſter, grave Sir, haile I come 
Toangſwer thy beſt pleaſure ; be it to fly, 
To ſwim, to dive intothe fire: to ride 
On the curld clowdes : to thy ſtrong bidding, taske 
Arl, and all his Qalitie, 
Pro. Halt thou, Spirit, 
Pertformd to point, the Tempeſt that I badthee, 
eAr. Tocvery Article. 
I boocded the ings ſhip : now on the Beake, 
Now in the Walte, the Decke, in every Cabyn, 
I lam'd amazement, ſometimes I'1d divide 
And burne in many places ; on the rop-maſt, 
The Yards and Borc- {prit, would I flame diſtintly, 
Then meete, and joynce. Joves Lightaing, the precurſers 
O'th dreadfull Thunder-claps more momentarie 
And fight out-running were not; the fire and cracks 
Of ſuiphurous roaring, the moſt mighty A epewre 
Seeme to befiege,and make his bold waves tremble, 


| Yea, his dead Trident ſhake. 


Fro. My brave Spirit, 
Who was ſo firme, ſo'conſtant, that this coyle 
Would not inte his reaſon ? 

Ar. Not a {oule 
But felt a Feaver of the madde, and plaid 
Some tr ickes of ditperation; all but Mariners 
Plung'd in the foamung bryne, and quit the veſlell; 
Then all a fire with me the Kings ſonne Ferdinand 
With haire up-ſtaring (then like reeds, not haire) 
Was the firſt man that leapt; cride hell is empty, 
Andall the Divclls are heere, 

Pre. Why that's my ſpirit : 
But was nor this nigh ſhore? 

ear. Cloſe by, my Maſter. 

Fro. But are they ( Ariel) lafe ? 

Ar. Not a haire periſhd: 
On their ſuſtaining garments not a blemiſh, 
But freſher then before : and as thou badit me; 
In troops I have diſperſd them "bout the Ile: 
The Kings ſonne haveT landed by himſclfe, 
W hom 1 left cooling of the Ayre with fighes, 
Inan odde Angle of the Iſle, and fitting, 
His armes in this ſad knot. ] 

Pre. Of the Kings ſhip, 
The Marriners, ſay how thou haſt diſpold, 
Andall the reſt o'th' Flecte? 

Ar. Safely in harbour 
Is the Kings ſhippe, in the deepe Nooke, where once 
Thou calidſt me up at mid1ight t9 ferch dewe 
From the ſtill-vexr Bermooth>s, there ſhe's hid; 
The Marriners all under hatches ſtowed, 
Who, with a Charme joynd co their ſuffered labour 


Which | 
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— 
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(Which I diſpers'd) they all have metagaine, 
And areupon the Mediterranean Flote 
Bound ſadly home for N ples, 
Suppoſing that they ſaw the Kings ſhip wrackt, 
And his great perſon periſh» 

Pro. eAriel, thy charge 
Exatly is perform'd; but there's more worke : 
W hat is the time o'th' day? 

Ar. Paſt the mid ſeaſon. 


I ro. At [caſt two Glaſſes : the time *twixt fix & now 


Muſt by us both be ſpent moſt preciouſly. 


Ar. Is there more toyle?Since þ doſt give me paines, 


Let me remember thee what thon haſt promis'd, 
Which is not yet perform'd me. 
/ Pre. How now ? moodie ? 
Which is't thou canſt demand ? 
er. My Libertic. 
Pro. fore the time be out? no more 2 
eAr, I piccther, 
Rememdver I have done thee worthy ſervice, 
Told thee no lyes , made thee no miſtakings, ſerv'd 


Without or grudge, or grumblings; thou did promiſe 


To bate me afull yeare. 
Pro. Do'ſt thou forget | | | 
From whattorment I did free thee? Ar. No. 


Pro, Thou do'ſt : & thinkeſt it much te tread the Qoze 


Ofthe ſalt deepe ; 
Torun upon the ſharpe winde of the North, 
To doe me buſineſſe in the veines o'th' earth 
When it isbak'd with froſt. 

eAr. I doe not Sir- 


Pro. Thou lieſt, malignant Thing : haſt thou fergot 


The fowle Witch Sycorax, who with Ageand Envy 


'| Was gowue 1ntoa hoope? baſt thou forgot her ? 


Ar. No Sir. 


Pro, Thou haſt : where was ſhe born? ſpeak: tell me: 


Ar. Sir, in Argier. 
Pro, Oh, was the ſo: I nuſt 
Once in a moneth recount what thou haſt bin 


Which thou forgetſt. This danir'd Witch Sycorax 


For miſchicfcs manifo1d, aud ſorceries terrible * 
Toenter humanc hearing, from Fo 
Thou know'ſt was baniſh'd : for one thing the did' 


They would not take her life: Is not this true? Ar.I Sir. 
Pro. This blew cy'd hag, was hither brought with 
And here was left by th' Saylars ;3thoumy ſlave, (child, 


As thou reportſt thy ſelfe, was then her ſervant, 
And for thou walt a Spirit too delicate 

To At her carthy, and abhord commands, 
Refuſing her grand heſts, ſhe did confine thee 

By helpe of her more potent miniſters, 
And in her moſt unmittigable rage, 

Into a cloven Pyne; within which rift 
Impriſon'd, thou didſt painefully remaine 
A dozen yearcs : within which ſpace ſhe di'd, 


 Andleft thee there: where thou did(t vent thy groancs | 


As faſtas Mill-wheeles ſtrike : Then was this 
(Save for the Sunne that he did littour heere, 

A frekelld whelpe, hag-borne ) not honour'd with 
A humane ſhape. | 

Ar. Yes: Caliban her ſonne. 

Por. Dull thing, I fay ſo : he, that Calibav 
Whom now | kecepe 1n ſervice, thou beſt know'ſt 
What torment I did finde thee in; thy grones 
Did make wolnes howle, and penetrate the breſt's 
Of cever-angry Beares; it was a torment 


i 


———— 


| 
| 


| Thatburne by 
{ And ſhewed theeall the qualities o'th' Iſle, 


| To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax 

Could - mourn undoe : it was mine Art, 
When I arriu'd,and heard thee, that made gape 
The Pyne, and ket thee out, 

ef. I thanke thee Maſter. 

Pro. If thou more murmur'ſt, I will rend an Oake 
And peg-thee in his knotty entrailes,till 
Thou haſt howl'd away twelve winters. 
eAr. Pardon, Maſter. 
I will be correſpondent ro command 
Anddoe my ſpryting, gently. 
Pro, Doe 10 : and after twodayes 
I will diſcharge thee, | 
Ar. That's my noble maſter : 
W hat ſhall I de? fay what? what ſhall 1 doe? 

Pre. Goe make thy ſelfe liketo a Nymph o'th' Sca, 
Be ſubje& to no ſight but thine, and mine : inviſible 
To every eye-ball elſe : goe take this ſhape 
And hither come in't : goe : hence 
With diligence, Exix. 

Pro: Awake, deere heart awake, thou haſt Nlept well, 
Awake. 

He. The ſtrangenes of your ſtory,pur 
Heavineſle in me. 

Pro. Shake it off: Come on, 

Wee ll viſit C abbey, my (lave, whonever 

Yeclds us kinde anſwere. 
«Mr. *Tis a vithine Sir, I doe notlove to looke on. 
Fro, Butas 'tis 

Wecannot miſſe him : he do's make our fire, 

Fetch in our wood,and ſerves Offices 

That profit us : What koa : ſlaye : Caliban : 

" Thou Earth thou : ſpeake. 
Cal. withm. There's wood enough within. 
Fro.Come forth I ſay,thexe's other buſineſle for thee: 

Come thou Tortoys, when? _ &nter eAriel hike a water- 


Fine apparition : my quaint Arid, . Nymph. 
Hearke in thine care. 
er, My Lord, it ſkall be done, Exit. 


Pro, Thou poiſonous ſlave, gotby the divell himſelfc 


| Vpontby wicked Dam; come torth. Enter Caliber. 


Cal. As wicked dewe, asere my mother bruſh'd 
With Ravens feather from unwholeſome Fen, 
Drop on you both : A Southweſt blow on yec, 
bliſter you all ore. 
®»p.For this be ſure, to night thou ſhalt have cramps, 
Side-ſtitches, that ſhall pen thy breath up, Vrchins 
Shall for that vaſt of night, that they may worke 
All exerciſe on thee : ſhalt be pinch'd 
As thicke as hony-combe,cach pinch more ſtinging 
Then Bees that made 'em. 
Cal. I muſt cate my dinner : oy 
This Iſland's mine by Sycorex my mother, _ 
Which thou tak'ſt from me: when thou cam'ſt firſt 
Thou ſtroakſt me,& made much of me:wouldit give me 
Water with berries in't : and teach me how 
To name the bigger ight, and how the leſſe 
, and night : and then I loved thee 


The freſh Springs, Brine-pits; barren place and fertill, 
Curs'd be I that I did ſo: All the Charmes 

Of Sycerex : T oades, Beetles, Batrs light on you : 

For 1 am all the Subje&ts that you have, 

Which firſt was mine owne : and here you ſty-me 
In this hard Rocke, whiles youdoe keepe from mc 
The x£ſt o'th' Iſland. 


| 
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Pro, Thou molt lying ſlave, 
Whom ſtripes may move, nor kindaes: I have us'd thee 


| ( Filchasthou art) with humane care, and lodg'd thee 


In mine owne Cell, till thou didit ſeeke to violate 
The honour of my childe. 
(at. Oh ho, oh ho, would't had bene done : 


| Thou did{t prevent me, I had peopel'd clſz 


This Iſle with Calibans. 
Afir. Abhorred Slave, 
Which any print of goodneſſe will not take, 
Being capable of all 11l : I pittyed thee, 
Took paines to makethee tpcake,raught thee each houre 
One thing or other : when thou didit not (Sauage) 
Know thine owne mcaning; but wouldſ gabble, like 
Athing moſt brutiſh, I endow'd thy purpoſes 
With words that made them knowne:Burt thy vild race 
(Tho thou did(t learn)had that in't,which good natures 
Could not abide to be with; therefore waſt thou 
Deſervedly confin'd into this Rocke, who hadſt 
Deſeru'd more thena priſon. 
Cad. You taught me Language, and my profit on't_ 
Is, I know how tocurſe : the ced-plague rid you 
For learning me your language. 
Pro, Hag-\ced hence : 
Fetchus in Fewell, and be quicke thou'rt beſt 
To anſwer other buſinefle: ſhrug'ſt thou (Malice) 
If thou negleRt(t, or doſt unwillingl 
WhatI command, lle rackethee with old crampes, 
Fillall thy bones with Aches, make thee rore, 
That beaſts ſhall tremble at thy dyn. 
Cal. No, 'pray thee. 
I muſt obey, his Art is of ſuch pow'r, 
It would controll my Dams god Setebey, 
And make a vaſlaile of him, F 
Pro. $0 {lave, hence, + invith Exit Cal. 
Emer Ferdinand & Ariel, invj le playing & ſmging. 
eAriel Song. (ome wnto theſe yellow ſands, FEY 
axd then take hands : | 
Curtſied when you have, ard hiſt 
the _ waves whiſt : 
Foote it beere, and there, and [werte Sprights beare 
jus the burthen. Bacthen Siſperſedly, 
Harke, harks, bowgh mamgs: che watch. Dog ger barke, 
'gh-wawgh. 


Ar. Hark,,hark, I heare the [ireine of ſirmtting Chanticlere 
adidded 


oy . 
Fer, Whert ſhold this Muſicke be? 1'th aire,or th'earth? 
It ſounds no more:and ſurc it waytes upon 
Some god'oth'Iland, fitring ona banke, 
Weeping agatue the King my Fathers wracke. 
This Muſicke crept by me upon the-Waters, 
Allaying both their fury, and my paſſion 
With it's ſweet ayre: thence I have follow'd it 
(Or it hath drawne me rather) but "tis gone, 
No,it begin: againe. 
| efviellSong. Full fadem five thy Father lier, 
Of his bones are Corral made: 
T boſe are pearles that were bis yer, 
Netbiog ef that doth fade, 
ZBut doth ſuffer a Sea-change 
Inte ſomething rich, frang: : 
Sea- N jmphs bourly ring bis knell. = 
Burthen: ding dong. 
Harke now 1 heave them, ding-dong bell. 


Fer. The Ditty do's remember my drown'd father, 
This is 20 morrall buſines, nor no found 


Lo 


—_ 


— 


— 


That theearth owes : I heare it now above mie. , 
* Pro, Thefringed Curtaines cf thine eye advance, 
And ſay what thou ſee'ſt yond. 
fire. What is't a ſpirit ? 
Lord,how it lookes about : Beleeve me ſir, 
It carries a brave forme. Burt 'tisa ſpirit. 

Pre. No wench,it eats,and ſleepes,& hath fuch ſenſes 
As we have; ſuch. This Gallant whichthou ſeeſt ; 
Was inthe wracke : and but hee's ſomething ſtain'd 
—_—— (that's beauties canker) Y mighr'ſt call him 
A goodly perſon : he hath loſt his fcllowes, 

And ſtrayes about to finde'cm- 

Arr, I might call him 
A thing divine, for nothing naturall 
I ever jaw fo Noble. 

Pro. It goes on I ſee 
As my ſoule prompts it : Spirit, fine ſpirit,lle free thee 
Within two dayes for this. 

Fer. Molt ſure the goddeſſe 

On whom theſe ayres attend : Vouchſafe my pray'r 
May know if you remaine upon this Iſland, 
And that you will ſome good inſtruction give 
How I may beare me hecre : my prime requeſt 
(Which Ido laſt pronounce) is (O you wonder ) 
If you be Mayd,or no? 

Mir. No wonder fir, 

But certainely a Mayd. 

Fer. My Language ? Heavens : 

I am the belt of them that ſpeake this ſpeech, 
Were I but where 'tis ſpoken. 

Pro. How ? the beſt ? 

W hart wer't thou if the King of N «pies heard thee ? 

Fer. A ſingle thing,as I am now,that wonders 
To heare thee ſpeake of N aptes: he do's heare me, 
And that he do's,I weepe : my ſelfe am Naples, 

W ho,with mine eyes (never ſince at ebbe)beheld 
The King my Father wrack't- 

CAMr. Alacke,for mercy. * 

Fer. Yes faith,and all his Lords, the Duke of Millaine 
And his brave ſonne,being twaine. 

Pro. The Duke of Mullaine 
And his more braver daughter,could controll thce 
If now 'twere fitto dot : At the firlt ſight 
They have —_ eycs : Delicate Ariel, 
Ile ſer thee free for this. A word Sir, 

1 feare you haye done your (clfe ſome wrong : A word. 

Mr. Why ſpeakes my father ſourgently 2 This 
Is thethird man that ere 1 ſaw : the firlt 
That ere I ſigh'd for : pitty move my father 


| Tobeenclin'd my way: 
Fer. O,it a Virgin, 
And your affeAion not gone forth, Ile make you 
The Queene of 2\ «ple;. 


Pre. Soft Sir,one word more. 
They are borh in eythers pow'rs : But this ſwift buſines 
I muſt uncafie make,leaſt too light winning 
Make the prizelight. One word mote : I charge thee 
That thou attend me : Thou do'(t heere uſurpe 
The name thou ow'ſt not,and haſt put thy ſelfe 
Vpon this Iſland,as a ſpy,to win it 
From me,:che Lord on't 

Fer. Nogas Tam aman. 

Air. Ther's nothing ill,can dwell in ſuch a 
If the ill-ſpirit have ſo faire a houſe, 
Good things will ſtrive todwell with't, 

Pre. Follow me. | 


Temple, 


A3 Prof. 
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Pref. Speake not you for him : hee'sa Traitor:come, | Ismuch beyond our loſſe;our hint of woe 


Ile magacic thy necke and feere together : Is common, every day, ſome Saylors wite, 
Sea water ſhalt thou drinke : thy foed ſhall be The Maſters of ſome Merchant, and the Merchant 


The freſh-brooke Muſſels, wither'd roots, and hugkes | Have juſt our Theame of woe: But for the miracle, 
Wherein the Acorne cradled. Follow. (1 meanc our preſervation) few in millions 

'Fer. No, Can ſpecake like us : then wiſely ( good Sir) weigh 
] will refiſt ſuch entertainement, till Our forrow, with our comfort. 
Mine enemy ha's more pow'r. eAlſon. Prethee peace. 

He drawes, aud is charmed from moving. Seb. He receives comfort like cold porredee. 

Ara. O deere Father, e-Ot. The Viſicor will not give him oreſo. 
Make not too raſh a triall of him, for Seb. Looke, hce's winding upthe watch of his wit; 
Hee's gentle, and not fearefull, | By and by it will ſtrike. 

Proſ. What I ſay, Gon. Sir. 
My foote my Tutor? Put thy {word up ery Seb. On: Tell. 


Who makes a ſhew, but dar'{t not ſtrike: thy conſcience Gon. When every greefe is entertaind, 

Is poſſeſt with guilt: Come from thy ward, That's offer'd comes toth' entertainer. 

For I can heere diſarme thee with this ſticke, Seb. Adollor. 

And make thy weapon drop. : Gar. Dolour comesto him indeed, you have ſpoken 


Mir. Beleech you Father. truer then you purpog'd, 
Pro. Hence : hang not on my garments. Seb. You haye taken it wiſelier then Imeant you 


et. Sir have pity, ſhould, 
Ile be hisAurety. | Gon. Therefore my Lord. - 

Pro. Silence: One word more eLet. Fic, what a ſpend-thrift is he of his tongue, 
S hall make me chide thee, if not hate thee : What, Alen. 1 pre-thee ſpare. 
An advocate for an Impotitor? Huſh : 
Thou think'ſt there is no more ſuch ſhapes as he, 
( Having ſeene but him and {a/iben:) Fooliſh wench, 
Tott* moſt of men; this is a (abban, 
And they to himare Angels. 

Ar. My aftetions ' 
Are then moſt humble: I have no ambition 
Toſee agoodlicr man. 
Pre. Comeon, ubey: | 

Thy Nerves arc in their infancy againe. 

And have no vigour in them, 

Fer. So they arc: 
My ſpirits, as1n adreame, are all bound up : 
My Fathers loſle, the weakneſſe which I teele, 
The wracke of all my fritnds, nor this mans threats, 
To whome I am ſubddude: are but light tome, 
Might I but through my priſon once a day 
Behold this Mayd-:all corners elſe o'th* Earth 
Let liberty make uſe of : ſpace enough 
Have 1 in ſucha priſon. 

Pre. It workes : Come on. 


Gon. Well, I have done i But yet 

Seb, He will be talking» 

Aut. Which, of he, or Adrian, for a good wager, 
Firſt begins to crow ? | 

Seb. The old Cocke. | 

eAnt. The Cockrell. 

Seb. Done : The wager? 

Am, A laughter, 

Seb, A match. 

Adr. Though this Iſland ſeeme to be deſert. 

Seb. Hayha, ha. | 

eAwt. So: you'r paid. 

eAdr. Vninhabitable, and almoſt inacceſſible. 

$eb. Yet. 

Aadr. Yet. 

eAnt, He could not miſſe't. 

Adr. It muſt needs be of ſubtle, tender, and delicate 
temperance. 

eAnt. Temperance was a delicate wench, 

Seb. I, anda ſubtle, as he moſt learnedly deliver'd. 

Adr. The ayre breathes upon us here moſt ſweetly, 


Thon haſt done well, fine Ariel: follow me. 
 Harke what thou elſe ſhalt do me. 

Afir. Be of comfort, 
My Father's of a better nature(Sir) 
Then he appeares by ſpeech zthis is unwonted 
Which now came from him. 

Pro. Thou ſhalt be as free 
As mountaine wiadcs , but then exactly do 
All points of my command. 

Ar. To th yllable, 

Pro. Come follow : ſpeake not for him. 


__— 


Exemnt. 


Atlus Secundus. $ ind Prima. 


How greene e 


beyond credit. 


Seb, As if it had Lungs, and rotten ones. 

ent. Or, as 'twere perfum'd by a Fen. 

Gon, Hcere is every thing advantageous to life. 
Ant. True, {ſave meanes to live. 

Seb. Of that there's none, or little. 

Gon, How luſh and luſty the graſſc lookes ? 


eArt. The ground indeed is tawny. 
Seb. With an eye of greene in'it. 
Ant. He mifſes not much. 
Seb. No: he doth but miſtake thetrath totally. 
Gon. But the rariety of it is, which is indeed almoſt 
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Seb. As many voucht rarietiesare, 
Gon. That our Garments being(asthey were)drencht 


inthe Sca, hold notwithſtanding their freſhneſſe and 


: © | gloſles, being rather newdy'dethen Rain'd with falte 
Enter Alonſo,Sthaſtian, «Anthonio, Gonzalo, eAdrian, 4 water. 


Ant, Ifbur one of his pockets conld ſpeake, would 


Franciſco, and others. 
it not ſay he lycs? 


CGonz. Beſcech you Sir, be merry: you have cauſe, 


(So have we all) of joy; for our eſcape 


Seb. 1, os very falſely pocket up his report, 


i — 


— 
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Gon. Me thinkes our garments arc now as freſh as 
when wee put them on firſt in Aﬀricke, at the marriage 
of the kings faire daughter Clervbel tothe king of T ms. 

Seb. ''1 was a ſweet marriage, and we proſper well m 
our returne, 

Adri. Tunis was never grac'd before with ſuch a Pa- 
ragon to their Qyeene, 

Gon. Nor {ince widdow Dido's time. ; 

Ant.Widow? A pox o'that: how came that Widdow 
in? Widdow Dido! 

Seb. What if he had fayd Widdower e/£neas too ? 
Good Lord, how you take it ? 

Adri. Widdow Dide ſaid you? You make me ſtudy 
of that : She was of Carthage, not of Tunis. 

Gon, This TamsS ir was Carthage. 
Adri. Carthage ? Gon, | aflure you («thage. 
Ant. His word 1s more then the miraculous Harpe. 

Seb, He hath gais'd the wall, and houſes too. 

Ant. What impoſſible matter will he make eaſy next? 
Seb. Ithinke hee will carry this 1fland home in his 
pocket, and give it his ſonne tor an Apple. JL 

Ant. And ſowing the kernels of ir un the Sea, bring 
forth more Iſlands. ; 

Gon. I. eAxt, Why in good time. 

Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garments ſceme 
now as freſh as when we were at Twms at the marriage 
of your daughter, who is now Queene-. 

ent. And the rareſt that ere came there. 
Seb. Bate ( I beſeech you) widdow Dias. 
Ant. O widdow Dido ? I, Widdow Dias. 
Gon. 1s not my doublet Sir as freſh as rhe firlt day I 
wore it ? I meane 1n a ſort. 
Amt. That fort was well fiſh'd for. 
Gon. When I wore it at your daughters marriage- 
Alon. You cram theſe words into mine cares, 
the ſtomacke of my ſenſe : would Ehad never 
Married my daughter there : For comming thence 
My ſonne is loſt and ( in my rate) ſhe roo, 
Who is fo farre from /taly removed, 
I ne'rc againe ſhall ſee her : O thou mine heire 
Ot N pls and of Milaine, what ſtrange fiſh 


Fran. Sir he may live, 
I ſaw him beate the ſurgesunder him, 
And ride upon their backes; he trod the water 
Whoſe enmiry he flung aſide : and breſted 
The ſurge moſt (wolne that met him : his bold head 
'Boye the contentious waves he kept and oared * 
Himfſelte with his good armes in luſtyſtroke 
Toth'ſhore ; that ore his wave-worne baſis bowed 


\As ſtooping to releeve him : I not doubt | 


He came alive to Land, 

Alon. No, no, hee's gone. 

Seb. Sir you may thanke your ſelfe for this great lofſe, 
That would not blefſe our Europe with your daughter, 
But rather loſe her to an Aﬀercan. IT 
Where ſhe at leaſt, is baniſh'd from your eye, 

Who hath cauſe to wet the greefe or't. 

eAlon. Pre-thee peace. 

Seb. You were kneel'd too, & im 'd otherwiſe 
By all ofus: and thefaire ſoule her felfe 
Waigh'd betweene loathnefſe, and obedience, at - © 
Which end &'th'beame ſhould bow : we have loſt your 


Mo widdowes in them of this buſineſſe making, 


I feare for ever : AMibaine and Naptes have (fon, 
| 


Then we bring mcn to coinfort them : 


The fault's your owne. 
Alon. $0 is the deer'ſt oth/loſſe. 
Gon. My Lord Sebaſtian, 
The truth you ſpeake doth lacke ſome gentleneſle, 
And timeto ſpeake it in : you rubthe tore, 
When you ſhould bring the plaiſter, 

Seb.Very well. eAnt. And moſt Chirurgeonly. 

Gon. It is foule weather in usall, good Sir, 

When you are cloudy. 
Seb. Fowle weather ? Ant. Very ftoule, 
Gon. Had I plantation of this Iſle my Lord. 
Ant. Hee'd tow't with Nettle-ſced. 
Seb. Or Dockes, 01 Mallowes. | 
Gon. And were the King on't, what would I do? 

Sb. Scape being drunke, for want of Wine. 

Gon. I'th* Commonwealth-I would (by contraries) 
Execute all things : Forno kinde of Tratticke 
Would I admit: No name of Magiſtrate : 
Letters ſhould not be knowne : Riches , 

And uſe of ſervice, none : Contract, Succeſſion, 
Borne, bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none : 
No uſe of Metrall, Corne, or Wine, or Oyle ; 
N6 occupation, all men idle, all : 

And women too, but innocent and pure : 

No Soveraignty, 

Seb, Yethe would be King ont. 

Ant. The latter cnd of his Common-wealth forgets 
the beginning. 

Gow. All things in common Nature ſhould produce 
Without ſweat or endeuour : Treaſon, fcllony, 
Sword, Pike, Knife Gun, or neede of any Engine 
Would I not have: bur Nature ſhould bring forth 
Ofit owne Kinde, all foyzon, all aburidance 
To feed my innocent people. 

Seb. No marrying *mong his ſubje&s ? 

Ant. None ( man) all idle; Whores and Knanes, 

Gon. I would with ſuch perfetion governe Sir: 

T' Excell the Golden Age. 

Seb+ 'Save his Majelty. Amnt.Long live Gonzalo, 

Gen. And do you marke me, Sir ? (me 

Alon. Pre-theeno more: thoudolt talke nothing to 

Gon, I do well beleeve your Highneſle , and did it to 
miniſter occaſion to theſe Gentlemen, who are of ſuch 
ſenſible and nimble Lungs,that they alwayes fe to laugh 
atnothing. 

Ant. *Twas you welaugh'd at: 

Gon, Who,inthis kinde of merry fooling am nothing 
to yon : ſo you may continue, and laugh at nothing ftill. 

Ant. Whata blow was there given? 

Seb. And it had not fallen flat-long. 

Gon. You are Gentlemen of brave mettal : you would 


lift the Moone out of her ſpheare,if ſhe would continue | 


in it five weekes without changing. 
Enter HOT Maſiche. 

Seb. We would ſo, and then goa Bar-fowling, 

Ant. Nay good my Lord, be nor angry- 

Gon. No I warrant you, I will notadventuremy diſ- 
cretion ſo weakly :Will you laugh me afleepe, for I am 
very heavie. 

Ant. Go fleepeandheare us. + 

eAlon. What, all ſofoone aſleepe? I wiſh mine eyes 
Would (with themſelves) ſhut up my thoughes, 

I finde they are inclin'd rodo ſo, 

Seb. Plcaſe ou Sirs 
Do not omit the heavy offcr of it : 

It fldame viſits ſorrow, when it doth,it is a Cotnforter 


Ant. 


— ee ee OI In — —F-- 
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{ Doth it not then our 


l 


{ 
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eat. We two my Lord, will guard your perſon, 


While you take your reſt, and watch your ſafety. 


Alon. Thanke you : Wondrous heavy. 

Seb, What a ” houk dowlſineſle poſſefſes them? 

Ant, 1t is the quality o'th' Clymate. 

Seb. Why. 

eyc-lids ſinke? I finde 

Not my ſclfe dif] wal ro ſleepe : 

Axe. Norl, my ſpirits are nimble; 
T hey fell together all, as by conſent : 
They dropt, as by a Thunder-ſtroke :.what might 
Worthy Sebaſtian?,O, what might ? no more: 
And yet, me thinkes1 ſee itinthy face,' 
W hatthou ſhould'ſt be : th' occaſion ſpeakes thee,and 
My ſtrong imagination ſee's a Crowne 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Seb, W hat? art thou waking? 

Ant. Do you not heare me ſpeake ? 

Seb. I do, and ſurely 
It is a ſleepy Language ; and thou ſpeak'it 
Out of thy {leepe : What is it thou didlt ſay? 
This is aſtrange repoſe, to be aſl | # 
With eyes wide vpen: ſtanding, ſpeaking, moving : 
And yet ſo faſt a fleepe. 

Ant. Noble Sebaſtiav, —_- 
Thou let'ſt thy fortune Mleepe : dierather : wink'it 
Whiles thou art waking. 

Seb. Thou do'ſt ſnore diſtinAly, 

There's meaning in thy ſnores. 
Ant, IT am moxe ſerious then my cuſtome : you 
Muſt beſotoo, if heed me : which to do, 
Trebbles thee o're. 
Seb. Well : I am ſtanding water. 
ent. Ile teach you how to flow. 
Seb. Do ſo: toebbe, 

Hereditary Sloth inſtrufts me. 

Ant. O ! 

If you but knew how youthe purpoſe cheriſh 
W hiles thus you mocke it : how 1n ſtripping it 
You more inveſt it : ebbing men, indeed 

(Moſt often) do ſo neere the bottome run 

By their owne feare, or ſloth, 

Seb. *Pre-thce ſay on, 

The ſetting of thine eye, and checke proclaime 
A matter from thee ; and a birth, indeed, 
Whichthrowes thee muchto yeeld. 


Although this Lord of weake remembrance; this 


Who ſhall be of as little memory 
When he is carth'd, hath here almoſt perſwaded 
(For hee's a Spirit of perſwaſion, onely | 
Profcſles to perſ wade) the King his ſonne's alive, 
'Tis as impoſſible that hee's CT l 
As he that fleepes heere, ſwims: 

Seb, 1 bave no hope, 
That hce's undrown d. 

Ant. O, out of that no hope, 
What great hope have you? No hope that way 
Another Way fo high a hope, that even 
z—— _—_ pierce a —_ beyond o 
But d icovery there, Will you with mc 
That Ferdinand is drown'd? _— 

Seb. Hee's gone. 

Ant. Then tell me who's the next heire of Naples 

Seb. Claribell. 

ene. She that is Queene of Twit : ſhe that dwels | 


: Is 


| 


j And [the King ſhall lovethee, 


| Andlooke how well my Garments ſit npon me, 


Ten] beyond mans life : ſhe thatirom XV aples 
Can have no note, unleſſe the Sun were poſt: 
The Mani'th Moone's too flow, till new-borne chinnes 
Be rough, and Razor-able : She that from whom 
Weall were ſca-ſwallow'd, though ſome caſt againe, 
(And by that deſtiny to performe an a, 
Whereof, whar's paſt in prologue; what to come 
In yours, and my bi ©. 

Seb. What ſtuffe is this? How ſay you? 
Tis true,my brothers daughter's Queene of Twxiz, 
S0 is ſhe heyre of N oples, *twixt which Regions 
There is ſome ſpace, | 

Ant, A ſpace, whoſe ev'ry cubir 

Seemes tO cry Out, how ſhall that Claribef 
Meaſure us backe by N apler? keepe in Twnis. 
And let Sebaftian wake. Say, this were death 
That now hath ſeiz'd them, why they were no worſe 
Then now they are : There be that can rule Naples 
As well as he that fleepes : Lords, that can prate 
As amply, and unneceſſarily 
As this Gomza/o : I my ſelte could make 
A Chough of as deepe chat : O, that you bore 
The minde that I do; what aſleepe were this 
For ou advancement ? Do you underſtand me ? 

Seb. Me thinkes I do, 

em. And how do's your content 
Tender your owne good fortune ? 

Seb. 1 remember 
You did ſupplant your Brother Proſpere. 

Ant. True: 


Much feater then before : My Brothers {crvants 
Were then my fellowes, now they are my men. 

Seb. But for ybur conſcience. 

ent. 1 Sir: wherelies that? If *ewere a kybe 
"Twould put me to my flipper : But I feele nor 
This Deity in my boſome : *Twentie coniciences 
Thar ſtand *'twixt me,and CHillaine, candicd be they, 
And meltere they molleſt : Heere lies your Brother, 
No better then the earth he lyes _-_ 
If he were that which now hee'slike (that's dead) 
Whoml with this obedient ſteele ( tbree inches of it) 
Can lay to bed for ever : whiles you doing thus, 
Tothe . winke for aye might put 
This ancient morſell : this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our courſe: for all the ret 
They'l take ſuggeſtion, as a Cat laps milke, 
They'l tell the clocke, toany buſineſſe that 
We ſay befits the hourc., 

Seb, Thy calc, deere Friend 
Slull be my preſident : As thou got'lt 2fillaine, 
Iiecome b Neple : Draw thy ſword, one ſtroke 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou paicſt, 


Ant, Draw together 2 
And when I reare my hand, do you the like 


To fall it on Gonzalo. 
Seb. O, but one word, 
Emer eAviell on ox 
Ariel, My Maſter his Art foreſces the danger 
That you (his friend) are in, and ſends meforth 
(Forelc his projeRt dics)to keepe them living- 
Sing in Gonzaloes tare. 
While you here do ſnoaring lie, 
Open-ey d Conſpiracis | 
Hit time doth take : 


of 


— 


Mt... 


— 
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Le of jen audhemen, 
Aw 


ake, awake. . 

Azt. Thenlet us both be ſodaine. 

Gon. Now, good Angels preſerve the King. 

Ale. Why how now hoazawake? why are you drawn? 
Wherefore this ghaſtly looking ? 

Gon. What's the matter ? 

St, Whiles we ſtood here ſecuring IJ repoſe, 
(Even now) we heard a hollow burlt of bellowing 
Like Buls, or rather Lyons, did't not wake you? 

It ſtrooke mime careamol2t terribly , 

Ale. I heard nothing. 

«4», O, 'twas a dinto fright a Monſters eare; 
To make an earthquake : ſure it was the roare 
Of a whole heard of Lyons, 

Ale. Heard you this Gonz.alo? . 

Gon. V pon mine honour, Sir, I hearda humming, 
(And that a ſtrange one too) which did awake me: 

I ſhak'd you Sir, and cride : asmine eyes opend, 

I ſaw their weapous drawne : there was a noyſe, 

That's verily : 'tis belt we upon our guard; 

Or that we quit this place : let's draw our weapons- 
eAlo.Lead off this ground and let's make further ſearch 


For my poore ſonne, 

Gox. Heavens keepe him from theſe Beaſts : 
For he is ſure i'th Iſland. 

eAlo, Lead away- (done. 

Ariel, P my Lord , ſhall know what I have 
S$o(King) goe ſafely on to ſceke thy Son. Exennt. 

Scena Secunda; 
* | 


—_—_ 


Enter Caliban, with a burthen of Wood ( a noyſe 
Thunder heard, ) 7 hs 


Cat. All the infe&tions that the Sunne ſuckes up ' 
From Bogs, Fens, Flats, on Proſper fall, and make him 
By yn ch-mcale a diſcaſe : his Spirits heare me, 

A = I ncedes muſt curſe. But they'll noc pinch, 
Fright me with Vrchyn-ſhewes, pitch me i*thmire, 
Nor lead me hke a fire-brand, in the darke 
Our of my way, unleſſe he bid'em; but 
For every trifle, are they ſet upon me, 
Sometime like Apes, that moe and chatter at me, 
And after bite me : then like Hedg-hogs, which 
_ tumbling in my barefoote way, and mount 

ir pricks at my foote-fall : ſometime am I 
All wound with Adders who with cloventongues 
Doe hifſe me into madneſſe : Lo, now Lo, Emer 
Here comes a $pirit of bis, and to torment me, Trincalo, 
For bringing wood in flowly: 1le fall flat, 
Perchance he will not minde me, 

Tri. Aere*sneither buſh, nor ſhrub to beare off any 
weather at all : and another ſtorme brewing , I heare it 
ſing*ith winde : yond ſame blacke cloud, yond huge 
one, lookes like a foule bumbard that would ſhed his 
licquor : if it ſhould thunder, as'it did before, I know 
not where to hide my head : yond ſame cloud cannot 
chuſe bur fall by paile-fuls. What have we here, a man, 
orafiſh? dead or alive ? a fiſh, he ſmels like a fiſh : 2 


very ancient and fiſh-like ſmell : a kinde of , not of the 


y” = 


neweſt poore-lohh : a ſtrange fiſh: were I in Exgland | 


now ( as onceI was) and had but his fiſh painted; not 
a holyday-foole there but would givea peece of filver : 
there, would this monſter , make a man : any ſtrang e 
beaſt there, makes aman : -when they will not givea 
doitto relieve a lame Begger,they will lay out ten to ſee 
a dead Indian : Leg'd like aman; and his Finnes like 
Armes ; warme o my troth : 1 doe now let looſe my 0- 
pinion ; hold ir no longer ; this is no fiſh, but an 1 
der, that hath lately ſuffered by a Thundebolt: Alas, 
the ſtorme is come againe : my beſt way is to un- 
der his Gaberdine : there is no other rer = 
bout : Miſery acquaints a man with ſtrange bedfel- 
__ I will here throwd till the dregges ofthe ſtorme 
PAalts 


Emer Ste Ng 
Ste. 1 ſhall no —_— - fe, bereſhal Idyeafore 
This is a very ſcuryy tune to ſing at a mans 
Funerall : well, here's my comfort. Drinkes. 
Smgs. The Maſter, the Swabber,the Boate-ſwaine & [; 
The Gunner, and his CMate 
Lox'd Mall, Meg, and Marrian, and Margerie, 


But none of us card ſor Kate. 

For (be had a tongue with atang, 

Would cry to a Sayler goe hang : | 

Shs lov'd not the ſavonr of T ar nor of Pitch, 

Tet a Tailor might ſcratch her where ere ſhe did itch, | 
Then to Sea Boyes, andlet hey goe hang. 

This is aſcuryy tune too : 

But here's my comfort. drinker, 


Cal. Doe not torment mc: oh, | 
Ste. What's the matter ? 
Have we divels here ? | 
Doe you puttrickes upon's with Salyages, and Men of 
Inde? ha? Ihave not ſcap'd drowning, to bee afcard 
now of your foure legges : for it hath bin faid ; as pro- 
pera man as ever went on foure leges, cannot make him 
give ground : -and it ſhall be.fayd toagaine, while Sre- 
phano breathes at noltrils. 

Cal. The Spirit rorments me : oh. _. 

Ste. This is ſome monſter of the iſle , with fonrelegs; 
who hath got (as I take it) an ague : where the divell 
ſhould he learne our language? I will give him ſome re- 
licfe ifit be bur for that: if I can recover him,and keepe 
him tame, and get to Naples with him, he's a Pre- 
ſent for any Empcrour that ever trod on Neates-lea- 
ther. —_ 

_ (at. Doe not torment me *prethee : Vie bring my 
wood home faſter. : 

Ste. He's in his fit now; and doe's nottalke after the 
wiſeſt ; hee ſhall taſte of my Bortle : if hee have never 
drunke wine afore, it will goc neere to remove his Fit: 
if I can recover him, and keepe him taine,[ will not take 
too much for him; he ſhall pay for him ,thar hath him, 
and that ſoundly. . 

Cal. Thou do me yet but little hurt ; thou wilt a- 
non, I know it by thy trembling : Now Proſper workes 
upon thee. 

Ste. Come on your wayes : open your mouth: here 
is that which will give language to you Cat z open your 
mouth; this will ſhake your ſhaking, can tell you,and 
that ſoundly : you cannot tell who's your friend ; open 

our chaps againe. 
F Tre Tea know that voyce : 


C— 


It ſhould be,anmn—— 
But 
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But he is dround ; and theſe are divels; O defend 
me. 

Ste. Foure legges and two voyces ; a moſt delicate 
Monfter : his forward voyce now is to ſpeake of his 
friend; his backward voyce, is to utter foule ſpeeches, 
andro detratt : if all the wine in my bottle will recover 
him, 1 will helpe his Ague: Come : Amen, I will poure 
ſome in thy othcr mouth. 

Tri. Stephano. 


This is a Divell and no Monſter : I will leave himyI have 
no jong Sp@one. 

Tri. Stephano : if thou becſt Stepharo, touch me, and 
ſpcake tome: for 1 am T rinculs; be not afeard, thy good 
friend Trmculo. 

Ste. If thou beeſt Trincnlo: come forth : Ile pullthee 
by the leſſer legges : if any be Trinewlo's legges theſe are 
they : Thouart very Trmexto indeede : how cam'it thou 
tc be the ſiege of this Moone-calfe ? Can hee vent Trmm- 
Chulg's ? 

Tri. I tooke himrto be kild witha thunder-ſtroke;but 
art thou not dround Stepharo : 1 hope now thou axt not 
dround : Is the ſtorme over-blowne? 1hid me under 
the dead Moone-Calfes Gaberdine , for feare of the 
Storme: Andart thou living Sr:phaxo? O Stephano, two 
NN capolitanes (cap'd ? 

Ste. *Prethce doe not turne mee about, my ſtomacke 
is not conitant. : 

Cal. Theſe be fine things, and if they be not ſprights: 
| that's a brave god, aad beares Celeſtiall liquor : I will 
kneele to him. 

Ste. How did'ſt thou ſcape ? 

How cam'ſt thou hither? 

Sweare by this Bottle hqw thou cam'ſt hither: T eſcap'd 
upon a But of Sacke, which the Saylors heaved o re- 
boord, by this Bottle which 1 made of the barke of 
a Tree, with mine owne | hands , ſince I was caſt a'- 
ſhore, 

Cal. Ile ſ\weare upon that Bottle, to bethy true ſub- 
jeR, for the liquor 15 notearthly : 

Ste. Heere : {wcarethen how thou eſcap'dſt. 

Tri. $Swom aſhore (man)like a Ducke;l can ſwim like 
a Ducke1r le be ſworne. 

Ste. Here, kiſle the booke. 
Though thou canſt ſwim like a Ducke , thouart made 
hfe a Gooſe, 

Tri. O Seephano, ha'ſt any more of this ? 

Ste. The whole But (man) my Cellar is in a fockeby 
thiſea-ſide, where my wineis hid : 

How now Moone-Calfe, how do's thine Ague ? 

Cal. Ha'ſt thou not dropt from heaven? 

Ste, Out o*th Moone I doe afſure thee. I was the Man 
ith Moone when time was. 

Cal. | have ſeene thee in her : and Idve adore thee : 
My Miftris ſhew'd me thee,and thy Dog,and thy Buſh. 

Ste. Come ſweare to that : kifie the Booke : 1 will 
furniſh it anon with the new contents : Syweare. 

Trs. By this good light, this is a very ſhallow Mon- 
ſter : Tafeardof him? a very ſhallow Monſter: 
The Man ith' Moone? 

A moſt poore credulous Monſter : 
Well drawne Monſter, in good ſooth. 

Cal. Tie ſhew thee every fertill ynch 'oth Iſle : 
I wiil kiſle thy foote: 1 prethee be my god. 

Tri. By this light, a moſt perfidious , and drunken 
Monſter, when's god's aflcepe ke'll rob his Bortle, 


. 


and 


| 


| 


Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me ? Mercy, mercy : | 


{ Is bardat (tudy, pray now reſt your ſelfc, 


Cal. Ile kiſlethy foot. Ile ſweare my ſelfe thy Subje. 

Sre, Come on then: downeand (weare. 

T4. 1 ſhall laugh my ſelfe to death at this puppi-hea- 
ded Monſter : a moſt icurvie monſter: Icould tindein 
my heartto beate him. 

Ste. Come, kiſle. 

Tri. But that the poore Monſter's in drinke : 

An abhominable Monſter. 

Cal. Tlie thew thee the beſt Springs: Ile plucke thee 
Berries : Ile fiſh for thee; and get thee wood enough. 
A plague upon the Tyrant that I ſerve; 

Ple beare him no more Stickes, but follow thee , thou 
wondrons man. 

Trs. A molt ridiculous Monſter, to make a wonder of 
a proore drunkard. 

Cal. I prethee let me bring thee where Crabs grow; 
and I with my long nayles will digge thee pig-nuts ; 
ſhow theea layes neſt, and inſtru thee how to ſnare 
the nimble Marmazet : IVebring thee to cluſtring Phil- 
birts, and ſametimes Ile get thee young Scamels from 
the Rocke : Wilt thou goe with me ? 

Cal, Ipre'thee now lead the way without any more 
talking. 7rmcx/o, theKing, and all our company elſe 
being dround, wee will inherit here : Here ; __ my 
Bottle : Felow Trimculo ; we'll fill him by aud by a- 


gaine: , 
(* lihan Sings drumkenty. 
Farewell Maſtcr ; tarewell, farewell. 
Tri. A howling Monſter :a drunken Monſter. 
Cal. No more dams Ile make for fiſ, 
N or fetch in firing, at requiring, 
Nor ſcrape trenchering, nor waſh diſh, 
Bax' ban ,Cacalyban 
Ha a new Maſter, pet 4 new Man. 
Freegome, high-day,high-day ES Cocdome high- 


day freedome . 


Ste, O brave Monſter; lead the way. Exeant, 


Qu 


Altus T ertins. Scana Prima. 


_—_— 


Emter Ferdinand (bearing a Log. ) 

Fer. There be ſome {portsare paintull; and their labour 
Delight in them ſer off : Som* kinds of baſcneſſc 
Are nooly undergon ; and moſt poore matters 
Point to rich ends: this my meane Taske 
Wou!'d be as heavie to me, as 04ious, but 
The miſtris which 1 ſerue, quickens whar's dead, 
And makes my labours pleaſures : O ſhe is 
Ten t:mes more gentle, then her Father's crabbed; 
And he's compos'd of harſhneſſe. I muſt remove 
Some thouſands of thzelſe Logs; and pile them up, 
Vpon a tore injuntion; my {weet Mittris 
Weepes when ſhe ſces me worke,and ſayes,ſuch bafenes 
Had never like Exccatos : I forget : 
But thele ſweate thoughts,doe even refreſh my labours, 
Moſt bulic leaſt, when I doe it» _ Muanda | 

Mir, Alas, nov pray you Proſpero. 

Worke not ſo hard < j S_—_ the lightenſng had 
Burnt up tho'e Logs thar thou art enjoyned to pile: 
Pray ſet it downe, ahd reſt you : when this burnes 
'Twill weepe for having wearicd you : my Father 


He's 


— OC 
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Hee's ſafe for theſe three houres, 

Fer. O moſt decre miſtris, 
The Sun will ſet before I ſhall diſcharge 
What I mult ſtrive to do, 

Mir, If you'l fit downe 
Ile beare your Logges the while : pray give me that; 
Ile carry it tothe pile. 

Fer. No precious Creature, 

I had rather cracke my ſinewes, breake my backe, 
Then you ſhould ſuch diſhonor undergoc, 
While I fit lazy by. 

«Afr. It would become me 
As well as it do's you; and [ ſhould do it ; 
With much more eaſe : for my good willis to it, 
And yours it isagainſt. 

Pro. Poore worme thou art infected, 

This viſitation ſhewes it. 

Air. You looke wearily. 

Fer, No, noble Miſtris, 'tis freſh morning with me 
When you are by atnight : I do beſeech you 
Checetely, that Imight ſer it in my prayers, 
What is your name ? 

Ar. HMirands, O my Father, 
I bave broke your heſt to ſay ſo. 

Fer. Admir'd Miraxds, 
Indeede the top of Admiration, worth 
What's deereſt to the world : full many a Lady 
I haveey'd with beſt regard, and many a time 
Th'harmony of their tongues, hath inte bondage 
Brought my too diligent care : for ſeverall vertues 
Have I like d (everall women, never any 
With ſo full ſoule, but ſome defedt in her 
Did quarrell withthe nobleſt grace ſhe ow'd, 
And put itto the foyle. But you, Oyou, 


So perfect, and ſo peerleſſe, are created 

everic Crammedbed. : 

Ar. I do not know 
One of my ſexc ; no womans face remember, 
Save from my glaſſe, mine owne : Nor have | ſcene 
More that I may call men, then you good friend, 
And my Ceere Father : how features are abroad 
I am $killeſle of; but by my modeſtie 
(The jewell in my dower) I would not with 
Any Companion in the world but you: 
Nor can imagination forme a ſhape 
Beſides your ſelfe, to like of : bur I prattle 
Someting tvo wildely, and my Fathers precepts 
I therein do forget. 

Fer. Iam, in my condition 
A Prince ( rand) I dothinke a King 
(I would not ſo) and would no more endure 
This woudden flaveric,then to ſuffer 
The fleſh-flie blow my mouth : heare my ſoule ſpeake. 
The veric inſtant that I ſaw you did . 
My heart flie to your ſervice, there reſides 
2 me ſlave to it, and for your ſake 

e ent e-Man-» 

Cir. pn we 

Far.O heaven; O cartk,beare witneſle to this ſound, 
Andcrowne what I profeſle with kinde event 
If 1 ſpeake true : if hollowly, invert 
What belt is boaded me, to miſchicfe : T, 
Beyond all limit of what elſe i'th world 
Dolove, prize, honor you. 

Mir. I ama foole 


To weepe at what I am glad of. 


——_ 


| Pre. Fairecncounter , 
Of two moſt rare affetions : heavens raine grace 
On that which breeds between&em. 


fyou will maniamey 


Whether you will or no. 
Fer, My Miſtris ( deereſt } 
And I thus humble ever. 
Air. My husband then ? 
Fey. TI, with a heart ſo willing | 
| As bondageere of freedome : heere's my hand, 

Mir.And mine, with my heart in't; and now farewell 
Till halfe an houre hence. 

Fer. A thouſand, thouſand. 

Pre. So glad of this as they I cannot be, 
Whoare ſurpriz'd withall; but my rejoying 
At nothing can be more: Ile ro my booke, 
For yetere ſupper time, mult I performe 
Much buſinefle appertaitung- 


Exemnmt. 


| — 


$caena Secunda. 


CR 
DD — 


Emer ( aliban, Stephano, and Trinculs. 


Ste. Tell not me, when the But is out we will drinke 
water, nota drop,before; therefore beare up ,and boord 
em' Servant Monlter, drinke tame. 

Tris. Servant Monlter ? the folly of this Iland , they 
fay there's bur five uponthis Iſle; weare three of them, 
if thy other two be brain'd like us, the State totters» 

Ste. Drinke fervant Monſter when 1 bid thee, thy 
cyes arealmolt ſer in thy heart. 

Trm. Where ſhould they bee ſet elſe ? hee were a 
brave Monſter indeede if they were ſet in his taile. | 

Ste. My man-Monſter hath drown'd his tongue in 
Sacke : for my part the Sea cannot drowne mee, } ſwam 
ereI could recover the ſhore, five and thirtie Leagues 
off and on, by this light thou ſhalt bee my Lieutenant 
Monſter, or my Standard. 

Tri». Your Lieutenant if you liſt, hee's no ſtandard. 

Ste, Wee'l not run Monſicur Monſter. 

Trin. Nor g0 — but you'l lie like dogs, and yet 
ſay nothing neither. , | 

"Ite Mocbals once in thy life,if thou beeſt 
a good Moone-calfe. ; 

Cal. How does thy honour? Let me licke thy ſhooe: 
le not ſerve him, he is nor valiant. | 

Tris. Thou lic{t moſt ignorant Monſter, I am in caſe 
to juitle a Conſtable : why, thou deboſh'd Fiſh thou, 
was there ever mana Coward, that hath drunk fo much 
Sacke as I today?wilt thou tell me a monſtrous lie,being 
but halfe a Fiſh and halfe a Monſter ?- ; 

(al. Loc, how he meckes me, wilt thou lct him my 
Lord ? Fe 


— — 


| 
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T7in. Lord,quoth he ? that a morſſter ſhould be ſuch 


a Naturall? ; 
(at. Loe, los againe: bite him todeath I prerhee- 


Ste.. Trinen!o, keepe a good tongue in your head : If 


you prove a mutineere, thenext Tree : the poore MOtt- 
ſter's my £1bjeR, and he ſhall not ſuffer indignity» | 
(*#'. 1 thankemy nobie Lord. Wilt thou be pleas'd 
to hearken once againe tothe ſuite I made to thee ? 
Ste. Marry will I:1;n::cle and repeateit, 
I will ſtand, and ſo ſhall Trmnculo. 


Enter Ariell inviſible. ; 
Cal. As I told thee before, I am ſubjed toa Tirant, 
A Sorcerer,that by his cunning hath cheated me 
Of the 1ſland. 
Ariel}. Thou lycſt. 
Cal. Thou lyelt, thou jeſting Monkey thou : 
I would my valiant Maſter would deſtroy thee- 
I do not lye. 
Ste. Trincute,if you trouble him any more in's tale, 
By this hand, i wili \npplant ſome of your tecth. 
Tres. Why, 1faid nothing. 
Ste. Mum then, and no more : procced. 
(#/. 1 tay by Sorcery he got this Iſle 
From me, he got it. If thy Greatneſle will 
Revenge it on him, ( for I know thou dar'ſt ) 
But this thing darenot. 
Ste. That's moſt certaine. 
Cal. Thou ſhalt be Lord of it, andlle ſerve thee. 
Ste. How now ſhall this be compaſt? 
Canſt thou bring meto the party? 

(al. Yea, yea my Lord, lle yecld him thee aſlcepe, 

W herethou maiſt knocke a naile into his head. 
eFriell. Thou licſt;thon canſt not. , 

Cat. Whata py'de Ninnie's this?Thou ſcurvie patch: 

I do beſcech thy Greatneſle give him blowes, 

And take his buttle from him : When that's gone, 

He ſhall drinke nought þut brine, for Ile not ſhew him 
Where the quicke treſhesare, 

Ste. Tri*culo, run into no further danger: | 
Interrupt the Monſter one word further, and by this 
hand, Ieturne my mercie out o'doores , and makea 
Stockfiſh of thee. 

Triv, Why,\wwhat did I? I did nothing : 
Ile goc no further off. 
Ste. Didſt theunot fay he lyed ? 
eAriell. Thoulicſt, 
Ste. Dol ſo? Take thou that, 
As you like this, give me the lye another time. 
Trin. Ididnotgive thelic : Out o'your wittes, and 
hearing too? 
A pox 0'your bottle, this can Sacke and drinking doo : 


A murren on your Monſter, and the divell take your 


fingers. 
Cal. Ha, ha, ha. 


' Ste. Now forward with your Tale : prethce ſtand | 


further off. 

Cal. Beatehim enough : after a littletime 
He beate him roo. 

Ste. Stand further : Come proceede. 

Cal. Why, as I told thee, *tisa cuſtome with him 
I'th afternoone to ſleepe : there thou mayſt braine him, 
Having firſt ſeiz'd his bookes : Or with a logge 
Batter his $kull, or paunch him with a ſtake, 

Or cuthis wezand with thy knife. Remember 
Firſt to poſſeſſe his Bookes; for without them 


es A ee 


Hee's buta Sot, as Iam ; nor hathnot 
One Spirit to command: they all do hate him 
As rooredly as I. Burne but his Bookes, 
He ha's brave Vrtenſils ( for ſo hecalles them) 
Which when he ha's a houſe, hee'l decke withall. 
And that moft deepely to conlider, is 
The beaurie of his daughter : he himſclfe 
Cals her a non-parcill : I never ſaw a woman 
But onely Sycorax my Dam,and ſhe; 
But ſhe 2s farre ſurpatleth Sycorax, 
As great'ſt do's jeaſf. 

dee. Is it ſobrave a Laſſe? 

Ca. I Lord, ſhe will become thy bed,I warrant, 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 

Ste. Monſter, I will kill this man : his daughter and 
I will be King and Queene, fave our Graces : and Trax- 
clo and thy (elite ſhall be Vice-royes: 
Dot thou like the plot Trweals ? 

Trm. Exccllent. 

Ste. Give me thy hand, I am ſorry I beate thee : 
But while thou liv'ſt keepea good tongue in thy head. 

Cal. Within this haite houre will he be aſlcepe, 
Wilt thou deſtroy him then ? 

Ste. . Ton mine honour. 

Ariell. This will I tell my Maſter. | 
Cal. Thou mak'ſt'me merry : 1 am full of pleaſure, 
Let us be jJocond. Will you troule the Catch | 
You taught me but whulcare ? 

Ste. At thy requeſt Monſter, Twill do reaſon, | 
And reaſon : Come on Tries, let us ſing, 

Sanps. 
Flout'em, and cout'em : = thowt'em, and flont em, 
Thought ts free. 

Ca/. That's not therune. 

Ariell plaies the twne on 4 Tabor and Pipe. 

Ste. What is this ſame? 

Trin. This is the tune of our Catch, plaid by the pic- 
ture of No-body. 

Ste. If thou becſta man, ſhew thy ſelfe in thy likenes : 
If thou beeſt a divell, take'r as thouliſt. 

Tris, © forgive me my ſinncs, 

Ste, Hethat dyes payesalldebts :1 defie thee; 
Mercy upon us. © 

Cal. Art thou affcard ? 

Ste. No Monſter, not I, 

Cal. Be not affeard, the Ile is full of noyſes, 
Sounds, :nd ſweet aires, that givedelightand hurt not: 
Sometimes a thouſand twangling Inſtruments 
Will hum about mine eares; and ſometimes yoyces, 
That if I then had wak'd after long leepe. 

Will make me ſleepe againe; and then indreaming, 
The cloudes me thought would open, and ſheyy riches 
Ready to drop upon megthat when I wak'd 
I cride to dreame againe. 

Ste, This will provea brave kingdome to me, 
W here I ſhall have my muficke for nothing, 

Cal, When Proſperois deſiroy'd. 

Ste. That ſhall be by and by: 
I remember the ſtory. 

Tris. The ſound is going away- 
Lets follow it,and after do our worke; 

Ste. Leade Monſter, 
Wee'l follow : I would I could ſee this Taborer, 
He layes it on. 

Tru. Wilt come ? 


| Ile follow Stepbano, Exeunt | | 


Scena | 
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Scana Terta. 


- - — ——— 
I P— —c —_ 


Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, 
Aarian, Franciſco,gc. 
Gon. By'r lakin, I can goe no further,Sir, 
My old bonesake : here's a maze trod indeed 
Through forth rightsand Meanders : by your patience, 
I needs muſt reſt me. 
eAlo. Oid lord, I cannot blame thee, 
Who, am my (elfe attach'd with wearineſſe 
Toth'dulling of my ſpirits : fit downe, and reſt ; 
Even herel willput off my CEN 
No longer for my flatterers : he is dround 
Whom thus we (tray to find, and the Sea mockes 
Our fruſtrate ſearch on land : well ; let him goe. 
Ant. 1 am right glad, that he's ſo out of hope : 
Doe not for one repulle forgoe the purpoſe 
That you refolv'dt'cffeR. 
Seb, The next advantage will we take throughly: 
en, Letit beto night, h 
For now they are oppreſl'd with travaile, they 
Will not, nor cannot uſe ſuch viligance 
As when they are feeſh. Wi 
Solethme and ftrange Muſicke : and Proſper on the top (invs- 
ſible.) Enter ſeverall frange ſogges, bringing #n 4 Banket; 
and dance about it with gentle attions of ſalmtations, and in- 
_ the King,c5c. to eate, they depart. 
Seb. Ifayto night :no more. 
Al. What harmony is this ? my good friends, harke. 
Gon, Marvellous ſweet Mulicke. 


Ale. Give us kind keepers, heavens:what weretheſc? | 


Seb. Aliving Drolery : now I will beleeve 
That there are Vnicornes :that in Arabia 
There is one Tree, the Phenix throne, one Phoenix 
At this houre reigning there. 
Ant. Ile beleeve both : 
And what do'selle want credit, come to me 
AndIle be ſworne 'ris true : Travellers neredid lye, 
Though tooles at home condemne 'em. 
Gon. It in N aples 
I ſhould report this now, would they belceve me ? 
If I ſhould ſay I faw ſuch Iflanders. 
(For certes, theſe are peoplc of the Iſland) 
Who though they are of monſtrous ſhape, yet note 
Their manners are more gentle, kind then of 
Our humane generation you ſhall find 
Many, nay almoſt any. 
Pro. Honeſt lord; 
Thou haſt ſaid well : for ſome of youthere preſent, 
Arc worſe then divels. 
: _ cu_ _ much muſe 

ach ſhapes, ſuch geſture, and ſuch ſound expreſſing 
(Although they —_ the uſe of tongue) a kind 
Of excellent dumbe diſcourſe. + 

Pre. Praile in departing. * 

Fre, They vaniſh'd ſtrangely. 

Seb. No matter, ſince (mackes» 
They have left their Viands bghind; for we have ſto-. 
Wile pleaſe you taſte of what is here > * 

Alo. NotT, ( Boyes 


Gon. Faith Sir, you need not feare : when we were 


| 


| Your ſwordsate now too maſlie for your ſtrengths, 


' The wi 


W hoſe heads {t60d in their breſts? which now we find 
Each putter out of five fot one, will bring us 
Good warrant of. 
Alto, I will tand to, and feede, 
_ my laſt, no matter, ſince I feele 
The belt is paſt : brother : my lord, the Duke, 
Stand nag doe as we- 
Thunder awd lightning. Enter Ariel (hke a H, s 
his wings _—_ the Zable and With 4 = T Lu 
quet vaniſhes. 
Ar. You are three men of finne, whom deſtiny 
That hath to inſtrument this lower world, 
And what is in't : the never ſurfeited Sea, 
Hath caug'd robelchup you ; and on this Ifland, 
Where man doth not inhabit, you ' {t men, 
Being moſt unfittolive: I have made you mad ; 
And even with ſuch like valour, men hang, and drowhe | 
Their proper ſelves : you fooles, I and my fellowes 
Are miniſters of Fate,the Elements 
Of whom your ſwords are temper'd, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemockt-at-Stabs 
Killthe Qtill cloſing waters, asdiminiſh 
One dowle that's in my guy : My fellow miniſter 
Are like-invulnerable : it you could hurt, 


And will not be uplifted : but remember 
(For that's my buſinefſe to you) that you three 
From Millaine did ſupplant good Proſters, 
Expos'd untothe Sea (which hath requit it) 
Him, and his innocent child : for which foule deed, 
The Powers, delaying (not forgetting) have 
Incens'dthe Seas, and Shores ; yea, all che Creatures 
inſt your peace : Thee of thy Sonne, 4lonſo, 
They have bereft ; and doepronounce by me 
Lingring perdition (worſe then any death 
Can be at once) ſhall ſtep,by ttepatrend 
You, and your wayes, whole wraths to guard you from, 
W hich here, in this molt deſolate Ile, elle tals 
Vpon your heads, is nothing but hearts-ſorrow, 
Anda cleare life enſuing; 
He vaniſhes im Thunder : then (to ſoft Mnſiche,) Emer the 
ſhapes againe and dannce (with meckes and mower) and car- 
ing out the Table. 
Fre. Bravely the figure of this Harpy, haſt thou 
Perform'd( my drief a grace it had deuouring : 
Of my Inſtruction, haltthou nothing bated 
In what thou had'ſt to ſay : ſo with good life 
And obſervation ſtrange, my meaner miniſters 
Their ſeverall kinds have dene:my high charmes worke 
And theſe (mine enemies )are all knit up * 
In their diſtrations : they now are in my pore ; | 
And in theſe fits, I leave them, while 1 viſit 
Yong Ferdinand (whom they ſuppole is droun'd) 
And his, and mine lo'vddarling. 
Gox. 1'thname of ſomething holy, Sir, wby ſtand you 
Inthis ſtrange ſtare ? 
"Ale. O, it is monſtrous : monſtrous : 
Me thought the billowes ſpoke, and told me of it, 
did ſing it to me : and the Thunder 
(That deepe and dreadfull Organ-Pipe) pronounc'd 
The name of Proſper : it did baſe my __ 
Therefore my Sonne i'th Ooze 15be - and 
I'le ſeeke him thenere plummet founded, 


_—_—_— Y 
ME —_—_— 


— 


W ho would beleevethatthere were Mountaynecres, And with him therelye mudded, Exit. 
Dew-lapt, like Buls, whoſe throars had hanging ar'cm Seb. But one feend ata tume, 
Wallets of flefh ? or that there were ſuch men Ile fight their Legions ore. Y 
ut, 


_ 


—— 


"13s 
eAnt. Ie be thy ſecond. » \ Pro, Dearely, my delicate eAriell: doe not approach 


Goxt, All three of themare deſperate : their = guilt | Till thou do'({t heare me call. 
(Like poyſon givento worke a great time after ers, Well : I conceive, ; Exit, 
Now gins to birethe ſpirits; I bo beſcech you Pro. Looke thou be true : doe not give dalliance 


That are of ſuppler joynts) follow them ſwiftly, Too much the raigne : the ſtrongeſt oathes, are ſtra\y 
We hinder / ». (oak rs this cxtaſic To chfireith' blood ; be more abſtem1ous, 
May now provoke them tus Orelſc good night your VOW+ 
Ad, Follow, Ipray you. - Exeumt omne s Fer. 1 warrant you, Sir, = 
The white cold virgin Snow, upon my heart 
TT ———— SY —_— the ardour of my Liver. 
- rs, Wcll. 
eAtus Quartus. Scena Prima. | Now come wy 4riel, bring a Corolary 
LD EC ae cred enocns Rather then want a ſpirit;appeare,and pertly.Soft mwſich, 
Enter Proſpere, Ferdinand; and Miranda. No tongue : all eyes : be ilent, Enter Ir#v. 
Pro, If I have too auſterely puniſh'd you, Ir. Ceres, moſt bounteous Lady, the rich Leas 
Your compenſation makesamends, for I Of Wheate, Rye, Batley, Fetches, Oarcs, and Peaſe; 
Hae given you here, athird of mine owne life, Thy Turphy. Mountaines, where live nibling Sheepe, 
O: that for which Hive : who, once againc And flat Medes thetchd with Stover, them to kcepe : 
I tender to thy hand : All thy vexations Thy bankes with pioned, and twilled brims, 
Were but my trials of thy loue, and thon Which ſpungy Aprill, atthy heſt berrims ; 
Haſt ſtrangely ſtood the reſt : here, afore heaven To make cold Nimphes chaſt crownes ; and thy broome- | 
I ratific this my rich gift : O Ferdinand, W hoſe ſhadow the diſmifſed Batchelor loves, (groves; 
Doe not ſmile at me, that 1 boaſt her off, \ Being laſſe-lorne : thy pole-clipt vineyard: 
For thou ſhalt find ſhe will our-ſtripall praiſe And thy Sca-marge iterile, and rockey hard, 
And.make it halt, behind her. Where thou thy ſelfe do'ſt ayre, the Queene o'th Skie, 
Fer. Idoc belceve it Whoſe watry Arch, and — am1, 
{ Againſtan Oracle. rats Bids thee leave thefe, and with her ſovcraigne grace, uns | 
Pro, Then, as my gueſt, and thine owne acquiſition Here on this grafſe-piot, in this very place (deſcends. | 
Worthily purchal'd, take my daughter : To come, and ſport : here Peacockes flycamaine : 
It thou do'ſt breake her V irgin-knor, before Approach, rich (erer, her to entertaine, Enter Ceres. 
Allfan&timonious ceremonies may Cer. Haile, many coloured Meſſenger, that nerg 
Withfall and holy right,be minſtred, Do'ſt diſobey the wite of Jepicey : 
Noſweet-aſperſion ſhall che heavenslet fall Who, with thy 1affron wings, upon my flowres 
Tomake this contra grow ; but barraine hate, Diffuſeſt hony drops, retrething ſhowres, 
Sow er-cy'd difdaine, anddiſcord ſhall beſtrew And with each end of thy blew bewe do'ſt crowne 
The union of your bed, with weeds ſo loathiy My bosky aces, and my unſhrubd downe, 
T hat you ſhall hate it both : Therefore take heed, Rich ſcarph to my proud earth : why haththy Queene 
As Hymens Lampes ſhall light you. Sum me hither, to this ſhort graſ'd Greene? 
Fer. AsIh tr. Acontract of true Love, to celebrate, 
For quict dayes, faire Ifſue,and longlife, And ſomedonation freely to eſtate 
With ſuch love, as*tis now n__ den v Ic _ _ od 
The molt o une place, the {tr geſtion, er. Tell me heavenly Bowe 
Our ek _ {hall > ” If Uenw or her ſonne, asthoudo'ſt know, 
Mine honor into lutt, to takeaway Doe now attend the Queene ? ſince they did plot 
The edge of that dayes celebration, The meanes, that dusky Dw, my daughter got: 
When I ſhall thinke,or Phadw ſtecds are founderd, Her, and her blind-Boyes icandald company, 
Or Night kept chain'd below. I have forſworne. 
Pro. Fairely ſpoke ; Ir. Ot her ſociety 
Sit then, and talke with her, ſhe is thine owne ; Be notafraid : I met her deity 
What Ariell; my induſtrious ſervant Ariel. Enter Ariel. | —_— cloudstowards Paphes : and her ſon 
eAri, What would my potent maſter ? here Iam. Dove=drawne with her : here they to have done 


Pro. Thou,and thy meaner fellowes, your laſt ſervice | Some wanton charme, upon this man and maide, 
Did worthily performe : and I muſt uſe you W hoſe vowesare, that no bed-right ſhall be paid 
In ſuch another tricke : goe bring the rabble- Till Hymens Torch be lighted : but in vaine, 
(Ore whom I give thee powre) here, to this place : | Moſes hot Minion isreturnd againe, 
Incite themto quicke motion, for I muſt Her waſpiſh headed ſonne, has broke hisarrowes, 
{ Beſtow uponthe eycs of this yong couple | Swears he will hootno more, butplay with Sparroyes, 
Some vanity of mine Art : it is my promiſe, And bea boy right out. 


And they expeRir from me. Cer. Higheſt Queene of State, 
evi. Preſently ? Great Jus comes, I know her by her gate. 


Pro, 1: witha twincke, Is. How do's my bounteousfiſter ? goe with mg 
Ari. Before you can ſay come ,and goe, Tobleſſe this twaine, that they may profperons be, 
And breathe twice ; and cry, ſo,fo : And honord in ther iſſue, bey 
Eachone tripping on his Toe, In. Henoy, riches, were, bleſſing, 
Will be here wit mop, and mowe. Long contunnance, ad . z 
Doe you love me Maſter ? no ? Howrely joyes, be fill wpon you, 


- 


es 
_X—_ 
—  — ———— 
—{__ 
” 
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w#no ſings —_— 0 you. 


F 
Earths mereaſe, and foyzon plengy, 
Barnes , and Garners, never 
Uines, with cluftring bunches growing, 
Plants, with goodly burthen bowing : 
Spring come to you at the fartheſt, 

In the very end of Harveſt. 


Scarcity and want (hall ſhun you, | 


Ceres bleſſing ſo us on you. 
Fer. Thisis Ih majeſticke viſion, and 
Harmonious eharmingly ; may I be bold 
To thinke theſe ſpirits? 
Pre. Spirits, which by mine Art 
I have fromall their confinegcall'd ro enaRt 
My preſent fancies. 
Fer.Ler me live here ever, 
So rare a wondred father,and a wile, 
Makes this place Paradiſe. 
Pro. Sweet now, filence : 
Iunoand (res whiſper (eriouſly, 
There's ſomething elſe to doe ; huſh, and be mute 
Or clſcourfj o_ wy - 
Tuns and Ceres whi(per, and ſend Ir1 on employment. 
Iri.Y ou Nunphs ary ajades of the windring brooks 
With your ſedg'd crownes, and ever-harmekcſſe lookes, 
Leave your criipe channels, and on this greene-iand 
Anſwer your ſummons, /w»o do's command 
Come tecaperate Nimphes, and helpe to celebrate 
A Contract of true Love: be not too late. 
Enter cert tines N imphes. 
You Sun-burn'd Sicklemen of Auguit weary, 
Come hether from the furrow, and be merry, 
Make holly day : your Rye-ſtraw hats pur on, 
And theſe freſh Nimphes cncountcr every one 
In Country footing, - "TE 
Enter certaine Reapers (properly habited :) they joyne with 
the N rmphes, in a gr acefis!! dance. towards the end where- 
of, Proſpero ſtarts ſodainly and {þ:«ker, after which to 4 
Hrenge Lolow and confuſed, noy/e, they heavily vaniſh. 
Pro. 1 had forgot that foule conſpiracy 
Of rhe beaſt Caſbbar,and his confederates 
Againſt my life : the minute of their plot 
Is a/molt come : Well done, avoyd : no more. 
Fer. Thisis ſtrange : your father's in ſome paſſion 
That workes him ſtrovgly. 
Mer. Never till this day 
Saw I him tcuch'@ with anger, ſodiſtemper'd. 
Pro. You doelooke (my fon) in a mov'd fort, 
As if vou were diſmaid : be checrefull Sir, 
Our Revelsnow arc ended : Theſe our ators, 
(As I foretold you) were all Spirits, and 
Arc mclted into Ayre, into thin Ayre, 
And like the baſcleſſe fabricke of their viſion' 
| The Clowd-capt Towres, the gorgeous Pallaces,' 
The folemne Temples, the great Globe it ſelfe, 
Yea, all which it inherit, ſhall diſſalve, 
And like this inſubſtantiall Pageant faded 
Leave nota racke behind ; we are ſuch ſtuffe 
As dreames aremade on ; and our little life 
Is rounded with a ſlcepe : Sir, I am vext, 
Beare with my weakeneſſe, my old braine is troubled: 
Benor diſturb'd with my infirmity, 
If you de pleaf'd, retire into my Cell, 
And there repoſe, a turneor two, lic \alke 
To (till my beating mind. 


— 


Fer. Mir. We wiſh your peace, 


pe IR 


| 


_— —— 
— 


| 
| 
| 


Pro, Come witha thought; I thanke thee Ariel:come. 
Enter Ariel, 
ers. Thy thoughts I cleave to, what'sthy pleaſure ? 
Pro. Spirit : we muſt prepare ro meet with Calbas, 
e4ri. | my Commander, when I preſented Ceres 
Ithought to have to!d thee of it, but 1 fear'd 
Leaſt I might anger thee. 
Pro, Say againe, where did{t thou leave theſe varlots ? 
er. I told yon Sir, they were red-hot with drinking, 
SO full of valour, that they ſmote the ayre 
For breathing intheir faces: beate the ground 
For kiſfivg of their terre yer alwayes bending 
Towards their projed : then I beate my Tabor, 
At which like unback't colts they pricke their cares, 
Advanc'd their eye lids, lifted up their noſes 
As they {melt muſicke, fo I charm'd their cares 
That Calte-like, they my lowing follow'd; through | 
Tooth'd briars,ſnarpe firzes, pricking goſle,and thornes, 
W hich emred their traile ſhans : ar lait I left them 
I'th' filthy mantled poole beyord you Cell, 
Theredancing up to th'chins, tharthe fog le Lake 
Ore-ſtunck their feet. 
Pro, This was well done(my bird) 
Thy ſhape inviſible retaine thou till : 
The trumpery in my houſe, goe bring ithither 
For ſtale to catch theſe theeves. Ariel 1 goe, I goe. Exit, 
Pro. A devill, a borne-devill, on whole nature 
Nurture can never ſticke ; on whom my paines 
Humanely taken, all, all loft, quite1lolb, 
And, as with age, his body uglicr growes, 
So his minde cankers : I will plague them all, 
Evento rearing : Come, hang on them this line; | 
Enter Aricl, loaden with gliitering apparell, cc. Enter 
Caliban, $tephano, and Trinculo, all wet. 

(al. Pray you tread fofcly, thatthe blind Mole may 
not-heare a foot fall : we now are neere his Cell, (Fairy, 
Ste. Monſter, your Faity, which you fay 13a harmles 

Has done little better then plaidthe Jacke with ys. 
Trin, Monſter, 1 doe ſmell all horſc-pifſe, at which 
My noſe 1s io great indignation. 
Ste. So is mine. Doe you heare Monſter : If I ſhould 
Take 2 diſpleaſure againſt you : Looke you. 
Trin. Thou wert but a loſt Monſter. 
Cal. Good my lord, give me thy favour ſtill, 
Be patiert, for the prize lie bringtheeto | 
Shall hyudwinke this miſchance : therefore ſpeake ſotcly, 
All's hyſhrt as midn1ghe yer. 
Trws. 1,buttoloie our bottles in the Poole. 
Ste, There is not onely diſgrace and diſhonor in that 
(Monſter) but aninfinite lofſe. 
Trm. That's more romethen my wetting : 
Yer thisis your harmeleſſe Fairy, Monſter, 
Ste. 1 will fetch off my bottle, 
Though I be o're caresfor ay labcur. 
(al. Prethee (my King) be quier. Seeſt thou heere 
This isthe mouth och Ceil : no noile, and cnter ; 
Doe that good miſchicfe, which may make this 1fland 
Thine owne for ever, and 1 thy Carban 
Foraye thy tgor-hicker. 
Ste. Give me thy hand, 
I doe begin to have bloody thoughts; 
Trin. O King Stephano, O Peere : O worthy Stephane, 
Looke whata wardrobe heere is for thee. 
(al. Let italone thou toole, itis but traſh. 
Tri. Ok, ho, Monſter : we know what belongs to a 


' Exit. | frippery, O King Stephane. | 


B2 | Ste, Put 
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Ste. Put off that gowne (Trincado) by this hand le 
havethar gowne. 
Tri. Thy grace ſhall have it» (meanc 
Cal. The droplic drowne this foole, what doe you 
Todoate thus on ſuch luggage ? let's alone 
And doethe murther firlt : if heawake, | 
From too to crowne hee! fill our skins with pinches, 
Make us ſtrange ſtuffe, TO ; 
Ste. Be you quiet (Monſter) Miſtris hne, 1s not this 
my Ierkin ? now is the Ierkinunder the line : now ler- 
kin youare like toloſe your haire,and provea bald lerkin. 
Trin. Doe, doe ; we ſtcale by lyneand levell, and't 
like your grace. ? 
Ste, 1 thanke thee for that jeſt ; heer's a garment for't : 
Wit ſhall not goe un-rewarded while I am King of this 
Country t Stcale by line and levell, is an excellent paſſe of 
pate : there's another fort. 
Tri. Monſter, come put ſome Lime upon your fingers, 
and away with the reſt. "= 
{al. 1 will have done on't : we ſhallfoſe our time, 
And all be turn'd to Barnacles, or to Apes 
Wirh forcheads villanous low. : 
Ste. Monſter, lay to your fingers : helpe to beare this 
away, where my hogſhead of wine is, or Ile rurne you 
out of my k : goe to,Carry thiss | 
Tri. And this. | 
Ste. 1, and this. $2 
A noyſe of Hunters heard. Enter diver ſpirits in ſhape 
of Dogs,and Honnds, hunting them about : Profpere 


and Ariel ſetting them on. 
Pro, icy Mnandites, has. 


Ari. Silver : there it goes, Silver. | 

Pro. Fury, Fury : there Tyrant, there : harke, harke. 
Goe, charge my Goblins that thoa grinde their joyats 
With dry Convultions, ſhorten up their ſinewes 
| With aged Cramps, and more pinch-ſpotted makethem, 
Then Pard, or Cat of Mountaine. 

Ari. Harke, they rores 

Pro. Let them be bunted ſoundly : Atthis houre 
Liesar my mercy all mine enemies ; 
Shortly ſhall all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt have the ayre at freedome 3; for a little 


Follow, and doe me ſervice. Exennt. 


| D—__ 


Aﬀus Quintus, Scena Prima. 


Enter Proſpero (in bis CMagicke robes) and Ariel. 
Pro, Now do's my ProjeR gather to a head : 
My charmescracke not : my ſpirits obey, and time 
Gocs upright with his carriage : how's the day ? 

Ar. On thefixt houre, at which time, my lord 
You ſaid our worke ſhould ceaſe. 

Pro. Idid fay fo, . 
When firſt I rais'd the Tempeſt : ſay my ſpirit, 
How fares the King, and's followers? 

+ Ar, Confin'd together 
In the ſame faſhion, as you gavein charge, 
Iuſt as youleft them, all prifoners Sir 
Inthe Live-grove which weatber-fends your Cell, 
» They cannot boudgetill your releaſe : The King, 
His brother, and yours, abide all threediſtrated, 
And the remainder mourning over them, _ 
Brim full of ſorrow, aud diſmay : bur chicfcly 


em 


—_— 


Ham that you term'd Sir, the good old lord Gonzalo, 
His teares run dovune his beard like winters drops 
From eaves of reeds : your charme ſo ſtrongly works'cm 
Thatif you now beheld them, your affections 
Would become tender, 
Pro, Doſt thou thinke ſo, ſpirit? 
Ar. Mine would, Sir, were I humane. 
Pro. And mine ſhall. 
Haſt thou (which art but ayre)atouch, a fecling 
Of their afflitions, and ſhall not my ſelfe, 
One of their kind, that relliſh all as ſharpely, 
Pailion as they, be kindlier mou'd then thou art ? 
Though with their high wrongs 1 am ſtrook to th'quick, 
Yet, with my nobler reaſon,gainſt my fury 
on I take part : the rarer Action - ; 
n vertue , then in vengeance : they, being perutent, 
The ſole drift of my purpoſe dorh 
Nota frowne further ; Goe, releaſe them Arie/, 
My Charmes llc breake, their fences lle reſtore, 
And they ſhall be themſelves. 
Ar. lie terch them, Sir. Ex. 
Pro. Ye Elves of hils, brookes, ſianding lakes and 
And ye, that on the ſands with printlefſe toore (groves, 
Dee chaſethe ebbing-X eprene, aud doe flye him 
When he comes backe : you demy-Puppets, thac 
By Moone-ſhine doe the greene 1owre Ringlers make, 
Whereof the Ewe not bites : and you,whole paſtime 
Is to make midnight-Mufhrumps, that rejoyce 
To heare the ſolemne Curfewe, by whoſe ayde 
(Weake Maſters though ye be) I have bedymn'd 
The Noone-tide Sun, call'd forth the mutenous winds, 
And twixtthe greene Sea, andthe azur'd vault. 
Set roaring warre: Tothe dread ratling Thunder 
Have I given fire, and rifted /oves ſtout Oke 
With tus owne Bolt : The ftrong baſl'd promontory 
Have I made ſhake, and by the ſpurs pluckt up 
The Pyne, and Cedar. Graves at my command 
Have wak'd their ſleepers, op'd, and let'em forth 
By my ſopotent Art. Butthis rough Magicke 
[ heereabjure : and when Ihevercquir'd 
Some heavenly Muſicke (which even now1 doe ) 
To worke mine end their ſences, thar 
This Ayry-charme ie, Ile breake my ſtaftc, 
rs Ha mart in the carth, 
then did ever Plummet ſound 
le drownemy booke, Solemne muſicke, 


Heere enters Ariel before : Then Alonſowith a frantiche ge- 
fture, attendedby Gonzalo, Sebaſtian and Anthamio in 
hike manner attended by «Adrian and Franciſco: They all 
enter the circle which Profpere had made, and there Hand 
charm'd : which Freſpero obſerving, ſpeaker. - 

A ſolemne Ayre, andthe beſt comforter, 

Toan unſctled fancy, Cure thy braines 

(Now uſelefe) boile within thy skull : there ſtand 

For youare Spell-ſtopt. " 

Holy Gonzalo, Honorable man, 

Mine eyes ev'n ſocisble tothe ſhew of thine 

Fall fellowly drops : The charme diſſolves apace, 

And as the morning ſtealesuponthe night 

(Melting the darkeneſſe) fo their riſing ſences 

Begin te chace the ignorant famesthat mantlc 

Their cleerer reaſon. O Gonzalo 

My true preſerver,and a loyall Sir, 

To himthou follow'ſ ; 1 will pay thy graces 

Home both in word, and deed t Moltcruclly 

DidſR 


mm. ———— Cc {— 
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Did thou «Moo, uſe me,and my daughter : 
Thy brother was a furtherer in the Att, 
Thouart pinch'd for'tnow Sebafties, Fleſh, and bloud, 
You, brother mine ,that enterrain'd ambition , 
Expell'd remorſe, and nature, whom, with Sebeftian 
( Whoſe inward pinches cherefore are moſt ſtrong) 
Would heere have kill'd your King : I doe forgive thee, 
Vnnaturallthough thou art : their underſtanding 
Begins totwell, and the approaching tide 
Will hortly fill the reaſonable ſhore 
That now ly foule, and muddy : not one of them _ 
That yet lookes on me, or would know me 3 Ariel, , 
Fetch me the Hat, and Rapier in my Cell, 
I will diſcaſe me, and my felte preſent 
As I was ſometime Millaine : quickly ſpirit, 
Thou (halt ere long be free. | 
Ariell ings ,and helps td attire him, 
Where the Bee ſucks, thereſuck, /, 
In a {owſlips bell, 1 tye, 
Therel comch when Owles dee cry, 
On the Batts back el doe flye 
after Sommer merrily. 
Merrily, merrily, ſhall I love now, 
Under the bloſſem that hargs on the Bow. 
Pro. Why that's my dainty Ariel : I ſhail miſſe thee, 
Bur yet thou ſhalt have freedome 3: fo, fo, ſo. 
To che Kings ſhip, inviſible as chouart, 
There ſhalt thou find the Marriners aſleepe 
Vnder the Hatches: the Maſter and the Boat-ſwaine 
Beingawake, enforce them to this place ; 
And preſently, 1 prethec. 
Ari. I drinkethe ayre before me, and returne 
Orere your pulſe tiyice beate. Exit, 
Gen. Ail torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement 
Inhabirs hecre tome heavenly power guide us 
Out of this fe arefull Country. 
Pro. Behold Sir King 
The wrong:d Duke of Millaine, Proſpers : 
For more allurance that a living Prince 
Do's now ſpeake tothee, I embracethy body, 
And to thee, and thy Company, I bid 
A hearty welcome. 
Alo. Where thou bee'ſt he or no, 
Or ſome inchanted trifile toabuſe me, 
( Aslate I have beene) I not know : thy Pulſe 
Beats as of fleſh, and blood : and fince I ſaw thee, 
Th'afflition of my mind amends, with which 
I feare a madnefle held me : this muſt crave 
(And if this be at all) a moſt ſtrange ftory. 
Thy Dukedome I refigne, and doeentreat 
Thou pardon me my wrongs : but how ſhould Proſpero 
Be living, and be heere ? 
Pro. Firſt, noble friend, 
Let me embracethine age , whoſe honor cannor 
Be meaſur'd, or confin'd. 
Gow, Whether this be, 
Or be nor, Ile not ſweare, 
Pro. Youdoe yet taite 
Some ſubtleties o'th'/ſle, that will nor let you 
Beleevethingscertaine : Wellcome, my triends all, 
Bur you, my brace of lords, were 1 ſo minded 
I heere could plucke his highneſſe frowne upon you 
And juſtifie you Traitors : at this time 
I will tell notales. 
Seb. Thedivcll ſpeakes in him : 
Pro. No. 


er EET 


| 


]. Then you may call ro comfort you ; for 1 


—— > —— 


| 


For you (moſt wicked Sir) whom tocall brother 
Would even infe& my mouth, I doe forgive 
Thy rankeſt fault ;all of them: and require 
My Dukedome of thre, which, perforce I know 
Thou mult reſtore, | 

eA 0. It thou beeſt Proſpers, 
Giveus particulars of thy preſervation, | 
How thou haſt met us heere, who three howres fince 
—_ wrackt ao this 2__ ? where I baveloſt 

ow int of this remembrance is 
My ray = Ferdinand, | , 

Pre, I am woe for't, Sir. 

Alo. Irreparable is the loſſe, and patience 
Sayes, it is paſt her cure, 
You kevenefoogt hee helps: full 

ou have not , of whoſe ſoft 

For the like loiſe I have bee amalons ayd, _ . 
And reſt my ſelfe content. 

Alo. Youthe likeloſle ? p 

Pro, As great to me, as late, and ſupportable_ . 
To make the deere loſſe, have I meanes much weaker 


Have loſt my daughter, 
Oba rs ati 
vens, that were liy thin s 
The King and Queene bay 6 6 were, | wiſh 
My ſelfe were mudded in that 00-2zy bed 
Where my fonne lies: whendid you loſe your daughter? 
Fre. Inthislaſt Tempeſt. 1 perceive theſe lords, 
At this encounter doe {0 much admire, 
Thatthey devourc their reaſon, and ſcarethinke 
Their ciedoe offices of truth : their words 
Are naturall breath : but howſveverc you have 
Beene juſtled from your ſences, know for certaine 
Thatlam Profpero,and that very Duke 
W hich was thruſt forth of Merlaine, who molt ſtradgely 
Vpon this ſhore ( where you were wrackt) waslanded 
To be the Lord on't : nomore yet of this, 
For tisa Chronicle of day by eay, 
Not a relation for a break- faſt, nor 
Befitting this firſt mecting : Welcome, Sir ; 
This Cell's my Court : hcere have 1 few atrendants, 
And Subj<&s none abroad : pray you looke 1n ; 
My Dukedome ſince you have given me againe, 
I willrecuite you with w_ athing, * 
At leaſt bring fortha wonder, to content ye 
As much, as me my Dukedome. 
Here Proſpero diſcovers Ferdinand and Miranda, play- 
ing at Cheſſe, 
Mir. Sweet lord, you play me falſe. 
Fer. No my dearelt love, | 
I would not tor the world. (wrangle, 
Mir. Yes, fora (corc of Kingdomes, you ſhould 
And 1 wouid call it faire play. 
Als. It this prove | 
A vifion of the Iſland, one deere Sonne 
Shall I rwice looſe « 
$:6. A moſt high miracle. 
Fer. Though the Seas threatenthey are merciful; 
I have curſ'd them without cauſc. 
Ale. Now all the bleſſings 
Of a glad father, compaſle thee about ; 
Ariſe, and ſay bow thou cam'lt heere. 
Mw. O wonder ! 
How many goodly creatures are there heere ? 
How beautcous makind is ? O brave nery world 
B3 
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| 
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| Where he himſelfe was loſt : Proſpero, his Dukedome 
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Thar hasſuch people in't. 
Pro. "Tis new to thee. (play? 
eo, What is this Maid, with whom thou was't at + 
intance cannot be three houres : 
Is ſhe the goddeſle that hath fever'd us, 
And brought us thus together ? 
Fer. Sir, ſhc is mortall ; 
But by immorrall providence, ſhe's mine ; 
I choſe her when I could not aske my Father 
For his adviſe : nor thonght 1 had one : She 
Is daughter tothis famous Duke of Afillarme, 
Of whom, ſo often I have heard renowne, 
But never ſaw before; of whom 1 have 
Receiv'd a ſecond life ; and ſecond Father 
This Lady makes him to mc. 
eo; I am hers. 
But O, huw odly will it ſound, that I 
Muſt aske my child forgiveneſlc ? 
* Fre. There Sir ſtop, | 
Let us not burthen our remembrances, with 
A heavineſle that's gone. 
Gon, I have inly wept, | 
Or ſhould have ſpoke ere this: looke downe you gods 
And onthis couple drop a tlefled crowne ; 


| 


| 


| 


For it is you, that have chalk'd forth the way 

Which brought us hither. 
Ale. I lay Amen, Gonzlo. 
Gon, Was Millaine thruſt from Aillaine,that his iſſue 

Should become Kings of N ap/es? O rejoyce 

Beyond a common joy, and {ct it downe 

With gold on laſting Pillers : In one voyage 

Did Claribell her husband find at Twny, 

And Ferdinand her brother, found a wite, 


In a poore Iſle : and-all of us, our ſcives, 
W hen no man was his owne. 

Alo. Give me your hands : 
Let griefe and ſorrozy ſtill embrace his heart, 
That dothnot wiſh you joy. | 

Gor. Beit ſo, Amen. 

Enter eAriell,with the Maſter and Boatſwaine 
amazedly followmg. 

O looke Sir, looke Sir, kereis more of us : 
I prophel/d, if a Gallowes were on Land 
This fellow could not drowne : Now blaſphemy, 
That ſiwear'lt grace orc-boord, not an oath on ſhore, 
Haſt thou no mouth by land ? 
Wharisthe newes ? 

Bot. The beſt newes is, that we have ſafely found 
Our King, and company : The next : our Ship, 
W hich but three glaſſes (ince, we gave out ſplit, 
Is tyte,and yare, and bravely rig'd, as when 
We firſt put out to Sea. 

Ar. Str, all this ſcrvice 
Have I denefince I went. 

Pro, My rtrickley ſpirit. 

e/4lo, Thele are not naturall events, they ſtrengthen 
From ſtrange, to ſtranger : ſay, how came you hithec ? 

Boe, If 1 didthinke, Sir, 1 were well awake, 
I'ld ſtrive toteil you : we were dead of ſleepe, 
And (how we know not) all clapt under hatches, 
Where, but evennow, with ſtrange, and ſeverall noyſes 


{ That I feare me will never out of my bones : 
| I ſhailnot fteare flye-blowing. 


Of roring, ſkreeking, howling, gingling chaines, 
And'mo diverſity of ſounds, all horrible, 

We were awak'd : ſtraight way,atliberty ; 
Where we, inall our trim, treſhly beheld 


| 
| 
| 


Our royall, good, and gallant Ship z our Maſtcr 
Capring to eyc her : ona trice, ſo pleaſe you, 
Even in adreame, were we divided from them, 
And were brought moaping hither. 

eAr., Was't well done ? 

Pro, Bravely (my diligence) thou ſhaltbe tree 

Ar. This is as ſtrange a Maze, as ere men trod, 
And there is in this buſineſſe, more than nature 
Was ever condudt of : ſome Oracle 
Muſt reAtifie our knowledge. 

Pro. Str ,my Leige, 
Doe not inteſt your mind, with beating on 
The tr eſſe of this buſineſle, at picket ſciſure 
(Which ſhall be ſhortly ſingle) Ile reſolve you, 
(Which to you ſhall ſeeme probable) of every 
Theſe happend accidents : till when, be cheerctull 
Andthinke of c ach thing well : Come hither ſpirit, 
Set Caltbay, and his companions free ; 
Vatye the Spell : How fares my gracions Str ? 
There are yet miſſing of your Company 
Some few odde Lads, that you remember not, 

Emer Ariell, driving in Caliban, Stephano, and 
Trinculo in their ſtolne «Apparel! 

Ste, Every man ſhift for all the relt, and lct 
No man take care for himſelte ; for all is 
Bur fortune : (oragio Bully-Monſter {oragio. 

Tri. Ifthele be true ſpies which I wearein my head, | 
Here'sa goodly fight. | 

Cal. -O Serebor,rhele be brave ſpirits indeed : | 
How fine my Maſter is ? Iam afraid 
He will chaltiſe mc. 

Seb. Ha, ha: 
Whart things arc theſe my lord Antoni ? 
Will money buy em ? 

ent. Very like : one of them 
Is a plaine Fiſh, and nodoubt marketable, 

Pro, Marke but the badges of theſe men, my lords,' 
Then fay if they be true : This miſhapen Knaue ; 
His Mother wasa Witch, and one fo ſtrong 
That could controle the Moone ; make flowes, and cbs, 
And dealc in her command, without her power : 
Theſe three have robd me, and this demy-divell ; 
( For he's a baſtard one)had plotted w ith them 
To take my life : two of thele Fellowes, you 
Muſt know, and owne, this Thing of darkeneſſe,[ 
Acknowledge mine; 

Cal. I ſhall be pincht todcath. 

Als, Ts not this Step hano, my drunken Butler ? 

Seb. He isdrunke now ; 
Where had he wine ? 

Ale, And Trincalo is reeling ripe : where ſhould they | 
Find this grand Liquor that hathgilded 'ca ? | 
How cam'{t thou in chis pickle ? 

Tr. 1 have beene in ſuch apicklefince T ſaw you laſt, 


Seb. Why how now Stephano? 
Sre. Otouch me not, I am not $ , buta Cramp. 
Pro. You'ld be King o'the Iſle, Sirha ? 
Ste. I ſhould have a lore one then, 
Ale. This is a ſtrarge thing asere I look'd on. 
Pro. He is asdiſproportion'd in his manners 
As in his ſhape : Goe Sirha, romy Cell, 
Take with you your Companions : as you looke 
To have my pardon, trimit handſomely. 
(al. Irha: I will : and Ile be wiſe nereafrer, 


And 


. 


_— 
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And ſeeke for grace : what a thrice double Aſſe 

Was I to take thisdrunkard tor a god ? 

And worſhip thisdall fools ? 
Pre. Goc to,away. (found it. 
Als, Hence , and beſtow yoar luggage where you 
$45. Oc ſtolen rather. 

Pro. Sir,l iavite your Highacſle and your traine, 

Tomy poore Cell ; where you (hall cake your reſt 

For this one night, wich part of it,{Hle walte 

With ſich diſcouric, as I not doubt ſhall make it 

Goe quicke away : The ſtory of my hte, 

And the particular accidents,gone by _ 

Since I came tothis Iſle: And in the morne 

Ile bring you to your ſhip,and foto Nap'es, 


Where I have 


tolee the Nuprials 
Of cheſc our deare-be!ov'd,folemnized, 
Andthence retire me to my Afallaine,where 


| Every third thought ſhall be my grave, 


eAlo, I long 
To heare the ſtory of your life ; which mult 
Take the eare ſtrangely, 

Pro. lledeliver all, 


| And promiſe you calme Seas,auſpicions gales, 
| And faile,ſo expeditious, that ſhall catch 


Your Royall fleet farre of : My »47/(Chicke) 
That is thy charge : then co the Elements 
Be trec,and fare thou well : pleaſe you draw neare. 


Exeunt omnes, 


—————— 


= EPILOGVE 
ſpoken by Proſpero. 


ow my Charmes are all ore-throwne, 
And what ſtrength 1 have's mine owne, 

which is moſt faint : now ts truc 

1 muſt be heere confinde by you, 

Or ſent 10 Naples: Let me not 

Since I have my Dukedome got, 

And pardon'd t be deceiver dwell 

In thus bare and by your Spell, 

But releaſe me from my band's 

With the helpe of yoar good hanas : 

Gentle breath of yours ny Sailes 

Muſt fill or eiſe my projet failes, 

Which was to pleaſe : Now [ want 

Spirits to enforce : Art to enchant, 

And my ending is deſpaire, 

Vnleſſe I be reliev'd by prayer, 

Which pierces ſo that it aſſaults 

Mercy it ſelfe, and frees all faults . 

As you from crimes would pardon'd be, 


Let your Indulgence ſet me free. Exit, 


mn 


The Scene,an un-1nhabited Iſland, 


Names of the «A tlors. 


Lonſo King of Naples. 
Sebaſtian bu brother. 
Pr oſþero the right Dake of Aillaine. 
Anthento bis Brother, the afurping Duke of Milaine, 
Ferdinand, Som to the King of Naples. | 
Gonzalo.an honeſt old Counſellor. 
Aarian,and Franc)h/co, Lords, 
Caliban,a Salvage and deformed Sluwe, 
Trnculo.a eſter. 
Stephano,a drunken Butler, 
Maſter of a Ship. 
Bo1t-S wane. 
Marrimers, 
Miranda daughter to Profþ:r0. 
Aricll,an ayerie Spirit, 
Irs, 
Ceres. ) 
lans. Spirits. 


Reapers, 


Nymphes. ( 


TvyoGentlemen of Verona. 


———_— 


eAtus Primus, Scena Prima. 


Valentine, Prothens and Speed. 


Valentine. 
=# Eaſe to perſwade,my loving Prothems ; 
\ 3+ Home-keeping youth, have ever homely wits, 
'S  Wer't not affection chaines thy tender dayes, 

"To the ſweet glances of thy honuur'd Love, 

I rather would cutreat thy company, 

To ſee the wonders of the world abroad, 

Then (living dully fluggardiz'd at home) 

Weare out thy youth with ſhapcleſle idlenefle. 
Butſince thou lov'ſt ; love ftill and thrive therein, 
Evenas I would,when I to love begin. 

Pro, Wilt thou be gone ? Sweet Valentineadicu, 
Thinke on thy Prothens,when thou (haply )ſcelt 
Some rare note-worthy objeR inthy travalle. 
Wiſh me partaker inthy happineſle, 

When thou do'ſt meer good hap ; and in thy danger, 
(If ever doe environ thee) | 
Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers, 
For I will be thy Beadeſ-man, Valentme. 
Val. And on a Love-booke pray for thy ſucceſle ? 
Pro. Vpon ſome booke I love,lle pray for thee. 

Val. Thats on ſome ſhallow Story of deepe love, 
How yong Leand:r croit the Helleſpont. 

Pro. T hats adcepe Story of a deeper love, 

For he was more than over-ſhooes in love. 

Yal. Tis true; for you are over-bootesinlove, 
And yet you never {wom the Helleſpont, 

Pro, Over the Boots? nay give me not the Boot $8, 

Yal. No,l will not ; for it >oots thee not. 
Pro. What ? 

Yal.To be in love,whereſcorne is bought with grones: 
Coy lookes, with heart-ſore {ighes: one fading moments 
Withtwenty watchfull,weary,tedious nights ; (mirth, 
If haply won, perhaps a hapleſle gaine : 

If loſt, why then a ro labour won ; 
How ever,bur a folly bought with wit, 
Or elſca wit,by fo'ly vanquiſhed. 
Pre. So, by your circumſtance,you call me foole: 
Val. So,by your circumſtance, feare youl prove. 
Pro. Tis Love you cavill at, I am not Love. 
Val. Love is your maſter,for he maſters you ; 
And hethat is ſo yoked by a foole, 
Me thinkes ſhould not be Chronicled for wiſe. 
Pro. Yet Writers ſay;as in the ſweeteſt Bud, 
Theeating Canker dwels; ſocating Love 
Inhabitsin he fineſt wits of all. 
Val. And Writers ſay ; asthe moſt forward Bud 


AP” 
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Is caten by the Canker ere it blow, 
Even ſoby Love,the yong and tender wit 
Isturn'd to folly ,blaiting in the Bud, 
Loſing his verdure,even in the prime, 
And all the faire effects of future $i 
e thee 


But wherecfore waſte I 1me to 

That art a Votary to fond deſire ? 

Once more adicu : my Father at the Roade 
Expects my comming,there to ſee me ſhipp'd. 

Pro, And thither will 1 bring thee Va/entime. 

Val. Sweet Prothems,no ; Now let ustake our leave ; | 
At Aiillainelet me heare trom thee by Letters 
Of thy ſucceſſe ut love ; and what newes cl{c 
Betiderh here in abſence of thy Friend : 

And I likewiſe will viſite thee with mine. 

Pre. All happineſſe bechance to thee in Atilaine, 

- Val. As — to you at home : and fo farewell. , Exit, 

Pre. Heafter honour hunts, after Love ; 

He leaves his friends rodignifie them more g 

I love my ſelfe,my friends,and all for love ; 

Thou 1w/a,thoh haſt metamorphos'd me : 

Made me uegic& my Studhies,loſe my time ; 
Warre with good counſaile ; {er the world at nought ; 
Made wit with muſing,weakezheart ſ:cke with thought, 
_ Sp, Sir Prothews : "(fave you : ſaw you my Maſter ? 

Pro. But now he parted hence roembarke tor Millaine. 

$p. Twenty to one then,he is (hipp'd alrcady, 
And I have plaid the ſheepein loſing him. 

Pro, Indecd a ſheepe doth very often tray, 
And if the Shepheard be awhile away. 

Sp. You conclude that my Malter is a Shepheard then, 
and I a theepe ? 

Pro. I doe. 

Sp. Why then my hornes are his hornes, whether I 
wake or ſlcepe. 

Pro. A filly anſwer,and fitring well a ſheepe. 

Sp. This proves me [till a (heepe. 

Pro. True ;and thy Maſter a ſhepheard. 

Sp. Nay,that I can deny by a circumſtance, 

Pro, It ſhall goe hard but le prove it by another. 

Sp. The Sh:pheard ſeckes the ſheepe ; and not the 
Shcepe the Shepheard ; butI ſecke my Maſtcr , and my 
Maſter ſeekes not me: therefore I am no (hc epe. 

Pre. The Sheepe for Fodder follow the Shepheard, 
the Shepheard for food followes not the Sheepe: thou 
for wages followeſt thy Maſter , thy Maſter tor wages 
followes not thee: therefore thou art a ſheepe. 

Sp. Such another proofe will make me cry bai. 

Pro. But doſt thou heare : gav'lt thou my Letter to 
[ulia ? 

Sp. 1 
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$p+ I Sir : I (a lott-Mutton) gave your Letter te her | Inthy opinion which is worthieſtlove ? 
(a lac'd Mutton, ) and ſhe (alac'd Mutton) gave me (a Luc. Pleaſe you repeat their names, Ile ſhew my mind, 
lolt-Matron)nothing tor my labour. According to my ſhajlow ſimple $kill. 
Pro. Heres too imalla Paſture for ſuch ſtoreof Mut» | 1». Whatthinkſt thou of the faire Sir Eglamonre 
tons. £%. As of a Knight, well-ſpoken,ncat,and fine ; \ 
Sp. If the ground be over-charg'd, you were beſt ſtick | But were I you,he never ſhould be mine. 
her. . 1s. What thinkſt thou of the rich CHercatio ? 
Pro, Nay, ia that you are aſtray : twere beſt pound Lu, Wellet his wealth; but of himſclfe,ſo,ſo. 
you. Is. Whattbinkſt thou of the gentle Prothemu ? 
Sp. Nay {ir,leſſe then a pound ſhall ſerve me for carry» | Zu. Lord,Lord: «0 ſee whatfolly raignes in us. 
ing your letcer. 1s, How now? what meanesthis paſſionat his name? 
Pro, You miſtake ; I meane the PAmndja Pinfold, Zx, Pardon deare Madam,tisa paſſing ſhame, 
Sp. Froma pound to a pin? fold it over and over, That I (unworthy body as 1 am) 
Tis threefold too little for carrying a letter to your Lover, | Should cenſure thus on lovely Gentlemen. = 
Pro, Bat what ſaid ſhe ? Is, Why not on Prothene,as ofallthe reſt ? 
Sp. 1. Les. Thenthus: of many good,l thinke him beſt, 
Pro. Nod-1,why thats Noddy, Ts. Your reaſon ? 
\D You miltooke fir,l ſaid ſhe did nod : L. 1 have no other but a womans reaſon. 
youaske me if (he did nod,and I faid I I thinke him ſo,becauſc I thinke him fo. 
| Pro, And that ſet together,is noddy, In. And wouldſt thou have me caſt my loveon him? 
Sp. Now you havetaket the paines to ſet it together, | Z#.'I : if youthought your love not caſt away. 
take it for your paines. Is. Why he ofall the reſt, hathnever mov'd me. 
Pro. No,no,you ſhall have it for bearing the Letter. Ls. Yet he,of allthe reſt, | thinke beſt layes ye. 
Sp, Well.I perceive I muſt be faine to beare with you. Ts, His little ſpeaking ſhewes his love but ſwall. 
Pro. Why ſir,how doc you beare with me ? Ls. Fire tharscloſeſt kept,burnes moſt of all. 
5p. fir,the Letter very orderly, Is. They doenot love, that doe nor ſhew their love. 
Haring nothingbes the word noddy for my paines. Lu. Oh,they iove leaſt, that let men know their love. 
Pro, Befhrew me,but you have a quicke wit. Is. I would 1 knew his minde, 
” Sp. And yet it cannot overtake your ſlow purſe. Ls. Peruſe this Paper Madam. 
Pro, Come,come , open the matter in briefe ; what In. To Ixiia : {iy,from whom ? 
4 faid Os nh —_ Ls. Thatthe ewe wo 
$p. your , that the money matter Is. Say fay : w ve itthee 
hy be both delivered. La.Sir Yalantine Pann fent 1 think frem Prothens, 
Pre. Well fir ; here isfor your paines : what ſaid ſhe? | p46 would have given it yqu,but | being in the way, 
Sp, Truely fir,I thinke youlc hardly win her. Didin your name receive it : pardon the fault I pray. 
| Pro. Why?coald(it thou perceive ſo much from her ? 1s. Now(by my modeſty )1 goodly Broker : 
| &p- Sir,I could perceive nothing at all from her ; Dare you preſume to harbour wanton lines ? 
No,not ſo much as a Duckct for delivering your letter : | Tg whiſper and conſpireagainſt wy yourh ? 
And being ſo hard to me,that brought your minde ; Now truſt me,tis an office of great worth, 
I feare ſhee'] prove ashard to you in _— minde. And you an oiJicer fit for the place : 
Give her no token but ſtones, for ſhe'sas hard as ſleele=» | There : take the Paper : ſee it be retun'd, 
Pro. What ſaid ſhe nothing ? Or elſe return no more into my fight. 
Sp. No,not fo muchas takethis for thy paines : (me; Ls. To pleade forlove,deſerves more fee then hate, 
To teſtihe your bounty,l thanke you, you have Teſtern'd Is. Will ye be gone ?* 
Inrequitall whereof , hencefore carry your letter your Ls. That you may raminate. Exit. 
ſelfe ; And fo fir, Ile commend youto my Maſter. Ins. And yet I would | had ore-look'd the Letter ; 
Pro. Go,go,be gone,to ſave your ſhip from wracke, | Tt were a ſhametocall her backe againe, 
Which cannot periſh having thee aboard, And pray her toa faulr,for which 1 chid her, 
Being deſtin'd to a death on ſhore : W hat 'foole is ſhe,tharknowes Iam a Maid, 
I muſt goe ſend ſome Meſſenger, And would not force the letter to my view? 
I feare my Ilia would not deigne my lines, Since Maides in modeſty, ſay no to that, 
Receiving them from ſucha worthleſle poſt. Exit. | Whichthey would have the profferct conſtrue, 1, 
Fie,fie ; how way-ward is this fooliſh love ; 
That (like a teſty Babe) will ſcratch the Nurle, 
And preſently,all RE Rod?. 
| hurliſhly I chi e, 
Scana Secunda, When willingly I weold bave bad her here? 
How angerly I taught my brow to frowne, 
Wheninward joy enforc'd my heart co ſmile ? 
My is,tocall Lacerta backe, 
And aske remiſſion for my folly pait. 
Int. But ſay Lacetts(now are we alone) " What hoe ; Zacetta. _—_—_ 
Wouldſt thouthen counſaile me to fall in love? Lu. What would your Ladiſhip ? 
£xc. I Madam,ſo you ſtumble not unheedfully, In, Is tneere dinner time ? 
Isl. Of aÞ the taire reſort of Gentlemen, Ls. I would it were, 
That cvery day with par'le encounter me, Thas yuu might kill your Romacke on your meat, 
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And not upon your Maid, 
; In. —_ ist that you 
ooke up ig gingerly ? 

Is. Why didſt thou ſtoope then ? 

Ls. Totake a Paper up,rhat I let fall. 

Is, Andisthat Paper nothing ? 

Zx. Nothing concerning me, h 

Iz. Then let it lye,for thoſe that it concernes. 

Lu. Madam,it will not lye where it concernes, 
Vnleſle it have a falſe interpreter. , 

Iz. Some Love of yours hath writ to you in Rime. 

Ls, That TI might fing it (Madam) to a tune : 

Give me a note,your Ladiſhip can ſet. 
Is. Aslittlc by ſuchtoyes,as may be poſſible : 
Belt ſing it rothetune of Light O,Love, 

Ls. ltis too heavy for ſolighta tune. 

iu. Hcavy ? belike it bath ſome burden then ? 

Ls. | :*and melodious were it, would you ſingit. 

Is. And why not you ? 

Ls. 1 cannot reach fo high. 

Is. Lets ſee your ſong : 

How now Minion ? 

Lu. Keepe tunethere ſtill,ſo you will ſing it out : 
| 4nd yet me thinkesI doe not like this tune. | 

In. You doe not ? 

Lu. No (Madam) tis too ſharpe. 

Ts. You( Minicn ) aretoo ſawcie. 

Ln. Nay now you are too flat ; ; 

And marre the concord,with too harſh a deſcant : 
There wanteth but a Meane to fill your Song. 

In, Tht Meane is drown'd with your unruly baſe. 

L#, Indeed I bid the baſe for Prothens. 

Is. This babble ſhall not henceforth trouble me ; 
Here is a coile with proteltation ; | 
Goe,get you gone : and let the Papers lye ; 

You would be fingring them roanger me. 

Lu. She makes it {trange,but ſhe would be beſt pleas'd 
Tobe ſo angred with another Letter. &xir. 

Is. Nay,would-I were fo angred with the ſame : 
Oh harcfull hands;to teare ſuch loving words; | 
Injurious Waſpes,to feed on ſuch ſweet honey, 

And kill the Bees that yeeid it, with your ſtings; 

He kiſſe each ſevcrall Paper foramends : | 
Lookc,here is writ, kinde [xl : unkinde [nhia, 

As inrevenge of thy ingratitude, 

I throw thy name agataſtthe bruzing ſtones, 
Trampling contemptuouſly on thy di{daine. 

And here 1s writ, Loveewounded Prothers. 

Poore wounded name :; my boſome,asa bed, 

Shall lodge thee till thy wound be throughly beal'd ; 
And thus I ſearch it with aſoveraigne kifle. 

Bur twice,or thrice,was Prothens written downe : 
Becalme(good winde)blow not a word away, 

TillI have foundeach letter-in the Letter, 

Except mine owne name; That ſome whirle-wind beare 
Vnto a ragged, fearctull, hanging Rocks, 

| And throw1t thence into the raging Sea. 

Loe,here inone line is his name twice writ : 

Poore forlorne Protheug,paſſionate Prothets : 

To the ſweet Talia: that Ile teare away : 

And yetI will not,fith ſo pretily 

He les it,to his complaining names ; 

Thus will I fold them,oneupon another ; 

* Now kiſſe,cmbrace,contend doe what you will. Enter. 
Ls. Madan : dinner is rcady,znd your father ſtayes, 


—— 
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Is. Wellletus goe. . 

Ls. What,ſhall theſe Papers lie,like tell-rales here ? 

Is, If you reſpe& them ; beſt rorake them up. 

Lu. Nay,l.was taken up,for taying them downe. 
Yet here they ſhall nce lie for catching cold, 

In. 1 ſee you have a monthes minde tothem. 

1s, I (Madam) you may fay what ſights you ce; 
I ſee things to,akhough you judge I winke. 


Is. Come,come,wilt pleaſe you goc? Exennt, 


i 


Scena Ter tas 


Enter Antonio and Panthino, Protheutt 
ent. Tell me Panthine,what fad talke was that, 
Wherewith my brother held you inthe Cloyſtct ? 
Pan. "Twas of his Nephew Prothexs,your ſonne. 
eAnt, Why? whatof lnm ? 
Pan. He wondred that your Lordſhip 
Wonld ſuffer him to ſpend his yourh at home, 
While other menof flender reputation 
Put forth their Sonnes,to ſecke prefertnent out. 
Someto the warres,to try their fortune there ; 
Some to diſcover Iſlands farre away : 
Some,to the ſtudious Vniverſittes ; 
For any,or for all theſe exerciſes, 
_ - _ Prothens,your ſonne, was meet ; 
And did requeſt me to importune you 
Tolet him ſpend his time no —— at home ; 
Which would be great impeachment to hisage, 
In having knowne no travaile in his ycuth. 
«Ant. Norneed'{t thou much importune me to that 
W hereon ,this month 1 have been hammering. . 
I haveconſider'd well, his loſſe of time, 
And how he cannot be a perfet'man, 
Not being tried,nor tutor'd inthe world : 
Experience is by induſtry atchiev'd, 
And perfected by the ſwift courſe of time : 
Then tell me, whither were I beſt to ſend him ? 
Pan. Ithioke your Lordſhip1snot1gnorant 
How his companion, youthfull Valentine, 
Attendsthe Emperour in his Royall Court, 
eAnt. I know it well, (tkicher, 
Pan. *Twere good , I thinke, your Lordſhip fent him 
There ſhall he practiſe Tilrsand Turnaments ; 
Heare ſweer diſcourſe,converſe with Noblemer, 
And be in eye of every exerciſe 
Worthy his youth and noblenefſe of birth. 
Ant, Ilike thy counſaile : well haſt thon advis'd ; 
And that rhou maiſt perceive how well I like it, 
The execution of it ſhall make knowne ; 
Even with the ſpeedicſt expedition, 
I will diſpatch himto the Emperours Court. 
Pan, To morrowgmay it pleaſe you, Dor eAlphonſo, 
With other Gentlemcn of good elteeme 
Are journeying to faluterbe Emperoar, 
And to commend their ſerviceto his will. 
eAns, Good company : withthem ſhall Prothexs goe: 
Andin time,now will we breake wich him. Enter 
Pro, Sweet Love,{weetlines,ſweet life, (Pro, 
Here is hex hand,the agent of her heart, @, '» 
Here is her oath for love,her honours pawne ; 
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O that our Fathers would our Loves 
Toſealc our happinefle with their conſents, 
Oh heavenly #4. 

eAn. How now? What Letter are you reading there ? 

Fro. May tplcaſc yu: Lordſhip, tisa word or two 
Of commendations ſent from Yalentine ; 

Deliver'd by a friend,that came frm him. 
Avt. Lend methe Letter : Let me fee what newes; 

Pre. There is no newes (my Lord )but that he writes 
How happily he lives, how well belov'd, 

And daily graced by the Emperour ; 

Wiſhing me with him,partner of his fortune. - 
Ant, And how ſtand you affeted to his wiſh ? 
Pre. As one relying on your Lordſhips will, 

And not d ing on his triendly wiſh. 

eAnt. My will is ſomething ſorted with his wiſh : 
Muſe not that Ithus ſuddenly proceed ; 

For what I will, I will,and therean end : 

I am reſolv'd that thou ſhalt ſpend ſome time 

With Valentino inthe Emperours Court : 

W hat maintenance he from his friends receives, 

Like exhibitionthou ſhalr have from me, 

To _ be = readineſſe togoe, 

Exculc it not : for I am perem . 

Pro. My Lord I cannot be 4 mak provided, 
Pleaſe you deliberate a day or two. 

Ant. Looke what thou wantſt ſhallbe ſent after thee : 
No more of ſtay : tomorrow thou muſt goe z 
Come on Panthino ; you thall be imploy'd, 

To haften on his —_ 

Pro: Thus have I ſhunn'd the fire for feare of burning, 

And drench'd me in the Sea, where I am drown'd. 
I fear'd to ſhew my father I»{54's Letter, 
Leaft he ſhould take exceptions to my Love, 
And with the of mine owne exculc 
Hath he excepted molt againft my Love. 

Oh, how thisſpriog of love reſemblerh 

The uncertaine glory of an Aprill day, 

Which now ſhewesall the beauty of the Sunne, 

And by and by a cloud takes all away. 

Pan. Six Prothexs,your Father call's for you, 
He isin haſte,therefore I pray you goe. 

Pro, Why thisit is: my heart accords thereto, 

And yeta thouſand times it anſwer's no. 


Emer, 


Exennt, Fin. 


eA us ſecundus : Scena Prima, 
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Enter Valentine, Speed, Silvia. 


Speed. Sir,your Glove. 

Vales. Not mine: my Gloves are on; 

Sp. Why thenthis may be yours : for this is but one. 

Val. Ha? Letmeſee : I, give it me,it's mine : 
Sweet Ornament,that decks a thing divine, 
Ah Sitvia, Silvia, 

Specd. Madam Silvia : Madam Silvia. 

Val. How now Sirrha? 

Speed. Shee is not within hearing Sir. 

Ual. Why fir,who bad you call bh ? 

Sp. Your worſhip fir,or cl(c I miſtooke, 

Us, Well : you'll till be too forward. 

Sp. And yet I waslaft chidden for beingtoo ſlow. 


| 


| breaft : tv walke alonelike one that had the Peſtilence ; 


garter d, 


© Ual. Bclike(Boy)then you are inloue,for laſt morning 


Fat. Goe to fir tell me:doe you know Madam Sitvia ? 
Sp. Shce that your worſhip loves? 
Val. Why,how know you that 1 am inlove ? 
Sp. Marry by theſe fpeciall markes: firſt, you have 
learr'd (like fir Prothews ) to wreathe your armeslike a 
Malc-content : to reliſh a Love-ſong, likea Robin-red- 


to ſigh like a Schoole-boy that had loſt his 4. Þ. C. to 
wo like a yong Wench that had loſt her Grandam: to 
faſt like one that takes dyet : to watch like ene that feares 
robbing : to ſpeake puling like a Beggar at Hallowmaſſe: 
You were wont when you laughed to crow like a Cocke: 
when you walk'd,to walke like one of the Lions : when 
you falted,it was preſently after dinner : when you lookt 
ſadly,it was for want of money : And now youare Meta- 
morphos'd with a Miſtreſſe,that when 1looke on you , I 
can hardly thinke you my Maſter. | 
Val. Areall theſe things perceiv'd in me? 
Sp. They are all perceiv'd withour ye. | 
Val. Without me ? they cannot. 
$p. Without you ? nay, that's certaine: for without 
you were fo (imple, none elſe would : but you are fo 
withour theſe follies,thar theſe tolliesare within you,and 
ſhine through you like the water in an Vrinall: that not 
an cye that{ces you, but isa Phyſitian to Comment on 
your Maiady. 
Val. But tell me : doſtthou know my Lady Silvia? 
Sp. Shee tha: you gaze on(ſo,as ſhe ſits at Supper ? 
Val. Halt thou obtcrv'd that? even ſhe I meane. 
Sp. Why fir, | know her not. 
Val. Doſtthou know her by my gazing on her, and yet 
know'ſt hernot ? 
Sp. Is ſhe not hard favour'd fir? 
Val. Not ſo faire (Boy)as weli tavour'd. 
Sp. Sir,l know that well enongh. 
Val. Whatdoſt thou know ? . 
Sp. That thee is not ſo faire, as (of you ) well fa- 
vour'd ? 
Val. Imcane that her beauty 1Sexquilite, 
But her fauour infinite. 
$p. That's becauſe the one is painted ,and the other out 
of all count, 
Val. How painted? and how out of count ? 
Sp. Marry fir,ſo painted to make her faire,that no man 
connts of her beauty. | 
Val. How eſtcem'ſt thou me?I account of her beauty, 
$p. You never ſaw her ſince ſhe wasdefornr'd, 
Val. How long hath ſhe been deform'd? 
Sp. Ever ſince youlov'd her. 
Ual, I havelov'd herever fince I faw her, 
And {till I ſce her beautifull, 
Sp. Ifyou love her,youcannor ſee her. 
Val. Why? 
Sp. Becauſe Love is blinde: O that you had mine 
eyes,or your owne eyes had the lights they were wont 
to have, when you chid at Sir Prothew , for going un- 


Val. W hat ſhould I ſee then ? 

Sp. Yeur owne preſent folly , and her paſling defor- 
mity : for he being in love, could not fee to garter his 
Hole; and you, being in love, cannot ſee toput og your 
Hole. 


You could not {ce to wipe my thooes, | 
Sp. True ſir: I was in love with my bed , I thanke 
_ -_ 

you, you {wing'd me for my love, which makes yy, . | 
er | 
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bolder ro chide you for yours. 
UVal. Inconclufion, I ſtand affeted to her: 
Sp. 1 would ycu were ſet , ſo your affeftion would 
Ccaic., 
Tat. Laſl night ſhe enjoyn'd me, 
To write ſome lincs toone ſhe loves. 
Sp. And have you. 
Val. I have. 
Sp. Are theynot lamely writ ? 
Fal. No (Boy) but as well as I can doe them : 
Peacchere ſhe comes. : 
|  #p. Oh excellent Motion ; Oh excceding Puppet : 
Now will he interpret to her, 
Ual. Madam and Miſtris, a thouſand good morrowes. 
Sp. Oh, give yc-good-cv'n ; hcere's a million of man» 
nEtS. 
St, Sir Ualentine,and ſervant,to you two thouſand. 
Sil. He ſhould give herintereſt: and ſhe gives it him. 
Val. As you injoyn'd me ; I have writ your Letter 
Vntothe ſecrer,namelefſe friend of yours : 
Which I was much unwilling toproceed in, 
Bur for my duty to your Laciſhip. 
Sil Ithanke you(gentle ſervant)'tis very Clerkly done, 
1 ne Now traſt me( __ Jit came hardly off; 
or ignorant to whom it goes, 
I writ = very doubtfully. 
$41, Perchance you thinke too much of ſo much paines? 
Val. No(Madam),ſo itſteed you,T will write 
[ yon'command )a thouſand times as much ; 
yer 
Sil, Apretty period : well; I ghefſethe ſequell ; 
And yet I will not name 1t : and yetI carenot. 
And yet,take rhis againe : and yet Ithanke you : 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 
Sp. And yet you will : and yet,anotber yet. 
Val. What mcanes your Ladiſhip? 
Doe younotlike it? 
Sel. Yes,yes : thelines are very quaintly writ, 
But (ſince unwillingly ) take them againe, 
Naygtake them. 
Val. Madam,they are for you. 
Sil. 1,I : you writ them Sirat my requeſt, 
But I will none of them : they are for you : 
| I would have had them writ more movingly : 
Val. Pleaſe you,Ilc write your Ladiſhip another. 
- Sil. And whenits writ : for my fake reade it over, 
And it itpleaſe you,ſo : ifnot,why ſo. 
Val. If it pleaſe me(Madam? )what then? ” 
Sil. Why if it pleale you,take it for your labour ; 
And ſo good morrow ſervant. Ex, 
Sp. Ohleſt unſeene : inſcrutible,inviſible, 
Asa noſe ona mans face,or a Wethercocke on a Steeple : 
My Maſter ſues to her : and ſhe hath taught her Sutor, 
He being her Pupill,to become her Tutor. 
Ohexcellent deviſe, was there ever hearda better ? 
Thatmy Maſter being Scribe, 
To humſclfe ſhould write the Letter ? 
Val. How now fir ? 
What are you reaſoning with your ſelfe ? 
Sp. Nay,I wasriming : tis you that have thereaſon. 
- Val. Todoe what? 
Sp. Tobe a ſpokeſ-man from Madam Sifvia, 
Ual. To whom? 
Sp. To your ſelfe : why,ſhe woes you by a figure, 
Val. W hat figure? 
Sp. By a Letter,l ſhould ſay. 


| 


Here take you this. F 


Val, Why ſhe hath not writ to me ? 

Sp. Whatneed ſhe, 
When ſhe hath made you write to your ſclfc ? 
W hy,doe you not perccivethe jelt? 

Val. No,beleeve me. _ 

Sp. Nobelceving you indeed Sir : 
Bur did you percrive her carneſt ? | 

Val. She gave me none,except an angry word. 

Sp Why ſhe hath given you a Letter. 

Val. Thats the Letter I writ to her friend. 

Sp. And y Letter hath ſhe deliver'd,and there'san end. 

Tal. I would it were no worle. 

Sp. Ile warrant you tis as well : 
For often have you writ to her : and ſhe in modeſty, 
Orelſe tor want of idle time,could not againe reply, 
Or fearing els ſome meſstger,y might her mind diſcover 
Her ſelfe hath taught her Love himiclfero write unto her 
All this I ſpeake 1n Print, for in Print I found it. (Lover 
Why muſe you ſir,tisdinner time. 

Val. I have din'd, 

Sp- 1,but hearken fir : though the Cameleon Love can 
feed on the ayre,1 am one thatam nouriſh'd by my vi 
Auals; and would faine have meat ; oh be not like your 
Miſtreſſe,be moved,be moved, Exennt. 
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SCANG Secunda, 


Entir Prothens, Iulia,Fanthion. 


Pre. Haue patience,gentle Iulia, 

Is. 1 muſt wherc is no remedy, 

Pro. When poflibly I can,I will returne. 

Il. If you turne not: you will returne the ſooner ; 
Keepe this remembrance tor thy /w{'s lake. 

Pre, Why then wee'll make exchange ; 


1sl. And ſeale the bargaine with a holy kiſſe, 

Pro, Here is my hand,tor my true ic : 
And when that houre ore-ſlips me in the day, 
Wherein I ſighnot ( Ibis) tor thy fake, . 
Thenextenſuing houre,ſome foule miſchance 
Torment me tor my Loves forgetfulneſſe ; 
My father flayes my comming : anſwer not : 
The Tide is now ; nay ,not thy tide of teares, 
That tide will ſtay melonger then 1 ſhould, 
Julia farewell : what,gone without a word? 
I, ſo true love ſhould doe : it cannot ſpeake, 
For truth hath better deeds than wordsto grace it. 

Pan. Sir Prothexs,you are Raidfor. 

Pro. Goe,l come,l come : 
Alas,this parting ſtrikes poore Lovers dumbe. 


Exeant. 


Scena T ertia, 


Enter Lannce,P anthion, 

Lawnce. Nay , 'twill bee this houre ere I bavedone 
weeping : all the kinde of the Lawnces havethis very 
faulc : 1 have recciv'd my proportion, like the prodigious 

{onne, 


m—_ 


— 


Thetwo Gentlemen of Verona, 


Court : Ichinke ({r«ab my dog , be the ſowreſt natured 
dogge that lives: My Mother mg: my Father 
wayling: my Siſter crying : our Maid howling : our 
Catte wringing her hands, and all our huuſe ina great 
perplexitie,yect did not this cruell-hearted Curre ſhedde 
one teare : he is a ſtone, a very pibble ſtone,and has no 
more pitty in him then a:dogge: a Iew would have wept 
to have ſeene our parting : why my Grandam having 
no eyes, looke you, wept her ſelfe blind at my parting : 
nay, Ile ſhow you the manner of it. This ſhooe is my ta- 
ther : no, this left ſhooe is my father ; no, no, this left 
ſhooe is my mother : nay, that cannot bee ſo neyther : 
yes; itis ſo, itis ſo; it hath the worſer ſole : this ſhooe 
with the hole init, is my mocher : and this my father ; 
a veng'ance on'r, there 'ris : Now fir, this ſtaffe is my (t- 
iter : for lookg you, ſhe is as white as alilly , and as 
{mall asa wand: this hat is Na» our maid ; Iamthe 
dogge : no, the dogge is himſelfe , and I am the dogge: 
oh, the dogge is me, and I am my fclfe : 1; fo, ſo: now 
come I to my Father ; Father , your bleiling : now 
ſhould not the Thove ſpeake a word for weeping : 
now ſhould I kiſſe my Father ; well, hee weepes ou : 
Now come I to my Mother : Oh that ſhe could ſpeake 
now, like a would-woman : well, I kiſſe her : why 
there *tis ; heere's my mothers breath up and downe : 
Now come l tomy fiſter ; marke the moane ſhe makes : 
now the dogge all this while ſheds not a teare : nor 
{peakes a word: butſee how TI lay the duſt withmy 
teares, 

Fanth. Lance, away, away : a Boord : thy Maiſter is 
ſhip'd, and thou art to poſt after with oares ;z what's the 
matter? why: weep'ſt thou man? away alle, you'l looſe 
the Tide, if you tarry any longer. 

Lavn. It is no mater if the tide were loſt,for it is the 
unkindeſt Tide, thatever any man tyde. 

Panth. What's the unkingdelſt tide? 

Las. Why, he that's tide here, Crab my dog. 

Pant. Tut man : 1 meane thou'lt looſe the Hood, and 
in loofing the flood, looſe thy voyage, and in looſing thy 
voyage, looſe thy Maiſtcr, ardin loofing thy Maiſter, 
looſe thy ſervice, and in looſing thy ſervice ; ——-why 
doſt thou ſtop my mouth ? 

Lawn. For teare thou ſhouldſt looſe thy tongue, 

Panth. Where ſhould T looſe my tongue ? 

Laxn. In thy Talc. 

Panth. In thy Taile. 

Lawn, Looſe the Tyde, and the voyage, and the Mai- 
ter, and the Service, and the tide: why manif the River 
were dric,l am able to fill it with my tcares:if the winde 
were downe, I could drive the boate with my ſighes. 

_ Come; come away man, Iwas ſentrocall 
THCCs 

Las. Sir : call me what thou dar'ſt. 

Pant. Wilt thou goe. 

Lav. Well, I will goe.. 


Exennt. 


Scena (Quarta, 


@———_ 


Eater Valentine, Silnia, Tharis, Speed Duke, Prothems. 
$4, Servant. 


CI 


6 


Val. Miſtris, 


Sonne,and am going with Sir Prothers to the Imperialls | 


Spee. Maiſter, Sir Tbwrio frownes on you. 
Val. IBoyit's for love. - 

Spe. Not of you. 

Ual. Of my Miſtreſſe then. 

Spe. *'T were good you knockt him, 
Ss. Servant, you are (ad. 

Ual. Indeed, Madam, 1 ſeeme ſo. 

T hs. Seeme you that you are not ? 
Vat. Hap'ly 1 doe. 

T bx. So doe Counterfeyts. 

Val. So doe yOous: 
The. \What fceme I thatI am noi? 
Val. Wile. ; 
T hw. What inſtance of the contrary ? 
Tas. Yourfolly. 

The. And how quoat you my folly ? 
Tat. I quoar it in your lerken. 

T b#. My lerkin is a doublet, 

| Yet. Wellthen, Ile double your folly. 
Thx. How? 

Sil. What, angry, Sir Thurio, do you c 


then live in your ayre. 
Uat. You have layd Sir- 
7 bw. I Sir, and done too for this time, 


Ual. 'Tis indeed, Madam, wethanke the giver. 
| Sil. Whois that Servant? 


The. Sir, if you ſpend word for word with me, 
make your wit bankrupt. 


For it appeares by their bare Liveries 
That they live by your bare words, 
Sil. No more, gentlemen, no more : 
Here comes my father. 
Dwuke.Now, daughter Si/uia, you are hard beſet. 
Sir Valentine, your father 15 in good health, 
W hat ſay you to a Letter from your friends 
Of much good newes ? 
Ua. My LordI will be thanketuil, 
To any meſſenger from thence. 


Va. I, my good Lord, I know the Gentleman 
To be of worth, and worthy eſtimation, 
And not without deſert ſo well reputed. 


'F D #k, Hath he nota Sonne? 


Ua. I my good Lord, a Son; that well deſerves 
The honour, and regard of ſuch a father. 
Dsk, You know him well ? 


We have converſt, and ſpent our houres together, 
And though my ſelfe have beene an idle Trewanr, 
Omitting the ſwet benefit of time 

To cloathe mine age with Angel-like perfeion: 
Yet hath Sir Prothews ( for thar's his name ) 

Made uſe, and faire advantage of his dayes : 

His yeares bur yong, but his tence old : 

His unm lowed, bat his [ adgement ripe : 
And-in a word ( for far behinde his worth 


Comes all the praiſes that I = beſtow.) 


e colour? 
Ud.Give him leave,Madam, he is a kind of Camehion. 
Thx. That hath more minde to feed on your bloud, 


Val. 1 know it well fir.you alwayes end ere you begin. 
Sil. A fine volly of words,gentlem&,& quickly ſhot off, 


Ual. Your ſelte ({weet Lady) for yon gave the fire, 
Sir Thwrioborrows his wit trom your Ladiſhips Jookes, 
And ſpends what he borrowes kindly in your —_— 


(words, 
Ual. I know it well ſic: you havean Exchequer of 
And 1 thinke, no other treaſure to give y our followers; 


Duke. Know you Don eAntonis, your Countruman? 


Va. I knew him asmy ſelfe : for from our Infancie 


— 


F-| apo 
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| — _ 
' Heis compleatin feature, and in minde, 
With all good grace, tograce a Gentleman. 
Dak. Beſhrew me fir, but if he make this good 
He is as worthy for an Empreſle love, 
As meet to bean Emperors Councellor : 
Well, Sir: this gentleman is come to mc 
With Commendation from great Petcntates, 
And here he meanes to ſpend his time a while, 
I thinke 'tis no welcome newes to you. 
Val. Should I have wiſh'd a thing, it had beene he, 
Duk. Welcome him then according to his worth: 
Silvia, I ſpeaketo you, and you Sir Thwrio, 
For Tatentme, I necd not cite him to it, 
I will ſend him hither toyou preſently- 
UVa. This is the Gentleman I rold your Ladiſhip 
Hadcome along with me, but that his Miſtreſſe 
* Did hold his cyes, lockt in her Criſtall lookes. 
Sil. Be-like that now ſhe bath cnfranchis'd them 
Vpon ſome other pawne for po 
Va. Nay ſure, I thinke ſhe holds them priſoners ſtill. 
Sil. Nay then he ſhould be blind, and being blind 
How coutd he ſee his way to ſecke out you? 
Va, W hy Lady, Love hath twenty paire of cyes. 
' Thx. They ſaythat love hath not an eye at all. 
| Pa, Toſee ſuch Lovers, Thwrvo, as your ſelfe, 
Vpon a homely objec love can winke. Enter. 
Si. Have done, have done: here comes the gentlaman. 
| Va. Welcome, deere Prothexs : Miſtris, I beſeech you 
Confirme this welcome, with ſome ſpeciall favour, 
Sil. Ais worth is warrant for his welcome hither, 
Ifthis be he you oft have wiſh'd to heare from, 
| Vat. Miſtris, it is : ſweet Lady, entertaine him 
To be my fellow-ſervant to your Ladiſhip. 
Sil. Too low a Miſtris for ſo high a ſervant. 
Pre. Not ſo,ſweet Lady,but too,meanc a ſervant, 
To have alooke of ſucha worthy Miſtris. . 
Va. Leave off diſcourle of diſabilitie : 
Sweet Lady,entertaine him for your ſervant. 
Pro, My dutic will I boalt of, nothing elſe. 

Sil. And dutie never yet did want his mced. 
Servant, you are welcome to a worthleſle Miftris. 
Pro, Ile dye on him that ſaies ſo but your ſelfe. 

$i. That you are welcome ? 
Pro. That you are worthleſle. (you. 
Ther.Madam,my Lord your father would ipeak with 
Sil. I wait upon his pleaſure : Come Sir Thwrio, 
Goe with me : ence more, new ſervant welcome; 
Ile leaye you to confer of home affaires, 
W hen you have done, we looke to heare from you. 
Pre. Wee' bothattend =_ our Ladiſhip. 
Val. Now tellme how do al from whence you came? 
Pro. Your frends are wel,& have'the much comended. 
Us. And how doe yours? 
Pre. Tleft them all in health. 
Ua, How does your Lady? & how thrives your love? 
Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you, 
I know you joy not in a Love-diſcourſe. 
Ual, I Prothess,but that lifc is alter'd now, 
I have done pennance for cogtemning Love, 


? 


| Whoſe high emperious thoughes have puniſh'd me 
For in revenge of my contempt of love, 
Love hathchac'd fleepe from my enthralled eyes, 

And made them watchers of mine owne heaxts{orrow. 


With bitter faſts, with penitentiall grones, 
With nightly tcares, and daily heart-ſore fighes, 
O gentle Prothens,Love's a mightic Lord, 


And hath ſo humbled me, asI confeſſe 
There is no woe to his correction, 
Nor to his ſervice, noſuch joy on earth: 
Now, no diſcourſe, except it be of love : 
Now can I breake m dine, ſup; and fleepe, 
Vponthe very naked name of love. 
Pro. Enough; I read your fortune in your eye: 
Was thus the Idoll, that you worſhip ſo ? 
Va. Even She;and is he nota heavenly Saint? 
Pre. No; But ſhe is an carthly Paragon. 
Us. Tall her divine: 
Pro. I will not flatter her. 
Ya. O flatter me : for Love delights in ptaiſc. 
Pro. WhenlT was fieke, yougave me butter pils, 
And I muſt minilter the like to you. 
Tal. Then ſpeake the truth by her,if not divine, 
Yetlet her be a principalitie, 
Soveraigne to all the Creatures on the earth. 
Pro. Except my Miſtreſle, 
Val. Sweet ; except notauny, 
Except thou wilt except againſt my Love. 
Pre. Have I not reaſon to prefer mine owne? 
UVa. And1 will helpe thee topreter her to; 
Shee ſhall be c—_ with this high honour, 
To beare my Ladies traine, leaſt the baſe carth 
Should frorh her veſturechance to ſtealea kiſle, 
And of ſo great a favor growing proud, 
Diſdaine to roote the Sommer-{twelling flowre, 
And make rough Winter everlaſtingly. 
Pro, Why Ualentine, what B ime is this ? 
UVa. Pardon me (Prothexs) all I can is nothing, 
To her,whoſe worth makes other worthics nothing; 
Shee is alone. 
Pro. Then let her alone. 
Va. Not for the world : why man, ſhe is mine owne, 
And Ias rich in having ſucha lewell 


' As twenty Scas, if all their ſand were pearle, 


The water, Near and the Rocke pure gold. 

Forgive me, that I doe not dreame on thee, 

Becauſe thou ſecſt me doate upon my-love : 

My fooliſh Rivall that her father likes 

(Oncly for his poſſeſſions are ſo huge) 

Is gone with her along, and I muſt after, 

For Love (thou know'ſt) is full of jealouſic. 
Pro, But ſhe loves you? (howre, 
Ua, I, and weare betroathd : nay more, our mariage 

With all the cunning manner of our frghr 

Determin'd of : how I muſt climbe her window, 

The Ladder made of Cords,and all the means 

Plotted, and 'greed on for my happineſle. 

Good Prothens goc with me to my chamber, 


* 1n theſeaffaires to aid me with thy counſaile. 


Pro. Goc on before ; I ſhall enquire you forth; 
I muſt unto the Road, to diſ-embarque 
Some neceſſaries; that I needs mult uſe, 
And then lle preſently attend you, 
Va. Will you make haſte? 
Pro. I will. 
Even as one heate, another heate expcls, 
Or as one nayle by ſtrength drives out another ; 
So the remembrance of my former Love 
Is by anewer obje& quite forgotten, 
Is it mine then, or Yalentizeens prailc? 
Her true 10n, or e tranſgreſſion ? 
That makes mereaſonleſle, to reaſon thus? 


| Shee is faire : and ſo is Ibis tharT love, 
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(Thar I did love, for now mMKFvc is thaw'd; 
Which likc a waxen Image 'gainſt a 

Beares noimpreihion of the thing it was.) 
Me thinkes my zeale to Valentine is cold, 

And that I love him not as I was wont : 

O, but I love his Lady too-too much. 

And that's the reaſon I love him 0 little. 
How ſhall I doate on her with more aduice, 
Thatthus without advice begin to love her ? 
'Tis but her piftureI have yet beheld, 
And that hath dazel'd ſo my reaſons light: 
But when I looke on her perteRions, 
There isno reaſon, but I ſhall be blinde, 
I f I can checke myerring love, I will, 
If not, ro compaſle her Ile uſe my $kill, 


Scena (Nuarta. 


Enter Speed and Lawnce. 


Speed. Launce,by mine honeſty welcome to Padua. 

Laxn. Forſweare not thy ſelfe, ſweet youth, for Iam 
not welcome. [ reckon this alwaies, that a man 1s'never 
undon till he be hang'd, nor never welcome toa 
till ſome certaine ſhot be paid,and the Hoſteſle fay wel- 
come. | 

Speed. Come-0n you mad-cap : Ie to the Ale-houſe 
with you preſently ; where, for one ſhot of five pence, 


thou thalt have five thouſand welcomes: Bur firha,how - 


did thy Maſter part with Madam alia? 
Las. Marry after they cloas'd in carneſt, they parted 

very faircly in jeſt. 

Spee. But (hall ſhe marry him ? 

Las, No. | 

Spee. How then ? ſhall he marry her? 

Las. do, neyther. - 

Spee. What,are they broken? 

Las. No; they are both as whole as a fiſh. 

Spee. Why then, how ſtands the matter with them? 

Las. Marry thus , whe it ſtands well with him, it 
ſtands well with her. 

Spee. Whatan afle art thou, I underſtand thee not. 

Las. What a blocke art thou, that thou canſt not? 
My ſtaffe underſtands me. 

Spee. What thou ſayſt? 

Las. I,and whatl do too : looke thee, Ile but leane, 

and my ſtaffe underſtands me. 

It ſtands under thee indeed, 

Las. Why, ſtand-ander : and anderſtandis all one. 

Sper. But tell mc rruc, wit'sbea match ? | 

Las. Aske my dogge, if he ſay I, it will : if hee ſay 
a, tn if he ſhake his taile and fay nothing , it 
w 


Spee. The concluſion is then, that it will. 


| 


| 


_ 


Spee. Why, thou whorſon Aﬀe, thou miſtak'ſt me. 
Las. Why Foole , 1 means age thee, 1 meant thy | 


Spee, Itell thee, my maſter,is þecome a hot Lover. 

Zas. Why, I tell thee,l care not, though hee burne 
himſelte in Love. If thou wilrgoe with me to the Ale- 
houſe,ſo,it nSt;thouart an Hebrew,a Iew,and not worth 
the name of a Chriſfian. | 


Te necthe ehoutatt no 

. Becauſe thou haſt not ſo much charity in thee 4s 

to goe tothe Ale with a Chriſtian : Wilt thou goe? 
Spee. At thy ſervice: 


Fre, Tolcave my Infia ; ſhall I be forſwarne? 
To love faire Sitvie; ſhall I be forſworne? 
To wrong my friend, I ſhall be much forſworne. 
And cv'nthar Powre which gave me firſt my oath 
Provokes metothis three-fold perjurie. 


And he wants whe cheſt deed olved will, 

To learne his wit, exchange the bad for better ; 
Fic, fic, unreverend rongue, to call her bad, 

W kole foveraignty ſo oft thou haſt preferd, 
Wrh twenty thouſand ſoule-confirming oathes.” 
I cannot leave to love, and yet | doe : 
Bur there I leave to loye, where 1 ſhould love. 
lutia 1 looſe, and Valemine I loole, + 

If 1 keepe them, 1 needs muſt loofe my ſelfe 1 

If I lgote them, thus finde I but their lofſe, 

For Valentine, my ſelfe : for Inhe, Silvia; 

I to my ſelfe am deerer thena friend, 

For Love is ſtill moſt precious in it ſelfe, 

And Silvia(witnefſe heaveri that made her faire) 
Shewes [4s but a ſwarthy Ethiope, 
I will forgetthat [fs is alive, 
Remembring that my love to her is 
And Valentine Tie hold an Enemie, 
Ayming at Sidviaas a ſweeter friend: 

I cannot now prove conſtant to my ſelfe, 
Withour ſome trechery us'd to Unlentine. 
Thisnight he meancrh with a Cordet-ladder 
Toclimbe ccleftiall Sifvie's chamber window, 
My ſelfe in counſaile his'comperitor. - 

Now preſently” oo, 


gead. 


Las. Thou ſhalt never ger {ucha ſecret from me,butby-| Who 


a parable, | 
* Spee. "Tis well that Igetit fo : but Lawnee, how failt 
thou that my mafter is become a notable Lover? © 
Lax. I.never knew him otherwiſe. + 
Spee. Then how? 
Las. Anotable Lubber : as thon reporteſt him'to 


By ſome lic rricke, Pint 
Love lend me wings, 


WS 


T betwo Gentlemen of Verona. 


| Ifcareme it wa make nÞſcandaliz'd. 
: Lac. It e 10,then ſtay at home and go nor. 
Scena ſeptima, | Indi, Na "— I will not. p : | 


LZwc. 1 hen never dreame on , but go: 
If Prothens like your journcy —_— Re 
Enter Intia and Lucetts: | No matter w ho's diſplcas'd when youare gone: 
'\ Jl, Counſaile, Lcetta, gentle girle aliſt me; I feare me he will icarce be pleas'd withall. 

Andev'n in kinde love, I doe conſe thee, {x. ]hat is the caſt (Laserra) of my feare : 

- Who art the Table whereiti all my thoughts A thouſand catkes, an Occan of his teares 

Are viſibly Charater'd; and engrav'd, And inſtauces as intinure of Love, 

Tolcfon ine, and tell me ſome good meanc Warrant me welcome to my Prothess. 

How with my honour I may undertake Luc. All thele are fervants to deceirfull men. 

A Journ ro my loving Frothews. ; 1s. Baic amen, that uſe them to ſobaſe cftc& ; 
Int. ,the way is weariſome and long. Burt truer ſtarres did governe Prothess birth, 
Inl. A truc-devored Pilgrime is not weary His words ate bonds, his oathes are oxacles, 

To meaſure Kingdoms with his feeble ſteps, | His love ſincere, his t immaculate, 

Much lcfſe ſhall the that hath Loves wings to flie; His teares, pure meſſengers, ſent from his 

And whenthe flight is made to one ſo deere, His heart as far from fraud, as beaven from carth. 
Of ſach divine perfetion as Sir Frothews. Lac-pray heav'n he prove ſo when you come to him. 

| 4c. Better forbeare ,till Prethews make returne. Isl. Now, as thou loy* {t me,do him not that wrong, 
Inl. Oh,know'ſt F not, his looks are my ſoules food? | To beare a hard opinionof tus truth z 

Pitty the dearth that I have pined in, Onely deſerve my love, by ioving him, - 

By longing for that food ſo longa time. j And preſently goe with metro my chamber 

Didit thou but know the inly touch of Love To take a note of what Iitand in needof, 

Thou wouldſt as [oone goe kindle fire with ſhow To furriiſh me upon my longing journey : 

As ſecke to quench the fire of Love with words. All that is mine 1 leave atthy diipoſe, 
Ia. I doc not ſeeke to quench your Loves hot fire, - | My goods,my Lands, my reputation, 

But qualifie the fires extreame rage, Onely in licu thereof, diſparch me hence: 

Lealt it ſhould burne aboyethe bounds of reaſon. | Come; anſweare not : bur toir preſently, 
Int. The more thou dam'ſt it up,the more it burnes: | 1 am impatient of my tarriance, 

The Current that with gate murmure | £xennt. 

(Thou know'ſt) being ſtopd, im doth rage : 

gta 7rbaeg as 5 ae nd. — afocns "IR 

He makes ſweet muſicke with th' ſtones, . . 

Giving a gcntle kifſe toevery ſedge | Atus T ertins, Scana Prima. 


—_—_—__——  _p 
_—— 


"—_ 


the ve r0gy in his pw: <(M Mn 

And ſo by many winding noo rates | 

With willing ſport tothe wilde Oceans _— CL —_ em ——_ 

r—_—— me goe, and hinder not my courle : 

le be as patient as a genrle . "I 

And abba paſtime = each. weary ſtep, Dak, Sir Thario, give us leave ( I pray)a oe, 

Till the laſt ſtep have brought me to my Love, | We have ſome ſecrets to confer about. 

And there ile rcſt, as after much turmotte | Now tel! me Prethess, what's your will with me ? 

A bleſſed ſoule doth in Elzinm. Pro My gracious Lord, that which I would diſcover, 
Lac. But in what habit will you gocalong ? The Law of friendſhip bids me to conceale, | 
I#/. Not like a woman, for I would prevent But when 1 callto minde your gracious favours 

{ Thelooſe encounters of laſcivious men : Done to me (undeſerving as as 1 am) 

Gentle Lacerta, fit me with ſuch weedes My dutie pricks me on to utter that 

As may beſceme ſome well reputed Page. Which elſe no world! | ſhould draw from me: 

/ Lac. Whythen your Ladiſhip muſt cut your haire. | Know (worthy Prince) Sir Yalemtine my fricnd 
1«l. No girle, ile knit it up in (ilken firings, This night intendsto your daughter : 

With twentic od-conceited.truc-love knots : My ſelfe am one made privy rothe 

To be fantantaſtique, may become a youth | Iknow you havedetermin'd to her 

Ofgreatertimethen I ſhall ſhew to be. — — (ches? | On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter bates; 

Lac. What fafhion (Madam)ſhall I make your bree> | And ſhould ſhethus be (tolne away fromyou, 
Tut. That fits as well,as tell me(good my Lord) It wouldbe auch vexation to your age. 

What compaſle will you weare your ? Thus (for my duties ſake) I rather choſe 

- Whyev'n what faſhion thou belt likes (Lwcerra.) | To croflemy friend in his intendeddrift, 
Lac. You mult necds have them with a cod: | Then (by concealing it) hezy'on head 
Ind. Ont, out thongs ) that wilbe dam | A pack of forrowes, whic call aoyen dawnr 
Lac. Acouiid hoſe (Madam) now's not worth a pin | ( unprevented) to your timeleſſe grave. 

Vnleſſe you have a cod-peece to ſtick Duk. Prothens, I thee for thine honeſt care, 
Ind. Long ig en lov ne Which to requite, command me while live... 

 Whatthou think'ſtmect, and is molt mannerly, This love of theirs, my ſelfe bave oftenſeene, © 
Bur tellme(wench) how will the world repute me Haply when they have iudg'd me faſt alleepe, 

For undertaking ſo unſtaida journey? And oftentimes have purpos'd to forbid | 
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Sir Vdlentive her company, and my Court. Vat. A woman ſometime ſcorns what beſt cotents her- | 
Bur tearing leſt my jealous ayme mighterre, Send her another : never give her ore, - 

And ſo (ynworthuy) diſgrace the can For {corne at firlt makes after-love the more. 
(Araſhneſſethat I ever yet have ſhur'd) It ſhe doe frowne, 'tis not in hate of you, 
I gave him genclelookes, thereby to finde Bur rather to beger more love in you« 
That which thy f(elte haſt now ditclos'd tu me; If the doe chide, 'its notto have you gone, 
And thoumailt perceive my fare of this, For why, the fooles are mad, if left alone. -« 
Knowing that tender yourh is ſoone ſuggelted, Take nv repulſe, what ever ſhe doth fay, 
I nightly todge her in an upper Towre, For, get yougon, ſhe doth not meane away- 
The key whereot, my telte have ever kept : and ap ern extoll their graces : 
Andthence ſhe cannot be convay'daway- Though nere ſo blacke, ſay they have Angels faces, 
Pro. Know (noble Lord)they have devis'd a means | That man that hath a tongue, I ſay is noman, 
How he her chamber-window will aſccnd, If this his tongue he cannot win a woman. 
And with a Corded-ladder fetch her downe: Dok, But ſhe I mceane, is promis'd by her friends 
For which, the youthfull Lover now is gone, Vnto a youthfull gentlewan of worth, 
And this way comes he with it preſently. And kept ſeverely from reſort of men, 
Where(if it pleaſe you)-you may intercept him. That no man hath acceſle by day ts her, 
Bur (good my Lord) doe it ſo cunningly Vat. Why then 1 would refort to her by night. 
Thatmy diſcovery be not aimed at: Dwsk. 1, but the doores be locke, and keyes kept ſafe, 
For, love of you, not hateunto my friend, . That no man hath recowſe to her by night. 
Hath made me publiſher of thisprerence. Fat. 'W hat lcts but one may enter at her window? 
Dake. Vpon mine honour, he ſhall never know Dak. Her chamber is aloft, far from the ground, 
That I had any light from thee of this- And built ſo ſhelving, that one cannot climbe ic 
Pre. Adiew, my Lord;Sir Valntine is comming. Enter. | Without apparant hazard of his bfe. 
Dik. Sir Valentme, whither away 10 falt ? UVa. Why then aLadder quaintly made of Cords 
Ya. Pleaſe it your Grace, there. isa Meilenger Tocaſt up, with a paice of anchoring hookes; 
That ſtayes to beare my Letters to my friends, Would ſerve to ſcale another Hero'stowre, 
And 1 am going to deliver them. So bold Leander would adventure it. 
Dk. Be they of much import ? D#k, Now as thouart a gentleman of blood 
Tal. The tenure of them doth bur ſignific adviſe me, where I may have fluch a Ladder. | 
My health, and happy being at your Court. Va. When would you uſe it? pray fir, tell me that, 
Dwk. Nay then no matter: ſtay with mea while, Dak, Fhis very night; for Love is like a childe 
{ I am tobreake with thee of ſome affaires Thet longs for every thing that hwcadWocuptie 
That touch me neere: wherein thou guſt be ſecret. Ual. By ſeaven a clock, ile get you ſuch a Ladder. 
| 'Tis not unknowne to thee, that I have ſought Dwk. But barke thee ; 1 will goe to her alone, 
To match my friend Sir Thario, to my daughter. How ſhall [ beſt convey the Ladder thither? PP”... 
Pal. 1 know it well (my Lord( and ſure the Match -Uad. It will be light (my Lord Ythat you may beare it | 3 
Were rich and honourablc : betides, the genricman Vnder a clocke, that is of any length. 
Is full of Vertue, Bounty, Worth, and Qualities Dok, Acloake as long as thine will ferverhe turnc? 
{ Beſceming ſuch a Wife, as your faire daughter : Val. 1 my good Lord, 
{ Cannot your Grace win her to fancie him ? Duk. Then lerme {ce thy cloake, 
| Dwk. No, truſt me, She is pceviſh,ſullen,froward, Ile get me oae of fuch another lengrh« 
Proud, diſobedient, ſtubborne, lacking duty, Val. Why any cloake will ſerve the turn (my Lord) 
Neyther regardiug that ſhe is my childe, Dwk. How thall I faſhion me to weare a cloake ? 
Nor fearing me, as if I were her father : I pray thee let me feele thy cloak.e upon me. | 
| And may 1 ſay tothee, this pride of hers What Letter is this ſamc? what's here? to Silvia? 
(Vpon advice) hath drawne my love from her, And heere an Engine fic for my proceeding, 
Andayhere I thought the remnant of mineage Le be ſo bold to breake the (calc for once. | 
Should have beene cheriſh'd by her cbild-like dutie, | 
I now ain full reſolv'd totake a wite, CMy thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly, 
And tarne her out to who will take her in : And ſlaves they are to me, that [end them flying. 
Then lct her beautie be her wedding dowre : | Oh, conldtheir Maſter come, and goe as lightly, | 
For me, and my poſſeflions ſhe eſteemes not. Himſelfe would lodge, where (ſenceles ) they ate lying. © 
Uat. What would your Grace have me todo inthis? My Herald Thoughts, in thy pure boſome reſt-thert, ; 
Duke. There is a Lady in Veroxs heere While 1 ( their K wg) that thither them 125por tone ; 
Whom I affe& : but ſhe is nice, and coy, Doe cnrſe the grace that with ſuch grace kath bleſs them; | 
And nought elteemes my aged eloquence. . Becauſe my ſelfe doe want my ſervants fortune, | 
Now therefore would I have thee to my Tutor 1 curſe mp ſelfs, for they are ſent by me, | 
(For ng eqns 1 have forgot to court, That they ſhould where thei Lord wonld be. 
Beſides the faſhion of the time is chang'd) | | 
How,and which way I may beſtow my iclfe What's here ? Silvia, this night I will infranchiſerhce. 
To be regarded in her an-bright eye. 'Tis fo : and heere's the er for the purpoſe. 
Va Winher with gifts, if ſhereſpeX not words, Why Phactes (for hover 
Dumbe lewels often in their filent kinde ., Wilt thou aſpireto guide the heavenly Car? | 
More then quicke words, doc move a womans minde. | And with thy daring folly burne the world? 
| Duk: Bur hedid {cornea preſent that Iſent her, | Wilt thoureach ts, becauſethey ſhine on thee? | 
"i : MA. "8 7). "ll | 
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Goe baſe Intruder, over-weening Slave, 
Beftow thy fawning ſmiles on cquall mates, 
And thinke my patience, (more then thy deſert) 
Is priviledge for thy departure hence. 
Thanke me for this, more then for all the favors 
W hich (all too-much) I have beſtowed on thee. 
But if thou linger in my Territories 
Longer then ſwifteſt expedition 
Will give thee time to leave our royall Court, 
By heaven, my wrath ſhall farre exceed the love 
I ever bore my daughter, or thy ſelfc. 
Be gone, I will not heare thy vaine excuſe, | 
But as thou loy'ſt thy life, make ſpeed from hence. Exv. 
Val, And why not death, rather thea living torment? 
Todie,is to be baniſht from my ſelfe, 
And Silvia is my ſelfe : baniſh'd from her 
Is ſelfe from ſelfe. A deadly baniſhment : 
What light, is light, if Siva be not ſcene 7 
What joy is joy, if Svie be not by ? 
Valefle 1t be to thinkethat ſhe is by 
And feed upon the ſhaddoww of perfeion. 
ExceptI be by Silviain the night, 
There is no mulike in the nightingale. 
VnleſſcI looke on Sivie in the day, 
There is no day for me to looke upon. 
She is my eſſence, and I leave to be ; 
IfI be not by her faire influence 
Foſter'd, illumin'd, cheriſh'd, kept alive. 
I flie not death, to flic his deadly doome, 
TatryT heere, I but attend on death, 
But flie I hence,I flic away from life. Onter Pro.and Lawns. 
Pro. Run (boy) run,run,and ſecke him out. 
Las. — Soa hough——— 
Pro, What thou ? 
Lax. Him we goc to finde, 
There's not a haire on's hcad, but t'is a Valentine. 
Pro. Valentine > * 
UVa. No. | 
Pro. Whothen ? his Spirit? 
Ya. Neither, 
Fro. What then? 
TUa. nothing. . 
Las. Can nothing ſpeake? Maſter, ſhall I ſtrike? 
Pro, Whom would(t thou ſtrike ? 
Las. Nothing. 
Pro, Villaine, forbeare. 
Las. Why Sir, Ile ſtrike nothing : I pray you. 
\ Fre. Sirha,l fay torbeare? friend Yalemme, a word. 
Ua. My cares are ſtopt,& cannot heare good newwes, 
So mach of bad already hath poſſeſt them, 
Pro: Then in dumbe ſilence will I bury nune; 
For they are harſh, un-tuucable, and bad. 
Va. Is Silvia dead? 
Pre. No, Valentine, | 
| Fa. No Falentimeindced, for ſacred Silvia, 
Hath ſhe forſworne me? 
Pro. No,Valentine. 
Va. No Yafentine, if Silvia have forſworne me. 
What is yournewes ? 
Las.Sir,there is a proclamation,that you are vaniſhed. 
1 Pro. That thouart baniſh'd : ohthat's the newes, 
From hence, from Silvie, and from me thy friend. 
Va. Oh, I have fed upon this woe already, 
And now exceſſe of it will make me ſurfer. 
Doth Sifvia know that Iam baniſh'd? _ 
' Pro. I,I : and ſhe hath offered tothe doome 


( Which un-reverſt ſtands in effeRuall force ) 
ASca of melting pearle, which ſome call tcares. 
Thole at her fathers churliſh feete ſhe tenderd, 
With them upon her knees, her humble ſelfe, 
Wringing her hands,whoſe whitenefle ſo became them, 
As if but now they waxcd pale for woe : 
Bur neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 
Sad _ deepe grones, nor filyer-ſhedding tcarcs 
Coul te her unc nate Sire ; 
But Valentine, if he be tanc, muſt dic. 
—_ \ wr chaf'd him ſo, 
cn or Thy was ſupplant, 

That to cloſe priſon he commaunded her, 
With many bitter threates of bidiag there. 

Va. No more : unles the next word that thou ſpeak'ſt 
Have ſome maligant power upon my lite ; 
If fo : I pray thee breathe it in mine care, 
AS _ Antheme of my cndleſle dolox- 

Pro. Ceaſe to lament for that thou canſt not helpe, 
And ſtudy helpe for that which thou lament'it, 
Time is the Nurſe, and breeder of all good ; 
Here, if thou ſtay, thou cant not ſee thy love : 
Belides,thy _ will abridge thy lite : 
Hope is a lovers itaffe, walke hence-with that 


= mannage it, againſt deſpairing thoughts : 
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letters may be here, h thou art hence, 
ich, being writ to mc, ſhall be deliver'd 
Even in the milke-white boſome of thy love. 
The time now ſerves net to 
Come, Ile convey thee the City-gatc. 
And ere I part with thee,conter atlarge 
Of all that may concerne thy love affaires : 
As thou lov'ſt Silvia ( though not for thy ſclfe) 
Regard thy danger, and along with me. 

Va. 1I pray thee Lawnee, and if thou ſeeſt my Boy 
Bid him make haſte, and meet meatthe North-gate. 

Pre. Goe ſirha, finde him out : Come Valenime. 

Va. Oh my deere Silvia; hapleſſe Valentme, FE xennt. 

Lawnce. Iam burta toole, looke you , and yet I have 
the wit tothinke my Maſter is a kinde of a knave : but 
that's all one, if he be but one knaye: He lives not now 
that knowes meto be in love, yetl amin love, buta 
Teeme of horſe ſhall not pluckethat from me: nor who 
tis 1 love : and yet tis a woman ; but what woman, [ 
will not tell my {elfe : and yet 'tis a Milkemaid : yet 'tis 
nota maid : for ſhe hath had Goſſips : yet tis a maid, 
for ſhe is her Maſters maid, and ſeryes for wages. Shee 
hath more qualities then a Water-Spaniell, which is 
much in a bare Chriſtian : Heere is the Cate-log of her 
Condition, Inprimw, Shee can fetch and carry : why 
a horſe can doe no more ; nay, a horſe cannot fetch, bur 
onely , therefore is ſhe better then a Iade, /renv. 
She can milke, looke you, a ſweet vertue ina maid with 
cleane hands Emer Speed. 

Speed. How now Signior Lame? what newes with 
your Maſterſhip ? 

La. With my Maſterſhip? why, itis at Sea : 

Sp. Well,your old vice (: miſtake the word : what 
newes then in paper ? 

Za. The black'it newes thatever thou hcard'ſt. - 

Sp. Why man? how blacke > 

Ta. Why, as blacke as Inke. 

Sp. Let me read them ? 

La. Fic on thee Iolt-head, thou canſt not read. 

Sp. Thoulyeſt : 1 can, 


| 


La. I will try thee: tell me this : who begot thee ? 
Sp. Marry, | 
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Sp. Marry, the ſon of my Grand-father. 

Le. Oh illiterate loyterer ; it was the ſonne ofthy 
Grand-mother : this proves that thou canſt not read- 
- Sp» Comefoole, come:try me in thy . 
| Le. There :andS, Nicolas be thy | 

; Inprimis ſhe can milke. 

I that ſhe can, 

Sp. Item, ſhe brewes good Ale. 

Fn poten 
our heart, you Ale.) 
E $p. Item, ſhe penny 

La. That's as much as to ſay ({an ſbe ſo) 

Sp. Item ſhe can knit. 

La. W hat neede a man care for a ſtock witha wench, 
When ſhe can knit kim a ſtocke ? 

Sp. Item,ſhe can waſhand ſcoure. 

La. A ſpeciall vertue : for then ſhe neede notto be 
walh'dand ſcowr'd. 

Sp. Item, the can ſpin- 


Le. Then may I ſet the world on wheeles, when ſhe 


can ſpin for her living, 
Sp. Item, ſhe hath many nameleſſe vertues, 

La. That's as much asto ſay Beſftard-vertnes : that 
indeede know not their fathers , and therefore have no 
names- 

Sp. Here followes her vices. 

La. Cloſe at the heeles of her vertues: 

_—_— ſhe is not to bee faſting in reſpeR of her 


breath. 
ED. Well,that fault may be mended with a breakfaſt; 
read on. 

8p. Item, ſhe hath a ſweet mouth. 

La. That makes amends for her ſowre breath. 

Sp» Item, ſhe doth ralke in her ſleepe. 

FP It's no matter for that ; ſo ſhe ſleepe not in her 

C | 

Sp. Item, ſhe is flow in words- 

£4. Oh villanie, that ſet downe among her vices; 

To be flow in words is a womans onely vertue : + 

I pray thee out with't, and place it for her chicfe vyertue. 
Sp. Item, ſhe is proud. 
La. Out with that too: 

It way Oveslegacie, and cannot betane from her, 

Sp. Item, ſhe bath notecth, 

La. I care not for that neither,becauſe I love cruſts. 

$p. Item, ſhe is curſt. 

Les, Well : the beſt is ſhe hath no teeth to bite. 

Sp. Item, ſhe will often praiſe her liquor. 

La. If her liquor be ; ſhe ſhall: if he will not, I 
will; for good things ſhould be prayſed. 

Sp. Item, ſhe is too li 

La. Of her tongue ſhe cannot ; for that's writ downe 
ſhe is low of : of her pnrſc, ſhe ſhall not, for that ile 
keepe ſhut : Now, of another thing ſhe may, and that 
cannot I - Well, proceede. 

Sp. Item, ſhe hath more haires then wit, and more 
faults then haires, and more wealth then faults. 

La. Stop there : Ile have her : ſhe was mine,andnot 
minetwice, or thrice in that Article : rehearſe that once 
more- 

Sp. Item, ſhe hath more haire then wit. 

Za. More baire then wit : itmay be ile prove it : The 
cover of the {al;, hides the (alt ,and therefore it is more 
then the falt ; the haire that covers the wit, is more 
then s wit : for the greater hides thelefle : What's 
next 


comes the proverbe : (Bleſſmg of 


| Sp. And morefaults then haires. 

La. That's monſtrous : oh thatthat were out. 

Sp. And more wealth then fatilts, 

La. Why that word makes the faults ous 
Well, ile have her: andifit be amatch, as nothing is 
impoſſible, 

Le. Why then will ell hee, tharthy Maſter tayes 
- Why then, will I tell thee, thatthy Maſter 
for thee ads North- gee. * 
Sp. For me ? 
| L£a. For thee? I, whoart thouthe hath ſaid for a bet- 
ter man then thee. 

Sp. And muſt I goeto him? | 

Ze. Thou muſt run to him;for thou haſt ſtaid ſo long 
that going will ſcarce ſerve the turne. 

Sp. Why didit not tell me ſooner? *pox of your love 
Letters. 

La. Now will he be ſwing'd for reading my Letter; 
An unmannerly ſlave , that will thruſt himſelfe into ſe- 
crets:lle atter,to rejoyce in the boyes corretion. Exexar. 
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Enter Duke, Thurio, Prothens. 


Ds. Sir T hurio, feare not, but that ſhe will love you 
Now /alentine is baniſh d from her light. 

Th. Since his exile ſhe hath deſpis'd me moſt, 
Forſworne my company, and rail'd atme, 

That 1 am delperate of obtaining her. 

Ds», This weakeimprefle of love, is asa figure 
Trenched in ice, which with an houres heate 
Diſſolvesto water,and doth looſe his forme. 

A little time will melr her frozen thoughts; 
And worthleſſe Yalentme ſhall be forgor. 
How now Sir Prothews, is your countriman 
(According to our Proclamation) gon? 

Pro. Gon, my good Lord. | 

Ds. My daughter takes his going heavily 

Pro. A litttle time (my Lord) will killthatgriefe. 

Ds. $0 I beleeve : but Thariothinkes not fo : 
Prothexs, the good conceit I hold of thee, 

(For thou het ſhowne ſome ſigne of good deſert) 
Makes me the berter ro confer with thee. 

Pyro. Longer then I prove royall to your Grace, 
Let me not live, tol apon you Grace. 

Ds. Thou know'ſt how willingly, I would effet 
The match bertweene fir 7 barwo, and my daughter ? 

Pre, I doe my Lord. 

Ds. And alſo Idoe thinke, thou art not 1gnoranc 
How ſhe es her againſt my wall? 
Pro. She did my , when Valentine was heres 

Ds. I, and perverſly, ſhe perſeversſo : 

What might we doe to make the girle forget 
The Love of Valentene, and love (ir Thurie? 
Pre. The belt way is to ſlander Valentine, 

With falſchood, cowardize, and deſcent; 
Three things, that women highly hold in hate. 

Da. I, but (hic'll chinke, thar it is ſpoke in hate. 

Pre, 1, if his enemie dcliver it- 
Therefore it muſt with circumſtance befj 
By one, whorn the eſteemes as his fri 


cn 


Du. Then you muſt undertaketo flander him. 


 . 


— 
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Pro, And that (my Lord) ſhall beloath to doe. 
'Tis an ill oxfice for aGentleman, 
Eſpecially againit his very friend: : 
Ds. W here your good wordcarmot adyantage him , 
{ Your ſlander never can-endamage him; * - 
Therefore the ogtice is indifferent, X 
Being intreated to it by your friend. 
Pore You haue prevail d(my Lord) if I candoe i 
By ought that I can ſpeake in hisdi —_ 
She ſhall not long continue love to him : 
But ſay this weede her love from Valentine, 
It followesnot that ſhe will love fir Thurw. 
Th. Therefore as you unwinde her love from him; 
Leaſt it ſhould ravell, and be gvod to none, 
| You muſt provide to-bottome it on tne : 
Which muſt be done, by prayfing me as much* 
Asyou, in worth diſprayle, fir Valentine. 
D#. And Prothens, we dare truſt you in this kinde, 
Becauſe we know (on Valentines report) 
Youare already joves firme votary, : 
And cannot ſoone revolt, and change your mindee 
Vpon this warrant, ſhall you have accelle, 
Where you, with Si/vi4 may conferre at largec« 
For ſhe 1s lumpiſh, heavy ,melancholly, 
And (for your friends ſake) will be glad of you ; 
Where you may temper her, by your perſwafion, 
To hate yong Ualentine, and love my friend. 
Pro. As much as I can doe, I will effect : 
But you ſir Thu#ie, are-not enough: 
You muſt lay Lime, to Gcfires * 
By wailefull Sonnets, whole compoſed Rimes 
Should be full fraught with ſerviccable vowes- 
Ds. I, much is the force of heaven-bredPocſic. 
Pre. Say that upon the altar of her beauty 
You ſacrifice your teares, your ſighes,your heart ; 
Write till your inke be dry ; and with your tcarcs 
Moilt it againe : and frame ſome feeling line, 
That may difcoyer ſuch integrity : 
For # Lote, was —_ with Poets finewes, 
W hoſe golden touch could ſoften ſtecle and ſtones; 
Make Tygers tame, and huge Leviathens 
Forſake unſoundcd deepes, and dance on Sands, 
After your dirc-lamenting Elegies, 
Viſit by night your Ladics chamber-window 
With ſome ſweet Conſort; Totheir Inſtruments 
Tunea deploring dumpe : the nights dead filence 
Will well become ſuch Froert complaining grievance: 
This, or elſe nothing, will inherit her. 
Ds. This diſcipline, ſhowes thou halt bin in love, 
Th. And thy advice, this night, ile put in praftiſe: 
Therefore, ſweet Prothews, my direion-giver, 
Let us into the City preſently 
To fort ſome gentlemen, well skil'd in Muſique. 
| Thavea Sonnet, that will ſerve the turne 
To give the on-ſet to thy good advice. 
Dx. About it Gentlemen. . 
Pro. We'll wait upon your Grace, till after Sy 
Andafterward determine our procecdings, as 
Ds. Evennow aboutit, I will pardon you. Exemnr. 


Aus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


[OT — 


Enter Ualentine, Speed, and certaine Our-{ever. 
I, Out-b, Fellowes, ſtand falt: I ſee a paſſenger. 


2. Out; If there beten,ſhrinkd notbut downwirth'cm. 
3- Ous.Stand fir,and throw us that you havcabour'ye. 
If not : we'll make you fit, andrifle you: 
Sp. Sir we are undone; theſe are the Villaines 
That all the Travailers doe feare {ſo much. 
Ual. My friends, 
I. Ot. That's not ſo, fir: weare your enemies. 
2. Ox. Pekce : we'll heare him. 
3-Oxr.I by my beard will we : for he isa proper man. 
Vat. Then know that I have little to loſe ; 
A man I am, croſs'd with adverſitic : 
My riches, are theſe poore habiliments, 
which, if you ſhould here disfurnith me, 
You take the ſum andſubſtance that I have, 
2. Out, Whither travell you ? 
Val. To Verona. 
1-O#:. W hence came you? 
Val. From CMillaine, c 
3- Ot. Have youlong ſojourn'd there ? (ſtaid, 
Val. Some fixtcene moneths, and langer might have 
If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 
1. Out, What, were you baniſh'd thence ? 
Vs: I was. 
2: Out, For what offence? 
Va. For that whichnow torments me to rehearſe; 
Ikil'd a man, whoſe death I muchrepent, 
But ” ſlew him mantully in fight, 
Without falle vantage, or baſe treachery. 
. I. Ont, Why nere repent it, if it were done ſo ; 
But were you baniſhe for ſo ſmall a fault ? 
Va. I was,and held me glad of ſuch a doome, 
2. Oxt. Have you the Tongues? 
Va. My youthfull travaile, therein made me happy, 
Or elſcI otten had beene miſerable. 
3- Ot. By the bare ſcaipe of Robin beods fat Frycr, 
This fellow werea King, for our wilde fation. | 
1.0. We'll have him : Sirs, a word. 
Sp. Maſter, be one of them : 
It's att honerable kinde of theevery. 
Va. Peace villaine, 
2+ Ont, Tell us this: have you any things totake to? 
Va. Nothing but my fortune. 
3» Omt, Know then,that ſome of us are Gentlemen, 
Such as the furic of ungovern'd youth 
Thruſt from the company of awtull men. 
My ſelfe was from Yeronabaniſhed, 
For practiſing to ſteale away a Lady, 
And heire and Neece,allide anto the Duke. 
2+ Out. And I from Mana, for a gentleman, 


| Who, in my moode, I ſtab'd unto the heart. 


I. O*t. And 1, for ſuch like petty crimes as theſe. 
Buz to the p e: for we cite our faults, 
That they may hold excus'd our lawleſle lives; 
And partly ſceing youare beautifide 
With goodly ſhape ;and by your owne report, 
A Linguiſt, and a man of ſuch perfe&tion, 
As wedoe 1n our quality much want. 

2. Ont. I e becauſe you are a baniſh'd man, 
Therefore, above the reſt, we parley to you : 
Are you content tobe our Generall ? 
Tomake a vertue of neceſſttie, 
And live as we duc in the wilderneſſe ? 

. 3+ Ot. What ſaiſt thou? wiltthou be of our conſort? 
Say I,and be the capraine of us all : 
We'lldoe thee homage, and berul'd by thee, 
Lore thee as our Commander ,and our King. 

I. Ons. 


——_ 
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1- Out, Butif thou ſcorne qurcurteſie, thou dyelt. | 


2- Ont. Thou ſhaltnot live, to brag what we have of- 

Val. 1 take your offer, and will live with you, (fcr'd. 
Provided that you do no outrages | 
On filly women, or poore paſlengers. 

3- Oz. No, we deteſt tuch vile baſe praftiſes- 
Come, goe with us, we'll bring thee to our Crewes ; 
And ſhew thee all the Treaſure we have got; 

Which, with our ſclves, all reſt at thy diipoſe. Exe. 


— 
 ——_ —_—EEEE EE _ 


——— 


Scans Secunda. 


Enter Prothens, Tharie, Inlia, Hoſt, Mnſitian, Silvia, 
Pre. Already have bin falſe to Valentine, 
And now I mult be as unjuft to Thurio, + 
Vader the colour of commending him, 
I have acceſle my owne love to prefer. 
But Silvia is tog faire,to.> truegtvo holy; 
Tobe corrupted with my wo:thleſſe guifts ; 
When I proteſt true loyalty co her, 
She ewits me with my falichood to my friend 
When to her beauty I commend my vowes, 
She bids methinke how 1 have bin forſworne 
In breaking faith with «4, whom I lov'd; 
And notwithſtandiug ail her lodaine quips, 
The leaſt whereof woutd quell a lovers hope : 
Yer (Spanicl-like) the more the yn —_— 
The more it growes,and fawneth on her {till ; 
But here comes Therio; now mait we to her window, 
And give ſomecvening Muſique to her care. 
How now, fir Prothew, are you crept before us? 
Pre. I gentle Towrio, for you knuw that love 
Will in ſervice, where it cannot goc» 
The. I, but 1 » Sir, chat you love not here. 
Pro. Sir, but I doe : or clfc I would be hence- 
Thu. Whom, Sikvgs? 
Pre. I, Silvia, for your ſake. 
Tbs. I thanke you for 


owne: Now Gentlemen 


Let's rurne : and tooir luftily a while. 
He.Now, my young gueſt;me thinks you'r allycholly; 
I pray you what is it? 


Ys. But ſhall I eare him ſpeake- 
He. I that you ſhall. 
Is. That will be Muſique. 
He. Harke, harke. 
Is. Is he among theſe? 
He. I: but peace, let's heare'm. 


Is (be kinds as ſhe is fasre? 
For beautie lives with kindaeſſe , 
LT 


| 


. Aud bei d, inhabiti there. 

apa by fy 

T hat Silvia is excellung ; 

She excels each 

Upon the dal rerth dwelling. 
Ts her let us Garland; bring- 


Ho, How now? are you ſadder then you were before; 
How doe you, mai? the Mulicke likes you not. | 
Is. You miltake : the Mſitian likes me not. 
Hoe. Why, my pretty youth ? 
1s. He plaies falſe (tather.) : 
Hes. How, out of rune 0n the ſtrings? * 
Is. Not (0: butyet : 
So falſe that he grieves my very heart-ſtrings: 
Ho. You have aquicke earc. } (heart. 
Is, I, L would 1 were deafe: it makes me bave a flow 
He. I perceive you delight not in Muſicke. 
Is. Nota whit; when it jars fo. | 
He. Harke what fine change is in the Muſicke; 
Is. I: that change is the ſpight. 
He. You would have them alwaies play but one thing. 
Ix. I would alwayes have one play but one thing. 
Bur Hoſt, doth this Sir Prochexs, that we talke on; « 
Often refort untothis Gentlewoman ? | 
Hoe. Itell you what Lawnce his mantold mc, 
He lov'd her out of all nicke, 
Is. Where is Lannce ? 
He. Gone to ſeeke his dog, which to morrow, by his 
_—_ command , hee mult carry for « preſent to his 
a £2 
1. Reace, ſtand aſide, the company parts. 
Pro. Sir Ther, teare not I will ſopleade, 
That you ſhall ſay, uty cunning drift excels. 
_ W here mcete we? | 
Yo. At Saint regori s wel . 
Tb. Farewell? | 
Pre. Madam : good ev'n to your Ladiſhip. 
Sil. I thagke you tor your Mulicke (Gentlemen) 
W ho is that that ſpake? 
Pre. One( Lady) if you knew his pure hearts truth, 
You would quickly learne to know him by his voice. 
Sil. Six Prothens, as | take it. , 
Pro. Sir Protbens (gentle Lady) and your Servant, 
Sil. What's your will? | 
Pro, That I may compaſle yours. 
Sil. You have your wiſh: my will is ever this, 
Thar preſently you hie you home to bed : 
Thou ſubrile, perjur'd, falſe, diſloyall man : 
_— thou by am ſo ſhallow, ſo conceitleſle, 
To be ſeduced by thy flattery, 
That has'r pry. many with thy yowes? 
Returne, rcturne, and make thy love amends : 
For me(by this pale queue of night I ſweare) 
I am ſo from granting thy requeſt, 
That I deſpiſe thee, for thy wrongtuil ſuite; 
And by and by intend to chide my ſelte, 
Eyen for this time I | arr wg, 11 
Pre. 1 grant (ſweet love) that I did loves Lady, 
But ſhe is dead. 4 
Is. 'Twere falſe, if | ſhould ſpeake it ; 
For I am fare ſhe is not buried, | 
Sil. Say that ſhe be ! yer Valentine thy friend 
Survives ; to whom (thy ſelfe artwirnefſe) 
I am betroth'd; and art thou not aſham'd 
To wrod him, with thy importunacy ? 


we —_—_— — a. _— 


"Jes repaire, 
To belpe bins of hue blindueſſe : 


— — 
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| Aſſurethy ſelfe, my love is buried. 

Pro. Sweet Lady, letme rake it from 

' Ss/. Goe to thy Ladies grave aud call 

Or at the leaſt,jin hers, ſepalcher thine. 
.Tul. He heard not that. 


For fince the {ſubſtance of your 
Is elſe devoted, Iam but a ſhadow; 


—_— 


And make it but a ſhadow , asI am. 


Ando, good reſt. 

Pro. As wretches have ore-night 
That wait for execution in the morne. 
* I«l.Heft,will you 


He. Marry, at my houſe ; 
Truſt me, Ithinke 'tis almoſt day. 


| Pre. I likewiſe heare that Valentine is dead. 
i $i4 Andſo ſupp6ſe am1 ; for in his grave 


the carth. 
hers thence, 


Pre. Madatn : if your heart be ſo obdurate : 
Vouchlafe me yet your Pifture for my love, 
The Picture that is hanging in your chamber ; 
To that Lle ſpeake,tothar ile ſigh and weepe: 

perfect lelte. 


And to your ſhadow, wi'l I make true love. _ 
Iul. it 'ewere aſubſtance you would ſure deceive it, 


Sil. 1 am very loath to be your Idoll Sir ; 
But, ſince your falſchood ſhall become you well 
To worſhip ſhadowes, and adore falſe ſhapes, 
Send to me inthe morning, and ile ſend it : 


Exemnt. 


goe? 
Hoe. By my hallidome, I was faſt aſlcepe. 
Int. Pray yon where lies Sir Prothene? 


lal. Not (o: but it hath bin the longeſt night 
That ere 1 watch'd,and'the moſt heavieſt. Exenn. 


ns, 


SeenaT ertia. 


Enter Eflamore, Silvia. 


Ther's ſome great matter ſhe'ld employ 
Madam, Madam. 

Si, Whocals? * 

Eg. Your ſervant, and your friend; 


According to your Ladiſhips impoſe, 
It 1s your pleaſure to command mein, 


Thou art not j3gnorant what deereg 
I beare untothe baniſh'd UVatentine : 


No griefe did come ſo neere thy heart, 


Eg. This is the houre that Madan Silvia 
Entreated mc to call, and know her minde : 


me in» 


One that attends your Ladiſhips command. 
Sil. Sir Eglamore, a thoufand times good morrow. 
Eg. Ay many (worthy Lady) to your ſ{elfe : 


I am thus early come ,to know what ſervice 
Ss, Oh Erlemore, thou art a Gentleman : 


Thinke notT flatter(for | ſweare 1 doc not 
Valiant, wiſe, remorſe-full, well accomplith'd. 


will 


Nor how my father would enforce me many 
Vaine Thario( whom my very ſoule abhor'd) 
Thy ſelfc hat lov'd, and I have heard thee {ay 


As when thy Lady, and thy true-love di'de, 


Vpon whoſe Grave thou yvow'dlt pure 
Sir Eglamere : I would to Valentine 


I doe deſire thy worthy company, 


chaſtiric: 


| To Manas, where I heare, he makes aboad; 
And for the waycsare dangerous to pafſe, | 


. 


Vpon whoſe faith and honor,I repoſc. 
Vrge not my fathers anger (Eglamere) 

But thinke upon my oriefe (a Ladie $ gricfe) 

And on the juſtice of my flying hence, 

To keepe me from amoſt unholy match, = 

W hich heaven and fortune {tilll rewards with plagues. 
I doe defire thee, even from a heart 

As full of ſorrowes, as the Sea of ſands; 

To bearc me company and goe with me : 

If not, to hide what I have ſaydto thee, 


That I may venture to departalonc. 

Ep. Madam, pitty much your grievances, 
Which, ſince I know they vertuoully are plac'd, 
I give conſent to goo along with you, 
Wreaking aslittle what betideth me, 

As much, I wiſh all good befortuge you. 
W hen will you goe ? 
Sit, This evening comming. 
Eg. Where ſhall I mecte you? 
. Sul. At Frier Patricks: Cell, 
Where 1 intend holy confeſſion. 

Eg. 1 will not faile your 
Good worrow (gentle Lady.) | 

Si. Good any Sir Eqlamere. Exeuns. 


>. —_—_— 


Scana Quarta. 


— — 


Eater Launce , Prothens, Inha, Silvia. 


| Lew. When a mans ſervant ſhall play the Curre with 
him (looke you) it goes hard : one that 1 broughtup of 
a puppy:one that 1 fav'd from drowning,when three or 
foure ofhis blinde brothers and ſiſters went to it: 1 have 
taught him ( cven as one would ſay preciſcly, thus 1 
would tcach a dog) 1 was ſentto deliver him , as a pre- 
{ent to Miltris S#/vis, from my Maſter ; and 1 came no 
ſooner into the dyning-chamber, but he ſteps me to-her 
Trencher, and ſteals ker CaponS-leg: O, 'tis a foule 
thing, when a Cur cannot keepe himſclfe in all compa- 
nies:1 would have (as one ſhould ſay )one that takes up- 
on him tobe a dog indeede, to be,as it were, a dog atall 
things. 1f I had not had more wit then he,to take a fault 
upon me that he did, I thinke verily he had bin haag'd |} 
tor't: ſurc as I live he had ſuffer'd tor't: you (hall judge: 
He thruſts me himſelfe into the company of three or 
foure gentleman-like s, under the Dukes table ; he 
had not bin there (blefſe the marke) a piſſing while, but 
all the chamber ſmelt him: out with the dag (faics one) | 
what cur is that (ſaics another) whip him our (faicsthe 
third) hang him up (faies the Duke.) I having binac- 
quainted with the before, knew.it was Crab; and 
me to the fellow GNIIES the Conges.: friend 
quoth 1) you meane to whip the dog: | marry doe 1 
uoth he)you doe him the more wroag(quoth I)'twas 
I did the you wot of : he makes me no more ado, 
but whips me out of the chamber; how many Maſters 
would doe this for his ſervant?nay,ile be ſworne I have 
ſat in the ſtockes for puddings he bath ſtolne,otherwilſe 
| he had bin executed: I have ſtood on the Pilloric for 
Geeſe he hath kil'd,utherwiſe he had ſufferd for't:thou 
think'ſt not of this now: the tricke you 


| ſerv'd me, when 1 rooke ay Jeovec Madam Silvia: did 


nor 


———_ =; oy 
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not I bid thee ſtill marke me,and doe as I do;when did 
thou ſee me heave a leg, and make water againlta 
Gentlewomans farthingale? did'ſt thou ever ſee me doe 
ſuch atricke ? 
Pro. Sthbaſtian is thy name: I like thee well, 
And will imploy thee in ſome ſervice preſently. 
Is. In what you pleaſe, ile doc Sir what I can» 
Pre. I hope thou wilt, 
How now you whor-lon pezant, 
Where have you bin thele two dayes loytering * 
& Mary Sir, I carried Miſtris Si{vie the dogge yu 
mc. 
Fro, And what ſayesſheto my little lewell? 
La. Marry ſhe ſaics your dog was a cur,and tells 
currifh thankes 1s good enough for ſuch a pretent. 
Pro, But ſhe receiv'd ny dog? 
La. No indeede did ſhe not : 
Here have I brought him backe againe. 
Pro. What, did(t thou offer her this from me ? 
Ls. I Sir,the other Squirrill was ſtolne from me 
By the hangmans boy in the market place, 
And then 1 offer'd her mine owne, whois a dog 
As big as ten of yours,& therefore the gift the greater- 
Pro. Goe, get thee hence, and finde my dog againe, 
Oc nere returne againe into my ſight, 
Away, I ſay : ſtayeſt thou tovexe me here; 
A lave, that ſtill an end, turnes me to ſhame. 
Sebaſtian, I have entertained thee, 
Partly that I have need of ſuch a youth, 
Thatcan with ſome diſcretion do my buſineſle : 
For 'tis no w_—_ to yond fooliſh Lowt ; 
But chicfely, for thy face, and thy behaviour, 
Which (if my Augury deceive me not ) 
Witneſle good bringing up, fortune, and truth : 
Therefore know thou, for this I entertaine hee- 
Go preſently and take this Ring with thee, 
Deliver it to Madam Silvia ; 
She lov'd me well, deliver'd it to me. 
Int. It ſeemes you lov'd not her, to leave her token: 
She is dead belike ? 
Pro. Not ſo: I thinke ſhe lives. 
Tal. Alas. 
Pro. Why do'ſt thou cry alas? 
Int. I cannot chooſe but pitry her. 
Pre, Wherefore ſhould'ſt thou pitty her? 
Int. Becauſe, me thinkes that ſhe lov'd you as well 
As you doe love your Lady Si/vis : 
She dreames on him, that has forgot her love; 
You doate on her, that cares not for your love. 
'Tis pitty Love ſhould be ſo contrary ; 
| And thinking on it, makes me cry alas. 
Pro. Well : give her that Ring,and therewithall 
This Letter : that's her chamber: Tell my Lady, 
I claime the promiſe for her heavenly Picture : 

Your meſſage done, h now year? Aneuagne : 
Where thou ſhalt finde me ſad, and ſolitarie. Exit. 
Is. How many women would doe ſuch a meſſage? 

Alas poore Protbexs, thou haſt entertain'd 

A Foxe, to be the Shepheard of thy Lambs ; 

Alas, poore foole ,why doc I pitty him + 

That with his very heart deſpiſeth me ? 

Becauſe he loves ber, he deſpiſeth me, 

Becauſe I love him, 1 muſt pitty him. 

This Ring I gave him, when he parted from me, 

To binde him to remember my good will: 
And now am 1 (unhappy Meſſenger) 


you 


Ext. 


— 


To plead for that, which I would not obtaine; 
To carry that, which I would have refus'd; 
Topraiſe his faith which I would have diſprais'd. 
I am my Maiſters true confirmed love, 
But cannot be true ſervant to my Maiſter, 
Vnleſſe I prove falſe traitor to my ſelfe. 
Yetwuwll I wooe for him, but yer ſo coldly, Enter 
As(heaven it knows) I wouldnot have him ſpeed, Silvia. 
Gentlewoman, good day : I pray you be my meane 
Tobring me where to ſpeake with Madam Sil. 
Si. What would you with her, if that I be ſhe? 
Tel. If you be ſhe, 1 doe intreat your patience 
To heare me ſpeake the meſſage I am ſent on 
Sil, From whom ? 
Is/. From my Maſter, Sir Prothews, Madam. 
Sil. Oh: he ſends you for a Picture ? 
Ind. 1, Madam. 
Sil. Vrſula, bring my Pifture thete, 
Goe, giveyour Maſter this: tell him trom me, 
One 1x4, that his changing thoughts forget, 
Would better fit his Chamber, then this Shadow. 
Is. Madam, pleaſe you peruſe this Letter; 
Pardon me (Madam) I have uradvis'd 
Deliver'd you a that I ſhould not ; 
This is the Letter toyour Ladiſhip. 
Sit. Ipray theelet me looke on that againe; 
tv. Itmay not be : good Madam pardon me. 
Sie. There, hold: 
I will not looke upon your Maſters lines : 
I know they are {tuft with proteſtations, 
And full of new-found oathes, which he will breake 
As ea{te as I do teare his paper. 
Is. Madam, he ſends your Ladiſhip this Ring. 
$i. The more ſhame for him, that he ſends it me ; 
For I have heard him ſay a thouſand times, 
His /{4 gave it him, at his departure: 
T h his falſe finger have prophan'd the Ring, 
Mine ſhall not doe his /xlia ſo much wrong. 
In. She thankes you. 
Si, Whar fait ? 
ts. Ithanke you Madam, that you tender her : 
Poore Gentlewoman, my Maſter wrongs her much. 
Si. Do'{tthou know her? 
In. Almoſt as well as 1 doe know my fclfe. 
To thinke upon her woes, I do proteſt 
That I have wept a hundred (everall times. 
Ss. Belike ſhe thinks that Prothews hath forſook her? 
Is. I thinke ſhe doth: and that's her cauſe of ſorrow, 
$5. Is ſhenot paſſing faire ? 
Is. She hath bin fairer (Madam) then ſhe is, 
When ſhe did thinke my Maſter lov'd her well; 
She, in my judgement , was as faire as you. 
But ſince ſhe did negle& her looking: glaſle, 
And threw her Sun-expelling Maſque away, 
Theayre hath ſtary'd the roſes in her cheekes; 
And pinch'd the lilly-tinRure of her face, 
That now ſhe is become as blacke as I. 
$i& How tall was ſhe? 
Is. About my ſtature : for at Pentecoſt, 
When alluur Pageants of delight were plaid, 
Our youth got me toplay the womans part, 
And I wastrim'd in Madam /x{zas gowne, 
Which ſerved me as fit, by all mens judgements, 
As ifthe garment had bin made for me: _ 
Therefore I know ſhe is about my height; 
Andat that time I made her weepeagood, 
For | 
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For I did play alamentable part. 
(Madam) 'twas «Ariadne, pailioning 

For Theſew periury, and unjult flight; 

Which I fo lively atcd with my teares : 

That my poore Miſtris moved therewithall, 
Wept bitterly : and would I might be dead, 

If 1 inthought felt not her very ſorrow. 

Sil, S$heis beholding to thee (gentle youth) 

Alas, (poore Lady) deſolate, and left ; 

I weepe my ſelfe tothinke upon thy words: 

Here youth : there is a purſe; I give thee this 

For thy ſweet Miſtris lake, becauſethou lov'lt her. 
Farewell. Exit. 

Inl. And ſhe ſhall thanke you for't, if exe you know 

A vertuous gentlewoman, milde, and beautifull. (her. 
I hope my Maiſtcrs ſuit will be but cold, 

Since ſhe reſpets my Miſtrislove ſo much. 

Alas, how love can trifle with it ſelfe : 

Here is her Piure; let me ſee, I thinke 

If 1 had ſuch a Tyre, this face of mine 

Were full as loyely as is this of hers ; 

And yet the Painter flatter'd her a little, 

Valetle I flatter with my ſelfe too much. 

Her haire is eAbwrne, mine is rr Tellow; 

If that be all the diffcrence in his love, 

Tle get me ſuch a colour'd Perriwig : 

Her eyes are grey as graſſe, and ſoare mine : 

I, but her fore-head's low, and mine's as high : 

W hat ſhould it be that he reſpeds in her, 

Bat Ican make rc{peRtiue in my ſelfe, 

If this fond love, werenot a blindea god? 
Come ſhadow, come, and take this ſhadow up, 
For tis thy rivall : O thou ſenceleſle forme. 
Thou ſhalt be worſhip'd, kiſs'd, lov'd, and ador'd; 
And were there ſence in his Idolatry, 

My ſubſtance ſhould be ſtatue in thy itead. 

le uſe thee kindly, for thy miſtris take 

That us'd me fo : or cl{c by /ove, I vow, 

I ſhould have ſcratch'dout your unſccing eyes, 
To make my Mailter ont of love with thee. 


Atlus Quintus, Scana Prima. 


— 


—_—  _—_ 


Enter Eg lamonre, Slvia. 

Eel. The Sun begins to guild the weſterne skie, 
And now it is about the very houre 
That S«fvia, at Fryer Patrickes Cal ſhould meet me, 
She will nor faile ; for Lovers breake not houres, 
Vnleſle it be tocome before their time, 
So much they ſpur their expedition. 
See where ſhe comes: Lady a happy evening. 

Si. Amen, Amen : goe on ( good Eglemoure) 
Outat the Poſterne by the Abbey wall ; 
I feare Iam attended by ſome Spies. 

Eqt. Feare not: the Forreſt is not three leagues off, 
If we recover that, we are ſure enough. E xeunt. 


C——__— 


ad —  ——— 


—_—— 


Scena Secunda. 


EmterThurio, Protheus, Inlia, Duke. 
Th. Sir Prothews, what (ayes Silvia to my ſuit? 


Exit. 


Pro. Oh Sir, I finde her milder then ſhe was, 
And yet ſhe takes exceptions at your perion- 
Thu, What? that my leg is too long ? 
Pre. No, that it is too little, (der. 
Thu. Ile weare a Boote, to make it ſomewhat roun- 
Pro, Burt love will not be ſpurd to what it loathes, 
Thu. W hat ſayes ſheto my face? 
Pro. She ſaics 1t is a faire One- 
Th. Nay then the wantonlyes: my face is blacke. 
Fre. But Pearles are faire; and the old ſaying 1s, 
Blacke men are Pearles, in beauteous Ladyes eyes. 
Thw. "Tis true, ſuch Pearlesasput out Ladics eyes. 
For I had rather winke, then looke on them. 
The. How likes ſhe my diſcourſe? 
Fro. Ill, when you talke of war. | 
T bs. But well, when I diſcourſe of love and peace. 
Isl. But better indeed, whenyou hold you peace- 
Thn. W hat ſayes ſhe to my valour ? 
Pro. Oh Sir, ſhe makes yo doubt of that. 
Inl. She needes not, when ſhe knowes it cowardize. 
The. What ſayes fhe to my birth ? 
Pro. That you are well deriv'd. 
Is. True : from a Gentleman to a foole. 
Thu. Conſiders ſhe my poſleſſions ? 
Pre. Oh : and pitties 
The. Wherefore? 
Is. That ſuch an Aſe ſhould owe them. 
Pro. That they are out by Leaſc. 
Is. Here comes the Duke, 
Ds. How now ſir Prothexs; how now Thurie? 
W hich of you ſay ſaw Sir Eglamonre of latc? 
» Thu.Notl. | 
Pre. Nor I. 
Ds. Saw you my daughter ? 
Pro. Neyther. 
Ds. Why then 
She's fled unto the pezant, Valentine ; 
And Eglamonre is in her companie: 
"Tis true : for Frier Lawrence met them both 
As he, in pennance wander'd through the Forreſt : 
Him he knew well: and gueſd that it was ſhe, 
But being mask'd, he was not ſure of it. 
Beſides ſhe did intend Confeſſion 
At Patricks Ccll this even,and there ſhe was nor. 
Theſe likelihcods confirme her flight from hence ; 
Therefore I pray you ſtand not to diſcourſc, 
But mount you preſently, and meete with me 
Vpon the riſing of the Mountaine foote 
That leads toward Manns, whither they are fled : 
Diſpatch (ſweerGentilemen)and follow me. 
Thu. Why thisitis, to be a peeviſh Gurle, 
That flies her fortune where it followes her : 
Ile after; more to be reveug'd on Eglamonre, 
Then for the love of reck-lefle Silvia. 
Pro. And I will follow, more for Si/mias love 
Then hate of Eg/amonre that goes withhcr. 
[x. And I will follow, more to c1ofle that love 
Then hate for Sifvia, that is gone for love. Exenmt. 
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Silroa, Out-lawer. 
7. Oxt. Come, come be patient ; 
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We mult bring you to our Captaine. 
Sil. Athoaſand more miſchances then this one 
Have learn'd me how to brooke this paticntly. 


2 Out. Come,bring her away. 


1 Ont, Where is the Gentleman that was with her. 


3 Ont. Being nimble footed, he hath out-run us. 
But Moyſtr and Vaterins follow him : - 
Goe thou with her to the Weſt end of the Wood, 
There is our Captaine : wee'll follow him thats fled, 
The thicket is beſer,be cannot ſcape. 

x Ont, Come,l mult bri 
Fearenot : he beares an honourable mind, 
And will not vie a woman lawleſly. 

Sil. O Valentine ; this 1 endure for thee , 


ng you to our Captaines Cave, 


Exennt, 


_—_ 


—_— 


Scena (Quarta, 


CAA OO 


Enter Valentine, Protheus Silvia, [ulia, Dukg,Thurio, 
Ont-lawes, 

Val. How uſe doth breed a habite in a man ? 
This ſhadowy Defart,unfrequented woods, 
I better brooke then flouriſhing peopledtownes : 
Herecan I (it alone,un-ſcene of any, 
And tothe Nightingales complaining Notes ; 
Tune my diſtrcfles,and record my wors. 
O thou that doſt inhabitin my breſt, 
Leave not the Manſion ſolong Tenantleſley 
Leſt growing ruinous,the building fall, 
And leave no memory of what itwas, 
Repaire me with thy preſence,Silvia : 
Thou Gentle Nymph,cheriſh thy forlorne Swaine. 
What hallowing,and what itirre isthis to day ? 
Theſc are my mates,that make their wils their Law, 
Have ſome unhappy paſſenger in chace ; 
They love me weli,yet I have much to doe 
To keepe them from uncivill outrages, 
Withdraw thee Valentine : who's this comes here ? 

Pro, Madam ,thisfervice I have done for you, 
(Though you reſpe& not ought yourſervant doth) 
To hazzard life,and reskew you trom him, 
That would have forc'd yaur honour and your love, 
Vouchſate me for my mced,but one faire looke : 
( A ſmaller boone than this,1 cannot beg, 
And leſſe than this,I am ſure you cannor give.) 

Val. How like a dreame isthis ? I ſee and heare : 
Love,lend me patience to forbeare a while, 

Sil. O miſerable,unbappy thatT am. 

Pro. Vnhappy were you (Madam)cre I came : 
But by my comming,I have made you happy. 


Sil. By thy approach thou mak'ſt me molt unhappy. 


Is. And me,when he approchethto your preſence. 


Sil. Had I beene ſeazed apr m—_ 7, 
I would have beenca breakfaſt to the Beaft, 
Rather than have falſe Prothews reskew me ; 
O heaven be judge bow I love Valentine, 
Whoſelife's astender to me as my ſoule, 
And full as rnuch ( for more there cannot be) 


And [ulis her ſelfe bath brought 


—Ti_ 


When women cannot love, where they te belov'd. 
Ss. When Prothews cannot love, where he's beloy'd:; 
Reade over /aia's heart, (thy firſt beſt Love) 
For whole deare fake thou didn then rend thy faith 
Into athouſand oathes ; and all thoſe cathes, 
Deſcended into perjury to deceive me, 
Thou haſt nofath left now,unlefſe thou'dſt two, 
And thar's farre worſe than none : better have none 


| Then plurall faith, which is roo much by one: 


Thou counterfeit to thy true fricgd. 

Pro, Inlove, 
Who reſpedts friend? 

Sil, + — Prothews, 

Pro, Nay,if the gentle ſpirit of moving words 
Can no way þ whan__ _ 
Ile move you likea Souldicr,at armesend, 
Andlove you 'gainit the nature of love: force ye, 


Sil. Oh heaven. | 


Pro, Ile force thee yeeld tomy deſire. 
Ual. Ruithan,let goe that rude uncivill touch, 
Thou friend of an ill faſhion. 
Pro, Valentine! 
Val.Thou common friend,that's without faith or love. 
= _ -r - _ now 4 Theu —_—_ man, 
ou i'd m $s;nought but mine eye 
Could have ai ———_ 1 dare not % 
1 have one friend alive ; thou wouldRt diſprove me : 
Who ſhould be truſted now,when ones right hand 
Is perjured to the bolome? Prothers 
I am ſorry I muſt never truſt thee more, 
Burt count the world a ſtranger for thy ſake ; 
The private wound is deepelt : oh time,moſt accurſt : 
"Mongſt all foes, that a friend ſhould be the worſt? 
Pro. My ſhame and guilt confounds me ; 
Forgive me Valentine : if hearty ſorrow 
Be a ſuchcient Ranſome for offence, 
I tender't heere : 1 docastrucly ſuffer, 
Aserc I did commit. 
Val. ThenT am paid : 
And once againe,l doe receivethee honeſt ; 
Who by Repentance is not ſatished, 
Isnor of heaven,nor carth ; for theſe are pleas'd : 
By Penitence th'Eternals wrath's appeas'd : 
And that my love may appeare plaine and free, 
All that was mine,in Si/v34,I give thee. 
Ts, Oh me unhappy. 
Pro. Looke tothe OY. 
Ual. Why,Boy ? 
Why Wag:how now?what's the matter?looke up: ſpeak. 
Is.O good fir,my Maſter charg'd me todeiiver a Ring 
to Madam Sfvie : which (out of my negle) was never 
Pro, Where isthat Ring ? Boy ? (done. 
Is. Heere*tis :thisis it. 
Pro, How? let me ſe. NY 
Why this is the Ring I gaveto /»li4. 
fa Oh,cry —_—_ have miſtooke ; 
This is the Ring you ſent to Silvis. 
Pre. But how cam'ſt thou by this Ring ? at my depart 
I gavethisunto Jul. 
[n. And Iwti« her ſelfe did giveit me, 
it hither. 


I doe dereſt falſe peryur'd Prothons : Pro, How? Iniia ? 
Therefore be gone,ſolicit me nomore. In. Bchold her that gave ayme to allthy oarhes, 
Pro, What dangerous ation ſtood it next to death, | And entertain'd*em deepely in her heart: 
Would I not undergoe for one calme looke : How oft haſt thou with perjury cleft the roote ? 
Oh,ris the curſe in Love,and ſtill approv'd, ——— ——_ X 
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Bethou aſham'd that I have tooke upon me, 
Such an immodeſt rayment ; if ſhamelive 


Tt na diſguiſe of love ? 


It is the leſſerblot modeſty findes, 
Womento change their ſhapes,than men their mindes. 
Pro. Than men their minds? tis true,oh heauen, were 
Man but conſtant,he were perfeR ; that one crrour 
Fils him with fauits: makes himrun through all th'fins; 
Inconſtancy fals off ere it begins: 
What is in Sitvie's face,but I may ſpic 
More freſh in 1#/ia"s,with a conſtant eye ? 
Val. Come,come : a hand from cither : 
Let me be bleſt to make this happy cloſe : 
Twere pitty two ſuch friends ſhould belong foes; 
Pro, Beare witneſſe (heaven) I have my wiſh for ever. 
Iul. And I mine. 
Ont-l. Aprize,a prize,a prize. 
Ual.Forbearc,forbeare I ſay : Tt is my Lord the Dake: 
Your Grace is welcome to a man diſgrac'd, 
Baniſhed Valentine. 
Dwke. Sir Valentine ? 
The. Yonder is Silvie : and Silvia's mine. 
Val. Thmriogive backe; or elſe imbrace thy death : 
Come not within the meaſure of my wrath : 
Doe not name $Si/via thine : if once againe, 
Uerons ſhall not hold thee $ here ſhe ttands, 
Take bur poſſeſſion of her,with a Touch : 
I dare thee,but to breathe vpon my Love. 
Thar. Sir Valentine, 1 carenot for her,I : 
I hold him but a foole that will endanger 
His body,for a Girle that loves him not : 
I claime her not,and therefore ſhe is thine. 
Duke. The more d atcand baſeart thou 
To make ſuch meanes for her as thou haſt done, 
Andlcave her on ſuch ſlight conditions. 


| 


Now,by the honour of my Anceſtry, 
I doe applaud thy ſpirit, Valentine, 
And thinke thee worthy of an Empreſſe love : 
Know then, here forget all former grictcs, 
Canccllall grudge, repeale thee home againe, 
Plead a new ſtate inthy arrival'd merit, 
To which I thus ſubſcribe : Sir Valentine, 
Thouart a Gcntleman,and well deriv'd, 
Take thou thy Si/v4a,for thou haſt deſerv'd her. 
Val. Ithanke your Grace,the gift hath made me hap- 
I now beſeech you(for your Daughters ſake ) (py: 
—_— one Boonethar I ſhall aske of you. 
» Dwke. Igrant it (forthine owne)whaterc it be, 
Val Thete baniſh'd men,that I have kept withall, 
Are men endu'd with worthy qualities : 
Forgive them what they have committed here 
And let them be recall'd from their exile ; 
They are reform'd ,civill,full of good, 
And fit for great imployment (worthy Lord.) 
Dake. T hou halt prevai'ld,l pardonthem and thee ; 
Diſpoſe of them, as thou knowſt their deſerts. 
Come,let us goe,we will include all jarres, 
With Triumphes, Mirth,and all ſolemnity. 
Val. Andas we walkealeng,l dare be bold 
With our diſcourſe,to make your Grace toſmile. 
What thinke you of this my Lord ?) 
Dake. 1thinke the Boy hath grace in him, he bluſhes. 
Val. 1 warrant you (my Lord)more grace then Boy, 
Dukes. W hat meane you by that ſaying ? 
Val. Pleaſe you,lle teil youas we paſle along, 
That you will wonder what hath fortuncd : 
Come Prothere,tis your pennance but to heare 
The ſtory of your Lovesdiſcovered. 
That done,our day of marriage ſhall be yours, 
One feaſt,one houſc,one mutuall happineſlc. 


-- 


Extemnt. 


—— 
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Names of the eA ors. 


Dake : Father to Silvia. 
[o—_ the two Gentlemen. 
Anthonio : father to Prothews. 
Thario ,@ fooliſh riva ll to Valentine. 


Eglamonre, Agent for Silvia in her eſcape. 
Hoſt where Iulia lodges. 

Out-laweswith Valemine, 

Speed,a clowniſh ſervant toP alentine. 
Lannce,the like to Prothems. 

Panthion, ſervant to Antonio, 

Iulia beloved of Prothems. 

Silvia beloved of Valentine. 

Lacetta waiting-woman 10 Inlia, 


C——— 
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Emer Inftice Shallow, Slender, Sir Hugh Evans, Maſter 
Page Falſt ae. Bardvlph, Nym, Piſtol, Anne Page, Mi- 
ftreſſe Ford, Miſtreſſe Paget 1mple, 

| Sbalew, 
BEES Ir Hugh,perſwade me not : I will make a Star- 
$\QXR Chamver matter of it , it hce were twenty Sir 

IBY3 lohs Falftaſes,he ſhall not abuſe Robert Shallow, 

mew” Eſquire. (Coram. 

Slen. 1n the County of GlocrFter, Tuſtice of Peace and 

Shal. 1(Coſeh Slender)and (uſt-alorum. 

Slen, 1,and Rato-lwrum too ; and a Gentleman borne 
(Mattcr Parſon) who writes himſelfe e4rmigers, inany 
Bull, Warrar:t,Quittance,or Obligation, « Armugers, 

Shal. I that 1 doc,and have done any time theſe three 
hund: cd yeercs. 

Stn. All his ſucceſſors ( gone before him)hath don't : 
and all his Ancettors ( that come after him) may : they 
ma; give the dozen white Luces in their Coac. 

Shal. Itis an cid Coat, . 

Evans, The dozen white Lowſes doc become an old 
Coat well: it agrees well paſfaatz Ir isa familiar beaſt to 
man,avd ſignifies Love. 

Shat. The Luce is the freſh-fifh, the (alt-fiſh, is an old 
Coat, 

Slen. 1 may quarter(Coz.) 

Shal. You may,by marrying. 

Evans, It is marrying indeed if he quarter it. 

$hi/. Not a whit. 

Fuans. Yes per-lady : if he hasa quarter of your Coat, 
there is but three s1rts for your ſelfe , in my timplecon- 
je tures ; but that is all one: if Sir John Faltaffe have 
committed diſparagements unto you,l am of the Church 
and will be glad to doe my benevolence, to make attone- 
mentsand compremiles betweene yous 

Shal. The Councell ſhall heare 1t,it is a Riot» 

Evan.It isnot meet the Councell heare of a Ryot:there 
1s$no feare of Gor in a Ryot : The Councell ( looke you ) 
ſhall defire to heare the feare of Got , and not to heare a 
Riot : take you viza-ments in that. 

Shat. Ha ;o' my life, if I were yong againe, the ſword 
ſhould end ir. 

Evans, Itis petter that friends is the ſword and end it: 
and there isalfo another device in my praine, which per- 
adventure prings good diſcretions with ir. There is 
anne-Pare, which 1s daughter to Maiter Thomas Page, 
which is pretty virginity, 

Sen, Miſtris ence Page ? ſhe has browne haire, and 
lpeakes tike a woman. 
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Evans. It isthat terry perſon for alithe orld, as juſt as 
you will defire,and ſeven hundred pounds of monies, and 
gold,& ſilver,is her Grand-fire upon his deaths-bed,(Got 
delivertoa joytuil Relu:recions,give,when ſhe 15ableto 
overtake ſeveutecrie yeeres old. It were a good motion, if 
we leave our pribbles and prabbles, and delire a marriage 
berweene Maller eAbraham,and Miſtris Aune Page. 

Sku. Did her Grand-tite leave her feven hundred 
pound ? 

Evans. I,and her father is make her a petter penny. 

_ I know the yong Gentlewoman , thee 9m good 
gifts. | 
__ Seven hundred pounds, and poſlibilitic is goot 
pifts, 

Sha!, Well letus ſee honeſt M*,Pagr:is Fall afe there? 

Evas, Sha I tell you a lye? I doe Jet iſea lyer , as 1 
doe detpile one that is falſe,or as I deſpiſe one that is not 
truc : the Knight Sir /oh1 is there, ard I beſcech you bee 
ruled by your well-willers : I will peatthe doore for MF. 
Page. What hoa ? Got bleſſe your houlc here. 

AMf,Page. Who's there ? 

Evans. Here is got's pleſſing and your friend, and In- 
ſticc Shallow,and here's yong Maſter Slender : that perad- 
ventures ſhall tell you another tale , it matters grow to 
your likings, 

A. Page. I am glad to ſee your Worſhips well: I 
thanke you for my Veniſon, Maſter Shallow, 

Sba/., Matter Page, 1am gladto fee you : much good 
doe it your good heart ; I wiſh'd your Veniſon better, it 
was ill kill'd:how doth good miſtreſſe Page ?and I thank 
you alwayes with my heart,la : with my | cy 

AM.Page. Sir,l thanke yon. 

Shal. Sir,l thanke you : by yea and no I doe, 

M.Page. Iam glad to ſec you good Maſter Slendey, 

Slex. How do's your fallow Greyhound, Sir, I heard 
ſay he was cut-run on Cot/ale, 

M.Pa. Itcould not be judg'd fir. 

Slen. You'll not confeſſe,yuu'll not confeſſe. 

Sbal. That he will not, 'tis your fault, 'tis your fault : 
'tis a good dogge. 

M. Page. A Cur ſir, ; 

Sbal. Sir,hce's a good Dog, anda faire Dog, can there 
be more {aid 2 he is good, and faire. Is Sir John Faſftaffe 
here ? | 

A Page. Sirhe is within : and I would I could doe a 
good orice betweene you. =» 

Evan. It is ſpoke as a Chriſtians ought to ſpeake. 

Shel He hath wrong'd me(Malter Page.) 
M.Page. Sir,he doth inſomne fort contefle it, 
D 2 Sha. * 


— 


40 


The merry Wives of Windſor. 


——— 


ts ——_— 


Shal. 1fit be confeſſed, it is not redreſſed ; is not that 
ſo (M.Page?)) he hath wrong'd me, indecd he hath, ar a 
word he hath : beleeve me, Kobert Shallow Efquire , faith 
he is wrong'd. 

HM.Pa. Here comes Sir Joby. 

Fal. Now ,Maſter Shallew,you'll complaine of mee to 
the King ? 

Shal. Knight, you have beaten my men, kill'd my 
Deere,and bruke open my Lodge. 

Fal. But not kiſs'd your Keepers Daughter ? 

Shal. Tutapin : this ſhall be anſwer'd. 

Fal. I will anſwer it ſtrait,I havedone all this : 
That is now an{wer'd. 
Shal. The Councell ſhall know this. 
Fal. *Twere better for you if it were knowne in coun- 
cell : you'll belaugh'd art. 

Evans. Paxca verba; (Sir John)good worts. 

Fal. Good worts? good Cabidge ; Slender, I broke 
your head : what matter haveyou againſt me ? 

Slen. Marry fir,I have matter inmy head againſt you, 
and againſt your Cony-catching Raſcals, Bardo/ph, ym, 
and Psſtoll. 

Bar. You Banbury Cheeſe, 

$len. I1,itis no matter. 

Piſt. How now, MephoFtophiliu ? 

Slen, T,it 15 no matter, 

_ Slice,l ſay;panca,paxcs : Slice, that's my humor. 

Slen, Where's Simple my man? can youtell, Coſen? 

Evans. Peace I pray you : now let usunderſtand ;there 
is three Vepires in this matter, as I underſtand; that is, 
Malter Pege ( tidelicet Maſter Page)and there is my ſelfe, 
(fidelicert my ſelf )and the three party is ( laftly , and fi- 
nally)mine Hoſt of the Gater. 

M.Pa. Wethree to heare it, and end it between them. 

Evan, Ferry goo't, I will make a priefe of it in my 
Note-booke,and we wiilafterwardsorke uponthe cauſe, 
with as great diſcrectly as we can, 

Fal. Fiftoll. . ' 

Pit. Hc heares with cares. 

Evan, The Tevilland his Tam , what phraſe is this, 
he hearcs with carc ? why it is affeQations., 

Fal. Piel,did youpicke M.Slenderspurſe ? 

Slen. I,by theſe gloves did hee,or I would I mightne- 
ver come in mine owne great chamber againe ele, of 
ſeaven groates in Mill-ſixpences,and two Edward Shovel- 
Foords,that coſt me two ſhilling and twopence a peece, 
of Nead Miller : by theſe gloues. 

Fal. 1s this true P:itoll ? 

Evan. No,it is falſe, if it isa pickepurſc. 

Pit. Ha, thou Mountaine Forreiner : Sir John, and 
Maſter mine , I combat challenge of this Latine Bilboe : 
word of denyall in thy /abras here; word of deniall, froth, 


* and ſcum thoulyeſt. 


$len. By theſe gloves,then *cwas he. 

Nym, Be avis'd fir, and paſſe good humours ; I will 
fay marry trap with you,if yourunnethe nut-hookes hu- 
mour on me,that is the very note of it. 

Sen. By this Hat, then he in the red face had it : for 
though I cannot remember whar I did when you m2de 
me drunke, yet I am not altogether an Ale; 

Fat. What ſay you Scarlet and Joby? 

Bar. Why ſir ( for my part) Ifay the Gentleman had 
drunke himſelfe out of his five ſentences, 

Evans. 1t is his five ſenſes : fie,whatthe i 1s. 

Bar. And being fap,fir,was(asthey ſay )caſhcer'd : and 
{o concluſions paſt the Car-cires. 


th. 


you 
| difſolved,and diſſolutcly. 


Slen. I, you ſpake in Latine thento : but 'tis no mat- 
ter; Ile nere be drunke whil{t I live againe,bur in honeſt, 
civill,godly company for this tricke : if 1bedrunke, Ile 
be drupke with thoſe that have the feare of God, and not 
with drunken knaves. 

Evan, Sogot-udge me,that is a vertuous rind, 

Fat, You heare all theſe matters deny'd , Gentlemen 
you heare ir. 

MF, Page. Nay daughter , carry the Wine in, wee'll 
drinke within. 

Sku, Oh heaven : This is Miſtris Anne Page, 

AM*.Page, How now Miſtris Ford ? 

Fal. Miſtris Ford,by my troth you are very well met : 
by your leayegood Miltris. 

AM.Page, \Wite,bid theſe Gentlemen welcome:come, 
we wit. Veniſon Paſty ro dinner ; Come gentle. 
men, we ſhall drinke downe all unki "I 
Slex, I hadd rather then forty ſhillings 1 had my booke 


of Songs and Sonnets here : How now Simple , where | 


have you beene ? I muſt waite on my felfe, muſt I? you 
have not the booke of Riddles about you, have you ? 

Sim. Booke of Riddles , why did you not lend it to 
Alice Short-cake upon Alhallowmas laſt,a fortnight afore 
Michaclmas. 

Shal, Come Coz,come,Coz,we ſtay for you : a word 
with you Coz : marry this,Coz : there 1s as 'twere aten- 
der,a kinde of tender, made a farre off by Sir Hwgh here ; 
doe you underſtand me ? 

Stern, I Sir,you ſhall finde me reaſonable; if it be ſo, 
I ſhall doe that that is reaſon, 

Shal, Nay,but underſtand me. 

Slen, So 1 doe Sir, 

fvan, Give care te his motions ; (M Slender) I will 
deſcription the matter to you, if you be capacity of ir. 

Sln. Nay,I will doc as my Colen Shallow fayes ; 1 
pray you pardon meghe'*s a luſtice of Peace in his Coun» 
try,fimplc though 1 ttand here. 

Evan, But that is not the queſtion : the queſtion is 
Ccncerning your marriage. 

Shal. I,there's the pcint Sir. 

Evan, Marry is it: the very point of it,to M.e-4n, Page. 

Slen, Why if itbe ſo; I will marry berupon any rea- 
ſonable demands. 

Eva, But can you affection the '0-man,letus command 
to know that of your mouth,or of your lips : for divers 
Philoſophers hoid,thagthe lips is parcell of the mouth : 
Ge preciſely,can you marry your good willto the 
maid ? 

Shal.Coſen Abraham Slender can youlove her ? 
Slen. T hope fir,1 will doe as it ſhall become one that 
would doc reaſon, 

Evan.Nay,got's Lords and his Ladies, you muſt ſpeak 
poſſitableif you can carry-her your deſires towards her. 

Shel. That you mult : 
Will you(vpon good dowry) marry her? 

Slen, I will doea greater thing then that,upon your re- 
queſt(Coſen)in any reaſon. 

Shal.Nay conceive me,conceive me, (ſweet Coz: what 
Idoe is topleaſure = you love the Maide? 

Slen. I will marry her (Sir) at your requeſt; bur if 
there be no great love inthe beginning , yet Heaven may 
decreaſe it upon better acquaintance, when we are mar- 
rycd, and have more occaſion to know one another : I 
hope upon familiarity will grow more content : but if 

ſay marry-her', I will marry her, thatI am freely 


Evan, It 


ts 


—_ 


— 
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Eves. It isa ferry diſcretion anſwer : fave the fallisin | 
the 'ord,difſoylutely: the orrt is(according to our meaning) 
reſolutely : his meaning is good, 

$b. I,I thinke my Colcn meant well. 

SL, I,or elle [ wouid I might be hang'(l1.) 

$h. Here comes faire Miltris An»e;z would I were 
yong for your ſake,Miſtris £nne, 

en. The dinner is on the Table, my Father defires 
your Worthips company. 

$h, 1 will waite on him, (faire Miftris Aw=ne.) (Grace. 

Evan. Od'spleiled will : I will not be abſence at the 

en, WiPtplcaſe your Worſhip te come in, Sir ? 


$1, No, thanke you forſooch, heartily; am very well. | 


An. The dinner attends you fir, 

$1. Iam not a-hungry, I thanks you, forſooth : goe 
Sirrha,for all youare my man , Joe wait upon my Colen 
Shallow : aTa'tice of Peace ſometime may be bcholding 
to his friend fora man ; I keepe bur three men and a Boy 
yet,tili my Mother be dead ; but what though, yet 1 live 
a poore Gentleman borne. 

An. | may not goe in without your Worſhip: they 
will not ſic ritl you come, 

$!, Ffaith, lie cate nuthing: I thanke youas much as 
though I did. 

An. I pray you fir walke in. 

Sl. I had rather walke here ( I thanke you ) I bruiz'd 
my ſhin th'other day,with playingat Sword and Lagger 
witha Maſter of Feace (three vencys for a diſh of ttew'd 
Prunes)and by my troth, I cannot abide the imell of hot 
meate ſince. Why doe your dogs barke ſo? be there 
Beares ut.” Towne ? 

An. [ thinke there are, Sir,I heard them talk'd of. 

$1.1 love the {port well bat 1 (hal asſoon quarrellat it, 
as any man in England: you are atraid if you {ee the Bcare 
looſc,are you not ? 

eAn. Iindecd Sir, 

S[. That's mea: and drinke to me now : I have ſeene 
Sackzrſon looſe twenty times,and have taken him by the 
Chaine : bur (1 warrant you)che women have {ſo cride 
and ſhrekt ar it, tha it paſt : But women indeed cannot 
abide em, they are very ill-favour'd rough things. 

Ma.Pa.Come gentle M Slender,come: we itay for you. 

SI. Ile eat nothing, I thanke you fir. 

Me.Pa. By cocke and pye you (hall not chooſe Sir : 
Come,come. 

Sl. Nay,pray you lead the way. 

Ma. Pa. Come onSir. 

Sl. Miſtris Anne,your ſelfe ſhall goe firſt. 

An, Not I Sir,pray yeu keepe on. 

SL. Truely I will not goe firſt : trucly-la: I will not 
doe youthat wrong. 

An. I pray you Sir. 

$1. le rather be unmannerly then troubleſome : you 
doe your ſclfe wrong indeed-la. Exeunt. 


* 


Scaena Secunds. 


A 
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Enter Evans and Simple. 

Evan,Goeyour waycs and aske of Door (41 houſe, 
which is the way ; and there dwels one Miſtris Quickly, 
which isin the manner of his Nurſe; or his dey-Nurlſezor 
his Cooke;or his Laundry ;his Waſher,and his Ringer. 

Sim, Well Sir, 
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_ Evans.Nay,itispetter yet : give her thisletter ; for it is 
a oman that altcgethers acquaintance with Mittris ene 
Page ; andthe Letrer is to defire, and require her toſoli- 
cite your Maſters deſires, to Miftris e Anne Page : I pray 
you be gone : 1 will make an endof my dinner ; there's 
Pippinsand Cheele to come. Exennt. 


| —— 
—— 


——_ 


—_ 


Scena T ertia, 


A ———— es A OT OO 


Enter Falit affe, Hoft, Bardolfe, Nym,Piſtol,P age, 

Fat. Mine Holt of the Garter ? 

Ho, W hac fayes my Buily Rooke ? ſpeake Schcllerly, 
and wiſely, 

Fai, Tiuely mine Hoſt ; I muſt turne away ſome of 
my followers. 

Ho, Diſcard, ( Bully Hercsle: )caſhcere;let them wag ; 
trot,trot. 

Fal. 1 (itat ten poundsa weeke. 

Ho. Thou'rt an Empereur (( ear, Keiſar and Pheazar) 
[ will entertaine Bardoffe : he will draw, he will tap , (aid 
1 we'l( Bully Hefor?) 

Fa. Daz fo(good mine Hott.) 

Ho. 1 have ſpoke,let him follow : let me ſee thee froth, 
and live : Lam at a word : follow, 

Fa. Bardolfe follow him,a T apſter is a good trade : an 
old Cloake makes a new Icrkin ; a wither'd Secvingman, 
a freſh Tapiter,zoc,adicu. 

Ba, Ic1s a lite thatI havedeſir'd : I will thrive, 

Psſt. O bale hungarian wight : wilt Þ the Spigot weild. 

Nis.He was gotten in drink:1snot the humor coccited. 

Fa. lam glad lam fo acquic of this Tinderbox : his 
Thefrs were too open : his tilching was like an unskilfuli 
Singer,he kept not time, 

N'. The good humour 1s to ſteale at a minutes reſt, 

Pit. Convey,the wilc ic call : tcale? foh: a ico for 
the phraſe, 

Fa. Well firs,I am almoſt out at heeles. 

Pit. Why then let Kibes cnſuc. 

Fal. There is no remedy: 1 muſt conicatch,l muſt ſhifc. 

Piſt. Yong Ravens mult have food. 

Fal. Which of you know Foerdof this Towne? 

Pift. 1 ken the Wight, he is of ſubſtance good. 

Fal. My honeſt Lads,I willtc!l you what I am about. 

PF, Two yards and more. 

Fal. Noquips now Pifte/: (Indeed I am in theW aſte 
two yards about : butI am now about no waſte : | am 
about thrift )briefely : I doe meane to make love to Fords 
wife : I ſpie entertainment in her : ſhce diſcourſes : ſhe 
carves : ſhe gives the leereof invitation ; I canconſtrue 
the ation of her familiar ſtile,and the hardeſt voice of her 
behavior(to beengliſh'd rightly )is, / am fir [obn Falſtafs. 

Pift. He hath ſtudicd her will;and tranſlated her will ; 
out of honeſty into Engliſh, 

Ni. The Anchor is deepe : will that humour paſſe ? 

Fal, Now,the report goes, ſhe hasall the rule of her 
husbands Purſe : he hatha legend of Angels, 

Pt. As many divelsenterraive : and to her Boy fay 1. 

Ni. The humor riſes : it is go0d: humor me the angels. 

Fal. I have writ me here a letter to her:and here ano- 
ther to Pages wite, who even now gave me good eyes 
too; examind my parts with molt judicious iliuads: fome- 
times the beame of her view, guided my four ; fome- 


times my portly belly. rip 
ift. 
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Pt. Then did the Sun on dung-hull ſhine. 
Ni. Ithanke thee for that humour. 
Fal. O ſhe did ſo courſe o're my exteriors with ſuch 
a greedy intention,that the appetite of her eye, did ſeeme 
to ſcorch meup like a burning-glaſſe : here's anuther 
letter to her : She beares the Purle too : She isa Region 
in Guiana: all gold and bounty ; I will bee Cheators to 


| them both, and they ſhall be Exchequers to mce : they 


ſhall be my Eaft and Weſt Indics , and I will trade to 
them both : Goe,beare thou thisletter to Miſtris Page ; 
and thou this to Miſtris Ford: wee will thrive(Lads)wee 
will thrive. 
Pit. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become, 
And by my ſide weare Steele? then Lucyfer take all. 
Ni. I will rznno baſe humour : here take the humour- 
Letter ; I will keepe the haviour of reputation. 
Fal. Hold Sirrha,beare you theſe Lettersrightly, 
Saile like my Pinnaſle to theſe golden ſhores. 
Rogues,hence,avaunt, vaniſh like taile-ſtones ; goe, 
Trudge ; plod away oth'hoofe,{ceke ſhelter packe : 
Falitsffe will learne the honour of the age, | 
French-chrift,you Rogues, my ſelfe,znd skirted Page. 
Pi. Let Vultures gripe thy guts ; for gourd , and 
Fullam holds:& high and low beguiles therich & poore, 
Teſter Ile have in Pouch when thou ſhaltlacke, 
Baſe Phrygian Tarke, 
Ni. I have operations, 
Which be humours of revenge. 
P:i#, Wilt thou revenge? 
Ni. By Welkin, and her Starre. 
'Piſt. With wit,or ſtcele ? 
Ni. With both the humours,]T : 
T will diſcoſſethe humour of this Love to Ford, 
Pi#F. And Ito Page ſhall eke unfold 


1 How Faſftaffe (Varlet vile) 


His Dove will prove ; his gold will hold, 
And his ſoft couch defile. 

N+. My bumour ſhall not coole : I will incenſe Ford 
todeale with poyſon : I will poſſeſſe him with yellow- 
neſſe,for the revoltof mine is dangerous :that is my true 
humour. 

_ Pit. Thouart the Mars of Male-contents: T ſecond 


thee : troope on, Exexnt, 


Sceana Quarta. 


Enter Miſtry Quickly Simple, Iobu Rugby, Doftor 
Camm,Fenton, 

Q#z. What, Jobn Rngby, I pray thee goe to the Caſe- 
ment, and ſee if you can ſee my Maſter , Maſter Doctor 
(is comming : if he doe ( T'faith )and finde any.body in 
the houſe ; here will bean old abuſing of Gods paticnce, 
and the Kings Engliſh. 

Rs. Ile goc watch. 

Qs. Goe,and we'll have a Poſſet for't ſooneat night, 
( in faith) at the latter end of a Sea-coale-fire ; An honeſt, 
willing, kinde fellow,asever ſervant ſhall come in houſe 
withall : and I warrant you, no tell-tale , nor no breed- 
bate : his worſt faulris, that he is given to prayer ; beis 


fault : bur let that paſſe. Peter Simple, you ſay your 


| name is, 


ſomething peeviſhthat way : but no body but has his 


Ss. I,for fault of a berter. 

Qs. And Maſter Snder's your Maſter ? 

Ss. I forſooth. | 

Qs. Doe's he not weare a great round Beard, like a 
Gloverspairing-knife ? 


$5. No forſooth : he hath but a little wee-face ; with | 


a listle yellow Beard ; a Caine-colour'd Beard. 

Qs. A foftly-ſprighted man,is he not ? 

$4, I forſooth : but he is as tall a man of his hands, as 
any is betweene this and his head : he hath fought with a 
Warrener. . 

Qs. How fay you : oh,I ſhould remember him :doe's 
he not hold op his head(as it were? )and ſtrut in his gate? 

$i, Yes indeed doe's be. 

Qz. Well, heaven ſend Anne Page no worle fortune: 
Tell Maſter Parſon Evars,T will doc what I can for your 
Maſter :u4mne isa good gitlc,and I wiſh=o—m— 

Ru. Outalas: here comes my Maſter, 

Qs. We ſhall all be ſhent : Run in here; good yong 
man : gocinto this Cloſſet : he will not ſtay Jong ; what 
Tobn Rugby? Tohn : what Tobn1 ſay? goe John, en- 
quire for my Maſter , ] doubt he be not well , that hee 
comes not home : (and downe,downe adonne'a,ofc.) 

(4. Vat is you ſing? I doe nor like des-toyes : pray 
you goe and vetch me in my Cloſſet, unboyteene verd ; 


a Box,a greene-a-Box 3 do intend vat 1 ſpeake? a greene- 


a-BOx» | 
Qs. Iforſooth ile fetch it you : 
I am glad he went not in himſelfe : if he had found the 
yong manghe would have beene horne mad. 
Ca. Fe,fefe,fe moi foigit fait for chando , Te wan v0i ale 
Cort la grand affaires. 
Ds. ls it this Sir? 
Ca. On) ,mette le au mon pocket ,de-peech quickly : 
Vere isdat knave Rwgby ? 
Qs. What lobn Rugby, John ? 
Rs. Here ſir, 
C4. You are /ohbn Rugby, and you are Tacks Rugby : 
Cm a-your Rapicr,and come after my bk to the 
[ts 
Rs. *Tis ready ſir,here in the Porch. 


4. By my trot I tarry too long : od's-me : que ay ie | 


oublie : dere is ſome Simples in my Cloſlct, dat 1 will not 
for the varld I ſhall leave behind. 
Qs. Ay-me,he'll find the yong man there,and be mad. 
{*. O Diable,Diable : vat is 1n my Cloſet? 
Villanie,La-roone : Regby,my Rapicr, 


Qs. Good Maſter be content, 
Ca, Wherefore be content-a ? 
Qs. The yong man is mans 


(«- What ſhall de honeſt man doin my Cloſet : dere 
is no honeſt man dat ſhall come in my cloſler, 

Qs, I beſceech you be not ſo flegmaticke ; heare the 
truth of it. He came of an errand to mee from Parſon 
Hugh. 
Ca. Vell. 

Si. I forſooth,to defire her to—— 

Qs, Peacc,l pray you. 

Ca, Peace-a-your-tongue : ſpeake-a-your Tale. 

$5, To defire this honeſt Gentleworman ( your Maid) 
toſpeake a good word to Miſtris Ave Page, for my Ma- 
ſter inthe way of m—_— 

. Qs, This is all i -la; bur ile nere put my finger 
inthe fire,and need not, 


Ca. Sir Hugh ſend-a-you? Ragby , ballow mee ſome 


Paper : tarry youalittell-a-while. 


| 


Qs. 1 


——_ 


CEP Y 


\ 
% 


—_— 


T he merry Wives of Windſor. 


43 


9s. Iam glad heis ſoquiet : if he had been through- | 
ly moved, you ſhould have heard him ſo loud,and ſo me- 
lancholly : but —— , Ile doe for your 
Maſter what good I can :andthe very yea, and theno 1s, 
the French Door my Maſter, (I may call him my Ma- 
ſter, looke you, for I keepe his houſe ; and I waſh,ring, 
brew, bake,{cowre,drefſe meatand drinke,make the beds, 
and doe all my ſclfe.) ; 
-4 'Tis a great charge to come under one bodies 
hand. 

Q#j. Are you a-vis'd o'that? you ſhall find it a great 
charge : and tobe up carly,and downe late: but notwith- 
Nanding.( co tell you in your care, l would have no words 
of it) my Maſter himſelfe is in love with Miltris eF-ne 
Page: butnotwithſtanding that I kno\y Ans mind,that s 
neither heere nor there. 

Cai. You, Iack'Nape : givie-'athis Letter to Sir Hugh, 
by garitisa ſhallenge : I will cut his troat in de Parke, 
and I will teach a ſcurvy Iack-a-nape Prieſt to m<ddle,or 
make : —you may be gon : it 15 riot good you tarry here: 
by garT willcut all his two ſtones: by gar , hee ſhall 
not have a ſtone totrow at his dogge. 

2s. Alas : he ſpeakes bur for his friend. 

Cas, It is nomatter'a ver dat ; doe not you tell-a-me 
dat I ſhall have «4 »»e P age for my ſclfe ? by gar, I vill 
Killde Iack-Pricſt : and | have appointed mine Holt of 
de larreer ro meaſure our weapon: by gar,I will my ſelte 
have Anne Pages 

9s. Sir, the maid loves you, and all ſhall be well: We 
muſt give folkes leave to prate ; what the good-jers 

Cas. Rugby, come to the Court with me : by gar, if 
I have not Anze Page, I ſhall turne your head out of my 
dore : follow my heeles 

2ai. You ſhall have eA=-fooles head of your owne : 
No,l know Ars mind for that : never a woman in 
ſor knowes more of Ans mind then I doe, nor can doe 
morethen I'doe with her, Ithanke heaven. 

Fenton. W ho's within there, hoa ? 

9ni. Who'sthere, Itroa ? Come neere the houſe 
pray you. 

Fen. How now (good woman) how doft thou ? 

Qu, The better that it pleaſes your good Workhip 
toaske ? 

Fen. What newes ? how do's pretty Miſtris Anne ? 

9. In truth Sir, and ſhe is pretty, and honeſt, and 

e, and one thar is your friend, l can tell you that by 

way, I praiſe heaven for it, | 

Fen. Shall I do any good rhink(t thou?ſhall I not looſe 
my ſuit ? of 

Qi. Troth Sir, all is in his- hands above : but not- 
withſtanding (Maitcr Fenton) Ile be ſworne on a booke 
ſhee loves you : have not your Worſhip a wart above 
your eye ? 

Fen. Yes marry have I, what of that? 

#i. Well, thereby hangs a tale : good faith,it is ſuch 
another Nan; (but (I deteſt) an honeſt maid as ever 
broke bread : we had an houres talke of that wart; 1 
ſhall never laugh but in that maids company : but (in- 
_— is given too much to Allicholy and mufing, 
but for you ——=well OO —— 

Fen. Well : I ſhall ſee her to day : hold, there's mo- 
ney for thee : Let me have thy voyce in my behalfe : if 
thou ſeeſt her before me, commend me, _— 

Dai. Will 1? Ifaith that we will: And 1 will tell 
your Worſhip more of the Warr, the next time we have 
confidence, and of other wooers. 


A—— 


Fen, Well, tarewell, I am in great haſte now. 

xs, Farewell to your Worſhip : truely an honeſt Ger- 
tleman : but eee loves him not : for I know ens 
minde as wellas another do's : out upon't : what have 1 


forgot? 
Exit. 


eA tus ſecundus : Scena Prima, 


Enter Miſtris Page, Miſtris Ford, Maſter Page, Maſter 
Ford, Fiflell, N im, Quickly, Hoft, Shallow, 


CAME. Page. Whar, have I ſcap'd Love-letters in the 
holly-day-time of my beauty, and am [ now aſubjeRt for | 
them ? let me ſce ? 


eAhe me no reaſon why 1 love you, for thowgh love uſe rea- 
ſon for his preciſian, he admit; nan has mg 
Jou are wt youg, no more am 1: goe torhen, there's fimpathy : 
you are ſo ans 1 : ha, ha, then there 5 more ſimpathy : 
Jou love Sacke and ſo do [: would your deſire better ſimpathy ? 
Let it ſuffice thee ( Miftris Page) at the lealt if the Love of 
Sonlazer cax ſuffice, that I love thee ; I will not ſay pitty me, 
tis not 4 Sowldver-like phraſe ; but 1 ſay, love me : 


By me, thine owne true Knight, by day or night ; 
Or any kind of light, with all bu mught, 
For thee to fight. lohn Falſe 0, 


What a Heredof [ary is this? O wicked, wicked world: 
One that is well-nye worne to peeces with age 
To ſhow himſelfe a yoog Gallant > What an unwayed 
Behaviour hath this Flemiſh drunkard pickr (with 
The devills name) out of my converſation, that he dares 
In this manner aflay me ? why, he bath not beene thrice 
In my Company : what ſhould | fay to him ? I was then 
Frugall of my mirth ; (hcaven forgive me: ) why lle 
Extubit a Bill in the Parliament for the putting downe 
of men : how ſhall I be reveng'd on him? for reveng'd I 
will be? as ſure as hisguts are made of puddings. 
= Ford, Miftra Page,trult me, 1 was goingto your 

1 ©. 

AM. Page » And truſt me, I was comming to youtyou 
looke very ll. 

_ Ford. Nay, Ilenere belceve that; I haveto fhew 
tothec b 

CHiſ. Page. 'Faith but you doe in my mind. 

Miſe. Ford, Well ; 1 doe then : yer 1 fay,1 could ſhew 
py the contrary : O Miſtris P age, give me ſome coun» 


CM, Page. What's the matter, woman ? 

Miſe Ford. O woman: if it were not for one trifling res 
ſpeR, I could comets ſuch honor. 

Miſ. Page. Hang the trifle (woman) take the honor ; 
what is it ?diſpence with trifles : what 1s it? 

Miſe. Ford. 1f 1 would but goc to hell, for ari eternall 
moment, or ſo : I could be knighted. 

HMiſ. Page, What thoulieſt ? Sir «Alice Ford? theſe 
Knights will hacke, and ſo thou ſhould(t not alter the ar- 
ticle of thy Gentry. 

Miſe. Ford, We burne day-light , heere, read, read : 
perceive how I might be knighted, 1 ſhall thinke the 
worle of far men, as long as I have an cye to make diffe- 
rence of mens liking ;and yet hee would not ſweare : 


=—__ 
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praiſe womens modelty : and gave ſuch orderly and wel- 
behaved reproofe to all uncomelineſſe, that I would have 
ſworuc his diſpoſition would have gone to the truth of 
his words : but they doeno more adhere and keepe place 
togethcr,then the hundred Plalmesto the tune of Green- 
fleues : Whattempeſt ([troa) threvy this Whale,(with 
{o many Tuns of oyie in his beily) a'ſhoarc at Wwmdſor ? 
How ſhall I be revenged on him ? 1 rhinkethe beſt way 
wereto entcriaine him with hope, till the wicked fire of 
laſt have mcltcd him in his 04yne greacc : Did you ever 
heare the like ? 


246. Page. Letter for letter ; bur that the name of | 


Page and Fordditfcrs:tothy great comfort in this myſtery 
vf1 | opionions, hecr's the twyn-brother of thy Lerrer : 
bur ler thine inherir firſt, for | proteſt mine never ſhall : 
I warrant he hath a thouſand of theſe Letters, writ with 
blancke-ſpace for different rames ( ſue more:) andthele 
arc of the ſecond edition:he will print them out of doubt: 
for he caresnot what he puts into the preſſe, when he 
would put us two :1 had rather be a Giant:fle, andlye 
under Mount Peliov ; Well , 1 will find youtwenty lalci- 
vious Turtles ere one chalice man. 

Mif. Ford. Why this is the very ſame : the very hand: 
the very words: whatdo:h herhinke cf us ? | 

CMiſ. Page, Nay I know not : it makes mealmoſt rea- 
dy to wrangle with mine owne honeſty : lie entertaine 
my ſelfe likeone that Iam not acquainted withall : for 
ſure unlefſe he know ſome Rtraive in me, that I know 
not my {cife, he would never have boorded me in this 
tury. 

Aiſ. Ford. Boording, call you it ? Ile be ſureto keepe 
him aboue decke. 

Mif. Page. So will I: if he come under my hatches, 
Ile never to Sca againe : Let's be reveng'd on hiw , let's 
appoint hi.n a meeting : give him a ſhow of comfort 1n 
his Suic, and lead hiu» on wicha fine baited delay, till he 
hath pawn'd his horſes to mine Hoſt of the Garter. 

My. Ford. Nay, I will content to a& any villany - 
gainlt him, that may notſuliy thz charineſſe of our ho- 
nefty : oh that my busband ſaw this Letter : it would give 
etcrnall food to his jealoulic, 

Miſ. Yage. Why looke where he comes ; and my good 
man too - hee”s as farre from jealouſic, as I am from g1- 
ving him cauſe, and that (1 hope) is an unmeaſurable di- 
flance. 

Mif. Fora, You are the happier woman, _ 

Miſ. Page. Let's conſult together againſt this greaſie 
Knight : Com? hither. 

Ford. Well :I hope, it be not ſo, 

Fiſt. Hope is a curtall-dog in ſome affaires : 

Sir ſobnafte Xs thy wite. 

Ford. \W by fir, my wife 1s not yong- 

Piit.He wooes both high and low,both rich and poor, 
both yong and old, one with another (Ford) he loves thy 
Gali'y-mawfry (Fora) perpend. 

Ford. Love my wite ? 

Ps. With liver, burning hot : prevent : 

Or goe thoulike Sir Aeon he, with 
Ring-wood at thy heeles : O, odiousis the name, 

Ford, Wharname Sir? 

*:#. The horne I ſay : Farewell : 

Take heed, have open eye, for theevesdoe foot by night. 
Take hced,ere ſommer comes, or Cuckoo-birds Golem 
Away (ir Corporall Nm : | 

Beleeve it (Page) he ſpeakes ſence. 

| Ford. 1 will be patient ; I will find ont this, 


. 


Nm. And this iz true : Tlike not the humor ot 1 ing: 
he hath wronged me in ſome humers: 1 ſhouid have 
borne the humour'd Letter to her : but Ihave a ſword: 
and it ſhall bite upon my neceſſity : be loves your wie ; 
There's the ſhort, and the long : My name is Corporall 
Now : I ſpeake, and I avouch; 'tis true; my name is Nzm: 
and Fa/ſtaffe loves your wife : adicu, 1 love not the bu- 
mour « f bread and cheeeſe : adicu. 

Page. The humour of it (quoth'a? ) heer'sa fellow 
frights Eng'iſh out of his wits. | 

Ferd, 1 will ſecke out Falſtaſſe. 

Page. I never heard ſuch a drawling affeting rogue. 

Ford. If Idoe find it : well, 

Page. I will not belceve ſuch a Cataian, though the 
Prie {t o'th'T ou ne commended him for a true man. 

Ford. 'T was a good ſenlible feliow 2: well. 

Page. How now Meg? 

if. Page. Whither goe you (George ?) harke you. 
Ms/. Ford. How now ({weet Franks) whyart thou me- 


_y ? 
Fora, | melancholy? I am not melancholy : 
Get you home, goe. 
Cy. Ford. Faith,thou haſt ſome crochets in thy head. 
Now : will you goe, MHru Page? 
ef. Page. Have with you : you'll come to dinner 
_ Looke who comes yonder ; ſhe ſhall be our | 
Meſſenger to this paltry Knight. 
Af. Ferd. Truit me, I thought on her : ſhee'll fit ir. | 
Misj. Page. You are come toice my daughter «4 we ? 
Qs. I torſooth: and I pray how do's good Miltreſle 
eAnne? 
Miſ. Page. Goc in with us and ſce: we have an hqures 


| ralke with you, 


Page. How now Maſter Ford. 

Ford. You heard what this knave told me,did you not? 

Page. Yes, and you heard what the other told me ? 

Ford. Doe you thinke there is truth in themn ? 

Page. Hang cm ſlaves : I doe not thinke the Knight 
would offer it, But theſe that accuſe him in his intent ro- 
wards our WIvEs, arca yoake of his diſcarded axct : ve- 
ry rogues, now they be out of ſervice. 

Ford. Were they his men ? 

Page. Marry were they, 

Ford. Ilike it never the better for that, 

Do's he lyc at the Garter ? 

Page. I marry do's hee : if hee ſhould intend this ve y- 
age toward my wife, I would turne her looſe to him; 
and what he gets more of her, then ſharpe words, let ic 
lye on my head. 

Ford. I doe not miſdoubt my wife : but I would bee 
loath to turne them together : a man may be too conti- 
dent: I would have nothing lyc on my head : I cannot 
be thus ſatisficd. 

Page. Looke where my ranting Hoſt of the Garter 
comes: there is either liquor in his pare, or mony in his 
_ when he lookes ſo merrily : How now mine 

olt ? 

Hoft. How now Bully-Rooke : theu'rt a Gentleman 
Cavelciro Iuſtice, I ſay. 

Shal. 1 follow , (mine Hoſt) I follow : Good-even, 
and twenty (good Matter P age.)Maſtcr Page, will you go 
with us? we have ſportin hand. 

Hoft. Tell him Cavelciro-luſtice ; tell him Bully- 


Rooke. | 
Shal. Sir, there is a fray tobe fi , betweene Sir 


| Hugh the Welch Prieſt, and {ai«s the French Door. 


Ford, Good 
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Ford, Good mine Hoſt o'th*Garter : a word with you. 
Hoſt. What failt thou, my Bully-Rooke ? 

Shal, Will you goe with usto behold ir? My merr 
Hoſt hath had the meaſuring of their weapons ;and (L 
thinke) harh appointed them — s:for(beleeve 
me) | heare the Parſon isno leſter : harke, I willtell you 
what our {port ſhall be. 

Hoft. Halt thou no ſuit againſt my Knight ? my gueſt- 
Cavaleire ? 

Shal. None, proteſt:bur Ile give you pottle of burn'd 
Sacke, to give me recourſe to him,and tell him my name 
is Broome : onely for a jclt. 

Heſt. My hand, (Bully :) thou ſhalt have egreſſe and 
regreſle, ( (aid 1 well? ) and thy name ſhall be Broome, It 
is a merry Knight : will you goe An-heires ? 

Shal. Have with you mine Holt. LS 

Page. I have hcardthe French-man hath good kill in 
his Rapier. 

Shal, Tut fir : I could have told you more : In theſe 
times you ſtand on diſtance ; your Paſſes, Stoccado's, and 
I know not what : 'tis the heart (Maſter Page )'tis heere, 
'tis heere : I have ſcene the time, with my long-ſword, 
I would have made you foure tall kllowes $kip like 
Rattes. 

Heft. Heere boyes, heere, heere : ſhall we wag ? 

Page, Have with you x I had rather heare them ſcold, 


then —_ 

Ford. Though Pagebe a ſecure foole, and ſtands fo 
firmely on his wives frai'ty ; yet, I cannot put-off my 0- 
pinion ſo cafily ; ſhe was in his company at Pages houſe ; 
and what they made there,I know not. Well, l wil looke 
further into'r, and 1 have adiſguiſe, to ſound Falfteffe;if 
I find her honeſt, I loſe not my labour 3 if ſhe be others 


wile, 'tis labour well beſtowed. 
£Exeunt. 
Scaena Secunda. 
*< on 
Enter Falitaſſe, Piſtol, Robin, Quickly, Bardolffe , 
Ford. 


Fal. I will not lend thee a penny, 

Pit. Why then the world's mine Oyſter, which 1, 
with ſword will open. 

Fal. Not a penny : I have beene content (Sir) you 
ſhould lay my countenance to pawne : I have grated up- 
on my good friends for three Repreeves for you, and 
your Coach-fcllow Nim ; or elſe you had look'd through 
the grate, like a Geminy of Baboones : I am damn'd in 

ll, for ſwearing to Gentlemen my friends, you were 
good Souldiers, and tall-fellowes, And when Miſtrefſe 
Briget loſt the handle of her Fan, I rook't upon mine ho- 
nour thou hadſt it nor. 

= Did{t not thou ſhare ? hadſt thou not fifteene 
pence 

Fal. Reaſon, you roague, reaſon : thinkſt thou Ile en- 
danger my ſoule, gratis ? ata word, hang no more about 
mee, I am no gibbet for you: goe,, a ſhort knife, and a 
throng, ; 5} —_ of Pickt-hatch: goe, you'll not 

Cc a er for ae you roague ? you u our 
honor : why, (thou unconfinable baſeneſſe) ir Dons 
as I candoeto keepetheterme of my honor preciſe : I, 
I; I my ſelfe ſometimes, leaving the feare of heavenon 


gn I 


t he left hand, and hiding mine honor in my neceſſity, am 
faineto ſhuffle : to hedge, and to lurch, and yet, you 
Rogue, willen-ſconce your raggs ; your Cat-a-Moun- 
taine-lookes, your rcd-latrice phraſes, and your bold- 
beating-oathes, under the ſhelter of your honor ? you will 
notdoe it? you ? 

Pi, I doe relent : what would thou more of man ? 

Rob. Sir, here's a woman would ſpeake with you. 

Fal. Let her approach. 

2s. Give your worſhip good morroy. 

Fal. Good-morrow, -wite, 

Qi. Not fo and't pleate your worſhip, 

Fal. Good maid then. 

24. Ile be ſworne, 

As my mother was the firſt houre I was borne. 

Fad. 1 doe belecve the {wearer ; what with me 2 

24. Shall I vouchſafe your worſhip a word, or 
ewo ? 

Fal. Two thouſand(faire woman )andile vouchſafe thee 
the hearing, 

2x. There is one Miſtreſle Ford, (Sir) | pray comea 
little necrer this wayes : 1 my felfe dwell with M.Doctot 
Cain, 

Fai. Well, on; Miſtreſſe Ford, you ſay. 

2. Your worſhip ſayes very true; I pray your wor« 
ſhip come alittle neercr this wayes. 

Fal. 1 warrant thee, no body heares ; mine owne peo- 
ple, mine owne people« 

Ou Are they ſo? heaven bleſſe them, and make them 
his ſervants: 

Fal. Well ; Miftreſſe Ford, what of her ? 

25, Why, Sir ; ſhce's a good creature; lord, lord, 
your Worſhip's a wanton : well, heaven forgive you,and 
all of us, pray . 

Fal. Miltrefle Ford ; come, Milſtreſſe Ford. 

Dus. Marry this is the ſhort, and the long of it : you 
have brought her into ſuch a Canaries, as 'tis wonder- 
full : the beſt Courtier of them all (when the Courrt lay 
at Windſor) could never have brought her to ſuch a Ca» 
nary : yetthere has beene Knights, and Lords, and Gen- 
tlemen, with their Coaches ; I warrant you Coachafter 
Caach,letter after lerter,gitt after gifc,ſmelling ſo ſweet- 
ly ; all Muske, and fo ruthling, I warrant you, in filke 
and gold, and 1n ſuch alligant rermes, and in ſuch wine 
and {uger of the beſt, the faireſt, that would have 
wonne any womans heart : and 1 warrant you, they could 
never get an eye- winke of her: 1 had my felfe twenty 
Angels given me this morning, bur 1 defic all Angels (in 
any ſuch ſorr,as they ſay) but in the way of honeſty: and 
I warrantyou, they could never get her ſo much as ſippe 
on a cup with the prowdeſt of them all, and yetthere has 
beene Earles : nay, (which is more) Pencioners, but 1 
warrant you allis one with her. 

Fd. But whit ſaycs ſhe to me ? be briefe my good ſhee- 


Qs. Marry, ſhe hath recceiv'd your Letter: for the 
which ſhethankes you a thouſand times ;and ſhe gives 
ou to notifie, that her husband will be abſence from his 
ſe, betweene ten and cleven, 
Fal. Ten, andeleven. | 
us. I, forſooth : and rhen you may come and ſee the 
picture (ſhe fayes) that you wot of: Maſter Ford her huf- 
band will be from home : alas, the ſweet woman leades 
an ill life with him : bee's a very jealoufie-man; ſhe leads 
4 very fratwpold life with him, (good bart. ), 
Fal. Ten, and eleven. 


| 


Woman | 
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Woman, commend me to her, I will not faile her. | 

£44. Why, you ſay well : Bur I have another meſſcn- 
ger to your worſhip : Miſtreſſc Page hath her hearty com- 
mendationsto ycutoo : and ict me tell you in your care, 


ſhec's as fartuous a civill modeſt wife,and one (I tell you) | 


that will not mifle you morning nor evening prayer, as 
| any is in#/3ndſor, whoere bethe other : and the bade me 

tell your worthip , that her husband is ſeldome from 
houxbur ſhc hopes there will comea time. I never knew 
a wean ſo doate upon a man ; ſurcly I thinke you have 
charmex, la ; yes intruthe | 

Fal. Not 1, 1 aflure thee ; ſetting the attraſtion of my 
good parts ahcc, I haveno other charmes. 

2s, Biciling on your beart fort. 

Fal. But 1 pray thee tell me this : has Fords wife, and 
Pages wife acquainted cach other, how they love mc? 

Qi. That werea jelt indeed : they have not 1o little 
grace I hope, thzt were a tricke indeed;But Miſtris Page 
would detire you toſend her your little Page of all loves : 
her husband has a marvellous infeRion to the little Page : 
and truely Maſter Pape isan honeſt man : never a wife in 
Wi.&ſor lcadesa better life then ſhe do's : doe what ſhe 
will, ſay what ſheiwill, take all, pay all. goc to bed when 
ſh<li{i, riſe when ſhe liſt, all 1s as ſhe wul : and truely ſhe 
| deſerves it; for if there be a kind woman in Wmd/or, ſhe 
is one: you muſt ſend her your Page, noremedie, 

Fal. Why, I will. | 

Qs. Nay, but doe fo then, and looke you, he may 
come and gue betweene you both :and in any caſe have 
a nay-word, that you may know one anothers mind, and | 
the Boy neverneed tounderitandany thing ; for 'tis not 
good that chiiuren ſhould know any wickednefle : old 

olkes you know , bave diſcretion, as they ſay, and know 
the world. 

Fal. Fare thee-well,commend me tothem both: there's 
my purſe, I am yet thy.debter : Boy,gocalong withthis | 
woman, thisnewesdiitracts me. 

Pi. This Puncke is one of Cxpids Carricrs, 

Clap on more failes, purtue : vp with your nghrs : 
Give fire : ſhe is my prizc, or Occau vhelme them all. | 

Fal. Saiſt thou ſo(o!d iacke) goc thy wayes : Ilemake | 
moreof thy old body then I have done: will they yet \ 
looke after thee ? wilt thou after the expence of fo much 
money, be now a gainer ? good body, Ithanke thee : let 
them ſay *tis groſſly doue, io ic be fairely done, no mat- 
ter. : 

Bar. Sir Toby, there's one Maſter Broome below would 
faine ſpeake with you, and be acquainted with you; and 
hath ſent you worſhip « mornings draught of Sacke. 

Fal, Broome is his name ? 

Ba#t. ISir. 

Fal Ca'lhim in : ſuch Broomes are welcome to me, 
that ore* tiowes ſuch liquor : ah, ha, Miſtreſſe Ford and 
Miſtreiſe Page, have I encompaſſed you ? got to, v4. 

Ford. *Blefſe you ir. 

Fal. And you fir : would you ſpeake with me ? 

Ford. I make bold, toprefle, wth ſolittle preparation 

you. 

Fal. You'r welcome, what's your will ? give us leave | 
Drawer. 

Ford. Sir, Iama Gentleman that have ſpent much,my 
name 1s Broome. 

= Good Maſter Broome, 1 dclire more acquaintance 
of you. 

Ferd. Good Sir Jobs, 1 ſuefor yours : not to charge 


you, for I mult let you underſtand, I thiuke my ſelfe 1n 


better plight for a Lender , then you are :the which hath 
loumething emboldred me to this unſeaſon'd intruſion : | 
for they ſay, if money goc before, all wayes doe lye 0- 


pen. 
Fal: Money isa good Souldier (Sir) and will on. 
Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money hecre rron- 
bles me : if you will helpeto beareit (Sir Job») rake ail, 
or halfc, tor caſing me ot the carriage, 
Fal. Sir, I know not how I may deſerve to be you 
Porter. 
Ford, Iwill tell you fir, if you will give mee the hea- 


ring. 

Fo, Speake (200d Maſter Broome) I ſhall be glad to be 
your {ervant. 

Ford. *ir, T heare you are a Scholler : (1 will be bricte 
with you) and you have beene a man long knowne ro me, 
though 1 had never ſo good meanesas deliregto make my 
telfe acquainted withyou. I ſhall diſcovera thing to you, 
whercin I mult very much lay open mince owne unperte- 
Aion : but (good Sir /obn) as you have one eye upon my 
follies, as you hcare them unfolded, rurne another inco 
the Regiſter of your owne, that I may paſſe with a re- 
proofe rhe eafier, {ith you your ſclte know how calic ic 
15to be ſuch an offender. 

Fal. Very well Sir, proceed. 

Ford. There is a Gentlewoman in this Towne, hcr 
hasbands name is Ford. | 

Fal. Well Sir. 

Ford. I have longlov'd her, and I proteſt to you, be- 
ſtowed much on her : followed her with a doating ob- 
ſervance: Ingroſs'd opportunities to meete her : fee'd c- 
very _ occaſion that could but nigardly give mee 
ſight of her : not onely bought many preſents to give her, 
but have given largely to many , to know what ſhee 
would have given : briefely, 1 have purſu'd her, as Love 
hath purſued me, which hath beene on the wing of all 
occations : but whatſoever | have merited, cither in my 
mind, or in my mcaacs, mecde I am ſure Ihave reccived 
none, unlefſe Experience bea lewell, that I have purchas 
ſed atan infinite rate,and that hath taught me to ſay this. 


& Love like a ſhadow flies, when [nbſtance Lrve purſues, 
&« Purſuing that that flier; and flying what purſues, 


Fal. Have you recciv'd no promiſe of ſatisfation at 
her hands? 

Ford. Never. 

Fal. Have you importun'd herto ſucha purpoſe ? 

Ford. Neven 

Fal. Of what quality was your love then ? 

Ford. Likea faire houſe, built on aporther mans ground, 
ſo thar I have lolt my edifice, by miſtaking the place, 
whereIerccd it. | 

Fat. To what purpoſe have you unfolded this to me ? 

Ford. When bave toid youthat, 1 have told you all : 
Some fay, that though ſhe appeare honeſtto me, yet in 
o:her places ſhe evlargeth her mirth ſo farre, that there 
15 ſhrewd conſtruftion made of her. Now (Sir /ohn) here 
is the heart of my purpole : you are a Gentleman of cx. 
ceilent breeding , admirable diſcourſe, of great admit- 
race, authenticke in your place and perſon, y 
allow'd for your many war-like, court-like, and learned 
preparations. 

F {+ OSir. 

Ferd, Belceve it, for vou know it : there is money, 
ſpend ur, ſpend it, ſpend more ; ſpend all 1 have, onely 


give 
gre | 


Y” _—_ 


| 
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give meſo muchof your time in exchange of it, as to lay 
an amiable fiege tothe honefty of this Fords wife : uſe 
your Artof wooing z win her to conſent to you : if any 
man may, you may as ſoone as any« 

Fal, Would itapply well to the vehemency of your 
affeAion that I ſhould win what you would enjoy ? Me- 
thinkes you preſcribe to your ſelte very prepolterouſly. 

Ford. O, underſtand my dritt : ſhe dwels fo ſecurely 
on the excellency of her honor, that the folly of my ſoulec 
daresnot preſent it (clfe ; ſhe is too bright to be look'd 
againſt» Now, could Icome to her with any detection 
in my hand ; my defires had inſtance and argument to 
commend themſelves, I could drive her then from the 
ward of her purity, hcr reputation, her marriage-vow, 
and a thouſand other her defences, which now are too- 
to0 p__ y embattailed againſt me: what fay you too't, 
Sir /obn, 

Fal. Maſter Broome, I will firſt make bold with your 
money : next,give me your hand : and laſt,as I am a Gen- 
tleman, you ſhall, if you will, enjoy Fords wite. 

Ford, O good Sir. 

Fal. I ſay you ſhall. 

Ford, Want no money (Sir ſon) you ſhall want none. 

Fal. Want no A1:ſtrefſe Ford( Mafter Broome) you ſhall 
wantnone : Iſhall be with her (I may tell you) by her 
owne appointment, even a$ youcame in to me, her aſli- 
ſtant, or goe-betweene ,parted from me : I fay I ſhall be 
with her berwecue ten and cleven;tor at that time the jea- 
lious-raſcally-knave her husband will be forth: come you 
to me at night, you (hall know how I ſpecd. 

Ford. Iam bleſt in your acquaintance : doe you know 
Ford Sir ? 

Fal. Hang him (poore Cuckoldly knave) I know him 
not: yet 1 wrong him to call him poore: They fay the 
jealous wittelly-knave hath maſles of money, for the 
which his wife ſcemes rome well-tavourd. 1 willuſc her 
as the key of the Cuckold-rogues Coffer, and there's my 
harveſt-home, 

Ford, I would you knew Ford,ſir,that you might avoid 
him, if you ſaw him. 


Fal, Hang him, mcchanicall-ſalt-butter rogue ; I will ' 


ſtare him out of his wits : 1 will awe-him with my cud- 
gell : ic ſhall hanglikea Meteor orcthe Cuckolds hornes: 
Maſter Broome, thou ſhalt know, 1 will predominate 0- 
rer the pezant, and tho1 ſhalt lyc with his wife. Come 
to me ſooneat night : Ford'sa knave, and I will aggra- 
vate his ſtile : thou ( Maſter Broome) ſhalt know him for 
knave, and Cuckold. Come to me ſoone ar night. Erie, 

Ford. What a damn'd Epicurian-Raſcall 1s this * my 
heart is ready tocracke with zmpaticnce : who faycs this 
is1mprovident jealoufic 2 my wife bath ſentto him, the 
howreis fixt, the match is made ; would any man have 
thought this ? {ce the hell of havinga falſe woman: my 
bed ſhall beabus'd, my Coffers ranſackd, my reputati- 
on gnawne at, and I ſhall not onely receive this villanous 
wrong, but ſtand under the adoption of abhominable 
termes, and by [11a that does me this wrong : Termes, 
names: eAmaimon (cunds well ; Lucifer, well: Barbaſon, 
well : yet they are Divels additiens, the names of fiends : 
Bur Cuckold, Wittoll, Cuckold ? the Divell himſclfe 
hath not ſuch a name. Page 15an Aſſe, a ſecure Aſſe ; he 
will truſt his wife, he wiltnot be jealous : I will rather 
truſt a Fl:32ing with my butter, Parſon Hwgh the Belfb- 
men with my Cheeſe, an Ir;/;-man with my Aqua-vitz- 
bottle, or a Theefe ro walke my ambling gelding , than 
my wite with her ſclfe. Then ſhe plots, then ſhe rumi- 


li 


| 


nates, then ſhe deviſes : and what they thinke in their 
hearts they may cffe& ; they will breaketheir hearts bur 
they willcffeRt. Heaven be prais'd for my jealouſic: ele- 
ven o clockethe howre, I will prevent this, dete& my 
wite, be revengd on FalFteffe, and laugh at Page. 1 will 
about it, better three houre” too ſoone,then a mynute too 
late : fie, fie, fie : Cuckold, Cuckold, Cuckold. 

| : Exit. 


_ 


Scena T ertia, 


——— — 


Enter Caius, Rugby, Shafow, Slender, Hoſt, 

(ine. Iacke Pr 

Rog. Sir. 

Cauw. Vatis the clocke, lache. 

Rug. 'Tispaſtthe houre (Sir) that Sir Hugh promis'd 
to meet, 

( 45. By gar, he has fave his ſoule,dat he is no-come ; 
he has pray his Pible well, dat he is no-come : by gar 
(lacks Rugby) he isdead already, if he become. 

Rug, He1s wile Sir : he knew your worſhip would 
kill him if he came. 

Cas. By gar, de herring is no dead,ſo as I vill kill him: 
mw your Rapier, (/acke) I vill tell you how I vill kill 

m. 


Rug. Alasfir, I cannot fence, 
Cas, Villany, take your Rapicr. 
Rng. Forbcare : her's company, 
Hoſt. 'Blefſe thee, bulily-Dodtor, 
Shal. "Save you M*. Doctor (aims, 
Page. Now good MF. Dottor. 
Slen. Give you good-tmorrow, (irs 
Caixa, Vat be all you one ,twoytree, fowre, come for? 
Hoſt. To ſecthce hght, to {ce thee toigne, to ſee thee 
traverſe, toſer thee hcere, to fcethee there, rofſce thee 
paſſe thy punto, thy ltocke, thy reverſe, thy diſtance,thy 
montanr : I's he dead, my Ethiopian? Is he dead,my Fran- 
ciſco? ha Bully ? what faycs my £c*/apinu?my Galiemmy 
heart of Elder ? ha ? is he dead bully-Stale ? is hedead ? 

Cas. By gar,he is de Coward-lacke-Pricſt of de vorld: 
he is not ſhow his face. 

Hoſt. Thou art a Caſtalion-king-Vrinall : Heftor of 
Greece (my Boy ) 

. Cai. I pray you beare witneſſe, that me have ſtay, 
ſixe or ſeven, two tree howres for him, and he is no- 
Come. 

$Shal. He is the wiſer man (MF, DoRtor ) he isa curer ct 
ſoules, and you a curer of bodies : if you ſhould kght, you 
goe againſt the haire of your proteſlions: is it not true, 
Maſter Page? 

Pag. Maſter Shafow ; you have your felfe beene a great 
fighter, though now a man of peace. 

Shal. Body-kins M*, Page, though I now be old, and, 
of peace if I ſee a ſword out, my finger itches to make 
one: though we are Iuſticzs, and Doctors, and Church- 
men (MF, Page) we have ſomeſaltot our youth in us, we 
are the {ons & women (M-*. Page. ) 

Pages "Tis true, M*, Shalow. 
Shat. It willbe found fo, (MF. Page) M*. DoRor (4+ 
ws, Tam cometo fetch you home: I am ſworne ot the 
ace: you have ſhew'd your felfe a wiſe Phyſicianzand 
fir H#gb hath ſhown himlclte a wile aud patient Church- 
man : you mult goe with me, MF. Doctor, 


Pep. 


ter. 

Cai. Mocke-water ? vat is dat ? | 

Hoft. Mocke-water , in our Engliſh tongue, is Valour 
(Bully.) 

Cai. By gar, then T have as much Mocke-vater as de 
Engliſhman : ſcuruy-Iack-dog-Prieſt : by gar,tme vill cut 
his cares. 

Hoſt. He will Clapper-claw thee tightſy(Bully.) 

(45. Clapper-de-claw ? vat is dat ? 

Hof. That is, he will make thee amends. 

1 (i. By gar, me do looke he ſhall clapper-de-claw me, 
for by-gar, me vill have it. 
Hoſt. And I will provoke him to't, or let him wag. 

Cai. Me tanck you for dat, 

Hoft. And moreover, (Bully)but firſt, M*. Ghueſt, 
and MF. Page, and ecke Cayalciro Slender,go youthrough 
the Towne to nw, 

Page. Sir Hugh isthere, is he? . : 

Hof. He isthere, ſee what hamor he isin : and I will 
bring the Doftor about by the Fields : will itdo well ? 

Shal. We will doe it- 

eMl. Adicu,good M*. Doftor. 

Cai. By gar, me vill kill de Pricft, for he ſpeake for a 
Iacke-an-Ape to Anne Page. : 

Hoſt. It him dye : ſheaththy impatience:throw cbld 
water on thy Choller : goe about the fields with me 
through Frogmore,l will bring thee where Maſtris « AFmne 
Page is, ata Farme-houſe a Feaſting ; and thou ſhalt woe 
her : Cride-game, faid I well ? 

Cai. By-gar, mee dancke you vor dat : by gar I love 


you : and I ſhail procure 'a you de good Gueſt : de Earle, | 


de Knight, de lords, de Gentlemen, my patients. 
Hoſt. For the which, 1 will be thy adverſary toward 
eAnne Page : (aid I well ? 
(4. By-gar, tis good : vell ſaid. 
* Hot. Letus wag then. 
Cai. Come at my hecles, lacke Regby. 
| Exennt. 


Atlus T ertius, Scena Prima. 


Enter Evans, Simple, Page, Shallew, Slender, Hoſt,Cams, 
Rugby. 


Evans. I pray you now, good Maſter Slenders ſerving- 
man, and friend Simple by your name; which way have 
you look'd for Maſter Caimz, that calls himſelfe Doctor 
of Phiſicke. 

Sim, Marry Sir, the pitty-wary, the SEO = 
very way : old Windſor way, and every way but the 
Towne way. 

Evan. 1 moſt fchemently deſire you, you will alſo 
looke that way. 

Sim, I will lir, 

Evan. 'Pleſſe my ſoule: hoy full of Chollors Iamyand 
trempling of mind - I ſhall be glad it he have deceived 
me : how melancholies I am ? I will knog his V rinalls a- 
bout his Knaves coftard, when I have good opportanities 
for the orke : 'Pleſſe my ſoule : To ſhallow Rrvers to whoſe 

falls : melodious Birds ſings Madrigaltts: There will we make 
| 2%r Peds of Roſes : and a thouſand fragrant poſier. To ſhal- 
low. *Mercy on me, I have a great ditpolitiontocry. 


_—___@ —_ 


your arme $, 

Shat, How now Maſter Parſon? good morrow good 
Sir Hagh: keepe a Gameſter from the dice, and a good 
Studient from his booke, and it is wonderfull» 

Slen. Ahſucct e4 ne Page. 
Page. 'Save you, good Sir Hugh, 
Evasx. *Pleſſe you trom his mercy-ſake, all of you. 
Shal. What ? the Sword, and the word ? 
Doe you ſtudy them both, M*. Parſon? 
Page. And youthfull ſtill, in your doublet and hoſe, 
this raw-rumaticke day ? 
Evan, There 1s reaſons, and cauſes for it. 
Page. Weare come to you: to doe a good office, Mr. 
ON. 
Evan, Fery-well : what is it? 
Page. Yonder is a molt reverend Gentleman ; who (be 


like) having received wrong by ſome perſon, is at moſt | 


wn with his owne gravity and patience, that ever you 
We 

Sbl. T have lived foureſcore yeeres, and upward : I 
never heard a inan of his place, gravity, and learning, fo 
wide of his owne reſpec. 

Evan, Whatis he ? 

Page. 1thinke you know him : M*, Door Caimw the 
renowned French Phyſitian. 

Evan, Gor's-will, and his paſſion of my heart : I had 
aslicf you would tr!l mc of a mefle of porredge- 

Fage. Why? | 

Evan, He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates and 
Galen, and he is a knaue beſides: a cowardly knave, as 
you would deſite to be acquainted withall. .. 
_ I warrant you, hee'sthe man ſhauld fight with 

im, 

Slen, O ſweet Anne Page, Enter Cain. 

Sbal. Itappearesſoby his weapons: keepe them a- 
funder : here comes Door Cai, 

F age. Nay good M-. Parſon, keepe in your weapon. 

Shal. So doe you, good M*, DoQtor. 

Heſt. Dilarme them, and letthem queſtion : let them 
keepe their limbs whole, and hack our Engliſh, 

(i. I pray you let-a-mee ſpeake a word with your 
care ; vherefore vill you not meet-a me 2 

Even. Pray you uſe your patience in good time. 

. Cai, By-gar, youarc de Coward : de lacke dog : Iohn 
Ape, 

Ewen. Pray you let us not be laughing-ſtockes to other 
mens humors : I deſire you in friendſhip, and I will one 
way of other make youamends: I will knog-your Y rinall 
about your knaves Cogs-combc- 

Cai. Diable, lacks Rugby, mine Hoff de Tarteer, have 
not ſtay for him, to kill him ? have I not at de place I did 

int? 

Evan. As T am a Chriftians-ſoule, now looke you : 
this is the place appoigged, Ile be judgement by mine 
Hoſt of the Gartes. 

Hoſt. Peace, 1 ſay, Gallia, and Ganle, Frerch, and 
Welch, Soulc-Curer, and Body-Curer. 


—_— 


Cas, 


— 


| 


me where is eAnne Page: 
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(ai. 1,dat is very good, excellant. 
Hef. Peace, I fay : heare mine Hoſt of the Garter, 
Am I politicke ? Am I ſubtle ? Am1T a Machivell ? 


| Shall Ilooſe my Door ? No, he gives me the Potions 


and rhe Motions. Shall I looſe my Parſon?my Prieſt? my 
Sir Hugh? No, he gives me the Proverbes, andthe No- 
verbes. Give me thy hand (Celeſtiall) ſo : Boyesof Art, 
I have deceiv'd you both: I have direted you to wr 
$ : your hearts are mighty,your skins are whole 
let burn'd Sacke be the iſſue ; come, lay their ſwords to 
pawne : Follow me, Lad of peace, follow,tollow,follow. 
Sha. Traſt mc,a mad Holt:follow Gentlemen, toilow. 
Slen. O {weet Anz Page. 
Cai. Ha'do I perceivedat ? Haye you make-a-de-ſot 
of us, haha ? : 
foax. This is well, he has made us his ylowrting-ſtog : 
I defire you that —o__ _ o=_ —_—— our 
incst to be revenge on this ſame {call (curvy- 
ron park the Holt of the Garter. . 
: he promiſe to bring- 
he deceive me t00. 


Cai, By gar, withall _—_— 
& | 
Evan, Well, I will imitc his noddles:pray you follow. 


__—_ 


_— 


Scena Secunds. 


Miſt. Page, Robin, Ford, Page, Shallow, Shlnder, Hoſt. 


ans, Cam, 
Miſt. Page. Nay keepe your way (little Gallant) yon 
were wont to be a follower, but now you are a : 
whether had you rather lead mine eyes, Or eye your mas» 
ſters heeles ? 

Rob, 1 had rather (forſooth) goe before you like a man, 
then follow him like a dwarfe. (Courticr. 

Mif. Pe. O you are a flattering boy,now I ſee you'l be 

Ford. Well met Miſtris Page, whither goc you. 

Miſ. Page. Truly Sirgto fre your wite,is (he at home? 

Ford.l,and as idle as ſhe may hang together for want 
of company : Ithinke if your husbauds were dead , you 
two would marry. 

Mif. Page. Beſure of that, two other husbands. 

Ford. Where had you thus pretty weather-cocke ? 

A. Pa.1 cannot tel what (the dickens) hisname is my 
husband had him of,what do you cal your Knights name 
Rob. Sir lohn Falſftaffe, (firrah? 
Ford. Sir lobn Falitaffe, 
AM.Pa. He, he, I cannever _—_—_ there _ 
league berweene my goodman, : is your Wife at 
Ford. Indecd ſhe is. (beme indeed ? 
M.Pa. By your leave fir, I am ſicketill I ſee her. 
Ford. Has Page any braines?Hath he any cies? Hath he 
as thinking ? Sure they {leepe, be hathno uſe of them : 
why this boy will carry a letter twenty mile as cafic, as 
a Canon will ſhoot pornt-blanke twelve ſcorce: hepee- 
ces out his wives inclination z he gives her folly motion 
and advantage : and now ſhe's going tomy wife and Fel- 
Raffes boy with her : A man may _ this ſhowre ſing 
in the wind ; and Feiaffes boy with her : good plots, 
they are laid, and our revolted wives ſhare damnation 
together, Well, I wilitake him, then torture my wite, 
plucke the borrowed vaile of mgdeſty from the fo ſec- 
—_— Page, divulge Page himſelfe for a ſecure and 
wilfull Aeon, and to rheſe violent proce:dings all my 
neighbours ſhall cry ayme. The clocke gives me my Qu, 


_ 
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| and my aſſurance bids me ſearch, there 1 ſhall find Fal- 
# affe : 1 ſhall be rather praiſed for this,then mock'd, for 
it1s as poſſitive, as the earth is firme, that Falltaffe is 
there: I will goe, « 

Shat. Page,cc. Well met M*. Ford. 

Ford, Trult me, a good knot : 1 have good cheere at 
heme, and I pray you all goe with me. 

Sbal. I multexcuſe my tclfe M*. Ford. 

Sie. Ando muſt I Sir, 

We have appointed to dine with Miſtris &nne, 
And I would not breake with here for more mony 
Then lle ſpeake cf. 

Shel, We have linger'd about a match berweene Anne 
Page,and my cozcn Slender, and this day wee ſhall have 
our anſwer. 

Sher. I hope T have your will father Page. 

Page. You have MF. Slender, I ſtand wholly tor you, 
But my wife (M*. DoQor)is for you altogether. 

Cas. I be-gar, and de Maid is love -a-me #: my nurſh- 
= meſo muſh. 

of. What fay you to yong M. Fenton? He capers 
hedances, he has eyes of youth: he writes verſcs, bee 
ſpeakes holliday, he ſmels Aprill and May,he will carry'c 
he willcarry'r, tisin his butrons, he wil:carry't. 

Page. Not by my conſent I promiſe you. The Gentle- 
manis of no having, he kept company with the wilde 
Prince, and Pointz: he is of roo high a Region, he knows 
t00 much : no, he ſhall not knit a knot in his fortunes; 
with the fingerof my ſubſtance : if hetake her, let him 
take her ſimply : the wealth I have waitson my conſent, 
and my conſeut goes not thit way. 

Ford, I beſecch you heartily , ſome of you goe home 
with meto dinner : beſides your eheere you ſhall have 
iport, I will ſhew youa monſter : M*. DoRorgou ſhall 
goe, {0 ſhall = Mr, Page, and you Sir Engh. 

Sbat, Well, tare you well : 

We ſhall havethe freer wooing at M*, Pager. 

(45. Goe home John Rugby, 1 come anon. 

Hoſt. Farewell my hearts, | wi'l te my honeſt Knight 
Falſtaffe, and drinke Cavary with hit.” 

Foxg. I thinke I ſhall drinke in Pipe-wine firſt with 
him, 1le make him dance. Will you goe, Gentles? 

Al. Have with you, to ſceethis Monlle Exeunt, 


| — —  — ——— 


a 
Scena Terta, 


—_— 


_— — -_- — 


Enter Miftria Ford, Miftri P age, Servants, Robin, Falſt affe, 
Ford, Page, Caim, Evans, 

Mi. Ford; What John, = _— a 

Ms. Page. Quickly, quickly : Is t -DA3KEt— 

CM. Ford, "an W hart Kobin [ ſay, 

Miſ. Page, Come,come, come» 

Mif. Ford, Heere, {et ir downe. , k 

Miſ.P«.Give your men the charge,we muſt be briefe. 

M. Ford. Marry as I told you betore (ſobnand Robert) 
be ready here hard-by in the Brew-houte,and when 1 ſo- 
dainely call you, come forth, and (without ary paule,or 
ſtaggering ) take this tasker on your ſhoulders : rhat 
done, trudge with it in all haſt, ard carry it amorg the 
Whitfters in Dorcber Mcad, and there empty it in the 
muddy ditch, cloſe by rhe T hames fide. 


M. Page. You will doe 112 (direQtion. 


M. Ford. Thatoldthem _ and over, they lacke no 


_— 


Be 
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Be gone, and come when you arecall'd. ; 

if. Page. Here comes little Robin. (with you? 

Mi. Ford. How now my Eyas-Musket, what newes 

Rob. My M. Sir Jobn is come in at your bdacke doore 
(Miſt. Ford.) and requeſts your company. 

Miſ. Pa.You little Tack-a-lent,have you bin true to us ? 

Rob, T, 1c be ſworne : my Maſter knowesnor of your 
being heere : and hathrhreatened to put me into everla- 
ſting liberty, if 1 tell you of it ; for he ſweares hee | rurne 
Pa hou'rt a good boy : this ſecrecy of thine 

Af. Page, Thou'rt a : 
ſhall o Tailorto thee, and ſhall make theea new dou- 
blet and hoſe. Ile goc hide me. ; 

Miſ. Ford. Doe ſo:goe tell thy Maſter,I am alone:Mi- 
ſtris Page, remember you your Qu. "MP 

AM. Page. T warrant thee,if I doe not aft it,hiſle me. 

Mi: Ford. Goetoo then : wel uſe this unwbolſome 
humidity, this groſſe-watry Pumpion z we'll teach him 
ro know Turtles from Iayes. Enter Fal. 

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heavenly Iewell ? Why 
now let me dye, for I have liv'd long enough : This isthe 
period of my ambition : O this blefled houre. 

CAHif. Ford, O fweet Sir Joby. 

Fal. Miſtris Ford, [ cannot cog, I cannot prate (Miftris 
Ford) now ſhall I finin my wiſh; I would thy Husband 
were dead, Ile ſpeake it before the beſt lord, I would 
make thee my Lady. 

Af. Ford, I your Lady Sir John ! Alas, I ſhould bea 
pittifull Lady. 

Fal, Letthe Conrt of France ſhew me ſuch another : 
I ſee how thine eye would emul ate the Diamond : Thou 
haſt the right arched-beauty ofthe brow, that becomes 
the $ hip-tyre, the Tyre-valiant,or any Tirc of Venetian 
admittance, 

Mnf. Ford. A plaine Kerchicte, Sir Joby : 

My browes become nothing elle, nor that well neither. 

' Fal. Thouarrt a tyrant to ſay fo ; thou wouldſt make 

an abſolute Courticr, and the firme fixure of thy foote, 

would give an excellent motion to thy gate, in a ſemi- 

circled Farthingale, I ſee what thou wert if Fortune thy 

_ were not, Naturethy friend : Come, thou canſt not 
ide If, 

Miſe Ford. Beleeve me, there's noſuch thing in me, 

Fal, What made me love thee ? Let that perſwade 
thee. Ther's ſomething extraordinary in thee : Come, I 
cannot cog, and iay thou art this and that, like a-many 
of theſe liſping-hauthorne buds, that come like women 


| 


— 


Miſ. Page. O miſtris Ford what have you done ? 
You'r ſham'd, y'are overthrowne, y*are undone forever. 

CA, Ford. What's the matter, good miſtris Page ? 

CM. Page. O weladay, miſtris Ford, havingan honeſt 
manto your hasband,to give him ſuch cauſe of ſuſpition. 

Miſe Ford, What cauſe of ſuſpition ? 

Aiſ. Page. What cauſe of colpition ? Out upon you ; 
Howam Imiſtooke in you ? 

CMif. Ford. Why (alas) what's the matter? 

CMif. Page.Y our husbands comming hither (woman) 


man, that he ſayes is heere now in the houſe ; by your 
conſent to take an ill advantage of his abſence : you are 
undone, 

CH, Ford. 'Tisnot ſo, I hope. 

Miſe Page. Pray heaven it be not ſogthat you have ſuch 
aman heere : but tis moſt certaine your husband's com- 
ming, with halfe F/nd{or at his heeles, to ſerch for ſuch 
a one, I come before to tell you: If you know your ſelte 
cleere,why I am glad of it : but if you havea friend here, 
convey, convey him out. Be not amaz'd, call all your 
ſenſes to you, defend your reputation, or bid farewell to 
your gvod life for ever. 

if. Ford. \W hat ſhall I doe? There is a Gentleman my 
deere friend : and I feare not mine owne ſhame ſo much, 
as his perill. I had rather then a thouſand pound he were 
out of the houſe. 

Mif. Page. For ſhame, never ſtand (you had rather,and 
you had rather:) your husband's heereat hand, bethinke 
= of ſome conveyance ; inthe houſe you cannot hide 

im, Oh, how have you deceiv'd me ? Looke, heere 1s a 
basket, if he be of any reaſonable ſtature, he may creepe 
in heere, and throw foulc linnen upon him, asit it were 
going to buckiag : Or it is whiting time, ſend him by 
your two mcn to Datchet-Mcade. 

Mif. Ford. He'sto0 big to goc in there:what ſhall Idoe? 

Fal. Let me ſce't, let me ect, O let meſec'r ; 

Tle in, le in : Follow your friends counfell, Ne in, 

Atiſ. Page. W hat Sir John Falftaffe? Are theſe your 

Letters Knight ? | 
Fal. I love thee, helpe me away : kkt me ccreepe in 
heere :ilenever 

Ms. Page. Helpeto cover your maſter (boy :) Call 
your men (Miſftris Ford) You difſembling Knight. 

Miſe. Ford. W bat lobn, Robert, John; Goe, take up theſc 
cloathes heere, quickly : W her's the Cowle-ftaffe? Looke 
how you drumble ? Carry them to the Landrefſe in Dat- 


with all the Officers in Windſor, toſcarch for a Gentle- | 


{ In mensapparcll, and ſmell like Bucklers-berry in ſim- 
; ple time ; I cannot, but I love thee, none but thee ; and 
; thoudeſeru'ſt it. 
| A..F or.Do not betray me ſir,I feare you love M.P age. 
Fal, Thou might as well fay, I loveto walke by the 

Counter-gate, which is as hatcfull to me, as the recke of 
aLime-kill. 

Mif. Ford. Well, heaven knowes how TI love you, 
And you ſhall one day find it. 

Fal. Keepe in that mind, Ile deſerve it. 

Miſ. Fora. Nay, I mult tell you, ſo you doe ; 
Or clſ{eI could not be in that mind, Within, 

Rob, Miſtris Ford, Miſtris Ford: here's Miſtris Page at 
the doore, ſwearing, and blowing, and looking wildely, 
and would needsſpeake with you preſently, 

Fal, She ſhall not ſee me, I will enſcence me behind 
ne For Co, 

A. Ford. Pray you doe lo,the*'sa very tatling w 
Whatsthe matter ? how now ? "Enter My: Pope 


chet-Mead : quickly, come, 
Ford, *Pray you come nere : if I ſuſpe& without cauſe, 
Why then make {port at me, then let me be your jeſt, 
I deſerve it : How now ? Whither beare you this ? 
Ser, To the Landreſle forſooth ? 
Miſ. Ford, Why, what bave you todoe whither they 
beare it? You were beſt meddlc with buck-waſhing. + | 
Ford. Buck?l would I could waſh my {clfe of the Buck: 
bucke, bucke, bucke, Ibucke : I warrant you Bucke, 
And ofthe ſeaſon too ; it ſhall appeare, 
Gentlemen, I have dream'd to night , le tell you my 
dreame: heere, heere, heere be my keyes, my 
Chambers, ſearch, ſecke, fird out : Ie warrant wee'll 
unkennell the Fox. Let me {top this way firſt ; fo, now 
UNCaPC. 
Page. Good maſter Ford, be contented : 
You wrong your ſelfe too much. 
Ford. True (maſter Page) up Gentlemen, 
You ſhall ſce ſport anon ; 


_— 
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Follow me Gentlemen. 
Evan. This is fery fantaſticali humors and jealguſies. | 
Caine. By gar, tis no-the faſhion of France : 

It is not jealous in Fr ance, £xennt. 
Page. Nay follow him (Gentlemen) ſee the yſſue of 

his ſearch. 

Mif. Page. Istherenota double excellency in this ? 

Mif. Ford. I know not which pleaſes me berter, 

That my husband is deceived, or Sir /oby. 

Mi. Page. What a taking was he in, when your hus- 
band askt who was in the basket ? 

Miſ. Ford. 1am halfe affraid he will have need of wa- 
ſhing : ſo throwing him into the water, will doc him a 
benefit. 

CMsſ. Page Hang him diſhoneſt rafcall : I would all 
ofthe 1 Pang. on in the {ame diſtreſle. 

MY. Ford, Ithinke my husband hath ſome ſpecial 
ſuſpition of Fa/fsffes being heere ; I never ſaw him.ſo 
groſle in his jealoutie till now. 

CMiſ. Page. I will lay a plot to try that, and we will 
yet have more trickes with Fa/«ffe : his difſolute diſetlc 
will ſcarſe obey this medicine. 

Mif. Ford, Shall we ſerd that fooliſh Carion, Miſt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Emer Eats Anne P age, Shallow, Slender, 
wickty, Page, Miſ. Page. 
Fer. 1ſee I cannot ger S Srl _ 
Therefore no moreturne me to him (liyeet Nan.) 
Amnze. Alas, how then? 
Fen, Why thou mult be thy ſelfe. 
HedothobjeR, Iam toogrear of birth, 
And that my ſtate being gall'd with my expence, 
I {ecke to heale ic onely by his wealth. 
Beſides theſe, other barres he layes before me, 
My Riots paſt ,my wilde Societics, 
And tels me 'tisathing impoſſible 
I ſhould love thee, bur asa property. 
e Ame. May bc he tells you true. 
Fen. No, heaven ſo ſpecd me in ay time to come, 


| 


| AlbeitT will coateſſe, thy fathers wealth 


Wasthe firſt motive that I woo'd thee ( Anne : ) 
Yet wooing thee, 1found thee of more valew 
Then ſtampes in Gold, or ſummes in ſcaled bagges 


——_——_—_ and excuſe his throwing intothe water, 
give himanother hope, to betray him to another pu- 
niſhment ? 

Mif. Page. We wilt doe it: let him be ſent for ro mor- 
row by eight aclocke ro have amends. Emer «All. 

Ford. 1 cannot find him : may bethe knaye bragg'd of 
that he could not compaſle. 

Aif. Page. Heard you that ? 

Mif. Ford, You uſe me well, Miſt. Ford? doe you ? 

Ferd. 1, I doeſo. 

Mi/.Page.Heaven make you better then your thoughts 

Ford, Amen. 

AMi.Pas, Youdoe your ſe'fe mighty wrong (M.Ford) 

Ford, I, 1: I mult beare it. 

Ev.1t there be any pody inthe houſe,and in the cham- | 
bers, and in the coffers, and inthe preſles : heaven for- 
give my ſinnes. 

(49. Be gar, nor I too : there is no-bodies. 

Page. Fy,fy,M. Ford, arc you not alham'd? W hat ſpirit, 
what divell ſuggeſts this imagination ? I would not ha 
your diſtemper inthis kind,for the welth of Windſor caſt le, 

Ford, Tis my fault (M. Page) I ſuffer for ir. 

Even. You ſuffer tor a pad conſcience : your wife is 
as horieſt a o' mans, asI will deſires among fiue thou- 
ſand, and five hundred too. 

Cas. By gar, 1 ſee *tis an honeſt woman. 

Ford. Well, I promiſd you adinner;come,come,walke 
in the Parke, I pray you pardon me: I wilt hereafter make 
knowne to you why I have done this» Come wifte,come 
Mi. Page,l pray you pardon me. Pray hartly pardon me. 

Page. Let's goin Gentlemen, but (truſt nw, we'l mocke 
him : 1 doe invite you to morrow morning tomy houſe 
to brealtfaſt : after we'll a Birding rogether, I have a tine 
Hawke for the buſh. Shall it be lo : | 

Ford. Anything. 

Es. It there is one, 1 ſhall make twoin the Company. 

Cai. Itthere be one, or two,1 ſhall make-a«therurd, 

Ford. Pray yuu goe, M. Page. 

Evan, 1 pray you now remembranceto morrow onthe 
lowſie knave, mince Holt. 

C45. Dat is good by gar,with all my heart. 

Evi. Alowſic knave, to have his gibes, and his moc- 


| 


| 


| 


| 


And'tis the very riches of thy (cle, 
That now Iaymear. 

An. Gentle M. Fenton, 

Yet ſecke my fathers love, till ſceke it fir, 
If opportunity and humbleſt ſuite | 
Cannot attaine it, why then harke you hither. 

Shal. Breake their talke Miſt: is Quickly, 
My Kinſman ſhall ſpeake for hiwſcitc. 

Slex. lle make a (hafror a bolt ou'c, (lid, tis but ventu- 

Sha/. Be not diſmaid. (ring. 

Slew, No, ſhe ſhallnot diſmay me : 

I care not for that, but that 1 am aftcard. 

2wui.Hark ye,M. Slender would (peak e a word with you 

en. I cometo him. This is my tathers choyce ; 
O whar a world of vilde ill-favour'd fat Is 
Lookes handſome in three bundred pounds a yecre ? 

Qui. And how do's good Maſter Feoton ? 

Pray you a word wich you. 
Shat. Shee's comming : to her Coz. 
O boy, theu hadſt a father. 

Slen.T had a father ( Md. An.) my uncle cantel you goed 
jeſts of him:prgy you Vncleteil Miſt. 4 me the jeſt how 
my father ſtoletwo Geeſe out of a Pen, good Ynckle. 

Shai. Milttis 4-»e, my Corcn loves you. 

Shen. I that I doe, as wellasI love any woman in Glo- 
ceſterſhire. 

Shal. He will maintaine you like a Gentlewoman. 
Ste. I that I will, come cut and long-taile, under the 
of a Squire. 

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds 
19 ynture+ | 

Anne, Good Maſter Shalow lect him wooe for him- 
ſelte. 

Shal. Marry I thanke you for it : Ithanke yon for that 
good comfort : ſhe cals you (Coz) llc leave yous 

Anne. Now Maſter Slender. 

Slen. Now good Miſtris e-fone. 

Ame. What 1s your will ? 

Stn. My will > Odd's-hart-lings , that's a pretty 
| jelt indeed ; I ne're made ny Will yer (1 thanke Hea- 


- 


| 


| 


kerics. Exennt. 


_ am not ſuch a ſickely creature, I give Heaven 
wh 6 E 2 
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e Anne. I meanc (M. Slender) what would you with me? 
Skn. Truely, for mine owne part, I wouldlittle or no- 
thing with you : your father and my uncle hath made 
motions: if it be my lucke, ſo : if not, happy man be his 
dolce, they cantell you how things goe, better then I can; 
you may aske your father, heere he comes. 
' Fage. Now Malter Slender ; Love him daughter Ave. 
Why how now 2 Whatdocs Maſter Fenton heare? 
You wrong me Sir, thus ſtill to haunt my houſe. 
I told you Sir, my daughter is diſpoſd of. 
Fen. Nay Matter Page, be not imparicnt+ ; 
Miſ. Page. Good Malter Fenton, come not to my child. 
Page. She1isno match for you. 
Fen, Sir, will you heare me? 
Page. No, good Maſter Fenton. ; 
Come Maſter Shallow ; Come ſonne Slender, in ; 
Knowing my wind, you wrong me(Maſllter Fenton. 
©. Speake to Miſtris Page. 
Fen, Good Miſtris Page, for that I love your daughter 
In ſuch a righteous faſhion as I doe, 
Perforce, againſt ail checkes, rebukes, and manners, 
I muſt adyance the colours of my love, 
And notretire. Let me have your good will, 
Anne. Good mother, doe not marry me to yond foole. 
Miſe Page. I meane itnot, Iſccke you a better huſ- 


Dus. That's my Maſter, Maſter DoQor, 

2Anne, AlasT had rather be ſetquicke i'th carth, 
And bowl'd to death with Turnips. 

AMiſ. Page. Come, trouble not your ſelfe good Maſter 
Fenton, I will not be your friend, nor enemy : 
My daigghter will Iqueſtion how ſhe loves you, 
Andas I find her, ſoaml affeted ; + 
Till then, farewell Sir, ſhe muſt needs goe in, 
Her father will be angry. 

Fen. Farewell gentle Miſtris : farewell Nav. _ 

Qxi. Thisismy doing now ; Nay, faid I, will you 
caſt away your child ona Foole, and a Phyſitian : 
Looke on Maſtcr Fenton, this is my doings ; 

Fen. I thankethee : and I pray thee ence tonight, 
Give my ſweet Nan»this Ring:there's for thy pains. Exit 

Li. Now heaven CD Tn good fortune, a kind 
heart he hath ; a woman would run through fire and wa- 
ter for ſuch a kind heart. But yet, 1 w my Maſter 
had Miſtris ee, or I would Maſter Slender had her:or 
(in ſooth) I would Maſter Fewton had her;I will do what 
I can for them all three, for ſo I have promiſd, and Ile 
be asgood as my word, but ſpccioufly for Malter Fenton, 
Well, I muſt of another crrand to Sir John Falſtaffe from 
mytwo Miſtreſſes : whata beaſt am I to flacke it. Ext. 


> — 


_ Scena Quinta, 


—— —— 


— 


| ——__— — 


Enter Falitaffe, Bardole, Quickly, Ford. 

Fal. Bardolfe 1 ſay. 

Bar, Heere Sir. 

Fat. Goe, fetch me a quart of Sacke, put atoſt in't. 
Havel liv'd tobe carryed in a Basket like a barrow of 
butchers Offall?and to be throwne in the Thames? Wel, 
it I be ſerv'd ſuch another tricke, Ile have my brainey 
*tane out and butter'd, and give them to a dogge for a 
Newsyeares gift. The regues lighted me into the river 
with as little remorſe, as they would have drown'de a 


| 


| they convey'd me intoa bucke-basket) 


blind bitches Puppies, fifteenc i'th litter ; Md you may 
know by my fize, that I havea kind of alacrity in fink- 
ing: if the bottome were as deepe as hell] ſhould downe. 
I had beenc drown'd, bur that the ſhore was ſhelvy and 
ſhallow : a deaththat 1 abhorre : for the water ſwelles a 
man ; and what a thing ſhould I have beene, when 1 
had beene ſwel'd ? I ſhould have beene a Mountaine of 
Fare Miſtris 9s ſpeake with 
ar, Here's Miſtris Owickly, Sirto e with you. 
Fal. Come, letme poure in ſome Armen the Thames 


water : for my belli's ascold asif I bad ſwallow'd ſnow- | 


bals, for pilles rocoole the reines. Call her in. 
Bar. Come inwoman. Enter Qmickh. 
Lwi. By your leave 2 I cry you mercy ? 
Give your worſhip good morrow. 
Fal. Take away theſe Challices : 
Goe, brew mea pottle of Sacke finely. 
Bard. With E Sir? 
Fal. Simple of it ſelfe ; Ile go Pullet-Sperme in my 
brewage. How now ? 
Lui. Marry Sir,l come to your worſhip from Mi-Ferd. 
Fal. Miftris Ford? 1 have had Ford enough : 1 was 
throwne into the Ford ; 1 have my belly full of Ford. 
Lai. Alasthe day (good-heart)that was nor ber fault - 
ſhe do's " wot nngng.4- her men zthey miſtooke their c- 
10N» 4 ( ome, 
Fad. So did I mine, to build upen a fooliſh Womans 
#i. Well, ſhe laments fir for ir,that it would yerne 
_ to ſee it ; her husband goes this morning a 
irding ; ſhe deſires you once more to come to her, be- 
tweene eight and nine :; I muſt carry her word quickely, 
ſhe'll make you amends I warrant you. 

Fal. Well, I will viſit her, tell her ſoz and bid her 
thinke whata man is : Let ber conſider his frailety, and 
then judge of my merit. 

2. I will tell her, 

Fal. Doe ſo. Betweene nine and ten faiſt thou ? 

Qss. Eightand nine Sir. 

Fal. Well, be gone : 1 will not miſle her. 

Qws. Peace be with youlir. Exu. 

Fa. I marvaile I hearc not of Maſter Broome : he ſent 
me word to ſtay within : I like his money well. 

Oh, hcerebe comes. Enter Ford. 

Ford. Bleſle you Sir. 

Fal. Now Maſter Broome, you come to know 
W hat hathpaſt betweene me, and Fords wife. 

Ford. That indced (Sir Job») is my buſineſſe. 

Fal. Maſter Broowel will notlye to you, 
I wasat her houſe the houre ſhe appointed me. * 

Ford. And ſped youSir ? 

Fal. Very ill-favouredly Maſter Broome. 

Ford. How ſo fir, did ſhe change htr determination ? 

Fal.No (M. Broome) but the peaking Cornuto her huſ- 
band (M. Broome) dwelling in a centinualllarum of jelou- 
fie, comes me in the inſtantof our encounter,atter we had 

embralt,kiſt,proteſted,and(as it were)ſpoke the prologue 
of our Comedy : and at his heeles, a rabble of his compa- 
nions, thither provoked and inſtigated by his diſtemper, 
and (forſooth) to ſerch his houſe tor his wives love. 

Ford, What ? While you were there ? 

Fat. While I wasthere. 

Ford. And did he ſearch for you,and could not find you? 

Fal. You ſhall heare. As lucke __ = it, 
comes in one Miſtris Page, gives intelligence of Fords ap- 
proch ; and in her 4 eget Ford: wives diſtraRtion, 
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Ford. A Buck-basket ? 

Fal. Yea : a Buck-basket; ram'd me in with foule 
Shirrs and Smockes, Socks , foule Stockings , grealic 
Napkins, that (Maſter Broome) there was the rankeſt 
com of villanous ſmell, that ever offended no- 
{trill. 

Ford. And how long lay you there? 

Fal. Nay , you ſhall heare (Maſter Broowe) what 1 
have ſuffered, ro bring this woman to evill, tor your 

: Being tbus cram'd in the Basket,a couple of Fards 
Knaves, his hindes, werecald forth by their Miſtris, to 
carry me in the name of foule Cloathes to Datcher-laxe : 
they tooke me on their ſhoulders : mer the jealous Knave 
their Matter in the doore ; whoask'd them once or twice 
whatthey had in their Basket ? I quak'd for feare leaſt 
the Lunatique Knave would have fearch'd it : but Fate 
(ordaining he ſhould be a Cuckold) held his hand ; well, 
on went he, for a ſearch, and a went I for foule 
Cloathes : But marke the { (Maſter Broome) I fut» 
fered the of three ſeverall deaths : Firſt, an intol- 
lerable fright, to bedeteRed witha jealous rotten Bell- 
weather : Nextto be compaſs'd like a good Bilbo in the 
circumference ofa Pecke, hilt to point, hecle to head. 
And then to be ſtopt in like a ſtrong diſtillation with ſtink- 
ing Cloathes, that fretred in their owne greaſe : thinke 

that, a man of my Kidney ; thinke of that rhat am as 
ſubjeto heate as butter ; a man of continuall difloluti- 
on, and thaw : it was a miracle to ſcape ſuffocation. And 
inthe height of this Bath (when 1 was more then halte 
ſtew'd is greaſe (like a Dutchdiſh) to be throwne into 
the Thames, and coold, glowing hot, in that ſerge like 
a Horſeſhooe ;thinke of that : hiſſing hot, thinke of that 
(Maſter Broome.) 

Ford. In good ſadnefſeSir,l am ſorry,that for my fake 
you have ſuftcrd all this. | 
My ſuite then is deſperate : You'll undertake her no 
more? 

Fal, Maſter Broome ; I will be throwne into Erna, as 
I have beene into Tharnes, cre I will leave her thus ; her 
husband in this morning gonea birding : I have recei- 
ved from her another ambaſlic of mecting : 'rwixt cight 
and nine is the houre (Maſter Broome. ) 

Ford. 'Tis paſt cight already Sir. 

Fat. Ts it? 1 will then addreiſe me to my appointment : 
Come to me at your convenient leiſure,& you ſhall know 
how I ſpeed : andthe concluſion ſhall be crowned with 
your & + > : adjew, you ſhall have her (Maſter 
Broom®) Maſter Broome, you ſhallcuckold Ford. Exit, 

Ford. Hum : ha? is thisa viſion? 1s this a dreame? 
doeI fleepe ? Maſter Fordawake, awake Maſter Ford ; 
there's a bole made in your beſt coate ( Maſter Ford:) this 
'tis tobe marricd ; this 'tis to have Lynnen, and Buck- 
baskets : Well, I will preclaime my fſeife whatl am : 1 
will now take the Leacher : hee is at my houſe : hee 
cannot ſcape me : 'tis impoſſible he ſhould ; hee can- 
not intoa halfe-penny , hor into 2 Pepper 
boxe : Bur leaſt the Drvell that guides hiaz, ſhould aide 
him, I will ſearch impoſſible places : though whar Iam, 
I cannot avoide ; yet to be what I would net, ſhall not 
make me tame : IfI have hornes, to make one mad, let 
the proverbegoe with me, lic be hornemad, 


Exewnt. 


OY OORTIER RIT 


— 


eAttns Ouartus. Scana Prima,” 


— wm 


Enter Miſtris Page, Quickly, William, Evans. 
Miſe Page, Is he EN Fad think thou - #48 
Qws. Sure he is by this; or will be preſently ; but 

truely he1s very couragious mad, about his throwing 

_— water. Miltrts Ford delices you to come lodaine- 

Ys 
Af. Page. Ie be with her by and by : Ne but bring 

my yon g-man here to — rb m—_ where oy Maſter 

comes ; "tis a playi I ice : how now Sir Hwzgh, no 

Schoole to "ol; ? im __ 

Eva. No: Maſter Slender is let the Boyes leave toplay. 

Qu. *Bleſſing of his heart. | 

Mif. Page. Sir Hugh,my husband fayes my ſonne pro- 
firs nothing in the world at his booke : I pray you aske 
him ſome queſtions in his Accidence. 


Eva, Come hither #illiam ; hold up your head;eome. |. 


Mi. Page. Come onlirha ; hold up yeur head ; an- 
{wer your Maſter, be nor afraid | 

Evan. William, how many Numbersis in Nownes ? 

will, Two, . 

Qs#. Truely, I thought there had beene one Number 
more, becauſcthey (ay od's-Nownes . 

Evan. Peace, your tatlings. VW hat is (Faire) Williaw ? 

Will. Pulcher. £1200 
: Qu. Poulcats ? there are fairerthings then Poulcats, 
ure, 

Evan. You are a very Gmplicity o'man ; I pray you 
peace. What is ( Laps) Wilbam. 

wil, A tone. 

Evan. And what is a ſtone (William 7) 

Will, A Pceble. 0 

Evan, No ; it is Lapis : 1pray you remember in'your 
praine. | 

wilt, Lapis, | 

Evan. Thatis a good Wiliwn:\hat ishe(William)that 
do'slend Articles. WT | 

Wif. Articles are borrowed of the Proneune ; and be 
thus declined, Singulariter nominatino, ine, bee, hoc. 

Eva. N eminai #0 big hag, hog : pray you aarke gent» 
tins bujew : Well, what 1s your «Accaſ41 | 

Will. eAccuſatrvo bine. | 

Ever. I pray you have your remembrance (child) Ac- 
Cuſarrvo, bing hang, heg s 

Q«i. Hang-hog, is latten for Bacon, 1 warrant you- 


@ wy 


Eva, Leave your prables(0'man) What 4s the Foca- | 


tive caſe (william?) 
Will. O, Vocativo, O. 
Even. Remember illiam, Eoeative, 13 caret- 
Qas, And that's a good roote, | 
Even, O'man, forbeare. 
Miſe. Page. Peace. 
Evan, What is your Genitive caſe plarall (William? ) 
Will. Genitive caſe? | 
Evas, 1. 4 
Wil. Genitive horuns, hare, hor nin, 
Qas. 'Ver c of (Ginyes calc ; fie. on 
name her-(child) if ſhe bea whore. * / 
Pa. Foriſhame o' man ©. '- | 
Qui, Youdee ilhto teachtbechild ſuch words : hee 
teaches bim to hic, and to-bee;:- which: they U doe faſt 


cnough of themſelves, untroxall horuga 36ic upon you- 
E 3 Eve. 'O man 


her : never 


4; 


| 
| 
«+ 


| 


. 


_——_—— 


i. 


—_ 


_— 


| befides your ſelfe ? 
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Evan. O'man, artthou Lunatics? Haſt thou no un» | 
deMandings for thy Caſes, and the numbers of the Gen- 
ders > Thouartas fooliſh Chriſtian creatures, as I would 
deſires. 

Mifſ. Page. Prethec hold thy peace. 

- m Jo me now (Wiliam) ſome declenſions of 
your Pronounes. 

wil. Huy gone Qt 

Eve, Itis Qui, que, ; if you forget your Quzes, 
yoar Qzes, and Way Quzod:s, you muſt be precches:; Goe 
your waycs and play, go. | 
 AM.Pag He is a beteer ſchollerthen I thought he was. 

Eva, He isa good {| : Farewell Af.Ps. 

Hf. Page. Adieu good Sir Hugh. 

Get you home boy, Come we ſtay too longs Excunt. 


——_———— —__w—__— 


— ——C_—__— 


Scena Secunda. 


—, —— 


et A 


Enter Falſtaffe, Miſ. Ferd. Miſ. Page, Servants, Ford, 
Page, ( aims, Evans, Shallow. 


Fal. Miftris Ford, Your ſorrow hath caten up my ſuf- 
ferance; I {ee you are obſequious in your love, and I pro- 
fefle requitall toa haires bredth, not onely Miſtris Ford, 
in the ſimple office of love, but in all the acconftrement, 
complement, and ceremony ofit : but are you ſure of 
your husband now ? 

Mi. Ford, He's a birding (ſweet fir Jobs.) 

Mil. Page: What hoa; goſlip Ford : what hoa, 

Af. Ford, Step into thichamber, Sir Joby, Enter, 
i(. Page. How now (ſweet heart ) who's at home 


AM, Ford. Why none but mine owne people. 

Miſ. Ford. No certainely : ſpeake louder. 

Cf. Page. Truly,I am fo glad you haveno body here, 

CMsſ. Ford. Why? 

CH. Page, Why vioman, your husband isin his old 
linesagaine : he ſotakes on yonder with my husband,'fo 
railes againſt all marricd mankind; fo curſes ail £wes 
daughters, of what complexion ſocver ; and ſo bufferts 
himſclfe onthe for-head : crying peere-out, peere our, 
that any madneſle I ever yer beheld, ſeem'd but tame- 
nefſe, civility;and patience to this his diſtemper he is in 
now : Iamglad the fat 

Miſc. Ford, Why, do's he talke of him ? 

Mif. Page. Of none but him,and ſweares he was ca- 
ried out rhe laſt time he ſearch'd for him, in a Basket : 
Proteſts to my husband he isnow here,and hath drawne 
him andthe reſt of their company from their ſport , to 
make another iment of his ſuſpition : But I am 
the Knight isnot here ; now he ſhall ſce his owne?foole- 


AG. Ford. How neere is he Miſtris Page ? 
Mi/. Pag. Hard by,at ftreetsend;he will be here anon. 
My. Ford. I am undone, the Knight is heere. 
Mſ. Page. Why then youareutterly ſham'd,and he's 
bat a dead man... W 9 Away with 
him,away with him : Bertcr ſhame, then murther. 
 Miſ. Ford. Which way ſhould be goe? How ſheald 
I beſtow him ? Shall I put him into the basket againe ? 
Fal. No, ile come no more i'th Basket : Emer, 
May I not goe out cre hecome? | 


itght 15s not heere, | 


——_—_. 


q 


Miſ. Page. Alas : threeof Maiter Fords brothers watch 
the doore with Piſtols, that none ſhall iſſue our : other- 
wiſe you might {lip away ere he came : Bur what make 
you heere ? 

Fal. What ſhall 1 doe?lle 
Birdi ew. he Kill-hole 

es : into t . 

Fal. Whereivit> 

Adſe Ferd. He will ſeeke there on my word : Neither 
Preſſe, Coffer, Cheſt, Trunke, Well, Vault, bur be hath 
an abſtraR for the remembrance of ſuch places, and goes 
_—_—y his Note: There is no hiding you in the 


up into the chimney, 


©. 

Fal. Ile goc out then, 

Msſ. Ford. If you goe out in your owne ſemblance, 
you dye Sir /oby, unlefſe you goe out diſguis'd. 

How might we diſguiſe him ? 

Mi. Page. Alas the day 1 know not, there is no wo- 
mans gowne bigge enough for him : otherwiſe he might 
put on a hat, a muffler, and a kercheife, and ſo eſcape. 

Fal. Good hearts, deviſe ſomething: any extremity, 
rather then a miſcheife. 

Mi: Ferd, My Maids Aunt the fat woman of Bram- 


ford, hasagowne above. 


Miſ. Page. On my word it will ſerve him : ſhe's as 
bigas he is : and there's her thrum'd hat, and her mutficr 
too: run up Sir /obn, 

Afiſe Ford. Goe, goe, ſweet Sir John: Miſtris Page and 
CN Ot OC A 

fe Page. Quicke, quicke , we'll come dreſſe you 
ſtraight i on the _ the while. Exit. 

Misſ. Ford. IT would my husband would meete him in 
this ſnape : he cannot abide the old woman of PBrain- 
ford; he ſweares ſhe's a witch, forbad her wy hone aud 
hath threatned to beatc her. 

CM. I age. Heaven guide him to thy husbands cud- 
gell : and the divell guide his cudgellatterwards. 

AM. Ford, But ismy husband comming ? 

Miſ. Page. 1 in good ſadnefſe is he, and talkes ofthe 
baskettoo, howſoever he hath had intelligence. 

AM. Ford, We'l try that : for Ie appoint my mer to 
carry the basket againe, to meete him atthe doore wich 
it, as they did laſt time. 

AMiſ. Page. Nay, but hee'l be heere preſently : let's go 
dreſſe him like the witch of Brainford. 

Miſe. Ford. lie firſt dire&t my men, what they ſhall doe 
with the basket: Goe up , ile bring linnen for him 
ſtraight. - 

AMiyf. Page. Hang him diſhoneſt Varler, 

We cannot miſuſe him enough : 

We'll leave a proofeby that which we will doo, 
Wives may be merry, and yet honeſt too : 
Wedoenot aR, that often, jeſt, and laugh, 

'Tis old, but rrue, till Swine cates all thedraugh. 

Miſe Ford. Goe Sirs, take the basket againe on your 
ſhoulders : your Maſter is hard at doore : if he bid you 
ſetit downe, obey him : quickly, diſpatch. Znter Ser. 

x Ser. Come, come, take itu , 

2 Ser, Pray heaven it be not full of the Knight againe. 

x Ser. I hope not, had as leife beare ſo mach Lead- 

Ford. 1, but if it provetrue (Maſter Page) have you any 
way thento unfoole me againe? Set downe the basket 
villaine : ſome body cally wife : Youth in a Basket : 
Oh you Panderly Raſcals, there's a knot : a ging, a packe, 
a conſpiracie againſt me : Now ſhall the divell beaſham'd, 
What wife Itay : Come, come forth : behold what - 

n 


h———_—__ww. —_— 


alwayes uſe to diſcharge their | 
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nelt cloathes you ſend forth to bleaching. 

Page. Why,this paſſes M. Ford: you are not to goe 
looſe any longer,yoa muſt be pinnion'd. 

fvani, Why this 1s Lunatickes : this is mad as2 mad 
_ Indeed M. Ferd,this is not well indeed. 

Ford. So fay I too fir, come hither Miſtris Ford, Mi- 
Aris Ford,the honeſt woman, the modeſt wite, the vertu- 
ous creature,thar hath the jealous foole to her husband : 
I ſuſpe& without cauſe (Miſtris)doe I ? ; 

Myſ. Ford. Heaven be my witneſle you doe, it you ſuf- 

me in anydiſhoneſty. 

Ford. Well faid brazcn-face , hold it out : Come forth 
ſirrah. 

Page. This paſles. 

Mf. Ford. Are you notaſham'd,let the cloathes alone. 


Ford, 1 ſhall find you anon. 
| Evans. 'Tis ancealbacblegaill you take up your wives 
cloathes? Come,away. 

Ford. Empty the basket I ay. 

CM. Ford. Why man,why ? 

Ford, Maſter Page,as Iama man, there was one con- 
vay'd out of my houſe yeſterday in this basket : why may 
not he be there againe ? in my houſe I am ſure he is : my 
intelligence is true;rhy jealouſic is reaſonable,plucke mee 
outall the linnen. 

Mitt. Ford. 1f you finde a man there , he ſhalldyea 
Fleas death. * 7 

Page. Here's no man. : 

Shal. By my fidelity this is not well M*. Ford : This 
wrongs you. ; 

Evan. M. Ferd,you mult pray, and not follow the ima- 
ginations of your owne heart : this is jealoulies, 

Ford. Well,hee's nor here I ſecke for. 

Page. Nognor no where elſe but in your braine. 

Ford. Hclpe to ſearch my houſe this one time: if I find 
not what I ſecke,ſhew no colonr for my extremity : Let 
me for ever be your Table-ſport : Letthem ſay of me as 
jealous as Ford , that ſcarch'd a hollow Wall-nut for his 
Wives Lemman. Satisfie me once more,once more ſearch 
with me. n 

CAM.Ford. What hoa( Miftris Page) come you and 
the old Woman downe : my husband will come into the 
Chamber. 

Ford, Old woman? what old woman's that ? 

Miſt. Ford. Why itismy Maids Aunt of Brainford, 

Ford, A Witch,a Queane, an old cozening Queanee : 
Have I not forbid her my houſe? She comes of errands 
do's ſhe > We are (imple men , we doe not know what's 
brought to paſſe under the profeſſion of Fortune-telling. 
She workes by Charmes,by Spels,by th'Figure ,and fuch 
dawbry as this is, beyond our Element : wee know no- 
thing. Come downe you Witch, you Hagge you, come 


Alc. 


downe l ſay. 
CMift. Ford. Nay ſweet husband , good Gentle- 
men,let him not ſtrikethe old Woman. Enter Fad, 


Sat Come Mother Prat , Came give me your 


Ford. Tile Prather : Out of my doore you Witch, you 
Rag,you Baggage you Poulcat,you Runnien,out,out ; Ile 
conjure yon, Ile Fortune-tell you. Ex Fal. 

Miſt. Page. Are younotaſham'd ? 

I thinke you have kil'd the poore woman. . 

Mitt. Ford. Nay he will doe it, 'tis a goodly credite 
for you. 

Ford, Hang her Witch, 
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— Evans. By yea,and no,1 thinkethe o'man is a Witch 
indced:1 like not when a o'man has a great peard;I ſpice a 
great peard under his Muffler. : 
Ford, Will you follow Gentlemen, I beſeech you fol- 
low : _ the iſſue ofmy jealouſic : If I cry out thus 
upon no traile,never truſt me when I open againe. 
Page. Let's obey his humour alittic fnhe ; 

Come Gentlemen. Exennt. 
Miſt. Page. Truſt me he beate him moſt pitifully, 
M.Ford, Nay by th'Maſle that hee did not : hee beate 

him moſt unpittifully,me thought, 

Miſt. Page. Ile have the cudgell hallow'd , and hang 
ore the Altar,it hath done meritorious ſervice. 
Mift.Ford. What thinke you ? May we with the war- 


ence,purſue him with any further revenge ? 

M.Page. The ſpirit of wantonneſle 1s ſure ſcar'd out 
of him, if the Divell have him not in fee-ſimple,with fine 
and recovery, he will never, [ thinke in the way of waſte, 
attemptus . 

Mitt, Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how wee have 
ſerved him ? | 

Milt.Page. Yes,by all meanes:if it be but toſcrape the 
figures our of _ husbands braines : ifthey con fads in 
their hearts, the poore unvertuous far Knight ſhall be any 
further affiited, we twowill {till be the aunifters. 

Miſt. Ford, Ile warrant they'l have him publikely 
fham'd,and methinkes there would be no period to the 


jeſt,ſhould he not be publikely tham'd. 
Miſt. Page. Come,to the Forge withit, then ſhapeit : 1 
would not have things coolc: Exennr. 
Sena Tertia. 
Emer Hoft and Bardi(fe. 


Ber. Sir, the Germane defices to have three of your 
horſes ; the Duke himſelte will be ro corrow at Court, 
and theyare going to mecthim. | 

Hoſt. What Duke ſhould that be comes (6 ſecretly ? 
I heare not of him inthe Court : let me ſpeake with the 
Gentlemen,they ſpeake Engl? 

Bar. 1 Sir? lle call him to you, 

Hett. They ſhall have my horſes, but le make them 
pay : Ile ſawce them, they have had my houſes a weeke 
at command : I have turn'd away my other gueits , they 
muſt come off, Ile ſawce them, come . Exemunt, 


— 


Scena Quarta. 


TO — 


Enter Page Ford, Miſtris Page Miſtris Ford, 
Ferd,and PA. ; 


Evans. Tis one of the beſt diſcretions of a o'man as 

ever Idid looke _ 

AP And did he ſend you both cheſe Letters at an in- 
? 

Aft. Puge. Within a quarter of an houre. 

Ford, Pardon me( wife henceforth do what thou wilt: 

I rather will ſuſpect the Sunne with golo, 


rant of woman-hood, and the witneile of a good conſci- | 


—— 


A a —_— 


Then thee with wantonnefſe ; Now 


—— de. 


Pe EET 


—— 
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(In himthar was of late an Hereticke) 
As firme of faith. 

Page. "Tis well, tis well,no more : 
Be not extreame in ſubmiſſion, as in offence, 
But let our plot goe forward : Let our wives 
Yet once againe(to make us publike ſport) 
Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow, 
Where we may take him,and diſgrace him for it. 

Ford. There isno better way then that they ſpoke of. 

Page. How?toſend him word they'l meet him inthe 
Parke at midnight? Fie,fie,he'l never come. 

Even, You ſay he hath been throwne intothe River:and 
hasbeen grievouſly peaten, asan old 'oman : me thinkes 
there ſhould be tercours in him,that he ſhould not come : 
mn thinkes his fleſh is puniſh'd, hee ſhall haye no de- 
Ires. 

Page, SothiokeTtoo. 

A. Ford.Deviſe but how you'l uſe him when he comes. 
And let ustwodeviſeto bring him thither. | 

M.Page. There is an old tale goes, that Herne the 
Hunter(fometime a Keeper here in #indſor Forreſt) 
Doth all the Winter time at ſtill of midnight 
Walke round abour an Oake, with greatragg'd hornes, 

- And there he blaſts the tree,and takes the cattle, 

And makes milch-kine yeeld blood, and ſhakes achaine 
In a moſt hideous and dreadfull manner. 

You have heard of ſuch a ſpirit,and well you know 
The ſuperſtitious idle-headed-E/d 

Receiv'd,and did deliver to our age 

Thistale of Herne the Hunter for a truth, 

Page. Why yetthere want not many that doe feare 
In dzepe of night to walke by this Hernes Oake : 

Put what of this ? 

MY. Ford, Marry this is ourdevile, 

Thar Falſtaffe at that Oake ſhall meet with us. 

Page. Well,kt itnot be doubted but hel come, 

And 1 this ſhape when you have brought him thither, 

What ſhall be done with tim 2 What 1s your plot ? 
CAM.Page. That likewiſe have we thought upon , and 

2 «n Page ( my daughter and my little fonne, = thus ; 

And three or foure more of their growth,wee'l dreſſe 

Like Y rchins, Ouphes,and Fairies, and white, 

With rounds of waxen Tapers on their heads, 

| And Rattles in their hands; upon a ſodaine, 

| As Falſtafe,ſhe,and 1I,arenewly met, 

| Letthem from forth a Saw-pit ruſh at once 

With ſome diffuſed ſong : Vpon their ſight 

We two,in greatamazedneſſe will flye : 

Then let them all encircle him abour, 

And Fairy-like to pinch the uncleane Knight ; 

And aske him why that houre of Fairy Revell, 

| Inthejr ſo-facred pathes, he dares to tread 

1 In prophane. | 

1 Ford. Andtill hetellthe truth, 

Let the ſurpoſed Fairies pinch him ſound, 

And burne him withtheir Tapers. 

M.Pa. The truth being knowne, 

We'lall preſent our {clves; diſ-horne the ſpirit, 
Andmocke him home to #ind/or, 

Ferd. The children muſt 
Be pratis'd wellto this,or they'l nev'r doo't, 

Evan. 1 will teach the children their behaviours:and 1 
will be likea Iacke-an-Apesalſo,to burne the Knight with 
my Taber. ; 

Ford. That will be excellent, 

Ile goc buy them vizards. 


Miſt. Page. My 'N as ſpall be the Queene of ail the 
Fairies,finely attired ina robe of white. 
Page. That (ilke will I goe buy,andin thattime 


| Shall M-Slexder [teale my Nanaway, 


And marry her at Eaten : goe,ſend to Failtaffe iraight. 
Ford, Nay,lle to him againe in name of Broome, 
Hee'ltell me all his purpole : ſure hee. come 
Ai.Pa. Feare not you that : Goe get us properties 
And rricking for your Fairies. 
Evans. Let ns aboutit, 
It isadmirable pleaſures,and ferry honeſt knaverics. 
CMiſ. Page. Goe Miit.Ford, 
Send quickely to Sir /obw,ro know his minde : 
Ile tothe DoRor, he hath my good will, 
And none but he to marry with Nan Page : 
That Slexder(though well landed )is an Ideot ; 
And he,my husband beſt of all affects : 
The Door is well monyed,and his friends 
Potent at Court : he,none but he ſhall have her, 
Though twenty thouſand worthier come to crave her. 
Exit, 


Scana quinta. 


_ — - 


CO eo nn 


Enter Hoft,Simple, Falftaffe,Bardolfe, Evans, 


Cairns, Quickly. 


Heſt.What woulſt thou have? (Boore) what ? ( thick 
skin ){peake,breathe,giſcuſle ; briefe,ſhort,quicke,tnap. 

Sww. Marry fir,l come to ſpeake with Sir /obu Fa!- 
ftaffe trom M.Slender, 

Hoſt. There's bis Chamber , his Houſe, his Caſtle, 
his ſtanding bed and truckle bed: "tis painted about 
with the ttory of the Prodigall,freſh and new : go, knock 
and call : nce'l ſpeake like an Anthropophaginian unto 
thee : Knocke [| lay. 

Sim. Therc'garr6ld woman, a fat woman into 
his chamber 7 lle be ſo boid as ſtay Sir te cons 
downe : I come to ſpeake with her indeed. 

Hoſt. Ha? Atat woman? The Knight may be robb'd; 
le call, Bully-Knight, Bully-Sir /ohn : ſpeake from thy 
Lungs Military : Artthouthere? It is thine Hoſt , thine 
Epheſian cals, 

Fal. How now,mine Hoft > 

Hoſt. Here's Bohemian-T artar tarics the comming 
downe of thy tat woman : Let her deſcend ( Bully ) let ; 
-57—"_n : my Chambers are honourable + Fic, priva- 
cy ? Fie. 

Fal. There was ( mine Hoſt ) anold fat woman even 
now with mc,vour ſhe's gone. 

Sim. Pray you fir, was't not the wiſe woman of 
Brainford ? 

Fal, .1 marry was it (Mufſel-ſhel) what would ycu 
with her ? 

Sim. My Maſter (Sir) my Maſter Slender , ſent to her 
{ceing her goe throughthe ſtreers , ro know (Sir ) whe- 
ther one Nim (Sir)chat beguild him of a chaine , had the 
chaine,or 10. 

Fat. 1fpake with che old woman aboutir. 

Sim, And what 14 yes ſhe,I pray Sir? 

Fal. Marry ſhe ayes, that the very ſame man that be. 
guil'd Maſter Slender of his Chaine,cozen'd him ofit. 

Ssmp. I would I could have ſpoken with the woman 

her 
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her ſelfe,I had other things to have ſpoken with her too, 
from him. 

Fal, What are they ?let us know. 

Heft. 1,come : quicke, 

Fal. 1 may not conceale them (fir. 

Hoff, Conccale them,or thou di'{t. Wh. 

Sim. Why fir, they were nothing but about Miſtris 
eAme Page, to know if it were my Maſters fortune tu 
have her orno. 

Fal. 'Tis, tis his fortune. 

Sim, What Sir, 

Fdl. To have her; orno : goe ; ſay the woman told 
me ſo. : 

Sims, 'May I be bold to fay fo ſir? 

Fad. I fir : like who more bold, 

Sims. I thanke your worſhip : 1 ſhall make my maſter 
glad with theſc tidings. 

Heft. Thou art clearkly : thou art clearkly ( fir Job) 
was there a wiſe woman withthee ? 

Fal. 1,thatthere was (mine Hef) one thathath taught 
— ng hy an 
I paid nothing tor itneither, but was paid for my lear- 
= Enter Bardolph, 

Bar. Out alas(fir)cozonage : meere co 

Hoſt, Where be my horſes? ſpeake well of 
ſctto. 

Bay. Run away withthe cozoners : for ſo ſoone as 1 
came beyond Eaton, they threw me off from behinde 
one of them in a ſlow of myre ; and ſer ſpurres, and 
away 3 like three Germane-Divels; three Dotor Fau- 
fluſſer. 

Het; They nn to meet the Duke (villaine) 
doc not ſay they be tied : Grrmenes are honeſt men, 

Emer Evans. 

Ev. Where is mine Hoſt ? 

Heft, \W hat is the matter (ir ? 

Evans. Have acare of your entertainments: there isa 
friend of mine come to towne, tels methere is three Co- 
zen-lermans ,that has cozend all the Hoſts of Readins, of 
Maidenhead ; of Cole.brooke, of horſes and. money : 1 
tell youfor good will (looke you)you are wiſe, and full 
of gibes, and viouting-ſtockes: and 'tis not convenient 
you ſhould be cozoned. Fare you well. Exit. Enter (aias, 
( op Ver'is =_ Holt de [arteere ? 

Hoſt. Here (Maſter DoRor)in perplexity and doubt- 
full delemma. "= "" 
(4, I cannot tell vat is dat : butit is tell-a-me, dat you 


make tion for a Duke de Jamany : by my 
mn nag res ob an ng Ac ton, 
tell you for good will : adicu. Exit. 
Heſt. Huy and cry(villaine)goe: aſſiſt me Knight, I 
am undone : flye,ran : hu and cry Cm 


xit, 

Fal. 1 would all the world might be cozen'd, for I 
have beene cozened and beaten too ; if it ſhould come to 
the care of the Court, how I have beene transform'd;and 
how my transformation hath beene waſh'd and cudgel'd, 
they would melt qe out of my far, drop by drop , and li- 
quor Fiſhermens boots with me : I warrant they would 
whip me with their fine wits,till I were as creſt.falne as 
adrr'd Peare : I never proſper'd,ſince 1 forſwore my ſelfe 
at Primero : well,it my wind were but long caough ; 1 
would repent : Now ? Whence ceme you? 
| Omer { - 
s. From the two parties forſooth, 

FE The Divell take one party , and his Dam the 


Vaſe 


| content : here 1sa letter will fay ſomewhat: (good hearts 


(The better to devote her ro the 


other : and ſothey' ſhall be both beſtow'd ; I have ſuf- 
fer'd more for their ſakes ; more than the villagousin- 
conſtancy of mans diſpoſition is able to beare. | 

Qs. —— Yes, I warrant, ſpe- 
ciouſly one of then ; Miltris Ford (good heart) is beaten 
——o—— that you cannor ſee a white ſpot about 

Fal. Whattell't thou mee of blacke and blue? I was 
beaten my ſelfe into-allthe colours ofthe Rainebow : and 
I was like to be p——_—_ for the Witchof Brein- 
ford,but that my admirable dexterity of wit, my counter- 
teiting theaQion of an old Woman deliver'd mee, the 
Knave Conftable had ſct me ith* Stockes, ith' common 
Steckes for a Witch, 

Qs, Sir, let me ſpeake with you in your Chamber, 
you ſhall heare how things ——_ (I warrant ) ro your 
what a-doe here isto bring you together? Sure one 
youds's not ſerve heaven well,that youare ſo crols'd. 

Fal. Come up into my Chaniber, Excunt, 


ee 


Scana Sexta. 


Emer Fenton, Hoft. 

Heſft, Maſter Fenton,talke not to mec;my minde is hea» 
vy :I will giveover all. 

Fen. Yet heare me ſpeake : affiſt me in wy purpole, 
And(as I am a Gentleman)1le give thee 
A hundred pound in gold; more then yourloſſe. 

Hef#F. I will heare you ( Malter Fevron) and I will (at 
the leaſt Jkeepe your counell, 

Fen, From time to time, I have acquainted you 
With the dearelove I bearcts faire Anne Page, 
Who, mutually, hath anſwer'd my affection, 
(So farre forth,as her ſelfe might be her chuſer ) 
Even to my wilh.; I havea letter from her 
Ot ſuch contents, as you will wonder at; 
The mirth whereof,ſolarded with my matter, 
That neither ſingly can be manifeſted 
Without the ſhew of both : fat Sir /obn Falfteffs 
Hath a great Scene ; the image of the jett 
Ile ſhew you here at large(harke good mine Hoſt: ) 
To night at Hernes Oke, juſt 'rwixt twelveand one, 
Muft my ſweet Naw preſent the Faicry Qiteene * 
The e why,is here : in which diſguiſe 
Whule other jeſtsare ſomething ranke on foot, 
Herfather hath commanded her to flip 
Away with Slender,and with hitn at Eaton 
Immediately to marry : She hath conſented : Noy Sir, 
Her mether,(even ſtrong againſt that match 
And firme for Door Camm)hath appointed | 
That he ſhall likewiſe ſhuffle her away; 
While other ſports aretasking of their mindes, 
Andat the Deanry,where a Prieſt attends 
Strait marry her : to this her Mothers plot 
She (ſeeming]y obedient)likewiſe hath | 
Made promiſe tothe Doctor : Now,thus it reſts, 
Her father meanes ſhe ſhall be all in white ; 
And inthat habite, when Sinder ſees his time 
To take herby the hand,and bid her goe , 
She ſhall gee with him : her er om intended 


Forthey muſt all be mask'dand vizarded) 


That 
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That quaint in greene,ſhe ſhall be looſe enroab'd, | 

Wu &12rds-pendant,flaring *bout her head ; 

And when the Do tor {pics his vantage ripe, 

To pinch her by the hand,and onthat token, 

The maid hath given conſent to goe with him, 

Pu te W hich mcancs ſhe to deceive ? Father,or Mo- 

r? L 

Fee, Both (my good Hoſt) to goe along with me ; 

| And here it reſts,that you'l procure the Vicar 

| To ſtay for me at Church,'twixt twelveand one, 

| And inthe lawfull name of marrying, 

| To give 0ur hearts united ceremony. : 

| Heſt. Well,husband your device ; Ile to the Vicar, 

Bring you che Maid, you ſhall not lacke a Prieſt . 
Fer. So ſhall I cvermore'be beund to thice ; 


Beſides, lle make a preſent recompence. Exewnt. 


Aus Quintus, Scena Prima. 


——_—K 


Emer Falſt affe,Quickly and Ford. 


Fal. Prethee no more pratling : go,lle hold;this is the 
third time: I bope good luckelics in odde numbers, A+ 
way,goc,they ſay there is Divinity in odde numbers, ci- 
ther 1n Nativity ,chance,or dcath : away. 

Qas. Ile provide-you achaine, and Ile doe what I can 
toget you a paire of hornes, 

Fel Away I ſay ,time weares, hold up your head and 
mince. How now M. Broome ? Malter Broome , the mat- 
ter will be knowne to night , or never. Be you in the 
Parke about midnight, at Hernes-Oake, and you ſhall ſee 
wonders. | 

Ford. Went you not to her yeſterday (Sir)as youtold 
me you hadappointed ? «» | 

Fal. 1 went to her ( Maſter Broome ) as you ſee, like a 
poore-old-man , but I came from her (Maſter Broome ) 
like a poote-old-woman ; that ſame Knave ( Ford her huſ- 
band) hath the fineſt mad Divell of jealouſic in him ( Ma- 
' ſter Broome) that ever govern'd Frenzic. I will tell you, 
he beat me grievouſly,in the ſhape ofa woman : ( for in 
the ſhape of man ( Maſter Broome) I feare not Goliah 
with a Weavers beame, (becauſe I know alſo, life is a 
Shurtle)T am in haſte,goe along with mee, Ile tell you all 
(Maſter Broome: ) ſince I pluckt Geeſe , plaid Trewant 
and whipt Top, | knew not what 'twasto be beaten , till 
lately, Follow me , Ile tell you ſtrange tbings of this 
'Knave Ford,on whom tonight I will be revenged , and I- 
will deliver his wife into your hand. Follow , firange 
things in hand ( M. Broome) follow. Exennt; 


T m— 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Page Shallow Slender, 


Page. Come, come: wee'll couch i'th Caſtle-ditch, 
till we ſee the light of our Fairies. Remember ſonne Slew. 
der,my daughter. | 

Sles. 1 forſoothyl have ſpoke with her , and wee have 
a nay-word howto know one another. I come to her 
in white, and cry Mum ; ſhecryes Budget, and by that 


— 


we know one another . 

Shal, That's too: but what needes cither your 
Mum,or her Budget ? The white will decipher her well 
enough. Ir hath ſtrooke ren a'clocke. 

Page. The night is darke, Light and Spirits will be- 
come it well : Heaven proſper our ſport, No man meancs 
evill but the Divell,and we ſhall know him by his hornes, 
Letsaway : follow me. Exenm, 


— —_ 


ScenaTertia. 


Emer Mit. Page; Miſt Ford, (aim, 


Af. Page. M*.DoRtor, my is in greene, when 
you ſee your time, take her by the , away with her 
tothe Deanry,and diſpatch itquickly : goe before into 
the Parke : wetwo muſt . 

(45. 1 know vat have to do;adicu. Exit, 
Af. Page. Fare you well (fir: my husband will not re- 
joyce ſo much at the abuſe of Falitaffe, as be will chafe at 
the Dotors marrying my daughter : But 'tis no matter ; 
berter a little chiding, then a great deale of heart-breake. 

Mfr. Ford. Where is Nan now? and her troope of 
Fairies ? and the Welſh Divell Herne ? 

Miſt Page. They are all couch'd ina pit hard by Hernes 
Oake, with obſcur'd Lights ; which at the very inſtant 
= _ and our meeting, they will at once diſplay to 

night. 

Mi. Ford. That cannot chooſe but amaze him, 

Miſt. Page. If he be not amaz'd he will be mock'd:; If 
hebe amaz'd,be will be mock'd. 

Miſt. Ford. Wee'l betray him finely. 

Ai.Pa. Againſt ſuch Lewdſters, and their Lechery, 
Thoſe thar berray them doe no treachery. 

Miſt. Ford. T he houre drawes on : tothe Oake,tothe 
Oake. E xemnt. 


——— 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Evans and Fairies. 

Evens. Trib,rib, Fairics : Come, and remember your 
parts : be pold ( I pray you) follow meintothe pit, and 
when 1 givethe watch-'ords : doeas I bid you : Come, 
come,trib,trib, Exennt, 


Scena qninta. 


Mt x — 


Emter Falftaffe, CMiftreſſe Page, Miſtris Ford, Evans, 
Anne Page, Fairies, Page, Ford Quickly, 
Slemder Fenton, (ine, Pifho 


Fal. The Wmdſor Bell hath firoke twelve : the Mi- 
nute draweson : Now the hot-bloodied-gods aſſiſt mee : 
Remember love, thou waſt a Bull for thy Ewyope, Love 
ſer on thy hornes. O powerfull Love, that in ſome re- 
ſpeRts makes a Beaſt a Man: in ſome other,a Man,a Beall. 
You wereallo (lupiter)a Swan,for the love of Leds : O 

omnipo» | 


I 
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emnipotent Love, how nere the god drew to the com+ 
plexion of a Goole : a faule done firſt in the forme of a 
Bealt,(O Iove,a beaſtly fault : ) and then another fault, 
in the temblance of a Fowle, thinke on't oy a fowle- 
fault. When gods have hot backes , what ſhall poore 
men doe?For me, I am here a Windſor Stagge, and thre 
farteſt ( Ithinke) 1'th Forreſt. Send mea coole rut-rime 
(loye)or whocan blame me to piſſe my Tallow? Who 
comes here? my Doe * - 
M.Ford. Sir lohn? Artthou there (my Deare?) 
My male-Deere ? / 
Fal. My Doe with the blacke Scut ? Let the skie 
raine Poratoes : let ir thunder, to the tune of Greene- 
ſleeves,haile-kiſſing Comfhis , and ſnow Eringoes: Let 
there come a tempelt of provocatioa, I will ſhelter mee 
here, 
M. Ford. Miſtris Page is come with me (Sweetheart. 
Fal. Divid me like a brib'd-Bucke , cacha Haunch-: 
I will keepe my ſides to my ſelfe , my ſhoulders for the 
fellow ofthis walke ; and my hornes I bequeathe your 
husbands. Am Ia Woodman,ha? Speake I like Herne 
the Hunter > W hy,now is Cupid a childe of Conſcience, 
he makesreſtitution. As I am a trueſpirit, welcome. 
Me. F age Alas,what noylſe ? 
AM. Ford. Heaven forgive our 
Fal. What ſhould this be? 
CM. Ford.CM.Page. Away aways 
Fal. I thinke the Divell will not have me damn'd, 
Leaſt the Oyle that's in me thould ſer hell on fire ; 
He would never c}ſe crofſe me thus, 
he Fasries. nds 
Qs. Fairies, blacke,gray ,greene,and white, 
You Moone-thine -__ _ ſhades of night. 
You Orphan heires of fixed deſtiny, 
Attend your orfice,and your quality. 
Crier H in,make the Fairy Oyes. 
Pit. Elves,liſt your names : Silence you ayry toyes. 
| Cricket,to Fwmadſor Chimneyes (halt thou leape : 
Where fires thou find'{t unrak'd,and Hearths unſwept, 
There pinch the Maides as blue as Bilbery, 
Our adiant Queene hatesSlutsand flurtery. 
Fa!,They are Fairies,he that ſpeakes torhem ſhall die. 
Ile winke and couch : No mantbeir workes mult eye. 
Ev. Where's Bede?Go you,and where you finda Maid 
That ere ſhe ſleepe hasthrice her prayersfaid, 
Raiſe up the Organs of her fantaſie, 
Sleepe ſhe as ſound as carcieſſe infancy, 
But thoſe as flcepe and thinke not on their finnes, 
Pinchthem armes,legs,backs, houlders,fidesand ſhinnes, 
#, About,about ; 
Search #indſor Caſtle(Elves)within and out. 
Strew — every ſacred roome, 
That it may ftand till the perperuall doome, 
In ſtate as wholeſome, as in ſtave 'ris fit, 
Worthy the Owner,and the Owner it. 
| The ſeverall Chaires of Order,looke you ſcowre 
With juyce of Balme ; and every precious flowre, 
Each faire Inſtalment,Coat,and ſev'rall Creſt, 
With loyall Blazon evermore be bleſt. 
And Nightly.medow-Fairies,looke you ſing 
Liketo the Garters-Compaſle in a Ryng, 
Th'expreſſare that it beares : Greene let itbe, 
More fertile-freſh'then all the field to ſee : 
And , Hony Soit Qui Mal-j-Penſe write 
-In Emrold. tuffes, Flowres purple,blue,and white, 
Like Saphire-pearle,and rich Embroiderie, 


: 


— 


Our dance of cuſtome round about the Oke 
Of Herne the Hunter,letus not forget. 
&v,Pray youlocke hand in hand,your ſelvesin order ſet: 
And twenty Glow-wormes ſhall our Lanthornes be 
To guide our Meaſure round about the tree. 
Bur ſtay, ſmell a man of middle earth. 
Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welſh Fairy, 
Leaſt hetransforme me to a peece of Cheeſe. 
ar ay Vilde worme, thou waſt ore-look'd even in thy 
irt 
Qs. With tryall-fire touch me his finger end ; 
If a be —_— flame will _ defcend 
And turne him tono paine : but if hg ſtart 
Itis the fleſh ofa nan nn" heart, 
Pift, Atriall,come. 
fvans.Come, will this wood take fire ? 
Fal. Oh,oh,ob. 
Qu, Corrupt,corrupt,and tainted in deſire, 
About him( tairies )fing a ſcornfull Rime, 
And as you trip,{tull pinch him to your time, 


The Song, 
Figon afe : Fie on Luſt and Luxurie : 
Luſt is but a bloody fire hind/ed with unchaſte deſire, 
Fed in heart whoſe flames aſpire, 
e1s thoughts doe blow them bigher and higher, 
Pinch him( Fairies) mutually : pinch him for bis Uillarie. 
Pinch him,and burne him,and turne him about, 
Till Candles and Starelight,and Moome-frine be out, 


Page. Nay doe not flye, I thinke we have watcher you 
now z Will none but Herne the Hanter ſerve your 
"— hold up the jeſt higher 

M.Page, I pray you come,nold up the jelt no . 
Now (good Sir fehn)bow like you Windſor Wives? 

See you theſe husbands ? Doe niotthele faire Okes 
Become the Forreſt better then the Towne ? 
Ford. Now Sir, who'sa Cuckold now - 
AM. Broome, Falſteff s a Knave,a Cuckoldly Knave, 
Heere are his hornes Maſter Broome : Y 
And Maſter Freome , he hath enjoyednothing of Fords, 
bur his Buck-basker; his Cudgell , and twenty pounds of 
money, which mult be paid to M, Brooms, his horſes are 
arreſted for it, M. Broome, s 1 (0 * 

M.Ford. Sit Tohn,we have had ill luckes we cond ne- 
ver mect : I willnever take youfor my Loveagaine,but 
I willalwayescount you my Deere, © . 

Fal. I doe begin toperceivethat T am made an Aſe. | 

Ford. 1, and an Qxe too : both the proofes are ex- 
tant. | wh th" 

Fal. And theſe are rot-Fairies | al mtu 
I was three or foure timegin the thought they tvere noe 
Fairies,and yer the guiltineſſe of my minde , the ſodaive 
ſurprize of my powers,drovethe groſſznelle of the top- 
pery intoa recety'd beliefe, in deſpighr ofthe teeth of all 
rimeand reaſon, that they were Fairies. See now how 
wit may be made a Iacke-a-Lent, when tis upon ull im- 
ployment. 

Evas. Sit Tohn Falfftafft;; ſerveGot, and leave your 
defires,and Fairies will not pinſe you. 

Ford. Well faid Fairy Hugh» 

Evan, And leave you your jealouzies too, I pray 


you. Ford. 


- 


i 
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Ford. I will never miſtruſt my wife againe , till thou 
art able to wooe her in good Exgli/s. 
Fal. Havel laid my braine 1n the Sunne and dri'd it, 
that it wants matter to prevent ſo groſle ore- reaching as 
this? Am TI ridden with a Welch Goattoo ? Shall I have 
a Coxecombe of Frize? *Tistime I were choak'd witha 
peece of roaſted Cheeſe, 
Evans.Secſe is not good to give putter; your pelly is all 
eter. 
Pa. Seeſe and Putter > Have I liv'd to ſtand atthe 
taunt of one that makes Fritters of &vg/y6? This 1s &- 
nough to be the decay of Luſt and late-walking through 
the Realme. 

MF Page. Why Sir John, doe you thinke,though we 
would have thruſt vertue out of our hearts by the head 
and ſhoulders, and have given our ſelves without ſcruple 
to Hell, that ever the Davell could bave made you our 
dclight ? 

Ford. What,a Hodge-pudding? A bag of Flax ? 

Aft. Page. Aputt man? 

Page. Old,cold,wither'd,and of intollerable entrails? 

Ford. And one thatis as ſlanderous as Sathan ? 

Page. Andas poore as lob. 

Ford, And as wicked as his wife ? 

Evan, Aid given to Fornications,and to Tavernes,and 
Sacke,and Wine,and Metheglins, and todrinkings, and 
{wearings,and ſtaring ? Pribbles and prabbles? 

Fal. Well,I am your Theame : you have the ſtart of 
me, lam dejected : I am not able to anſwer the Welch 
Flannell, Ignorance it ſelfe isa Plummer ore ae , uſe me as 
you will, 

Ford, Marry fir, wee'l bring you to Wind({ar to one 
M* Broome, that you have cozon'd of money, to whom 
you ſhould have beene a Pander : over and aboyethat you 
have ſuffer'd, Ithinke,to repay that money will be a bi- 
ting affiiction, . 

Page, Yet be cheerefull Knight, thou ſhalt cat a Poſſet 
to nightat my houſe, where I will deſire theeto laugh ar 
my wife, that now lavghesat thee : Tell her M*.Slender 
hath marricd ber jJanghter. 

Miſt. Page. Doors doubt that ; 

If «Anne Page be my daughter , ſhe is ( by this ) Doctor 
(ai wife, 
11, Enter Slender, 
Slex. Whoa hoe, hoc, Father Page. 
_Page, Sonne? How now? How now ſonne, 
Have you diſpatch'd ? 

Sts. Diſpatch'd ? Ile make the beſt in Glofterſbire 
know on't : would I were hang'd la,clſe. 

Page. Of what,ſonne ? 

Sen. I came yonder at Extonto marry Miſtris «Lane 
Pagy, cad an goon lubberly Boy. It it had not beene 
it Charch, I would have ſwing'd him, or be ſhould have 
ſwing'd mee. IFfI did not thinke it had beene «9=vc 
Page, would I might never ſtirregand 'tis a Poſt-maſters 
Boy. | 


| 


Page. Vpon my life then, you tooke the wrong. 

Slen. What need you telimethat? 1 thinketo, when 
I tooke a Boy for a Girle : If I had beene married to him, 
_ he was in wemans apparell) 1 would not have had 


Page. Why,this is your owne folly, 
Did not I tell you how you ſhould know my daughter 
By her garments ? 

Slen. 1 went to her in greene , and cryed Mum , and 
ſhe cry'd Budget, as Anxeand I had appointed, and yet it 
was not Ame,bnt a Poſi-maſters Boy. 

Hiſt. P age. Good George be not I knew of your 
purpoſe : turn'd my daughter into white, and indeed ſhee 
15now with the DoRor at the Deanry,and there marricd, 

Enter (nine, 
Cai. Veris Miſtris Page : by garTam cozoned , I ha 
married one Garſoon, a Boe ; oon Peſant,by gar. A Boy, 
Kr 15not Aw Page,by gar,l am cozoned. 
M.Pa. Why ? did you take her in white ? 
(4. I be gar, and *cisa Boy : begar, llc raiſc all #ind- 


or. 
e: Whohath get the right Anne? 


% 


Ford, This is 
Page, My heart miſgives me, here comes M. Fenton. 
How now M. Fenton? 
An, Pardon good father,good my mother pardon, 
Page. Now Miſtris : 
How chance you went not with M. Slender ? 
AMi.Pa. Why went you not with M*.DoRor Maid? 
Fen. You doe amaze her : heare the truth of ir, 
You would have marricd her moſt ſhamefully, 
Where there was no proportion held in love : 
The truth is,ſhe and I (long ſince contracted ) 
Are now ſo ſure that nothing can difſolveus : 
Th'offence is holy that ſhe hath committed, 
And this deceit loſes the name of craft, 
Of diſobedience,or unduteous title, 
Since therein ſhe doth evitate and ſhun 
A thouſand irreligious curſed houres | | 
Which forced marriage would have brought upon her. 
Ford. Stand not'amaz'd,here is no remedy : 
In Love,the heavens themſelves doe guide the ſtate, 
Money buyes Lands,and wivesare ſold by fate. 
Fal, I am glad , though you have tanea ſpeciall ſtand 
to ſtrikeat me,that your Arrow hath glanc'd. 
Page. Well,what remedy ? Fenton , heaven give thee 
joy ,what cannot be eſchew'd, muſt be embrac'd. 
_ When night-dogs runne , all ſorts of Deereare 
chac'd. | 
- Ai. Pa. Well, will muſe no further - M.Fentov, 
caven give you many ,many merry dayes : 
Goodhud RE _-———*> 
ore by a countrey fire, 
Sir Joh and all, mo 
Ford. Letit be ſo (Sir Jobn:) 
To Maſter Broome, you yet ſhall hold your word, 
For he,to night,ſhalllye with Mifſtris Ford. 


— 
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For Mealure. 


——_— 


eAttus Primus, Scena Prima. 


— 


Enter Dukz Eſcalus,Lord:. 


SLY .Of gavernment,the properties tounfold, 
_—_ Wouldſcerie in met affe fpeech and diſcourſe. 


Since I am pur to know,that your owne Science 
Exceeies (inthat)the liſts of all advice 

My ſtrength can give you : Then no more remaines * 
But that,to your {uificiency, as your worth is able, 
And let them worke : The nature of our people, 
Our Cuies initiiutions,and the Termes = 

For Common luſtice,y*are as in 

As Art,and praiſe hath enriched any 

That we rememember : There is our Commiſſion, 


From which,we would not have you warpe ; call hither 


I fay,bid come before us Angels : 

What figure of us thinke you, he wi'l beare. 

For you muſt know,we have with ſpeciall ſoule 

EleRted him 0:r abſence to {upply ; 

_ him our terror,dreſt him - - our love, 

And given his Deputation all the Organs _ 

Of x. owne power : what thinke you of it ? 
Eſe.. If any in Viewna be of worth 

To undergoe ſuch ample grace and honour, 

Iris Lord Angelo, 


Enter «Angels. 


Duke. Looke where he comes. 
Ang. Alwayes obediensto your graces will, 
Icometo know your Graces pleaſure. 
Dwake.” eAngels : 
There is a kinde of CharaRter in thy life, 
That to th'obſerver,doth thy hiſto 
Fully vafold : Thy ſelfe and thy belongings 
Are not thine owne ſo proper,as to 
Thy ſelfe upon thy vertues ; they on thee : 
Heaven doth with us,as we with Torches doe, 
Nor light them for themſelves : For iFour vertues 
Did not goe forth of us,'twere all alike 
Asif we Fad 
But to fine iſſues : nor Nature never lends 
The ſmalleſt ſcruple of her excellence, 
But like athrifcy goddeſſe, ſhe determines 
Her ſelfe the of a creditour, ; 
Both thankes and uſe ; but 1doce bend my ſpeech 


— —— 


them not: Spirits are not finely touch'd, 


To one that can my part in him advertiſe ; 
Hold therefore angels : | 
In otir remove, be thou atfull,our ſelfe : 

nth OS 

ve in thy tongue : 

Though EE in queſtion,is thy ſecondary. 
Take thy Commiſſion, 

Ang. Now good my Lord | | 
Let there be ſome more teſt, made of tay thettle, 
Before ſo noble and ſo great a figure 
Be ſtampr't upon its | 

lemibcleeres dan ging 
We have witha leaver' c 
Proceeded to you ; therefore rake your honours t 
Our haſte from hence is of ſo quicke condition, 
That it prefers it ſelfe,and leaves unqueſtion'd* ' 
Matrersof necdtull value: We ſhall write to you 
As time,and our concernings ſhall imporrune, 
How i goes with us,and doe looke ro know 
Whart doth befall you here. Sofare youwell : 
To th'hopefull execution doe I leave you, 

Of your Commiſſion, 

Ang. Yet giveleave(my Lord,) | 
That we may bring you ſomething on the way. 

Daks, My haſte may notadmirit, 

Nor aced you(on mine honour )have to doe 

With any ſcruple :'your ſcope 18 as mine owne, 
Soto iaforce, o1 qualife the Lawes, 

Asto your ioule {ccmes good : Give me your hand, 
He privily away : I lovethepeople, ] 
But doe not like to ſtage meto their eyes ; 

Though it doe well, I doe not relliſh well 

Their loud applaute,and Aves vehement : 

Nor doe I thinke the man of ſafe diſcretion 

That do's aff:& it. Once more fare you well. 

eAng. The heavens givelatety to your purpoſes. 

Ef Lead forth and bring you bac in deppinetſs 

Duke. Ithanke you,fare you well. Exit, 

Eſe. I ſhall deſire you, Sir,to give meleave 
To have free ſpeech with you ; and it concernes me 
To looke into the bottome of my plice : | 
A power I have, but of what ſtrength and nature, 

I am not yet NS s 

eng, Tis ſo with me : Ectus with-drayw together 
And T may ſoone our ſatisfation haye —_ 
Touching th poinr. 

Eſc. lle wait upon you honour, 


F 


ay” eM, eaſure for Meaſare. 


I Gent. Claudioto priſon ? "tis notſo. 


— 


| | Bawd. Nay,but I know "tis ſo: I faw him arreſted : 
Stena ſecunda. | law bim — and which is more, within theſe 
EN three dayes his head to be chopt off. 
| TORE | Le. But all this fooling,l would not have it ſo : 
Enter Latio,and two other Gentlemen. Ar thou {ure of this ? | 


Lxc. If the Duke, with the ether Dukes, come not to | Bawd. 1 am too ſure of it: and it is for getting Ma- 
compoſition with the King of Hwngery , why then all the | gam 1alierte with child. 


Dukes fall upon the King. : . + | Lxc. Belceve mcethis may be; hee promis'd to meete 
I Gent, Heaven grant us its peace, but not the King of | me two howres face alt hon ever preciſe in promiſe- 

| Hungaries, keeping. 
2 Gent, 2 Gor. Beſides you know,it drawes ſomething neere 


Amen. DE 
Ls. Thouconclud'ſt like the Sanftimonions Pyrat, | ,, the ſpeech we had tgſuch a ; 
that went to Sea with the tcnne Commandements ; but I Gent. But moſt of all agreeing with the Proclamation. 


fcrap'd one outef the Table. Inc. Away,lct's goclearnethe truth of it. Exemni, 
Say» ſhalt - ſeale? Bawd. what with _ a ; 3 with the ſweat, 
Zac. 1,that be raz' | | what with the es , and what wi erty , 1am 
' 1 Gem: Why? 'twas a Commandement to command | noe. ce, How riow ? what's Wwe: with 
the Captaine andall the reſt from their funRtions : they | > Enter Clowne. 
| put forth to ſteale : There's not a ſouldier of us all , that Clw, Yonder man is cd to priſon. 
 fatherhankeſgiving before meate,doeralliſh the petition | 3,3" won ch pe en 
- | well that prayes for peace. WE: TT Clam, A woman, 
2 Gent. I never heard any ſouldier diſlike it, Zaw. But what's his offence ? 
Luc. I beleeve thee : for I thinke thou never was't (tw. Groping for Trowrts,ina petuliar River. 
where Grace was ſaid. | Baw. What ? 1s there a Maid with child by him? 
2 Gent. No? a dozen times at leaſt, {law. No : bur there's a woman with Maid by him : 
1 Gent. What? inmecter | you have not heard of the Proclamation,have you? 
Zxc. In any proportion, or in any language. Baw. What Proclamation,man? 
1 Gene. I thinke,or in any Religion. (ow. All houſes in the Suburbes of Yiems muſt bee 
Lac. I, why not? Grace,is Grace, my ht of all con- pluck'd downe. 
| troverſie : asfor example ; Thuu thy ſeltc art a wicked | * ov. And what ſhall become of thoſe inthe Citic ? 
Worms Irace | Clow. They ſhall ſtand for ſeed : they had gonedowne 
{ 1 Gent. Well; there went buta paire of ſheeres be- too, bur that a wiſe Burger put in for them. 
{ tweene us, ; Bw. But ſhall all our houſes of reſort in the Suburbes 
{ Luc. 1grant: as there may betweene the Liſts and | he pai ddowne? 
the Velvet. Thou art the Liſt. { Clw, To theground Miſtris. 


1 Gent. And thou the Velvet ; thouart good Velvet; | pa. Why here'sa c indeed in the Common- 
CITI I warrant thee: 1 had as liefe ! yyealth : what ſhall become of me ? 
bea Lylt of an Engliſh Kerſey,as be pil'd,asthou art pil'd, | /Jow, Come ; fearenot you : good Counſellours lacke 
for a French Velvet.Doe I ſpecke teelingly now ? | no Clients : though youc your place, you need not 
Las. Ithinke thou doſt : and indeed with molt paine- | change your Trade: Ile be your Tapſter ſtill;courage, there 
full fecling of thy ſpeech : I will, out of thine owne con= { iy be pity raken on you; youthat have worne your cies 
| felſion,learne to begin thy health; but whilſt I live , for- | a1moſt out inthe ſervice,you will be conſidered. 
| get todrinke after thee. Bawd. Whar's to tech T apfter ? let's with- 
1 Gent.Ithinke I have done my ſelfe wrong,have Inot? | 4,41, 
= Long Yes, that __ haſt —_— thou art tainted, | Jp, Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the Proveſt 
or neer . :{on : and theres Madam [wlier. Exennt. 
Luc. Bchold,behold, where Madam 44:tigation comes. + 0A bn | 
I have purchas'd as many diſcaſes under her Roofe, — 


—_— 


AS CONE LO Scena tertia. 
2 Gent, To whatlI pray ? "mf 
Lac. Iudge. 
2 Gent. Tothree thouſand Dollours a yeeres Enter Provoſt, Clandio,luliet Officers, Lucio, and two Gent. 
1 Gent. T,and more. Cla.Fellow,why doſt thou ſhow me thus to th'world? 
Luc. A _ is = —_ FE Beare me to priſon, where : _ committed. 
x Gent. art alwayes figuring di in me; Pro. I doc itnot in evill diſpoſition, 
| thouart full of errour, Tam ſound. But from Angeloby ſpeciall charge. 
Zac. Nay, not ( as one would ſay) hralthy : but fo | {/av. Thuscanthe demy-god( Authority ) 
ſound,as things that are hollow ; thy bones are hollow ; | Make us pay downe,for our offence,by waight 
Impiety has made a feaſt of thee. The words of heavenz on whomit will,it will, 
I Geve, How now, which of your hips has the moſt | On whom it will not(ſo)yer ſtill tis juſt. (ſtraint. 
profound Sciatica? Lnc. Why how now (laudie? whence comes this re- 
| Bawd. Well, well : there's one yonder arreſted, and | Clav. From too-much liberty,(my Lucjo)liberty, 
carried to priſon,was worth five thouſand of you all. As ſurfer is the father of much faſt, R 
\ 2 Gene, Who'sthat Tprethee ? So every ſcope by the immoderateuſe 


Turnes to reſtrain: : our Natures doe purſue 


4 Bord. Marry ir,that's Clevdio,Signior Clandjo, Like | 
' g : 
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Like Ratsthat ravin downe their proper Bane, Luc. Within two houres. 
: A thirlty evill, and when we drinke,we die. Ca. Come Other away. | Exennt. 
( Lace If 1 could ſpeake fo wiſely; under an arreſt, I 
world hed he cnn « my Qui ; -_ yet, toſay 
2 { the truth, as li ve the ry of freedome, as 
= >. a of impriſonment That's thy offence, | Scena Qua ria. 
" Clandzis ? ' Ol — 
(7s. What (but to ſpeake of ) would offend againe. 
” Lue. What is't murder ? ) Enter Dukg and Frier Thomas. 
= (a. No. Dukg Ne: holy Father throw away chat thought, 
Lae. Lechery ? Belceve nor that the dribbling dart ot love 
re Cla, Call it 16. Can pierce a compleat bolome : why,I deſire thee 
Pro, Away,ſir,you muſt goe.s * To give me ſecret harbourghath apurpoſe 
n. Cla. One word, good friend : More grave and wrinkled then the aunesand ends 
", Incio,a word with you: Of burning youth. 
at, Luc. A hundred : Fri. May your Grace; of it. 
um If they 1doe you any good : Is Lechery fo look'd after? Dwatg My holy (ir,none better knowes then you 
th Cla,Thus ſtands it with me : upon a true contrat How I have ever lovy'd the life remov'd 
I got poſleſſion of [nljettas bed, | And held in idleprice,to haunt aſſemblies 
You know the Lady,ſhe isfaſt my wite, | Where youth and coſt,and witlefle bravery keepes. 
Save that we doe the denunciation lacke I havedclivered to Lord e-Legelo | 
Ot outward Order. This we came not to, (A man of ſtrifture and firmeabſtinence) 
Onely for propagation of a Dowre My abſolute power,and place here in Viewne, 
Remaining in the Coffer of her friends, And he ſuppoſes me travail'd to Poland, 
| From whom we thought it mcet to hide our Love (Far ſo 1 have trew'd it in the common eare) 
m : Till Time had made them for us. But it chances Ando it js receiv'd : Now (pious fir) 
The ſtcalth of our moſt mutuall entertainment You will demaund of me, why I do this. 
With CharaQer too ,is writ in [nher, _ Fri. Gladly,my Lord. | 
bee Luc. With Childe,perhaps ? * Duke. We have ſtrict Statutes,and moſtbiting Lawes, 
(7%. Vnhappily,even ſo. (The needfull bits and curbes for headſtrong weeds,) 
And the new Deputy,now for the Duke, Which for this fourtcene yeares,we have ict flip, 
vnc W hether it be the fault and glimpſe of newnefle, Eyenlike an ore-growne Lyon in a Cave | 
Or whether that the body publique;be Thar goes not our to prey : Now,as fond Fathers, 
bes A borle whereon the Governour doth ride, Having bound up the threatning twigs of Burch, 
Whonewly in the ſcat,that it may know Onely to ſticke it in their childrens fight, 
He can command ; letsit ſtrait feele the ſpur : For errour,not to uſe : 1nrime the rod 
ON- Whether the tyranny bein his place, More mock'd then fear'd : ſoour Decrees, 
Oc in his eminence that fils itup Dead to infliction,to themſelves are dead, 
I tagger in : Butthisnew Governour And liberty piucks Iuſhce by the noſe ; | 
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties The Baby beatesthe Nurſe,and quite athwart 
Which have(like unſcowr'd Armor )hung by th'wall Goes all decorum, 
So long,that nineteene Zodiacks have gone round, Fri. Itreſted 1 _ Grace 
And none of them been worn ; and for a name Toumlooſc thistyde-up Tultice, when you pleas'd ; 
Nouy putsthe drowſic and negleted AR And i: in you more dreadfall would have teem'd 
Freſhly on me: 'tis ſurely foraname. Than in Lord Angels, 
Luc. 1 warrant it is: and thy head ſtands ſo tickle on |  Dwke- 1 doe feare,too dreadful : 
thy ſhoulders, that a Milke-maid, if ſhe be inlove, may | Sith 'twas my taultro give the people _— 
ſigh it off: Send afcer the Dake and appeale to him. 'Twould be my tyranny to ſtrike & gall them, 
Cla. I have done ſo,but he's not to be found. For what I bid them doe : For we bid this be done 
I prethee( Lacio)doe me thiskinde ſervice : When evilldeeds have their permiſſive paſle, 
This day,my filter ſhould the Cloyſterenter, And not the puniſhment ; therefore indeed (my father) 
And there receive her approbation. I have on Angelo impos'dthe office, 
Acquaint her with the danger of my ſtate, Who may in th'ambuſh of my name, ſtrike home, 
Implore her,in my voyce,that ſhe make friends And yet,my nature never in _— 
Tothe {tri Deputy: bid her ſelfe afſay him, Todoe in {lander : Andto behold his ſway. 
I have great hope iathat : for in her youth I will,as 'twere a brother of your Order, 
There 1s a prone and (peechleſſe DialeR, Viſit both Prince and people: Therefore I prethee 
Suchas move men: beſide ſhe hath proſperous Art Supply me with the habit,and inſtru me 
When ſhe will play with and diſcourſe, How I may formally in perſon beare RgP: + - 
And well ſhe can perſwadc. Like a true Frey : Moe reaſons forthisaQtion 
Lac. Tpray ſhe may; as well for the encouragement | At your more leiſure,(hall I render you; +, 
ofthe like, which elſe would ſtand upon grievous impo- | Oaely this one : Lord Angelo isprecilſe, 
ſition: as for the enjoying of thy life, ho I would be ſor- | Stands at a guard with Envie: [carce coufeſles - 
ry ſhould be thus fooliſhly loſt,at a game of Ticke-tacke : | That his blood flowes: or that hisappetite 
le to her. Is more tobread than ſtone : hence ſhall we ſee 
Cla, Ithanke you good friend Lacie. If power change purpoſe 1 = our Seemers bes _ 
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: Scana Quinta. 


Enter Iſabelt,and Franciſca a Nun. 


Iſa. And have you Nunsno farther priviledges ? 
Nun. Arenot theſe large enough? 
JA. Yestruely ; I ſpeake net asdefiring more, 


Butrather wiſhing a more ſtrict reſtraint 
Vpon the Siſterhood, the V otariſts of Saint Clare. 


Luc. Hoa? peace bein thisplace. 

Iſa. Who's that which cals? 

Nun, It is a mans voyce,gentle 1ſabella, 

Turne you the key ,and know his buſineſſe of him ; 
You may ;I may not : you =__ unſworne : 

When you have vow'd, you notſpeake with men, 
Bur in the preſence of the Prioreſſe z 

Then1f you ſpeake,you muſt not ſhew your face ; 

Or if you ſhew your face,you muſt not ſpeake : 

He calsagaine : I pray you anſwer hia). 

Iſa. Peace and proſperity : who is't that cals? 

Luc. Haile Virgin,(if you be)as thoſe cheeke-Roſes 
Proclaime you are nolefle : can you ſo ſteed me, 

As bring me to the ſight of /ſabels, 
A noviceof this place,and the faire Sifter 
To her unhappy brother Clandis ? 

I/a. Why her unhappy brother ? Let me aske, 
The rather for I now muſt make you know 
I am that /ſabella,and his Siſter. 

Lac.Gentle and faire : your brother kindly greets you; 
Not to be weary with you ; he's in priſon. 

Iſa. Woe me; for what ? 

Lac. For that,which if tny ſelfe might be his Iudge, 
He ſhould receive his puniſhment in thankes : 

He hath got his friend with Childe. 

Iſa. Sir,make me not your ſtory. 

Lac.'Tistruc ; I would not,though *tis my familiar fin, 
With Maids toſeeme the Lapwing,and to jeſt 
Tongue,farre from heart : play with all Virginsſo : 

I hold you asa thing cneskicd and fainted, 
By your renouncement,an immortall ſpirit 
And tobe talk'd with in fancerity, 

As with a Saint. 

Iſa. You doe blaſpheme the good,in mocking me. 

Luc. Doe not belecve ir : fewncſſe,and truth ; tisthus, 
Your brother and his Lover have imbrac'd ; 

As thoſe that feed, grow full : as blofloming Time 
That from the ſeedneſſe,the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foyſon: even ſo her —_ wombe 
Exprefſeth his full Tilthand Husbandry. 
Iſa. Some one with child by him? my Coſen luler ? 

Th a — —— ohcr OY hang 

Iſa. ly, asic change their names 
By vaine,though apt affcion. | 

Lac. She it 15, 

Iſa. Lethim marry her. 

Luc. This is the point. 
The Duke nouy { y from hence; }. 
Bore many Gentlemen(my ſclfe being one) 

In hand,and hope of action : but we doe learne, 
By thoſe that know the very Nerves of State, 
His giving-out,were of an Infinite diftance 
From his true meant defigne : upon his place, 


—_A_— l_— 


(And with full line of his authority) 
Governes Lord Angels ; A man, whoſe blood 
Is very ſnow-broth : one,who never feeles 
wanton ſtings,and motions of the ſenſe ; 
But doth rebate,and blunt his naturall edge 
With profits of the minde : Study,and faſt." 
He (to give feare touſe,and liberty, 
Which have, for long,run-by the hideous Law, 
As Myce by Lions)hath pickt out ana, 
Vader wheſe heavy ſenſe, your brothers life 
Fals into forfeit : he arreſts him on i 
mamas cloſe the rigour of the 
o im an example : all isgonc, 
Vnleſie you have the grace,by —_ 
To ſoften eAngelo : And that's my pith of buſineſle 
"Twixt you,and your poore brother, 
Iſa. Doth he 1o, 
Secke his life ? 
Zxe. Has cenſur'd him already, 
And asI heare,the Proyoſt hath a warrant 
For's execution. 
1/a. Alas: whatpoore 
Abilitie's in me,to doe him good ? 
Zxc. Aſſay the power you have. 
Iſa. My power? alas, 1 doubt. 
een eigen 
us loſe we win, 
By fearing to atrempt : Goe to Lord » 
nn — Maidens my | 
Mengive like gods: but w weepe and kneele, 
All their itions,are _— 
As they elves would owe them. 
Ja. Ile _ bor bs can doe. 
Luc. Bur . 
No longer ſtaying,bat to give the Mother 
Notice of my affaire : I humbly thanke you : 
Commend me tomy brother : ſooneat night 
Ile ſend him certaine word of my ſuccelle. 
Lac, Itake my leave of you. 


Iſa. Good fir,adicu- Exexnt. 


eAttns Secundus,Scena Prima. 


Emer Angele,Eſcalu and ſervants, Inftice, 

eng. We mult notmake a ſcar-crow of the Lay , 
Setting 1t up to feare the Birds of prey, 
And let it keepe one ſhape, ill make it 
Their Pearch,and not their terrour. 

Eſc. I,but yet 

Let us be keene,and rather cut alittle 
Then fall,and bruiſe todeath : alas, thisGentleman 
Whom I would ſave,had a moſt noble father, 
Let but your honour know 
(Whom I beleeve ro be moſt ſtraitin vertue) 
Thar in the working of your owne affetions, 
Had Time coheard with Place,or with wiſhing, 
Orthar the reſolute _— our 
Could have attain'd th'cfteR of your owne purpole; 
W hether you had not ſometimein your lite 
Err'd in thispoint,which now youcenſure him, 
And pull'd the Law upon you. 
Ang. *Tis onething to be tempted (fſcalu) 


| Another | 
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Another thiag to fall : I not deny 

The lury paſling on the priſoners life 

May in the lworne-twelve have a theefe,or two 
Guiltier then him they try;what's open madeto Luſtice, 
That Lultice ceizes ; What knowes the Lawes 

That theeves doe paſſe on theeves? *Tis very pregnant, 
The lewellthac we fiade,we ſtoope,and take't, 

Becauſe we {cc it ; but what we doe not (ce, 

We treade upon,and never thinke of it. 

You may not {o extenuate his offence, 

For I have had ſuch faults ; bur rather tell me 

When I,that cenſure him,doe ſo offend, 

Let mine one Tadgement patterne out my death, 

And nothing come 1npartialt. Sir,he mult dirs 

| Enter Provoſt, 

£ſe. Be ic as your wiledome will, 

eAng. Where is the Provoſt ? 

Pro, Here if itlike your Honour. 

eAug. Sec that (Tandio 
Beexecuted by nine to morrow morning, 

Bring him his Conteſlor,let him be prepai'd, 
For that's the utmoſt of his Pilgrimage. 
£c. Well: heave! forgive him ;and forgive us all : 
Some riſe by ſinne and ſome by vertue fall : 
Some Run from brakes of Ice,and anſwer none, 
And ſome condemned for a fault alone. 
Enter Elbow, Froth,Clawne Officers, 

Elb. Come,bring them away : if theſe be good people 
in a Common-weale, that doe nothing but uſe their abu- 
ſes in common houſes, I know nolaw : bring them a- 
way. 


the matter ? 

E4b. If it pleaſe your honour , I am the poore Dakes 
Conſtable,and my name is Elbow ; I dove leane Iu 
itice (ir,and doe bring in here before your good r, 
two notorious Benetactors. 

Ang. Benefators? Well: What BenefaRors are they ? 
Are they not Malefactors? 

Ebb, If it picale your honour , I know not well what 
they are ; Bur precile villaines they are, that I am ſure of, 
and voyd of a!l prophanation in the world , that gocd 
Chriitians ought to have, 

&. This comesoff well: here's a wiſe Otfcer. : 

eAng. Goc to: What quality are they of ? Elbow is 
your name ? 

Why dv'ſt thou not ſpeake Elbow ? 

Cle. He cannot fir; he's out at Elbow. 

ez, What arc you fir? 

Ebb. He fir, a Tapſter fir ; parcell Bawd : one that 
ſerves a bad woman ; whoſe houſe ſir was ( as they lay) 
p_ downe in the Suburbes : and now ſhe proteſles a 

-houſe ; which,I thinke is a very ill houſe too. 

Eſc. How know you that ? 

E1b. My wifeSir , whom I deteſt before heaven and 
your honour. 

Eſc. How ? thy wife ? 

Elb. I Sir: whomlI thanke heaven is an honeſt wo- 
man. 

Eſea. Do'ſt thou deteſt her therefore ? 

Els. I fay fir,] willdereſt my (cife allo, as well as ſhee, 
that this houſe, if it be not a Bawds houſe, it is pitty of her 
life,for it is a naughty houſe. 

Eſca. How do'tt thou know that,Conſtable ? 
| Elb. Marry fir,by my wite, who,it (he had been a wo- 
' man Cardinally given, might have beene accuy'd in form- 


Avg. How now fir, what's your name? And what's | 


— — 


cation,adultery,and all unclcanncefle there, 
Eſc. By the womans mcanes ? 
Elb, 1 ſir by Miftris Over-dors meanes: but as ſhe ſpit 
| inhisface,ſo ſhe defi'd bim. 
| Cs. Sir,itit pleaſe your honour;this isnot ſo. 


ble man,prove ir. . 

Eſc. Doe you heare how he milplaces 

Clo. Sir,the came 1n great with childe : and longing 
(faving your honors reverence) for ſtew'd Prewynes; fir, 
we had buttwo in the houſe, whichat that very inſtanc 
time ftoud,as it were in a fruitdiſh (adiſh of ſome three 

; your honours have ſcene ſuch diſhes ) they are not 

China-diſhes,bur very good diſhes. 

Eſc. Goe too,goe too : no matzer for the diſh ſir. 

Cl. No indeed fir nortot apin; youare therein inthe 
right : bur, to the point : as I fay,this Miſtris E/b:w, being 
(as I ſay) with childe,and being great bellied,and longing 
(as I fa1d) for Prewyns: and having no more 1n the diſh 
(as I ſaid) Maſter Froth here, this very man, having eatea 
the reſt (as 1 ſaid )and ( as 1 ſay) paying for them very ho- 
neſtly : tor, as you know Matter Fro:b, 1 could not give 
! you three pence againe. 

Fre, No indeed. 

Cle, Very well : you beingthen (if you beremembred ) 
cracking the ſtones of the tercfaid Prewyns, 
| = I,ſoI did indeed. W 

» Why,very well: Itelling you then (if you bee 
remembred Y thee Goch a one, and fucha =_- _ paſt 
cure of the thing you wort of, unlefle they keptvery good 
dyet,as1 rold you. 

Fro, Ailthis is true. 

Clo, Why very weilthen, 
| Eſe, Come : you are a tedious foole: tothe purpoſe : 
| what was done to Flbowes wite,that he hath caule rocom- 
plaine of ? Come me to what was doneto her, 
Cs. Sir,your honour cannot cometo that yet, 
Eſc. No (ir,nor I mcane it not. 
Clo. Sir , but you ſhall come to it, by your Honours 
lee: And | betcech you, looke into Maſter Frorh here 
/ fir, a man of foure-ſcore pound a yeere; whoſe Father 
'! dzedat Hallowmas ; Was't not at Hallowmas Maſter 
Froth ? 

Fro, All-hallond-Eve. 

Ch. Whiy very well : I hope here be truthes : he Sir, 
ſitting (as I ſay) in a lower Chaire,Sir,'rwas in the bunch 
of Grapes, where indeed you have a delighe to fit, haye 
you not ? 

Fro. I have ſo,becuuſe itis an open roome, and good 
for Winter. 

Cle. Why very wellthen : I hope here betruthes. 

Ang. This will laſt outa night in Ruſſia, 

When nights are ſa there : le take my leave, 
And leave youtothe hearing of che cauſe; 
Hoping you'l finde good cau'c ro whip them all. Exit. 

Eſc. Ithinkeno Ile : good morrow to your Lord- 
ſhip. Now fir,come on ; What was done ro Elbewes wite, 
{ Once mvure ? | 

Clo. Once fir ?there was nothing done to her once. 

E16. T beſcech you ſir, aske him what this man did co 
my-wife. 

Ch, 1 beſeechvour bonour,aske me. a 

£7. Well ſir,wbat did this Gentleman toher ? 

Cle. 1 beſeechyou fir, looke in this Gentlemans face: 
good Maſter Frothlooke upon his honour; *ris for a good 
purpoſe ; doth your honour mar ke his face ? 


F 3 


{ 


| 


F/e. 1 


_ 


Do — — — 


Elb. Prove it before theſe Yarlets here, thou honoura- 


| 
| 


66 


eMeaſare for Meaſure. 


Eſc. 1 ſir,very wal. 

Clo. Nay,I beſcech you marke jt well. 

Eſc. Well,I doe ſo. 

Ch, Doth your honour ſce any harme in his face ? 

Eſc. Why no. o 

Cle. Ile be ſuppos'd upon a booke;his face isthe worlt 
thing about him : good then: if his face be the worlt 
thing about him, how could Maſter Freth doe the Conſta» 
bles wife any harme ? I would know that of your ho- 
nour. 

Ee He's in the right ( Conſtable)what ſay you to ut? 

Elb. Firſt , and ir like you , the houſe is a retpecte 
houſe ; next,this isa reſpeted fellow ; and his Miſtris 
i5 a reſpeted woman. 

Clo. By this hand fir, his wife is atnore reſpefed per- 
ſon then any of usall. 

£1b. Varler,thou lyeſt ; thou lyeft wicked Varlet : the 
time is yet to come that ſhee was ever reſpeted with 
man, woman,or childe. : 

Cle. Sir,ſhe was reſpeRted with him before he marri- 
ed with her. 

Eſe. Which is the wiſer here ; 1u#tice ,or Iniquitie ? I's 
thistrue ? 

Elb, O thou Caytiffe : O thou Varlet : O thou wic- 
ked Hanibal; Irelſpeted with her,betore I was married 
to her? Ifever I was reſj with her,or ſhe with me, 
let not your Worſhip thinke me the Dukes Oili- 
cer: provethis, thou wicked Hannibal,or Ile have mine 
ation of battery on thee. 

Eſc. If he tooke you a box 'oth'care , you might have 
your action of ſlander too. 

Elb. Marry I thanke your good worſhip for it ; what 
— —_ Worſhips plealure 1 ſhall doc withthis wicked 

yrifte ? 

ſc. Traely Officer, becauſe he hath ſome offences in 
him,that thou wouldft diſcover if thou could(t , let him 
continue in his courſes, tillthou know'ſt what they are, 

Elb. Marry I thanke your Worſhip for it : Thou ſeeſt 
thou wicked Varlet now, what's come upon thee. Thou 
art to continue nowthou Varlet,thou art to continue. 

Eſc. Where were you borne,fricnd ? 

Froth, Herein _ LIP 

Eſc. Are youof foureſcore Sayeere ? 

Froth. Yes,and *tpleaſc you fir. 

Eſc. So: whattrade are you ofyſir ? | 

Cho. A Tapſter,a poore Widdowes Tapſer. 

Ee. Your Miſtris name ? 

Clo. Miſtris Over-don. 

Eſc. Hath ſhe had any more then one husband ? 

Ch, Nine,fir : Over-dow by the laſt, 

Eſc. Nine ? come hither to me,Maſter Froth; Maſter 
Fyoth, I would not have you acquainted with Tapſters ; 
they will draw you Maſter Froth,and you will hang them: 
get you gone,and let me heare no more of you. 


Fro, Ithanke your worſhip ; for mine owne part, I 


never come into any reome in a Tap-houſe , but I am 
drawn in. | 

Eſe. Well : no more of it Maſter Froth : farewell : 
Come you hither to me, M.Tapſter : what's your name 
M.Tapſter ? 

Ch. P. > 

& Whatelſe 2 

Clo, Bum, Sir. 

&. Troth,and your Bum is the greateſt thing about 
you , ſo that in the beaſtlicſt ſenſe, you are Pompey the 


LO 


But yet, poore Clandio ;there is no remedy. 
Come F 


great 3 Pompey,you are partly a Bawd,P » howſoe- 
ver you nr being iT apſter,are mr? come, tell 
me true, it ſhall be the better for you. 

Cle. Truely fir,l am a poore fellow that would live. 

Z(e. How would you live Pompey ? by being a Bavwd ? 
_ _ you thinke of the Trade Pompey ? is it a lawfull 
(7. If the Law would allow it,fir, 

Ec. But the law willnot allow it Pompey ; nor it ſhall 

qe in Views, 

Clo, Do's your Worſhip meane to geld and (play all 
the your inrhe Chet? _—_— 

y. Bo Pompey: 

+ Iruely Sir, in my poore opinion they willroo't 
then : if your Worſhip willtake for ay Drabs and 
—Y — ——_— 

Eſc. are pretty orders beginning I can tell you : 
It is but heading and hanging. "Y 

Clo. It you head and all that offend that way but 
for ten yeare together ; you'll be glad ro give outa Com- 
miſſion for more heads: if this law hold in YViexna ten 
yeares,lle rent the faireſt houſe in it after three pence a 
Bay = you live to ſee this cometo paſſe, ſay Pompey told 
you Os | 

Eſe. Thanke you good Pompey ; and in requitall of 
your Propheſie,harke you: I adviſe youlet me not finde 
you before me againe upon any int whatſoever : 
no,not for dwelling where youdoe.; if I doe Pompey , 1 
ſhall beat you to your Tent,and provea ſhrewd Ceſar to 
= : in plaine dealing Powpey,l ſhall have you whipt; {0 

or thistime, Fompey,fare you wel!. 

Clo, Ithanke your Worſhip for ycnar good counſel! ; 
but I ſhall follow itas the fleſh and fortune {hall better 
determine. Whip me ? no,no,let Carman whip his lade, 
The valiant heart's not whipt out of his Trade, Ex#. 

Eſc. Come hither to me, Maſter Elbow : come hither 
Mafter Conſtable : how long have you been in this place 
of Conſtable ? 

Elb. Seven yeare and a halfe ir. 

Eſc. I thought by the readineſſe inthe cifice, you had 
— in it ſome time : you fay ſeayen yecres toge- 
ther. 

Etb. Anda halfe ſir. 

Eſc. Alas,it bath beene great paines to you : they doe 
you wrong to put you ſo oftupon't, Are there not mo1 
in your Ward ſugjcient to ſerve it ? 

Elb, *Faith ſir,few of any witinſuch matters : as they 
m—— are glad vo— _ ; Idoeit 

orlome pcece of mo through with all. 
_ #(.. Lands you bring me Taka names of ſome ſixe 
or ſeven,the moſt ſufficient of your Pariſh. 
Elb. To your Worſhips houſe fir ? 
Eſe.To my houſe : fare you well : what's aclocke, 
thinke you ? 
Ini. Eleven,ſir. 
Eſc. Tpoaytpon oc hometo dinner with me. 
Inf, I humbly & YOU. 
Eſe. It grieves me for the death of (lawdio, 
But there's no remedy. 

Eſe. It is but necdfull. 
Mercy isnot it ſelfe, that oft lookes ſo, 
Pardon is ſtill the nurſe of ſecond woe : 


Sir, 
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Scena Secunda. 


Onter Froveſt, Servant, 

Ser. Hee's hearingof a Cauſe ; he will come ftraight, 
Tletell him of you. 

Pre. "Pray youdoe ; Ile know 
His , may be he will relent ; alas 
He hath but as offended in a dreame, : 
All Sefs, all Ages {macke ofthis vice, and he 
To dyector't ! 


Enter eAngels. 
Ang. Now, what's the matter Provett ? 
Pre, Is it your will Claudio ſhall dye to morrow ? 
Ang. Did not I tell thee yea ? hadit thou not order ? 
Why do'ſt thou aske againe? 
Pro, Leſt 1 mightbe tooraſh : 
Vnder your goodcorreRion,l have ſeene | 
When after execution, Iudgement hath 
Repented ore his doome. 
Ang. Goe to : let thatbe mine, 
Doe you your oihice, or give up y our Place, 
And you ſhall well be ſpar'd. 
Pyo. I crave your Honors 
\ "hat ſhall be done fir,with 
Shee's very neere her houre. 
Ang. Diſpole of her 
To ſome more fitter place ; and that with ſpeed, 
Ser. Here is the fiſter of the man condemn'd, 
Deſires acceſle to you, 
Ang. Hath hea fiſter ? 
Pro, I my good Lord, a very vertuous maid, 
Andto be ſhortly of a Siſter-hood, 
Ifnot already. : 
Ang, Well :lether be admitted, 
Sec you the Fornicatreſſe be remov'd, 
Let her have needfull, but not laviſh meanes, 
There ſhall be order for't. 
Enter Lucio, and Iſabela. 
Pro. Save your Honor, 
eng. Stay alittle while: y'are welcome : what's your | 
{ſab. I am a woefull Sutor to your Honor, (will ? 
'Pleaſe but your honor heare me. 
oo, Well : what's your ſuite ? 
1ſab. There is a vice that moſt I doe abhorre, 
And moſt defire ſhould meer the blow of juſtice ; 
For which I would not plead, but that I muſt, 
For which I muſt not plead, butthat1am 
At warre, twixt will, and will not. 
eAng. Well : the matter? 


on : 


groaning [ulier? 


Iab. 1 have abrother is condemn'd to dye; 
I doe beſcech you let it be his fault, 
And not my brother. 

Pro. Heaven give thee moving X 


eAng. Condemne the fault, and not the aQor of it, 
Why every fault's condemn'd ere itbe done : 
Mine were the very Cipher of a Funion 
To fine the faults, whoſe fine ſtands in record, 
And let gee by the Actor. 

{ſab. Oh juſt, but ſevere law : 
I had a brotherthen ; heaven keepe your honor. 

Lac. Give 't not ore ſo: to himagaine, entreat him, 
Kneele downe before him, hang upon his gowne, 


Youaretoo cold : if you ſhould vecd apin, 


Pr IS 


———— 


Youcould not with more tame a tongue deſire it: 
To him, I ſay» 
I/ah. Mutt he needs dye ? 


Tk. mayer er pardon him 
» Yes: I doe thinke that you mi 
And neither heaven, nor man <_——=— : 
= I will not do't. 
Iſab. But can you if you would ? 


_ Looke what I will not, that I cannot doe; 
Iſab. But might you doe't and dee the world no wrong 
If fo your heart were touch'd with that remorſe, 
As mine isto him ? 
Ang. Hee's ſentenc'd, tis too late. 
Lac. Yoarttoocold. | 
Iſab. Too late ? why no : I that doe ſpeakea ward, 
May call it backe againe : well, beleeve this 
Noceremony that to great ones longs, 
Notthe Kings Crowne; nor the deputed ſword, 
The Marſhslis Truncheon, nor the Iudges Robe 
Become them with one halfe ſo good a grace 
As mercy does : It he had beene as you, and you as he, 
You would have ſlipthke bim, but helike you 
Would not have beene ſo ſterne, 
= Pray you be gone. 
Iſab. 1 would to heaven I had your potency, 
And you were Iſabel : ſhould it then be thus? 
No : I would tell what *rwere to be a judge, 
And what a priſoner. 
Lxc. I touch him : there's the veine. 
Ang. Your brother is a fortcit ofthe Lay, 
And yau but waſte your words. 
Iſab. Alas, alas : 
Why all the toules that were, were forfeit once, 
And he that might the vantage beſt have tooke, 
Found out che remedy : how would you be, 
If he, which i; the cop of judgement, ſhould 
Bur judge you, as you are ? Oh, thinke on that, 
And mercy then wall breathe within your lips 
Like man new made. 
Ang. Be you content, (faife Maid) 
It isthe Law, notl, condemne your brother, 
Were he my kin{man, brother, or my ſonne; 
It ſhould be thus with him : he muſt dye ro morrow. 
Iſab. To morrow ?ob; that's ſodaine, 
him, ſpare him : E - 
ce's not prepar'd for death ; evenfor our kitchines 
We kill the fowle of ſeaſon: ſhall weſerve heaven 
With lefle reſpeR then we doe miniſter 
To our groſſe-ſelves? good,good my Lord,bethinke you; 
Who is it that hath di'd for this offence ? | 
There's many have committed it. 
Luc. I, well ſaid. | 
Ang: The Law hath not beendead,thoughir hath Nlept: 
Thoſe many had not dar'd to doe that evill 
Ifthe firſt; that did th'EdiR intringe 
Had anſwer's for his deed. Now 'tis awake, 
Takes note of what is done, and ike a Prophet 
Lookes in a glaſſe that ſhewes what fucure evills 
Either now, or by remiſleneſſe, new conceiv'd, 
And ſo in progrefſe tobe hatch'd, and borne, 
Are now to have no ſncceſliue degrees, 
But here they live to cnd, 
Iſab. Yet ſhow ſome pitty. ; | 
Ang. 1 ſhewit moſt of all, when I how Iuſtice; 
For then I pitty thoſe I doe rot know, 
Which a diſmis'd offence, would after gaule Fay 
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And doehim right, that anſwering one foule wrong 
Livesnot to att another. Befatished ; 
Your Brother dics to morrow ; be content, 
I/a. So you muſt be the firſt that gives this ſentence, 
And he, that ſuffers : Oh, it is excellent 
To havea Giants ſtrength : but it 15 tyrannous 
. Touſe itlikea Giant. 
{ Loc. That's well ſaid. 
Iſab. Could great men thunder 
As [ove himſclfe do's, love would nerebequiet, 
For every pelti Oticer 
Would x early Bs thunder ; 
Nothing but thunder : Mercifull heaven, 
' Thou rather withthy Charpe and ſulphureus bolt 
' Splitſt the natuduble and gnarled Oke, 
| Then the ſoft Mertill : O But man !proud man ! 
' Dreſt ina little bricte authority, 
Moſt i tof what he's moſt aſſur'd, 
(His glaſſie Efſence) like an angry Ape 
Playes ſuch phantaſtique trickes before high heaven, 
As makesthe Angels weepe : who with our ſplecnes, 
| Would all themſelves laugh morrtall. 
Zuci. Oh, to him, to him wench : he will relent, 
' Hee's comming : Iperceive't, 
| Pro, Prayheavenſhe winne him. 
| Jſab. Wecannot weigh our brother with our ſclfe, 
Great men may jeſt with Saints : ris wit inthem, 
But in the leſle toule —_ 
Luc, Thou'rt i'th right (Girle) more o'that. 
Jab. That inthe Captaine's but a chollericke word, 
Which in the Souldier is flat blaſphemy. 
Luc. Artavil d o'that ? m_ = 
Ang. Why doe you put theſe ſay1 me? 
Ib, Becauſe Chhorky, a herithe others, 
Harh yet a kind of medicine in itſelfe 
Thar skins the vice o'th top ; goe to your boſome, 
Knocke there, and aske your hcart what it doth know 
Thar'slike my brothers fault : if it confeſle 
A naturall guiltineſſe, ſuch as is his, 
Let itnot ſound athought upon you tongue 
Againſt my brothers lite. 
Ang. Shee ſpeakes, and tis ſuch ſence 
That my ſence breeds withit ; fare you well. 
I/ab. Gentle my lord, turne backe. 
Ang. I will bethinke me : come againe to morrow, 
Ik Harke, how Ile bribe you : good my lord turne 
Ang. How ? bride me ? 


Iſa. I, with ſuch gifts that heaven ſhall ſhare with you, 

Luc. You had mar'dall clfe. 

Ifab. Not with fond Sickles of the teſted-gold, 
Or ſtones, whoſe rate are either rich, or poore 
As fancy values them : but with true prayers, 
That ſhall beupat heaven, andenterthere 
Ere Sunne rile : prayersfrom preſerved ſoules, 
From faſting Maides, whoſe mindes are dedicate 
To nothing temporall. 

Ang. Well:come to me to morrow. 

Lxe. Goe to : tis well ; away. 

Iſab. Heaven keep your honor ſafe, 

eng, Amen. 

For 1 am that way going to temptation, 
| Where prayers croſle. 

Iſab. At what howre to marrow, 
ShallI attend you lordſhip ? 

eAng. Atany time *fore-noone, 

Iſab. *Save your Honor, EZ xexnt. 


—_— 


(backe. 


| 


\ 


eng. From thee : even from thy vertne. 
What's this? What's this ? is this her fault, or mine ? 
The Tempter, cr the Tempted, who firmes moſt ? ha ? 
Not ſhe : nor doth ſhe tempt : bur itisI, 
Thar, lying by the Violer in the Sunne, 
Doe as the Carrion do's, not as theflog re, 
Corrupt with vertuous ſeaſon : Can it be, 
That Modeſty may more betray our ſence 
Then womans lightneſſe ? having waſte ground eneugh, 
Shall we deſire to raze the 
And pitch oyrevilsthere? oh fie, fie, fie : 
W hat dot thou? or what art thou Angels ? 
Doſt thou deſire her fowly, for thoſe things 
That make her good ? oh, lether brother hive : 
Theevesfor their robbery have authority, 
When Tudges ſteale themſelves: what !doc 1love her, 
That I deſire to heare her ſpeake againe ? 
And feaſt upon her eyes? what is'tI dreame on ? 
Oh cunning enemy, thatro catch a Saint, 
With Saintsdoſt bait thy hooke z; moſt dangerous 
Is that temptation, thatdoth goad us on 
To ſinne, in loving vertue:; never cold the Strumpet 
Withall her double vigor, Art, and Nature 
Once ſtir my remper : bur this vertuous Maid 
Subdues me quite : Even till now | 
When men were fond, | ſmild, and wondred how, Exit 


—_— 
—_—_ — 


Scena Tertia. 


— —— 


Emer Duke, and Proveit. 
Dk, Haile to you, Proveſt, ſo I thinke you are. 
Pro. Iam the Provoſt: what's your will, good Frier ; 
Dk, Bound by my charity, and my blelt order, 
I come to viſit the afflicted ſpirits 
Here inthe priſon : doe me the common right 
To let me {ce them : and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that I may miniſler 
Tothem accordingly. 
Pra. I would do more thenthat,if more were nzedfull, 
Enter Juliet. 
Loaoke here comes one : a Gentlewoman of mine, 
Who falling in the flawes of her owne yourh, 
Hath bliſterd her report : Sheis with child, 
And he thatgot it, ſcntenc'd :a yong man, 
More fit to doe another ſuch offence, 
Then dyefor this. 
Dk, When muſt he dye? 
Pro. As 1 doethinke to morrow. 
I have provided for you, ſtay a while 
And you ſhall be . 
Dk, Repent you (faireone) of the ſin you carry ? 
Isl. 1 doe; and bearethe ſhame moſt patiently. 
Ds, Ile teach you how you ſhall araign your conſcience 
And try your penitence, it it be ſound, 
Or hollowly put on. 
T*l. Ile glad!y learne. 
Dwsk. Love you the man that wrong'd you ? 
Int. Yes, as1love the woman that wrong'd him. 
Duk, So then it ſeemes your molt offencetull a& 
Was mutually committed. 
Jul. Mutually. 
Diak: T hen was your ſinne of heavier kind than his. 
Isl. Idoeconfeſlc it, and repent it (Father. ) 
Dwk. 'Tis 
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Dwxk, 'Tis meet ſo hter) but le aſt youdoe repent | Topardon him, that hath from nature ſtolne 
Asthacthe ſinne wr am you to a A man already made, asto remit 
Which ſorrow is alwayestoward our (clves, not heaven, Their ſawcy ſwcetneſſe, that doe coyne heavens Image 
Showing we would nut ſpare heaven, as we love it, In {tamps that are forbid : 'ris all ascaſic, 
Butas we ſtand in feare. Falſcly to take away a life true made, 
I«l. 1 doe repent me, as itis an cvill, Ag to put mettle 1n reſtrained meanes 
And take the ſhame with joy. To make a falle one. . 
Duk, There reſt : _ _ — _— but riot in earth} 
) Your partner (as I heare) muſtdye tomorrow bag. Say you ſo ; then I ſhall poze youquickly. 
: And I am goi heb har A rg ; Which had you rather, [that the molt jolt Law 
Grace goe with you, Benedicite. Exit, | Now tooke your brothers life, and to redeeme him 
Il. Mult dye to morrow ? oh injurious loye Give up your body to ſuch ſweet uncleanneſle, 
That re{pitsme alife, whoſe very comfort As ſhe that he hath ftaind ? 
Is ſtill a dying horror. Iſab. Sir, belceve this, ; 
Pre. 'Tisputyof him. Exexxt. | I hadrather give my body, thenmy ſoule. 
eAng. I talke not of your ſoule : our compel'd fines 
ge” FEY _ more _ number, then for accomprt. 
| Iſav. How lay you? 
Scena quarta. eAng. Nay Ile not warrant that : for I canſpeaks 
; ikedhing Oy: A 
"RM. I (nowthe voyce of the recorded Law) 
Enrer eAngelo, —_— —_— _ your meg 
An. WhenI would dthinke, Ithinke,and Might there not be a charity in ſine, 
| Toſeverall labjecs: bak my empty words, hs Toſayethis brothers life ? 
| Whilſt my Invention, hearing not my Tongne, 1{ab. Pleaſe yoato dod't, 
xt Anchors on //abel: heayen-in my mouth, lletake it as a perill to my ſoule, 
Asif 1 did but onely chew his name, Itisnd finne at all, bur charity. 
=—_ And in my heart the ſtrong and ſwelling cvill Ang.Plea('d youto doo't, at perill of your ſoule 
Of my conception : the tate whereon I tadied Were cquall poize of ſinne, and c L 
Islikea np being often read ſab. That I doe beg hislate,if it be | 
Growne teard, and tedious : yea, my Gravity Heaven letmebeare1t: you granting of my ſuit, | 
" Wherein (lerno man heart me) I takepride, If that be ſinne, Ile make it my Morne-prayer, 
Could I, with boote, change for an idle plume To haveit added to the fanlts of mine, 
Which the ayre beats for vaine : oh ! ob forme! | And nothing of your anſwer, 
r; How often doſtthou with thy caſe, thy habit ' Ang. Nay,but heareme, | 
Wrenchawe from fooles; OS tye the wiſer ſoules Your lence purſues not mine: cither you ire ignorant, 
Tothy falſe ſeeming? Blood, thou art blood, Or ſceme {ocrafty ; and that's not good. 
Let's write good on the Devills horne, 1{ab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
'Tis not the dcvills Creſt t how now 2 who's there ? But graciouſly to know I am no better. 
Enter Servant. Ang. Thus wiſdome wiſkesto re moſt bright, 
Ser. One /ſabell, a ſiſter, deſires accefſe to you, When itdoth taxe it ſelfe : Asthele blacke Maſques 
"1, Ang. Teach her the way : ol heavens Proclaime anen-ſhield beauty ten times louder 
Why doe's my bloud thus muſter to my heart, Then beauty could diſplaied : Bur marke me, 
| Making both it unablefor it ſelfe, To be received plaine,Ile ſpeake more groſle; | 
And diſpoſleſling all my other parts Your brother is to dyc. | 
Shenapru/ rrp REN” Mn Ad bis of is ſo,as\ | 
0 play t liſh t with one that ſw , . ence 15 10, as it appeares, | 
Comeall to helpe Hows rr re Accountant tothe Law, upon that paine. 
By which he ſhould reviuc : andeven 74 Iſah. True. | 
The generall ſubje&ro a wel-wiſht Ki Ang. Admitno other way to ſave his life 
Quit their owne part,andin ho | (As 1 ſubſcribe net that, nor any other, 
Crowd to his preſence, where their untaught love Butin tear tory art en op 
Muſt needs appeare offence : how now faire Maid? Finding your ſelfc defir'd of ſuchaperſon, ; 
Enter Iſabella, Whoſe credit with eo owne great place, 
I/a. Tam cometo know your pleaſure. (me, | Could terch your brother the Manacles 
once An. That you might know it, would much better pleaſe | Of the all-building-Law : and that there were 
| Thento demand what 'tis: your brother cannot live. No carthly meane to ſave him, butthar cither 
| [ſa. Even fo : heaven keepe your Honor. You muſt lay downethe treaſures of your body, 
| en. Yet may helivea while : and it may be To this ſuppoſed, or elſe to let him utter ; 
As long as you, or 1 : yet he mult dye. What would you doe ? | 
; ; ſab. Vader your Sentence ? I{ab. As much for my poore Brother,as my ſelte ; 
' eng. Yea. That is : were I under the rearmes of d 
| Iſab, When, I beſecch you ? that in his Reprieve Th'impreſſion of keene whips, I'd weare as Rubies, 
i ( r, or ſhorter) he may be ſo fitted And ftrip my ſelfe to death, asto abed, 
Lie, That his ſoule ſicken net. That longing have beene (icke for, cre T'ld yeeld 
«Anga Ha? fic, theſe filthy vices : It were as good My body up to ſhame-+ 


— — _— _ 


bs Tis , "> eng. Then 
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Ang. Then muſt your brotber dyc. 

Iſa. And *twer thec way : 

Better it were a brother di'd at once, 
Then that a ſiſtcr, by redeeming him 
Should dye for cver. 
eAzg. Were not you then as cruell as the Sentence, 
That you haye —_— lo? 54 4 
Ia. Ignominy m ranſome,and tree n 
Are of = hnnkbbe lawfull mercy, i 
Is nothing kin to foule redemption. 

eAzg. Youſlcem'd of late tomakethe Law a tirant, 
And rather prov'd che fliding of your brother 
A merriment, then a vice. 

Iſa. Oh pardon me my lord, it oft fals out 
'To have, what we would have, 

We ſpeake not what we meane ; 

I ſomething dacexcuſe the thing I hate, 

For his advantage that I dearely love. 
eAng. Weare all fraile. 

Ta. Elſe let my brother dye, 

Ifnot a feodary but onely he 
Owe, and ſugceed thy weakeneſle. 

eng. Nay, women are fraile too, 

1/a. 1,asthe glaſſes where they view themſelves, 
W hichareascafie broke as they make formes : 
Women ? Helpe hcaven ; men their creation marre 
In profiting by them : Nay, call usten times fraile, 
For we arc ſoft, as our complexions are, 

And crccujousto faiſe prints, 
eg. Ithinke it well; 
And from thisteftimony of your owne ſex 
(Since I ſuppoſe we are made to beno ſtronger 
Then faults may ſhake cur frames )ict me be bold; 
I doe arreſt your words. Be thar youare, 
That is,a woman ; if you be more, you'r none, 
"Tf you be one (as you are yeilexpreſt 
By all extcrnall warrants) ſhew it now, 
By putting on thedeſtin'd Livery. 

1/a. 1 have no tongue but one ; gentle my lord, 
Let meentreate you ſpeake the former language. 

eAvg. Plainly conceive I love you. 

Iſa. My brother did love [ulier. 

And you tell me that he ſhall dye for't. 

Arg. He ſhall not /ſabel if you give me love, 

Iſa. Iknow your vertue hatha licence in'r, 
Which ſcemes a little fouler then ir is, 

To plucke on others, 

Ang. Beleeve me on mine Honor, 
My wordsexpreſle my purpoſe. 

I/a. Ha? Little honor, to be much belcey'd, 
And moſt pernitious purpoſe : Seeming, ſeeming, 
I will proclaime thee Angelo, looke for'r. 

Signe me a preſent pardon for my brother, 
Or withan out-ſtretcht throate Ile tellthe world aloud 
W hat man thou art. 
Ang. Who will beleevethee 1/abe#? 
My unſoild name, th' auſteereneſle of my life, 
My vouch againſt you, and my place 1'th State, 
Will ſoyouraccuſation over-weigh, 
That you ſhall ſtifle in yaur owne report, 
Andimell of calumny. Ihaye begun, 
And now I give my fenſuall race, the reine, 
Fit thy conſent to my ſharpe appetite, 
Lay by all nicety, and prolixious bluſhes 
That baniſh what they ſue for : Redeeme thy brother, 


By ycelding up thy body to my will, 


——_— 


| And fit his mind to death, for his ſoules reſt. 


—_—_—— 
—_— 


Orelſc be muſt not onely dye the death, 

But thy unkindneſſe ſhall his death draw out 

Tolingring ſufferance : Anſwer meto morrow, 

Or by the affeftion that now guides me moſt, 

Ile prove a Tirantro him. Asfor you, 

Say what youcan; my falſe, ore-weighs your true. Exit, 
I/a. Towhom ſhould 1 inc? Did Irell this, 

Who would beleeve me ? O perilous mouthes 

That beare in them, oneand we ſelfelame tongue, 

Either of condemnation, or approofe, 

rare Irwdrge make curtſie totheir will, 
ooki right and wrong to th'appetite, 

= we © _ ave Ileto my _ "= 
hough t y prompture of the , 

Yet hath he in him ſuch a ala efilence, 

That had he twenty heads to tender downe 

On twenty bloody blockes, hee'ld yecld them up, 

Before his ſiſter ſhould her body toope 

Toſuch abhord pollution. 

Then 1/abel live chaſte, and brother dye ; 

*More then our Brother, isour Chaſtity. 

Ile tell him yet of Awgeto's p 

I xit. 


— 


Atus T ertius, Scena Prima. 
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Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provoſt. 
Dwk, Sothen you hope of pardon from lord eAngelo? 
Claws. The miſcrable have noother medicine 
= onely hope : I'have hope to live,and am prepar'd to 


ye. 
Dake. Be abſolute for death : cither death or lite 
Shail thereby be the ſweeter. Reaſon thus with lite : 
If I doe looſe thee, I doe looſe athing 
That none but fooles would keepe: a breath thou art, 
Servile to all che skyic-infiuences, 
Thar doſt this habitation where thou keepſt 
Hourelyafflit : Meercly, thou artdeaths foole, 
For him thou labourſt byythy flight roſhun, 
And yet runſt toward hifn ſtill. Thou artnot noble, 
For all th'accommodations that thou bearſt , 
Are nurſt by baſeneſſe ; Thou'rt by nomeanes valiant, 
For thou doſt feare the ſoftand render forke 
Of a poore worme : thy belt of reſt is ſleepe, 
And that thou oft provoakſt, yetgroſlely fart 
Thy death, which is no more. Thouart not thy ſclfc, 
For thou exiſts on many athouſand graines 
That ifſue out of duſt. Happy thou art nor, 
For what thou haſt not, ſtill thou ſtriv*ſtto get, 
And what thou haſt, forgetſt. Thou art nor certaine, 
For thy complexion ſhifrsto ſtrange effeRs, 
After the Moone : if thou art rich,thou'rt poore, 
For like an Aſſe, whole backe with Ingots bowes ; 
Thou bearſt thy heavy riches buta journy, 
And death unloads thee ; Friend haſt thou none: 
For thine owne bowels v;hich doecall thee, fire 
The meere effuſion of thy proper loyncs, 
Doe curſe the Gout, Sarpego, and the Rheume 
For ending thee no ſooner. Thou haſt nor youth, nor age 
But as it were an after-dinnersſleepe 
Dreaming on both, for all thy bleſſed youth 
Becomes asaged, and doth rhe almes 
Ofpalſied-Eld : and when thouart old, and rich 


Thou 
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Thou haſt neither heate, affeRion, limbe, nor deauty 
To make thy riches pleaſant : what's yet in this | 
That beares the name of life ? Yet inthis lite 
Lye hid moethouſand deaths ; yet death we feare 
That makes theſe oddes, all even- 

Cla. I hambly thanke = 
Toſue to live, I find I ferke to dye, | 
And ſecking death, find life; Let it comeon. 

Entes Iſabella. | 
Iſab. What hoa? Peace heere; Grace, and good com» 


"ow Who'sthere ? Come in, the wiſh deſervesa wel- 
come. 
Dwuk, Deere fir, crelong Ile viſit you againe. 
Cla. Moſt holy fir, I thanke you- | 
Ia. My buſineſſeis a word or two with (lavdio. 
Pro. And very welcome : looke Signior, here's your 
filter, 
Dw#k, Provoſt, a word with you. 
Pro, As many as you pleaſe, 2 
Dwk, Bring them to {peake,where I may be conceal d, 
yet heare them. Exennt. 
Cu. Now ſiſter, what's the comfort ? 
Iſa. WiYs . 
Asall comforts are : moſt good, moſt good indeed, 
Lord eAngels having affairesto heaven 
Intendsyou for his \wift Ambaſſador, | 
Where you ſhall be an everlaſting Leiger ; 
Theretore your beſt appointment make with ſpecd, 
To Morrow you ſet on. 
Clax. Isthere no remedy? *' | 
Iſs. None but ſuch remedy, as to ſave ahead 
To cleave a heart in twaine : 
CR. 
Iſa. Yesbrother, you may live ; : 
There isa divelliſh mercy in the Iudge, Po 
If you'l implore it, that will free your life, 
But fetter you till death, 
Cla. Perperuall durance ! ; 
[/a. I juit, perpetuall durance, a reſtraint 
Through all the worlds vaſtidity you had 
To adetermin'd ſcope. 
Clas. But in what nature ? 
Iſa. In ſuch a one, as you conſenting too't, 
Would barke your honor fromthat trunke you beare, 
And leave you naked. 
(av. Let me know the point. 
Ja. Oh, I doe fearethee Clandio, and I quake, 
Leaſt thou a feavorouslife ſhouldſt entertaine, 
And fixe or ſeven winters more reſpeRt 
Then a perpetuall honor. Dar'ſt thou dye ? 
The ſence of death is moſt in apprehenſion, 
And the poore Beetle that we tread upon 
In corporall ſufferance, finds a pang as great, 
As when a Giant dyes, | 
Cla. Why give you me this ſhame ? 
Thinke you I can a reſolutionfetch 
From flowry tenderneſſe ? If I muſt dye, 
| I will encounter darknefſe as a bride, 
And hugge itin mine armes. 
Ia. ſpake my brother : there my fathers grave 
Did utter forth a voyce, Yes, thou muſt dye : 
nm art toonoble, L, conſerve _— 
n baſe appliances. This outwar Deputy, 
Whoſe fed viſage, anddeliberate word 
Nips youth i'th head, and follies doth emmew 


———————_— 


Ea ene 
1s , bew c 
A pond, asdeepe as hell. 
Ro, 

4. Oh'tis ing Livery of hell 
The damnedſt body toinveſt, aud cover” 
In Prince gxedes; doſt thourhinks Claus, 

vir 
Thou mi ſt be freed? we 


i a ——_— 
's the time ; 
That I ſhould doe what 1 abhorre toname 
Or elſe thou dieſt to morrow, | 
(7. Thou ſhalr not do't. 
. {/a. O, were it but my life, 
I'de throw itdowne for your deliverance 
As asa pin, 
(av, Thankes deere Iſabel. : 
1/a. Be ready C landio, tor your death to morrow- 
(las. Yes. Has he affections in him. 
Thar thus can make him bite the Law by th'noſe, 
When he would force it? Sure it is no fine, 


Or of the deadly ſeven it is the leaſt. 

Iſa. Which istheleaſt ? 

(7aw. Tf it were damnable, he being ſo wile, 
Be perdurably fin'de? Oh 1/abed. 


Iſa. What fayes my brother ? 

(a. Death is a fearefull thing. 

1/a. And ſhamed life, a hateful. 

Cla. I, but todye, and goe we know not where, 
Tolye in cold jon, and to rot, 
This ſenſible warme motion,to become 
A kneaded clod;and the delighted fpirir 
To bathe in fiery floods, or toreſide 
In thrilling region of thick-ribbed Ice; 
To be umpriſon'd in the viewleſſe windes 
And blowne with reſtleſſe violence round about 
The world : or to be worſe then worſt 
Of thoſe, that lawlefſe and incertaine thought, 
Imagine howling, *cis too horrible. 
=_ werieſt, _ moſt —_— worldly life 

,Ache, penury, and impriſonment 

Can iS nature, is a Paradiſe 
To what we feare of death. 

Ia. Alas, alas. 

Sweet Siſter, let melive. 

What finne you doe, to ſave a brothers life, 
Nature diſpenſes with the deed ſo farre, 
That it becomes a vertuc. 


Iſa. Oh you beaſt! 
Oh fairhleſt: Coward! ch diſhoneſt wretch, | 


Wilethou be made a man, out of my vice? 
Is'tnota kind of inceſt, to take life ; 
From thine owne ſiſters ſhame ? What ſhould I thinke, 
Heaven ſhield:my Mother plaid my Father faire : 
For ſucha warped ſlip of wilderneſſe 
Nere iflu'd from _ _ Take em 
Dye, periſh : Mig my bending downe 
Repreevethee from thy fate, it ſhould pos 
le pray a thouſand prayersfer thy death; 
No word to ſave thee. 

Cls. Nay heare me Iſabel. 

If. Oh, fic, fie, fic. 
Thy finn'snot accidentall, but a Trade; 


—— 
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Mercy to thee would prove it ſelfe a Bawd, 
'Tis beſt rhat thou dieſt quickly. 

{1a. Oh heare me Iſabella. 

Dxk. Vouchlſafe a word, yong 

[ſz. What is your Will. 

De, Might youdiſpenſe with your leiſure, I would 
by and by have ſpcech with you : the fatisftation I 
would require, is likewiſe your owne benefit. - 

Iſa. ]'bave no ſuperfluous leiſure, my ſtay muſt be 
folen our of other affaires : but I willattend youa while. 

Dak. Son, I have over-heard what hath paſt betweene 
youand your fiſter. Angelo had never the tO Cor- 
rupt her; onely n— of her vertue, to 
praQiſe his judgement with the diſpoſition of natures. 
She (having the truth of honor in her) bath made him 
that gracious deniall, which he is moſt glad to receive: I 
atn Confeflor to Angelo,and I know this to be true,there- 
fore prepare your {cife rodeath *: doe not ſatisfie your re- 
ſolution with hopes that are fallible, to morrow you mult 
dyc, goetoyour knees, and make ready. 

{1la. Let me aske my fiſter pardon, Iam ſoout of love 
with life, that I will (ue to be rid of it. Exit. 

Dk. Hold youtherc : farewell : Provoit,a word with 


5x. 
Gſter, but one word. 


Ou. 
4 Pro. Whar's your will (father ?) 

Dk. That now youare come, you will be gone : leave 
me a wh:lc with the Maid, m+ mind promiſes with my 
habit, no loſſe ſhall revech hut by my company. 

P:o. In gocd time. | Exit. 

Dk. 1 kc hand that hath made you faire, hath made 
you good : the goodnefle that is cheape 1n beauty, makes 
beauty briefe in goodneſle ; but grace being the ſoule of 
your complexion, ſhall keepe the body of ir ever faire ; 
the aſſault that e-ngelo hath made to you, Fortune hath 

| convaid to Or and but that frailry bath 
| | examples for bis falling fl ſhould wonder at eAngelo:bow 
will you doe to content this Subſtitute, and to fave your 
brother ? | 

I{:b. Tam now going to reſclve him : I had rather 
my brother dye by the Law, then wy {onrie ſhould be un- 
lawfully bore. Bur (ob) how much is the good Duke 
deceiv'd inengele : if ever he returne, and I can ſpeake 
to him, I will open my lips in vaine, or diſcover his go- 
verniment- 

Dk, That ſhall not be much amiſſe : yetas the mat- 
ter now ſtands, he will avoyd your ccculieien : he made 
triall of you onely. Therefore faſten your care on my ad- 
vilings, to the love I have in doing good ; 2 remedy pre- 
ſents it ſelfe. Idoec make my ſelfe beleeve that you may 
moſt uprightcouſly doe a poore wronged Lady a merited 
benefit ; redeeme your brother from the angry Law ; 
doenoſtaine to your owne gracious perſon, and much 
pleaſe theabſent Duke, if peradventure he ſhall ever re- 
turneto have bearing of this buſineſle. 

Iſab. Let me heare you ſpeake farther ; I have ſpirit to 
doe any thing that appcares not foule in the truth of my 
ſpirit. 

Dake. Vertue is bold, and goodnefſe never fearefull : 
Have you not heard ſpeake of CHarians the ſiſter. of Fre- 
dericks the great Souldier, who miſcarried at Sea ? 

Iſab. 1 ave heard of theLady, and good words went 
with hername! 

Dake. She ſhould this «Angelo have married ; was af- 
fianced to her by oath,and the nuptial appointed:berween 
| which time ofthe contrac and liwit of the ſolemnity, 
her brother Fredericke was wrackt ar Sea, having in that 


iſhed veſic'l, rhe dowry of his ſiſter : bur marke how 

vily this befe. ll rothe poore Gentlewoman, tbere ſhe 
Iclt a noble and renouned brother, in his love towar$ 
her, ever moſt kind and natural} : with him the portion 
and (inew of her fortune, her marriage dowry: with 
_ her combynate-husband, this well ſeeming An. 
Fg 0, 

Jſab. Can this be ſo ? did eFngelo ſo leave her ? 

Dwk. Icfc her in her teares, anddricd not one of them 
with his comfort : ſwallowed his vowes whole, preten- 
ding in her, diſcoyeries of diſhonor : in few, beſtow'd 
her on her owne lamentation, which ſhe yet weares for 
his ſake: and he, a marble to her cares, is waſhed-with 
them ,but relents not: 

Iſab. W hat a merit were it in Ceathtotake this poore 
maid from the world ? what ion in this life, thar 
_ letthis man live? But how out of this can the a- 

e: 

Duk, It isa rupture that you may eaſily heale : and the 
cure of itnot onely ſaves your brother, but kcepes you 
from diſhonor in doing it: 

Iſab. Shew me how (q good father. ) 

| Dauk, This forenamed Maid hath yet in her the con- 
tinuance of her firſt affeftion : his unjuſt unkindneſſe 
(that in all reaſon ſhould have quenched her love ) hath 
(like an impediment in the Current) made it more vio- 
lent and unruſy : Goe you toengelo, anſwer his requi- 
ring with a plauſible obedience, agree with his demands 
to the point ; onely referre your ſeife to this advantage , 
firſt, that your ſtay with him may not belong : thar' the 
time may have all ſhadow,and filence in it : andthe place 
anſwer to convenicnce : this _ _ in courſe, 
and now followes all : we ſhall adviſe this wronged maid 
to ſteed up your appointment, goe in your place : if the 
encounter acknowledge it ſelfe hereafter, it may com- 
= him to her recompence ; and heere, by this is your 
other ſayed, your honor untainted, the poore Afaria- 
na advantaged, and the corrupt Depury ſcaled. The Maid 
will I frame, and make fit for his attempt : if you thinke 
well to carry this as you nay, the doubleneſle of the be- 
nefit defends the deceic from reproofe. W hat thinke 
you of it? 

[/ab. The image of it gives me content already, and I 
tru(t it will gre toa moſt proſperous perfeRion. 

Dak. Itlyes much in your holding up: haſte you ſpec- 
dilyro Angelo, if for this nzght he intreat youto his bed, 
give him promiſe of fatisfation 2 I will preſently to F, 
Lukes, there at the moated-Grangereſides this dejeRcd 
Mariana ; at thar place call me, anddiſpatch with 
eAngelo, that it = be quickly. 

1/4. I thanke you tor this comfort : fare you well good 


father. Exit. 
Enter Elbow, Clowne, Officers. 

£1. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that you 
will needs buy and (etl men and women like beaſts, we 
ſhall have all the world drinke browne and white baltard. 

D#k, Oh heavens, whar ſtutfe is heere? 

Clow. Twas never merry-world fince of two vſurics 
the merrieſt was put downe, andthe worſer allow'd by 
order of Law ;a tur'd gowne to keepe him warme z and 
fur'd with Foxeand Lamb-skins too,to fignific,that craft 
being richer then innocency, ſtands for the facing, 

: Elbow. Come your way Sir ; 'bleſſe you good father 
viſe. - 4c | 
Dwk. And you good brother father ; what ofcnce hath 

this man mods you, Sir ? 

Elk. Marry 


tC 


g anda fricnd of 


- 
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Elbe. Marry fir, he hath offended the Law ; and Sir, 
we take him to be a Theefe roo ſir:for we have found up- 
on him Sir, a ſtrange Pick-locke, which we have ſentto 


che . 

Dk, Fe, firrah, a Bawd, a wicked bawd, 
The evill that thou cauſeſt to be done, 

That is thy meanes to live. Doe thou but thinke 
W hat 'tis to cram a maw, or cloatha backe 
From ſucha filthy vice : lay to thy ſelfc, 
Fromtheir abhominable and bealtly rouches 

I drinke, 1 cate away my felfe, and live : 

Canſt thou _ thy bring isa life, py 
So ſtinkingly depending ? Goe mend, goe mend. 

(te. Indeed,it do's ſtinke in ſome Fe, Sir : . 
But yet Sir | would prove 

Dwuk, Nay, if the divell have given thee proofes for ſin 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to priſon Othicer 3 
| Correction, and inſtruction mult both worke 
Erethisrude beaſt will profit. 

Elb. He mult before the Deputy Sir, he ha's given 
him warning : the Deputy cannot abide a W hore-ma- 
ſter : if he be a Whore-monger, and comes before him, 
he were as gocd goe a mile on his errand. 

Dxk. That we were all, as ſome would ſceme to be 
Free from our faults, as faults from ſeeming free, 

Enter Lacs. 
., Ebb. Hisnecke will come to your waſt, a Cord fir. 
* (te. 1 ſpy comfort, I cry baile : Here's a Gentleman, 


mine. 
ompey ? W hat, at the wheels 


Luc. How now noble 
of (ſar? Artthou led in triumph? W bat isthere none 
of Pigmalions Images newly made woman to be had now, 
for putting the hand inthe pocker,and extracting clutch'd? 
W har reply ? Ha 2 What ſaiſt thou to this Tune, Mat- 
ter, and Method ? Is't not drown'd i'th laſt raine 2 Ha ? 
W hart faiſt thou Trot? Is the world as it was Man ? 
Which isthe way? Is itfad, and few words? Or how ? 
The tricke ot it ? 

Dank, Still thus, and thus : ſtill worſe ? 

Lac. How doth my deete Morſcll, thy Miſtris? Pro- 
cures ſhe (till 2 Ha? 

(. Troth (ir, ſhe hatheatenup all ber Beete, and ſhe 
1s her (clfe inthe tub. 

Luc. Why 'tis good : It isthe right of it : it muſt be 
ſo. Ever your freſh W hore, and your pouder'd Baud,an 
unſhun'd conſequence, it mult be fo. Art going to pri- 
lon Pompey? 

Clo. Yes faith (ir. 

Lac. Why 'tis not amiſſe Pompey : farewell : goe ſay 
I ſent thee thether : ſor debt Pompey? Or how ? 

Ebb. For being a baud, for being a baud. 

Lace, Well, then impriſon him : 1f impriſonment be 
the due of a baud, why 'tis his right. is he doubs- 
lefle, andofantiquity roo: Baud borne. Farewell good 
P : Commend me to the priſon P ,» you will 
_ goud husband now Pompey, you will keepe the 

C 
Cho, I Sir, your good Worſhip will be my baile? 
Lac. Go mb I not Pompey, 1t 1s not the weare: 
I will pray (Pompey) toencreaſe yuur bondagoif you take 
it not patiently : W hy, your acttle 13 
trulty Pompey. 
Blefle 
Dwuks. And you. 
Lac. Do's Bridget paint ſtill, Pompey ? Ha? 


 Elb. Come your wayes fir, come. 


the more : Adicu | 


— 


Clo. You will not baile me then Sir? 
Luc. Then Pompey,nor now : what newesabroad Fry- 
er ? | — ? 

Elb. e your wayes (ir,come. 

Lne. Goz to kennell (Pompey ) goe 2 
What newes Fryer of the Duke ? | 

Dake. 1 know none : can you tell me of any ? 

. Zac.Some ſay he is withthe Emperour of Reſſia:other 
ſome, heis in Reme : but where is he thinke you ? 

Duke. I know not where : but whereſoever , I wiſh 
him well. 

Luc. It wasa mad fantaſtical tricke of him to fteale 
from the State , and uſarpe the he was never 
borneto : Lord 4nge/o Dukes it well in his abſence : hee 
puts transgreflion too't. 

Dake. He do's well in't. 

Lac. A little more lenitic to Lechery would doe no 
harme in him : Something too crabbed that way , Fryer. 

Dw#k. It is too generall a vice,and ſeverity mnlt cure it. 

Lac. Yes in good ſooth, the vice is of a great kindred; 
itis well allied, but it is impoſſible ro extirpe it quite, 
Frier, till eating and drinking be put downe. They ſay 
this Avgels was not made by Man and Woman, after 
this downe-right way of Creation : is it true, thinke 


you? 

Dwsk, How ſhould he be made then? 

Zxe. Some report, a Se2-maid ſpawned him. Some, 
that he was begot berweene two Stock-fiſhes. Bur ir 
1s certaine, that when he makes water, bis Vrine is con- 
geal'd ice, that I know to be true: and he is a motion 
generative, that's infallible. 

Dak, Youareplealant fir, and ſpeake apace, 

Inc, Why, whata ruthlefſe thing is this in him, for 
the rebellion of a Cod-peece, to take away the life of a 
man? Would the Duke that is abſcat have cone this ? 
Ere he would bave hang'da man for the getting a hun- 
dred Baſtards, he would have paide for the Nurſing a 
thouſand. He had ſome feeling of the tport, he knew 
the ſervice, and thatinſtruced him to mercy. 

Dak. I never heard the abſent Duke much deteaed 
for Women, he was notenclin'd that way. 

Lue. OhSir, youare decciv'd, 

Dk. 'Tisnox poſſible. 

Luc. Whe, not the Duke ? Yes, your beggar of fifty : 
and his uſe was, to,put a ducket 1n her Clack-diſh ; the 
Duke had Crochets in him. He would be drunke too, 
that let me informs you. 

Dak, Youdoc him wrong, ſurely. 

Lac. Sir, I was an inward of his : a ſhye fellow was 
the Duke, and I belceve 1 know the cauſe of his wich- 
drawing. 

Duke. What (1 prethee) might be the cauſe ? 

Luc, No, pardon ; 'Tis a ſecret muſt be lockt with- 
inthe teeth and the lipes : bus this I can let you under- 
_ the greater file of the ſubject held the Duke to be 
wiſe. 

D#k. Wiſe ? Why no queſtion but he was. 

Lc. A very ſuperticiall, ignorant, unweighing fellow. 


Exenn. 


Dsk, Either this is envy in you, folly , or miſta- 


king : The very ſtreame of his life, andthe buſineſſe he 
hath helmed, muſt upon a warranted necd, give him a 
better proclamation. Ler him be but teſtimonied in his 
owne bringings forth, and be ſhall appeare to the envi- 
ous, a Scholler, a Stateſman, and a Souldier ; therefore 
you ſpeake unskiltully : or, if your knowledge be more,it 
is much darkned in yOur malice. : 

G e, 


kv 
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Ln. Sir, I know him, and Ilove him. 

D#k. Love talkes with betrer knowledge, and know- 
ledge with deare love, 

Luc. Come Sir, I know what I know. 

Dwk, I can hardly beleeve that, ſince you know not 
what you ſpeake. Burif everthe Duke returne (as our 
prayers are he may) let me deſire you to make your ait- 
{wer before hin : if itbe honeſt you have ſpoke, you 
havecourage to maintaincit ; I am bound to call upn 
| you, and | pray you your name ? 

Lac. Sir my name is Lucio, well knowne to the Duke. 
Dk, He ſhall know youbetter Sir, if I may hive to 


report you- 


Luc. I feare you not; 


D#k. O, you hope the Duke will returne no more : 
or you imagine me too unhurtfull an oppoſite: but indeed 
I can doe you little harme : You'll tor-ſweare this a+ 


ine ? 

7 8 Ile be hang'd firſt : Thou art deceiv'd in mee 
Friar. Bur no more of this. Canſt thoa tell if (lewd 
| dyero morrow, or no ? 

Dwk,. Why ſhould he dye Sir ? : 

Luc. Why? For filling a bottle with a Tonne-diſh : 
I would the Duke we talke of were return'd againe : this 
ungenitur'd Agent wil un-people the Province with Cone 
tinency. Sparrowes muſt not build in his houſe-ceves, 
becauſe they are lecherous : The Duke yer v. ould have 
darke deeds darkely anſwered, he would never bring 
them to light : would he were return'd. Marry this (lev- 
dio is condemned for untruſſing. Farewell good Friar, I 
| prethee pray for me : The Duke (1 fay to thee againe) 
would cate Mutron on' Fridayes. He's now palt it, yet 
(and I ſay tothec)he would mouth witha r,though 
ſhe ſmelt browne-bread and Garlicke : ſay that 1 ſaid ſo: 
Farewell. Exn. 

D#ke. No might,nor greatneſſe in mortality 
Can cenſure ſcape : Back-wounding calumny 
Thc whiteſt vertue ſtrikes. What King ſo ſtrong, 

Can ye the gall up in the flanderous tongue ? 
But who comes here? 
Enter Eſcalus, Provoft and Band. 

Eſc. Goe, away with her to priſon. 

Baud. Good my lord be good to me, your Honor 1s 
accounted a mercifull man : good my Lord. 

Eſc. Double, and trebble admonition, and till forfeite 
inthe ſame kind ? This would make mercy ſweare and 
play the Tirant. 

Pro. A Baud of eleven yeares continuance , may it 
pleaſe your Honor. 

Baxd. My lord, this isone Lxeio's information 2gainſt 
mc, Miſtris Kate Keepe-downe was with child by him 
in the Dukes time , hee promis'd her marriage: his 
Child isa yecreand a quarter old come Philip and [acob: 
Thave kept it my ſclfe ; and ſee how he goes about to 
abuſe me. 

Eſca. That fellow is a fellow of much Licenſe: Let 
him be call'd before us. Away with her to priſon : Goe 
to, no more words. Ffrevoſt, my Brother «Angelo will 
nor be alter'd, Claud5zomuſt dye to morrow : Let him be 
furniſh'd with Divines, and have all charitable prepara- 
tion. If my brother wrought by my pity, it ſhould not 
be ſ@ with him. 

Fre. Soplcaſe you, this Friar hath beene with him, 
and advis'd him for th'entertainment of death. 

£ſea. Good'even, good father. 

Dk. Bliſſc, and goodnefle on you. 


© _—_ 
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Eſca. Of whence are you ? 

Duke. Not of this Coantry, though my chance isnow 
To ulc it for my time : I ama brother 
Of gracious Order, late come fromthe Seca, 

In ſpecial buſineſſc from his Holineſle. 

Eſca. What newes abroad 1'th World ? 

Dank, None, butthat there is {o a Feavor on 
goodneſſe, that — ir mult care it. _— 
ty 1s onely in requeſt, and asit isasdangerous to 
in any kind 4 as It is vertuous to be conſtant 
in any undertaking. There is ſcarſe erath h aliveto 
make Socicties iccure, but Securi to make 
Fellowſhips accurſt. Much upon this riddle runnesthe 
Wiſedome of the world : Thisnewes is old enough, yet 
it isevery dayes newes. I pray youSir, of what diſpoſt- 
tion was the Duke ? 

Eſca. One, that above all other ſtrifes, 

Contended eſpecially to know himſclfe, 

Dk. What pleaſure was he given to? 

Eſca. Rather rejoycing to ſee another merry , then 
merry at any thing which profeſt to make him rejoyce. 
A nof alltem + But leave we him to his 
cvents, with a prayer they may prove proſperous; and 
let me deſire to know, how you o prepar'd ? 
I am madeto underſtand, that you have lent him viſita- 


tion. 
Dak, He profcſles to have received no ſiniſter meaſure 
from his nk, but molt willingly humbles himſelfe to 
thedctermination of Iuſtice : yer had he framed to him- 
ſelfe (by the inſtruction of his frailty) many deceiving 
promiſes of hife, which I (by my good leiſure) have dy- 
credited to him, and now I relolv'd todyc. 

Efſca. You bave paidthe heavens your Function, and 
the priſoner the very debt of your Calling. I have la- 
bour'd for the poore Gentleman, tothe extremelſt ſhore 
of my modeſty, bur my br other-juſtice have 1 found ſo 
_ that he hath forc'd mero tell him, he is indeed 
JuiriCce's 

Dak, If hisowne life, 

Anſwerthe [traitneſſe of his ing, 
It ſhall become him well : wherein if he chanceto faile,he 
hath fentenc'd himſelfe. 

E/.I am going to vific the priſoner, Fare you wel. Exit. 

Dk. Peace be with you. 

He whothe {word of Heaven will beare, 
Should be as holy, asſeveare : 
Patrternein himſclfero know, 

Grace to ſtand,and Vertue goet 

More, nor lefle to others paying, 


Thenby ſelfe-otfences wei i 
Shame to him, whoſc wo efing, 
Kils for faults of his owne liking x 
Twice trebble ſhame on eAngelo, 

To weede my vice,and let his grow. 
Oh, what may Man within him hide, 
Though Angell on the outward fide ? 
How may likeneſſe made in crimes, 
Making practiſe onthe Times, 

To draw with idle Spiders ſtrings 
Moſt ponderous and ſubſtantiall things? 
Craft againſt vice, I muli apply. 
With - + nge/o tonight ſhall lye 

H1s old detroathed (but ceſpiſed : ) 
Sodilguiſe ſhall by th'diſguiled 

Pay with falſhood,falſe exaQing, 
And perf orme an old contratings 
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Enter Mwriava, and Boy finging- 


Song. Take, #h rakg thoſe lips away, 
that ſo ſweetly 


= —_ "bs B 
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Emer Duke. 
Mari. Breake off thy ſong,and haſte thee quick away , 
Here comesa man of comfort, whole advilc 
| Hath often (till'd my ing diſcontent. 


| I cry you mercy, Sir, and well could wiſh 
| You had not found me here ſo muſicall. 
Let me excuſe me, and beleeve me ſo, 
My mirth it much diſpleat'd, but d my woe. © 
Duk; Tisgood:though Muſicke otr hath fach a charme 
To make gned ne gen proverho an mmm 
I pray you tell me, hath any body enquir'd for me here 


to day ? much upon thistime have I promil'd heere to 


meete 
Mari. You have not beene enquir'd after : I have fat 
here all day. | 
Enter ]/abel. 
| Dak, I doe conſtantly belecve you 1 the time is come 
even now., I (hall crave your forbearancea littic, may be 
: -X call upon you anone for ſome advantage to your 
Co 
. Mari. I am alwayes bound to you. 
Dauk_ Very well met, and well come : 
W hart 1s the newes from this good Deputy ? 
Iſa. He hath a Garden circummur'd with Bricke, 
W hoſe welterne fide is with a V ineyard back't ; 
And to that Vineyard isa planched gate, 
I hat makes his opening with this bigger Key : 
This other doth command a little doore, 
Which trom the Vineyard tothe Gardenleades, 
There bave I made my promilc ,uponthe 
Heavy middle of the night, to call upon him. 
| Dok. But ſhall you on your knowledge find this way ? 
{/a. I have tanz a due and wary note upon't, 
With whiſpering, and moſt guilty diligence, 
In ation all of precept, he did ſhow me 
The way twice ore. 
Dake. Are there no other tokens 
Betweene you'greed, concerning her obſervance ? 
Iſa. No : none but onely a repaire ith' darke, 
And that I have poſſeſt him, my moſt ſtay 
Can be but briefe: for I have made him know, 
I have a Servant comes with me along - 
That ſtayes upon me , whoſe perſwalion is, 
I come about my brother, 
Dk. "Tis well borne up. 
I have not yet made knowne to Mariane 
Emer Mariana. 
A word of this : what hoa, within ; come forth, 
I pray you be acquaintedwith this Maid, 
She comes to doe you 
ſa. I doe delirethe like. 


| Duk, Doe you perſwade your ſelfe that I reſpe& you ? 


EE 


Exit. 


| 


; 


| 


| 


Mari. Good Frier,l know you doe,and have found it. 
Dub, Take thenthis your companion by the hand 


hes 
Adari. Wilt eng 
Dk, Oh Place, and grearnes : millions of falſe cyes 
Are ſtucke thee : volumesof report 
Runne OY NG Queſts 
V ings : eſcapes of wit 
Mtoroerhe ichur erchalr io dns, | 
And racke thee intheir fancies. Welcome, how agreed ? | 
Enter Mariana, and Iſabel. 
Iſa. She'll rake the enterprize upon her, father, 
If you adviſe it. 
Dok. It is notmy conſent; 
Bur my entreaty too. 
Ia. Little have you to ſay 
you depart from him, but ſoft 
Remember now wy brother, 
Har. Ferre me not. 
Duh, Nor gentle daught#, feare you not at all ; 
He is your husband on apre-contratt : 
To bring you thus together *ris no finne, 
Sith that the luſtice of your title to him 
Doth flouriſh the deceit. Come, let us goe, 
Our Corne's to reape, for yetour Tithes to ſow. Exenet, 


| 
alide? Exit. | 
| 


andiow; 


Scena Secunda, 


Enter Provoft and Clowne. 


Pro, Come hither ſirha ; cal you cut off a mans head? 
Clo, It the man be a Bachelor Sir, 1 can : 

Bur if he be a married man, he's his wives head, 

And I can never cut off a womans head. - 

Pre. Come (ir, leave me your inatches, and yeeld mee 
adire anſwer. To moxrow morning are to dye Claw- 
dio, and Batxardine : here is in our priton a common exc- 
cutioner, who in his oiice lacksa helper,if you will take 
ir on you toaſſiſt him, it ſha{l redeeme you from your 
Gyves : if not, you ſhall have your fulltime of impriſon- 
ment, and your deliverance withan unpitticd otic ; 
for you have beene a notorious baud. 

Cle. Sir, I have beene an unlawfull baud, time out of 
mind, but yer I will be content to be a lawfull hangman : 
I would be glad to receive ſome inſtruction from wy fel- 
low partner. 

Pro, What hoa, «Abhorſon : where's eAbborſon there? 

Enter Abhorſon, 


eAbho, Dee you call ſir ? 

Pre. Sirha, here's a tellow will helpe you ro morrow 
in your execution : if you thinke it meer, c with 
him by the yeere,and let him abide here with you, if nor, 
uſe him for the preſent, and diſmiſſe him, he cannot 
plead his eſtimation with you : he hath beene a Bawd. 

Abho, A Baud Sir ? fie upon him, he will diſcredit our 


myſtery. ; : 
Pro. Goetoo Sir, you waigh equally ; a feather will 
turne the Scale, Exit 


(te. Pray fir, by your good favour : for ſurely fir, a 
good favor you have, but that you have a hanging looke: 
Doe you call fir, your occupation a Myſtery ? 

G2 «Abb. 1, | 
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Adeaſure for Meaſure. 


Abbe. 1Sir,a Miſtery. 

Cle. Painting Sir, Nh heard ſay, isa Miſtery : and 
your W hores (ir, being members of -my occupation, v- 
ling painting, doe prove my Occupation, a Miſtery : but 
what Miſtery there ſhould be in hanging, if I ſhould be 
hang'd, I cannotimagine. 

eAbhe. Sir,itis a Miſtery. 

Co, Proofe, 

Abhe. Everytrue mans apparell fits your Thectc. 

Cho, If it beroo little for your theefe,- your true man 
thinkes it bigge enough. IFit betoo big for your Theeke, 
your Theefechinkes it little cnough : Se cvery truc mans 
apparell fats your Theete. 

Emter Proveft. 

Pro. Are you agreed ? 

Cle. Sir, 1 will ſerve him ; For I doe find your Hang- 
man is a more penitent Trade then you Baud : he doth 
oftneraske forgiveneſle. 

Pro, You firah, provide your blocke and your AxCc 
to morrow, foure a clocke. 

Abho, Come on ( Baud ) I will inſtru& thee in my 
Trade : follow. ® 


occaſion to uſe me for your owne turne, you ſhall find 
me y*are. Fortruly ſir, for your kindneſle, I owe you a 
good turne. Exit. 
Pro. Call hither Barnardine and (Tandio : 
Th'one has my pitty ; not a jot the _ ” 
Being a Murtherer,t e were my brother. 
von”; - 1 "I 
Looke; here's the Warrant Claude, forthy death, 
*Tisnow dcad midnight, and by cight to morrow 
Thou muſt be made immortall. W here's Barnardine ? 
Cla. As faſt lock'd up in ſleepe, as guiltleſſe labour, 
When itlyecs ſtarkely in the Travellers bones. 
He will not wake. | 
Pre. Whocandoe good on him ? , 
Well, goc, prepare your ſelfe- Bur harke, what noiſc? 
Heaven give your ſpirits comfort : by, and by, 
I hope it is ſome pardon, or repreeve 
For the moſt geratle (audio, Welcome father. 


Enter Dake. 
Duke. The beſt, and wholſomſt ſpirits of the night, 
Invellop you, good Prevoſt : who call'd heere of late ? 
Pro. Now fince the Curphew rung. 
Dwk. Not Iſabel, 
Pro. No. 
Dake. They will then cr't be long. 
Pre. What comfort is for Claudio? 
Duke. There's ſome in hope. 
Pre. It 15a bitter Deputy. 
Dxk. Not ſo, not ſo : hislifcis paralel'd 
Even with the ſtroke and line of his great Luſtice ; 
 Hedoth with holy abſtinence ſubdue 
That in himſelfe, which he ſpurres on his powre 
To qualific in others : were he meal'd with that 
Which he correRs, then were he tyrannous, 
But thisbeing ſo, he's juſt. Now are they come. 
This is a gentle Provoſt, fildome when 
The fteeled Gaoler is the friend of men: 
How now ? what noiſe? That ſpirit's poſſeſt with haſte, 
That wounds th'unſiſting Poſterne withthele ſtrokes. 
Pro. There he muſt ſtay untill the Officer 
Ariſeto let him in : he is call'd up. 


| 


Dk, Have you no countermand for Clanaze yet ? 


(te. 1doc defire te learne fir :andI hope, if you have 


1 


— 
<< — 


| But he muſt dye to morrow ? 


Pro. None Sir, none. 
Dwk.Asnecre the dawning Provoſt, as it is, 

You ſhall heare more cre Morning. 

Pro, Happely 

You ſomething know : yet I beleeve there comes 

Nocountermand : no ſuch example have we : 

Befides, upon the very fiege of juſtice, 

Lord Angelohath to the publike care 

Profeſt the contrary. 

Enter a Meſſe 

| Dake This is his lordeman. © + 
Pre. And heere comes (landio's pardon, 

CHeſfſ. My lord hath ſent you this note, 

And by me this further charge : 

That you ſwerve not fromthe ſmalleſt Article of it, 

Neither in time, matter, or other circumſtance. 

Good morrow : for as I take it, it isalmoſt day, 

Pro, I ſhall obey him: 
Dwk. This is his Pardon purchas'd by fuch ſinne, 

For which the Pardoner hiaſelfe is in ; 

Hence hath offence his _ celerity, 

When it is borne in high Authority. 

When Vice makes Mercy;Mercy's ſo extended, 

That for the faults love, is th'oftender friendcd. 

Now Sir, what newes ? 

Fro. Itold you : 

Lord Angelo (be-like) thinking me remiſſe 

In —_ _— me Ws 

With this unwont ting on, methinkes {trangely :; 

For he hath not us'd os wb 
Duk, Pray you let's heare. 

The Letter. - 

Whatſoever you may heare to the contrary, let Claudio be exe- 
ecuted by foure _ clocke, and in the afternoone Barnar- 
dine ; For my better ſatufaltion , let me have (landio: 
bead ſent me by five. Let this be duely performed with 4 
thought that more depends on it, then we muſt yet deliver. 
Thus faile not to doe your office, as you will anſwer it at your 

rill 


e . 
W hatſay youtothis Sir ? 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who isto be exccu- 
tcd inth'afternoone ? 

Pre. A Bohemian borne : Buthere nurſt up and bred, 
One that isa priſoner nine yeeres old. 

D#k. How came it,that the abſent Duke had not either 
deliver'd him to his liberty, or executed him ? I have 
heard it wasever his manner to doc ſo. 

Pro, His friends ſtill wrought Repreeves for him : 
And indeed his farill now in the government of lord 
Angelo, came not tv an undoubttull proote. 

D#k, Itisnow apparent ? 

Pro, Moſt manifcit, and notdenied by himſclfc. 

Dsk. Hath he borne himſelf penitently in priſon ? 
How ſeemes heto be touch'd ? 


Pro. A man that 7 gn no more dreadfully, | 
cc 


but as a drunken fleepe , careleſle , wreakelefle , and 
fearelefle of what's paſt, preſent, or to come : inſcnſible 
of mortality, and —— mortall. 

Dsk. He wants advice. 

Pro. He will heare none : he hath evermore had the li- 
berty of the priſon : give him leave to eſcape hence, hee 
would not. Drunke many timesa day, if not many dayes 
entirely drunke. We have very oft awak'd him, as if to 


o 
: 


| 


carry him to execution, and ſhew'd hima ſeeming war- | 


rant for it, it hathnot moved him atall. 


——_—_—— — — 
—— 


Eee. aa. 


| 
Dake, 


LA 
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Du«k, More of him anon : There js written in your 
brow ProvefF, honeſty and conſtancy ; if I reade it nor 
eruely, my ancienc skill beguiles me : bur in the boldnefſe 
of my cunning, I will lay my felfe in hazard : (lads, 
whom hcere you bave warrant ro execute, 1s no greater 
forfeutro the Law, than Angels who hath (entenc'd him. 
To make you underitand this in a manifeſted effeR, I 
crave but foure dayes refpit: for the which, you are to doe 
me both a preſent, and adangerous courtelic. 

Pre. Pray Sir, in what ? 

D#»k, In the delaying death. 

Pro. Alacke, how may 1 doe it? Havir;gthe houre li- 
mited, and an exprefſe command, under penalty, to de- 
liver his head in the view of Angelo? I may make wy 
cale as Clandw's, tocrofiethis in theſmalleſt. 

D#k, By the vow of mine Order, I warrant you, 

If my inſtructions may be ybur guide, 
Let this Barnardine be this morning executed, 
And his head borne to Angelo, 
Fr. Angelo hath ſeenerhem both , 
And will ai{cover the favour. 

Dk, Oh , dearh's a great diſguiſer , and you may 
adde to it; Shave the head, and tyc the beard, and fay it 
was the defire of the penitentto be ſo bar'de before his 
death : you know the courſe is common. If any thing 
fallto you upon this, more then thankes and good for- 
tune, by the Saint whom I profeſſe, I will plead againſt 
it with my life. 

Pro. Pardon me, good father, it is againſt my oath. 

Duk, Were youtworne to the Duke, or tv the Depu- 


ty ? 

Pro. To him, and to his Subſtitutes, 

Dk, You willthinke you have made no cffence, if 
the Duke avouchthe juſtice of your dealing ? 

Pro. But what likelychood is in thar ? 

Dsk,. Not a coferctiinng. but a certainty ; yet ſince 
| ſee you tearcfull, tharneither my coate, integrity, nor 
perſiwaſion, can with eaſcattempt you,l will goe further 
then I meant, to plucke all feares outoft you. Looke you 
Sir, hereisthe hand and Seale of the Dake : you know 
the CharraRer I doubt not, and the Signer is not ſtrange 
to you ? 

Pro, I know them both. 

D#k. The Contents of this, isthe returne ofthe Duke; 
you ſhall anon over-reade it ac your pleaſure: where you 
ſhall find within theſe two dayes, he will be here. This 
isa thing that Angelo knows not,tor he this very day re- 
ceives letters of ſtrange tenor, perchance of the Dukes 
death, perchance entering into ſome Monaſtery, but by 
chance nothing of what is writ. Looke, th unfolding 
Starre calles up the Shepheard ; pur not your ſelfe into 
amazement, hou theſe things ſhould be ; all dirhculties 
are but eafie whenthey are kyowne. Call your executio» 
ner, and off with Barnardines head : 1 will give him a pre- 
ſent ſhrift, and adviſe him for a better place. Yet you 
areamiz'd, but this ſhall abſolutely reſolve you : Come 
away, it iSalmoſt cleeredawne. Exit, 


— OO OO DCD — ——— — —— 


ScenaT ertia. 


— 
— — 


Enter (lowne. 


Clo. Tam as well acquainted heere, as I was in our 
houſe of prefeſſion : one would thinke it were Miſtris 


Over-donzowne houſe , for heere bee many of her old 
Cuſtomers. Firſt, here's yong M*. Raſs, he's in fora 
commodity of browne payer, and old Ginger, nineſcore 
and feventcene pounds, ot which he made five Markes 
ready money : marry then, Ginger was not much in re- 
queſt, forthe old Women were all dead, Then is there 
heere ene MF. Caper, at the ſuite of Maſter Three-Pile the 
Mercer, for ſome foure ſuitesof Peach-colour'd Satten, 
which now peaches hima beggar. Then have we here, 


 yong Dizy, and yong MF. Deepe-vow,and MF. Copperſpnre, 


and Maſter Starve- Lackey the Rapier and man, and 
yong Drop-ceire that kild luſty Pudding, and MF. Forth- 
light the Tilter, and brave M*.Shoory the great Traveller, 
and wilde Ha!fe- Cane that fabb'd Pots, and I thinke 
forty more, all yreat doers in our Trade, and are now for 


thelords fake, 
Enter Abhorſon. 

Abho. Sirah, bring Farnerdine hither. 

Cle. Malter 54rnerdine, you muſt riſe and be hang'd, 
Maſter Þarnar dine. 

Abh. What hoa Barnardine. 

Barnar dine within, 

Bar. Apoxo'your throats: who makes that noyſe 
there iWhar are you ? 

(7. Your friends Sir, the Hangman : 

You muſt be ſo good Sir to riſe, and oy 

Bar. Away = Rogue, away, I am ileepy. 

eFbb. Tell him he muit awake, 
Andthart quickly too. 

(0. Pray Maſter Barnerdine, awake till youare execu- 
ted, and (lecpeafterwards. 

eAbh. Goc into him, and fetch him our. 

Clo. He is comming Sir, he is comming : I heare his 
Straw rus{le. 
Enter Barnar dine. 
Abh. 1sthe Axe upontheblocke, firah? 
(%. Veryready Sir. 
Bar. How now eAbborſox? 
What's the newes with you ? 

Abh. Truly Sir, I would defire you to clap into your 
prayers : for looke you, the Warrants come. 

Bar. You Rogue, I have becnedrinkirg all night, 
Iam not fhcted for'r. 

Cle. Oh, the better Sir : for hethatdrinkes all night, 
and is hanged berunes in the morning, may ſleepe the 
ſounder all the next day. 

Omer Dake. 

Abh. Looke you Sir, here comes your ghoſtly father: 
doe we jelt now thinke you? 

Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how 
baſtily you are to depart, Iam come toadvile you, 
Comfort you, and pray with you. 

Bar. Friar,not I : 1 have bcene drinking hard allnight, 
and I will have more time to prepare me, or they ſhall 
beat cut my braines with billets : 1 will nor conſent to 
dye this day, that's certaine. 

Dk. Oh fir, you muſt : and therefore I beſeech you 
Looke forward on the journy you ſhall goe. 

Bar. I\wearel will not dye to day for any mans per- 
ſwaſion, 

Duk, But heaue you: 

Bar. Not a word: if you have any thing to ſay to me, 
cometo my Ward : for thence will not I roday. Gy 

xit. 


Enter Provoſt, 
Dak. Vnhit tolive, ordye : oh gravell heart. 
G3 After 
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wo 


78 


e Meaſure on Meaſure. 


After him ( Fellowes) bring himto the blocke. 

Pro. Now Sir, how doc you find the priſoner ? 

Dk. Acreatureunpre-par'd, unmeer for death, 
And totranſport himin the minde he is, 
Were damnable. " 

Pro, Here in thepriſon, father, 
There died this morning ef a cruell Feayer, 
One Ragozixe, a moſt notorious Pirate, 
A man of Clawdio's yeares: his beard, and head 
luſt of colour. What if we doc omit 
This Reprobate, till he were well enclin'd, 
And ſatisfic the Deputy with the viſage 
Of Ragozine, more like to {laudio? : 

D#ke. Oh, *tis an accident that heavenprovides : 
Diſpatch it preſently, the houredrawes on 
Prefixt by Angelo : See this be done, 
And ſent according to command, whiles I 
Per{ſwade this rude wretch willingly to dye. 

Pro. This ſhall be done (good father) preſently : 
But Barxardine muſt dye this afternoone, 
And how ſhall we continue Clardio, 
To ſave me from the danger that might come, 
If he were knowne alive ? 

Dk. Let this be done. 
Put them in ſecret holds, both Barnardine and Clandjo, 
Ere twice the Sun hath made his journall greeting 
Toyond generation, you ſhall find 
Your ſafety manifeſted, 

Pro. 1 am your free dependant. 

Dk. Quicke, diſpatch,and ſend the head to Angelo, 
Now will I write Letters to Angelo, 
(The Provoſt he ſhall beare them) whoſe contents 
Shall witneſſe to him I am necre at home : 
And that by great injunRtions I am bound 
To enter publickely : him ile defire 
To meet me atthe conſecrated Fount, 
A League below the Citty : and from theace, 
By cold gradation, and weale-ballanc'd forme. 
We ſhall proceed with Angelo, 

Enter Provoſt. | 

Pra, Heere is the head, Ile carry it my ſelfec. 

D#k. Convenient is it : Make a ſwift rcturne, 
For 1 would commune with you of ſuch things, 
That wantnocare but yours, 

Pro. Ile make all ſpeed: 

Iſabel within, 

Iſa. Peace hoa, be heere. 

Dk. The tongue of Iſabel. She's come to khow, 
If yer her brothers pardon be come hither : 


Exit. 


But I will c her ignorant of her good, 
To make her heavenly comforts of deſpaire, 
When itis leaſt expected. 
. | Enter Iſabella. 

Iſa. Hoa, by your leave- 


Dak. morning to you, faire,and gracious daugh- 
ter. 
1/a. The better given me be ſo holy a man, 

Hath yetthe Deputy ſent my brothers pardon ? 

D#k. He hath rclea{'d him,1/abe#, from the world, 

His head is off, and ſent to eLnge/s. 

| 71a, Nay, bur it is not ſo. 

1 Dwk. Itisnoother. 

Shew your wiſedome daughter in your cloſe patience. 
Iſa. Oh, I will to him, and plucke out his cycs, 
Dwke. You ſhallnot be admitted to his fight. 

| Iſa. Vohappy Claudio, wretched I/abel. 


pn In 


Exit. 


| Friar I _— of a Burre, I ſhall ticke« 


Injurious world, moſt damned Awgelo. : 

D#k, This nor hurts him, nor profits you a jot- 
Forbeare it thertore, give your cauſe to heaven, 
Marke what I ſay, which you ſhall find 
By every filable a faithfull verity. 
The Duke comes home to morrow : nay dry your eyes, 
One of our Covent, and his Conkeſſor 
Gives me this inſtancc : Already he hath carried 
Notice to Eſcalu and Angelo, 
Who doe prepare to meete him atthe gates, (dome, 
There to give up their powre : if you can pace your wil- 
In that good path that I would wiſh it goe, 
And you ſhall have your boſome on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, revenges to your hcart, 
And generall Honor. 

Ia. I am directed by you- 

Dak, This Letter then to Friar Peter give, 
"Tisthar he ſent me of the Dukes returne : 
Say, by thisroken, I deſire his company 
At Mariand's houſe to night. Her cauſe, and yours 
Ile perfet him withall, and he ſhall bring you 

rethe Duke; and to the head of Angels 
Accuſe him home and home, For my poore (ele, 
I am combined by a ſacred Vow, 
And ſhall be abſent. Wend you withthis Letter : 
Command theſe _ waters from your cycs 
Withalight heart ; truſt not my holy Order 
If I pervert your courſe : who's heere ? 
Enter Lacie ; 

Luc. Good'even 
Frier, where's the Proveſt ? 

Duke. Not within Sir, 

Luc. Oh pretty Iſabella, I am pale at mine heart, to 
ſee thine eyes 1o red : thou muſt be pacient ; I am faine 
to dine and ſup with water and bran : I darenot for my 
head fill my belly. One fruitfull Meale would fer mee 
too't : but they ſay the Duke will be heereto Morrow. 
By my troth Jſabell 1 lov'd thy brother, if the old fan- 
taſticall Duke of darke corners had beene at home he had 
lived. 

Duke. Sir;the Duke is marveilous little beholding to 
your reports, burtthe beft 15, he lives not in them. 

Lwc. Friar, thou knowelt not the Duke lo well as I 
doe : he'sa better woodmanthenthou tak'ſt him for. 

Duke. Well : you'll anſwer this oneday.Fare ye yell. 

Luc. Nay rtarry, Ile goe along withthee. 

I cantell thee pretty tales of the Duke. 
Duke, Y ou bave told me too many of him already ſir 
if they be true : ifnot true, none were enough. 

Lac. I wasonce before him for getting a Wench with 
child. 

Dk. Did you ſuchathing ? 

Lac. Yes marry did I; but I was faine to forſiweare it, 
They would clſc have married meto the rotten Medler, 

Dake. Sir you company is fairerthen honeſt, reſt you 
well. 

Zuc. By my troth Ile goe with thee to the lanes cnd : 
if baudy talke offend you, we'll have very little of : nay 
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Scena Quarta. 


—_——— 


Emer Angelo, and Eſcalus. 
Eſe.Every Letter he hath writ, hathdiſvouch'd other. 
eng. 


—_—_— —— 
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eAng. In moſt uneven anddiſirated manner,-hisaRti- 
ons ſhew auch like to madneſſe , pray heaven his wiſe- 
dome be not tainted : and why meet himat the gates and 
dcliver our authorities there ? 

&{c. 1 gheſſenor. 

Ang. And why ſhould we proclaime it in an houre 
before his entring, that if any crave redreſle of injuſtice, 
they ſhould exhibite their petitions in the ſtreet? 

£(c. He ſhewcs his reaſon for that : to havea diſpatch 
of Complaints, and todeliver us from devices hereafter, 
which ſhall then have no power to ftand againſt vs. 

eAug. Well: I beſeech you let it be proclaim'd be» 
times 1'ch,morne; lle call you at your houle : give notice 
to ſuch men of ſort and ſuit asare to meet him. 

Eſc. I ſhall fir : fare you well. 

Ang. Good night. 

Thisdeed unſhapes me quite,makes me unpregnant 
And dull to all proceedings. A deflowred Maide, 

And by an eminent Body,that enforc'd 

The Law againſt it ? But that her tender ſhame 

Will aot proclaime againſt her Maiden lofle, 

How might ſhe tongue me? yet reaſon dares herno, 
For my Authority beares of a credent bulke, 

That no particular ſcandall once can touch 

But it confounds the breather. He ſhould haveliv'd, 
Save that hisriotous youth withdangerous ſenſe, 
Might in the zimesto come have ta'ne revenge 

By ſo receivingadiſhonour'd life, 

With ranſome of ſuch ſhame : would yet he had liv'd. 
Alack,when once our grace we have forgot, 

Nothing goes right, we would,and we would not, Exe. 


I 


— — 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Duke and Fryer Peter, 

Dsk. Thele Letrersat fit rime deliver me. 
The Provoſt knowes our e and our plot, 
The matter being a foote,keepe your inſtruction 
And hold you ever to our ſpeciall drift, 
Though ſometimes you doe blench from thisto that 
As cauſe doth miniſter : Goe call at #/avie's houſe, 
And teil him where I ſtay : givethelikenotice 
_ germ ; _— to Craſſme, 
And bid them bring the Trumpets to the gate ; 
But ſend me Flavins firſt. - 

Peter, It ſhall be ſpeeded well, 


Enter Varrins, 
Dake. T thanke thee YVarrixe,thou haſt made haſt, 
Come,we will walke : There's other of our friends 
Will greet us heere anon : my gentle Varrim. Exemn, 


Scana Sexta. 
Enter Iſabella and Mariana. 
Iſab, To ſpeake ſo indireQly Lam loath, 
I would ſay the truth,but to accuſe him ſo 


That is your part,yet I am advis'd to doe it 
He fayes,to vaile Pal © / 
Mar. Berul'd by him, 


Iſa. Belides,hetels me,that if peradventure 
He ſpeake againſt me on the adverſe ſide, 

I ſhould nor thinke it ſtrange, for 'tisa Phyſicke 
That's bitter,to ſweet end. 
Emer Peter. 

Aar. 1 would Fryer Peter.mmm 

Iſab. Oh peace,the Fryer iscome. 

Peter. Come I have found you out a ſtand moſt fir, 
Where you may have ſuch vantage on the Duke 
He ſhall not paſſe you : 

Twice have the Trumpets ſounded, 
nw | — and con Citizens 

ave hent the gates,and very ncere 
The Duke iscntring: "F "OT 
Therefore hence away. 


eAttni Quin tus.Scena Prima, 


Enter Duke Varrins, Lords, Angelo, Eſealus, Lucio, 
Cuizens at ſeveral doores. 
Duke. My very worthy Coſen,fairely met, 

Our old and faithfull friend,we are glad toſce you. 
Ang. Eſc. Happy returne be to your Royall Grace. 
Date. Many and hearty thankingsbe to you both : 

We have made enquiry of you,and we heare 

Such c of your Iuſtice,that our ſoule 

Cannot bur yeeld youtorth to publike thankes 

Forerunning more requitall. 

Ang. You make my bonds ſtill greater, * 
Ds. Oh your deſert ſpeakes loud,and I ſhould wrong 

To lockeitin the wards of covert bolome 

When it deſerves with Characters of Braſle 

A forted reſidence 'gain(t the tooth of time, 

And razure of oblivion : Give we your hand 

Andlet the ſubjeR ſee, to make them know . 

That outward curtefies would faine proclaime * 

Favours that keepe within : Come Eſcalns, 

You muſt waike by us on our other hand : 

And ſupporters are you. 

N_ ” ew Peter and Iſabella. 
Peter. Now 1s your time 

Speake loud,and kneele before him. 

Iab. Tuſtice,O Royall Dukevaile your regard 

Vpen a wrong'd(I would faine have {aid a Maid) 

Oh worthy Prince diſhonour nor your eye 

By throwing it on any other objeR, 

Till you have heard me,in my truce complaint, 

And given me luſtice, Iuſtice,luſtice, luſtice+ 
Dwake. Relate your — 

In what,by whom ? be bricte : 

Here is Lord A4vgels ſhall give you Iuſtice, 

Reveale your ſelteto him. 

Iſab. Oh worthy Duke, 

You bid me ſecke redemprion of the Divell, 

Heare me yourſelfe : for that which I muſt ſpeake 

Muſteither puniſh me,not being beleev'd, 

Or wring redreſſe from = 

Heare me : oh heare me, N 
Ang. My Lord,her wits, feare me,are not firme : 

She hath been a ſuitor to me,for her brother 

Cut off by courſe of luſtice, 

Iſab. vt — 
. ſhe wil e moſt bitterly. 
hs | wm L " I{ab.Moſt. 


Exennm, 
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= 


Iſeb. Moſt ſtrange : but yet moſt truely will I ſpeake, 


| That egelo's forlworne,1s it not ſtrange ? 


That Angel's a murtherer,is't not ſtrange ? 
That eF2gelo isan adultcrous theete, 
An hypocrite, 2 virgin violator, 
Is itnet ſtrange? and ſtrange ? 

Dx. Nay 1t is ten times ſtrange ? 

Ia. Itis not truer he is eHugelo, 
Than thisis all astrae,as it is itrange ; 
Nay,it is tentimestrue,for truth is truth 
To th'cnd of reckning. 

Ds. Away with her : poore ſoule 
She ſpeakesthis; inth'infirmity of ſenſe. 

I1{ab. Oh Prince,I cenjure thee,as thou belcev'ſt 
There is another comfort,than this world, 
That thou negle& me not, with that opinion 
That Iam touch'(d with madneſſe : makenot impoſſible 
That which but ſcemes unlike,'tis notimpoſſible 
But one,the wickedſt Caitiffe onthe ground 
May ſceme as ſhic,as grave,asjuſt,as abſolute : 
As »Angelo,even fo may «Angelo 
In all his dreſſings,cara&s,titles, formes, 

Be an arch-villaine: Beleeve it,royall Prince 
Ithe be leſſehe's nothing,bar he's more, 
Had I more name for badneſſe. 

Ds. By mine honeſty 
If the be mad,as I beleeve no other, 
Her madneſſe hath the oddeſt frame of ſenſe, 
Such a dependancy of thing onthing, 
Asere I heard in madneſſe. 

I{ab. Oh gracious Duke 
Harpe not onthat ;z nor doe not baniſh reaſon 
For inequality ,but let your reaſon ſerve 
Tomakethe truth appeare,where it ſcemes lid, 
And hide the falſe ſcemestruc, 

Duke. Many that arc not mad 
Have ſure more lacke of rcaſon : 

What would youlay ? 

1/ab. I am the fitter of one Clandio, 
Condemn'd upen the a& of Fornication 
To loſe his head,condemn'd by Angelo: 

I,(in probation of a Siſterhood) 
Was ſcnt to by my brother ; one Lucio 
Asthen the Meſſenger. 
Luc. That's L,and't like your Grace : 
I came to her from Claudio,and defir'd her, 
To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angelo: 
For her poore brotherspardon. 
Ifab. That's he indeed. 
Ds. You were not bid to ſpcake. 
Lxc. No,my good Lord, 
Nor wiſh'd to hold my peace. 
Ds, I with you now then, 
Pray youtake noe ofit :and when you have 
A bufineſſe for your {clfe : pray heaven you then 
BeperfeR. 
Lac. T warrant your honour. 
E#. The warrant's for your ſclfe : take heed to't. 
Iſab. This Gentleman told ſomething of my Tale. 
Zxc. Right. | 
Dx. I t may be right, but you are i'th wrong 
To ſpeake betore your time,proceed. 
I{ab. I went '_ 
To this pernicious Caytiffe Deputy. 
Ds. That's ſomewhat madly ſpoken. 
Iſab. Pardon it, 


 —————.. 


The phraſe isto the matter. 
Ds. Mended againe : the matter : 
Ifab. In briete,to ſer the needlefleby : 
How I per{ſwaded, how I praid, and kneel'd, 
How herefcld me,and how I replide 
( For this was of much lengrh)the vilde concluſion 
I now begin with gricfe and ſhame toutter. 
He would nct,but by gift ofmy chaſte body 
To his concupiſcible intem luſt 
Releaſe my brother ; and atrer much debatement, 
My ſiſterly remorſe,confutes mine honour, 
And 1 did yeeld to him : Butthenext morne bertimes, 
His purpoſe ſurfetting,he ſends a warrant 
For my poore brothers head. 
D#. This is moſt likely. 
I/ab.Oh that it were as like asit istrue- (ſpeak'ſt, 
Ds. By heaven(fond wrerch)y know'(t not what thou 
Or elſe thou art ſuborn'd againſt his honour 
In hatefull praiſe : firſt his Integrity 
Stands without blemiſh : next ut importsno reaſon, 
That with ſuch vehemency he ſhould purſue 
Faults proper to himſelte : if he had ſo offended 


{ He would have weigh'dthy brother by himſelfe, 
And not have cut him off : ſome one hath {ct you on : 


; Confefle the truth,and ſay by whoſe advice 


Thou cam'ft hereto complaine. 
Iſab. And is this all ? 
| Thenoh you bleſſed — above, 
Keepe me in patience,and with ripened time 
Vntold the evil which is here wraptup 


| In countenance : heaven ſhield your Grace from woe, 
; As1 thus wrong'd, hence unbeleeved goe. 
D#. Iknow you'ld faine be gone: An Oificer : 
To priſon with her : Shall we chus permit 
A blaſting and a ſcandalons breath to fall, 
On him {oneere us ? Thisneeds mult be a prattiſe ; 
Who knew of your intent and comming hither ? 
Jab. One that I would were here, Fryer Lodowicke. 
Du, A ghoſtly Father belike ; 
Who knowes he Lodowicke ? 
Luc. My Lord,I know him,'tise medling Fryer, 
I doe not like the man : had he beene Lay,my Lord, 
For certaine words he ſpake againſt your Grace 
In your retirement, l had ſwing'd him ſoundly. 
Ds. Words againſt me ? this'a good Fryer belike 
And toſct on this wretched woman here 
Againſt our Subſtitute : Lerthis Fryer be found. 
L«:. But yeſternight my Lord,ſheandthat Fryer 
I ſaw them at the priſon : a ſfawcy Fryer, 


Avery ſcurvy fellow. 


Peter. Bleſſed be your Royail Grace: » 
T have ſtood by my Lord,and I have heard 
Your Royalleare abus'd : firſt hath this woman 
Moſt wrongfully accus'd your Subſtitute, 
Who is as tree from touchyor ſoyle with her 
As ſhe from oneungot. 

Ds, We did belcevenoleſle. 
Know you that Fryer Lodewicke which ſhe ſpeakes of ? 

Peter. Iknow him for a man Divine and holy, 
Not ſcurvy,nor a temporary medler 
As he's reported by this Gentleman; 
And on my truſt,a man that never yet 
Did(as he vouches)miſreport your Grace. 

Lxc. My Lord, moſt villanouſly,belecve it. 

Peter, Well : he intime may come tocleare himſelfe ; 
Bat atthis inftant he is ſicke,wy Lord; 


of 


_—_—— __ 


Meaſure for Meaſure, 


Of a itrange Feaver : upon hismeere requeſt 
Being come to knowledge,that there was complaine 
laccnded againſt Lord Angelo,came I hither 
To ſpeake as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is truc and falſe ; and what he with his oath 
And all probation will make up full cleare 
Whe:\ſoever he's convented : Firſt,for this woman 
To juſtife this worthy Nobleman, ; 
$o vulgarly and perſonally accus'd, 
Her ſhall you heare diſproved to her eyes, 
Till ſhe herſeife conteſle it. 

Dukg. Good Fryerlet's heare it : 
Doe you not {mile at this, Lord eAvugelo? 
Oh hcaven,the vaniry of wretched tooles, 
Give v$s-ſome ſcates,Come Colcn Angels, 
Inthis Ile be imparriall : be you judge . 
Of your owne Caule : 1s this the Witneſle Fryer ? 


Enter Mariana. 
Firſt,ler her ſhew her face,and after ſpeake. 
Mar. Pardon my Lord,l will not ſhew my face 
Ynrill my husband bid me. 
Duks. Wohat,arc you marricd ? 
Mar. No my Lord. 
Duke. Areyou a Maid? 
Mar. Nomy Lord, 
Duke. A Widdow then ? 
Mar. Neither my Lord. ; 
Dnkg. Why are you nothing then : neither Maid, Wi- 
dow,nor Wite ? 
Luc. My Lord, ſhe may bea Punke : 
them,are neither Maid, Widdow,nor Wate, 
Duke, Silence that fellow : 1 would he had ſome cauſe 
to prattle for himſelfe. 
Lac. Well my Lord. : 
Mar. My Lord,l doe confeſſe I nere was married, 
AndI confeſle beſides, I am no Maid, 
I have knowne my husband,yet my hasband 
Knowes not that ever he knew me. 
Lue.He was drunke then,my Lord,it can be no better. 
Ds, For the bench of filence,would thou wert 10 to, 
Lac, Well my Lord. 
Ds. This isno witneſſe for Lord eAngeto, 
Mar. Now I come to't,my Lord. 
Shce that accuſes him of Fornication, 
In ſelfe-fame manner doth accuſe my husband, 
And charges him, my Lord,with ſuch atime, 
When Ile depoſe I had him in mine Armes 
With all ch'ctte& of Love. 
Ang, Charges the moe then me? 
Mar, Notthat I know. 
Dx. No? you ſay your huvband. 
Mar. Why jult my Lord,and that is e/Lngele, 
Who thinkes be knowes,that he neere knew my body, 
But knowes,he thinkes,that he knowes 1/abeds. 
Ang, This is a ſtrangeabule : Let's fee thy face. 
AMar. My husband bids me,now I willunmaske. 
This is thatface, thou cruell Angelo 
Which once thou ſworlt,was worth the looking on; 
Thisis the hand, which with a vow'dcontrat 
Was faſt belockt in thine : Thisis the body 
That tooke away the match from 1/abe#, 
And did ſupply thee at thy Garden-houſc 
In her Imagin'd perſon. 
Ds. Know you this woman ? 
Le. Carnally ſhe fayes. 


gn CO 


| Forthir her 


for many of 


Ang. My Lord,1 muſt confeſſe, I know this woman, 
And hve yeares ſince there was ſome ſpeechof marriage 
Betwixt my ſelfe and her: which was broke off, 
Partly for that her promig'd p tions. 

Came ſhort of Compoſition : but in chiefe 
wastif-valued * ' 

In levity ; Since which time of five yeeres 

I never ſpake with herjfaw her,nor head from het 
Vpon my faith and honour. | 

Mar. Noble Princey 1 
Asthere comes light from heaven, and wordsfrom breath 
Asthereis ſenſe in truth,and truth in vertue, | 
I amathanced this mans wife,as ſtrongly $13 
As wordscould makeup Vowes : And my good Lord, 
But Tueſday night laſt gone,in's Garden ry on 
He knew meas a wite, As this is true; 

Let me in ſatety raite me from my knees, 
Or elſe for ever be confixed here 
A Marble Monument, | 
Ang. 1did but ſmiletillnow, + X 
Now,good my Lord,give me the ſcope of Iuſtice, 
My patience here 1s touch'd : I doe perceive 
Theſe poore intormall women.are no more 
But in! sof ſome more mightier member 
Thar ſets them on. Let me liave way, my Lord, 
To findethis practiſe out, 
Duke. Iwith my heart, 
And puniſh them to your height of pleaſure, 
Thou fooliſh Fryer,and thon pernicious woman- * 
with her that's gone : think'ſt thou thy oathes, 
Though they would ſweare downe cach particular Saint, 
Were teſhmonies gainſt his worth,and credit 
Thar's fcald in approbation? you, Lord Eſcalus, 


| Sit with my Cozen,lend him your kinde paines 


To finde out this abuſe, whence 'risderiv'd. 
There is another Frycr that ſet them on, 
Lethim be ſent for. 

Peter. Would he were here,my Lord,for he indeed 
Hath fetthe womenon to this complaint ; 

Your Provoſt knowes the place where he abides, 
And he may fetch him. 

Duh, Goe,doe it inſtantly : | | 
And you my Noble and well-warranted Coſen 
Whom it concernesto heare this matter forth, 

Doe with your injuries as ſcemes you beſt 

Inany chaſtiſement;1 for a while 

Will leave you ; but ſttrre not you till you have 

Well determin'd upon theſe Slanderers. Exit. 

Eſe. My Lord,wee'll doe it throughly : Signior Lucio, 
did not you ſay,you knew that Fryer Lodowicks to bee a 
diſhoneſt perſon ? 

Luc. ( rcnllus non facit Monachum, honeſt in nothing 
but in his Cloathes, and one that hath ſpoke moſt villa- 
nous ſpeeches of rhe Duke. 

Efe. We ſhall intreat you to abide here till he come, | 
and inforce them againſt him : wee ſhall finde this Fryer a 
notable fellow. 

Lane, As anyin Viema on my word. 

Eſea. Call that ſame /ſabelt here onceagaine, I would 
ſpeake with her : pray you , my Lord, give mee leave to 
queſtion, you ſhallſce how Ile handle her. 

Lxc. Not better then he,by her owne report, 

Eſea. Say you? 

Loc, Marry fir,I thinke, if you handled her privately 

Sl 
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Meaſure for Alcaſure. 


| She ſhould ſooner contefſe,perchance publikely {he'll bee 
alham'd. —_> | 
Diner Dukg,Proveft, Jebella. 
Eſc. I vill goc darkely towarke with her. 

4 Tha:'s che way : for women are light-at mid- 
night. 1; T6 GL er Ty 
Eſc. Come on Miſtris, here's a Gentlewoman Denics 
alithat you bave.jaid.- - - + | 

Luc.. My Lardghere comes the Raſcall I ſpoke of, 
Here with the Provoſt. IT 

Eje.1n very good tune : ſpeake notyon to him ,. till we 
callypon you. + 

Luc, Mute 

Eſc. Come ſir,did you ſettheſe women on to ſlander 
| Lord Awngete ? they have contey'd you did. 

Dake. 'Tis taile. 

Eſc. How? know you where you are ? | 

Duke. Re\pet tov our great pace ; and lct the Divell 
Be ſometiuwe hone 4d, for his burning throne, 
W here is the Duk ? 'ci> he ſhould beare me ſpeake. 

Eſe. The Duke's in us : and we wil heare you ſpeake, 
Looke you ſpeake juitly. 

Duke. Boldly at leaſt. But oh pooreſoules, 
Core you '0 lecke the Lambe tare of the Fox ? 
Good night to jour redrefle : 18 the Duke gone ? 


Thus roretort your manifclt appeale, 
And pat your tryall in the villaines mouth, 


| Which here you come toaccule. 


Lac. This is the Raſcal :this is he I ſpoke of. 
Eſc. Why rhov unreverend and unhellowed Fryer; 
| It not enough thou haſt ſuborn'd thele women, 
{ Toaccuſe this worthy man ? but in fowle mouth, 
| And inthe witneſle of his proper care, 
1 ocall him v1laine ; and thtn coglance from him, 
Toth'Duke aimſcife,toraxe him with Injuſtice ? | 
| Take him hencezio th'racke with him : we'll cowze you 
TIoynt by joyntyburt we will know his purpoſe : 
W hat? unjuſt ? 

Dwke. Be notſo hot : the Duke dare 
No more itretchthis finger of mine,then he 
Dare racke his owne : his Su! je tam I nor, 
Nor here Provincial : My buſinefle 10 this State 
Made mea looker on hcre1n Vieens, 
Where I have ſcene corruption boyle and bubble, 
Till it ore-runne the Stew : Lawes for all faults, 
But faults ſo countenanc'd,that the ſtrong Statutes 
Srand like the forferts in a Barbers ſhop, 
As much in mocke,as marke. 

Eſc. Slander to th'Sta'e ; 
Away with hio to priſon. 

Ang. W hatcan you vouch againſt him Signior Zacie ? 
Is thisthe manthat you did tell us of ? 

Luc. 'Tis heqmny Lord : come hither goodman bald- 
pare,doe you know me? 

D«ke. I remember you fir by the ſound*of your voyce, 
| I met youat the priſon inthe abſence of the Duke, 

Luc. Oh,did you ſ0? anddoe you remember what you 
faid of the Duke? 

Duke. Mo(tnotedly fir. 

Lze Docyouſoſir ; And was the Duke a fieſh-mon- 

pics foole,and acoward , as you then reported him to 
> 


Dake. You muſt ( fir )change perſons with me,ere you 


| make that my report: you indeed ſpoke ſo of him y and | 


Then 1s your cauiegone too : The Luke's unjuſt, | 


[ 


| 
| 


| 
| 


| 


| 


p 


| 


| We'll borrow place of him; Sir 


much more, much worie. 

Luc. Oh thou dag'1able fellow : did not I pluckethee 
by the nole, for thy (pee. hes ? 

Duke. I proteit,l love the Duke as I love my ſelfe. 

eng. Harke how the viilaine would Giole now , afcc: 
histrcatonable abuſes. 

Eſc. Such a fellow isnot robe talk'd withall : Away 
with bimto priſon : Where is the Frovef ?- away with 
him to priſon : lay bolts upon him: let him ſpeake 
no more : away withthoſe Gigkts too , and with the 0- 
ther confederatecompanion. 

Dwke. Stay fr,ſtay a while, 

Ang. What,refiſts he ? him Lacie. 

Luc. Comefir,come (ir,come fir; foh fir , why you 
baldpatcd lying Raſcall ; youmuit be hooded mult you? 
ſhow your knaves vilzge witha poxe to you : ſhow your 
- afan%. jan. and bee hang'd an houre : will t not 
= K 

Dake. Thou art the firſt knave that ere mad'ſt a Duke, 
Firit Proveſt,let me baylerheſe gentle three : 

Sneake not away lir,tor the Fryer and you, 
Mult have a wordanon ; lay hold on him. 
Luc. This may prove worle then hangj 
Dwuks, What you have ſpoke, I pardon : fit yon downe, 
zby your leave ; 
Ha'ſt thou or word or wit,or impudence, 
Thar yet candoe thee office ? It thou ha'ſt, 


Rely upon ir;till my tale be heard 
And hold no = b x 


out 

: A 5 

icr then my guiltineſſe, 
Tothuake Poke Ce 
When I perceive your Grace,like power Divine, 
Hath look'd upon my paſſes. Thengood Prince, 
No longer Scflion hold ypon my ſhame, 
But ler iny criall be mine owne icn : 
lmmediate ſentence then,and ſequent death, 


| Is al: the grace | beg. 


Dwoke. Come hither Marime, 
Say ; was't thou ever contracted rothis woman ? 
Ang. 1was my Lord. 

Dwke, Goe take her hence,and marry her inſtantly. 
Doe you the oxice(Fryer)which conſummate, 
Rerarne him here againe : goe with him Provoſt. Exit. 

Ejc. My Lord I am more amaz'd at hisdiſhonour, 
Then atthe ſtrangeneſle of it. 

Dake. Come hither /ſabel, 
Your Fryer isnow your Prince : As1 was then 
Advertifing,and holy to your buſineſſe, 
(Not changing heart with habit)1 am ſtill, 


| Atrurnicd at your ſervice. 


1{-b. Oh give me pardon 
Thar |,your vaBaile, have imploy'd and pain'd, 
Your unknowne Sov eraignety. 

Duke. Yow arc pardon'd [ſabel: 
And now deare Maidezbe you as free tous, 
Your brothers death,l know,fits at your beart: 
And you may marveile,why | obſcur'd my (cle, 
Labouring to fave his life ; and would not rathes 
Make raſh remonſtrance of my hidden power, 
Tnen let him fo be lot : Oh moſt kinde Maid, 
't wasthe {wift cclerity of his death, 
W hich 1 did thinke wich ſlower foote came on, 
"hat brain'd my purpoſe : but peace be with him, 
Thar lite is berrer life paſt feart 
Then that which lives ro feare : make it your comfort, 


So 


—— 


| 


eMeaſure for Meaſure. 83 
So happy is your Brother, * | Atan unuſuall houre ? 
Enter Angelo, Meria,Peter, Provef.. Pro. It was commanded ſo. 

Yue rg. ks = —— 

Dukg For this new man,approc , » No my gc It was ivate . 
Whole ſalt imagination yet hath wrong'd Dwakg. For ich: hee ilcharge Lan of _— 
Your well defended honour ; you muſt pardon Giveup your keyes. 
For Marian" s(ake ; But as he adjudg'd your Brother; | Fro. Pardon me, Noble Lord. 

ing criminall,in double violati I thoughtit was a faulr,but knew it not; 
Offacred chaftitic,and of promiſe-breach, Yetdid repent me after more advice, 
Thercon dependant for your brothers life, For teſtimony whereof,onc in the priſon 
The very mercy ofthe Law cryes out That ſhould by private ordes clſe have dy'd; 
Moſt audible,even from hispropert X I have reſerv'd alive. 
An +Angels tor Clandiodeath for death : Dake. What's he ? 


Haſte ſtill payes haſte,and leaſure anſweres leaſure 
Like dothquir like,and CMeaſwre itill for Meaſwre : 
Then «Angels thy tault's thus manifeſted : 
Which though thou wouldſt deny, denyes thee vantage. 
We doc condemne thee to the very Blocke 
Where (audio ftoop'd to death and with like haſte. 
Away with hiat. 
Mar. Oh my moſt gracious Lord, 
[ hope you will not mocke me with a husband > 
Duke It is your husband mock'd you witha husband, 
Conſenting to the ſafe-guard of your honour, 
I thought your marriage fit: elſe | | 
For that he knew you, might reproch your life. 
And choake your good to come ; for hus poſſeſſions, 
Although by conhication they are ours; 
We doe cuſtate, and widdow you withall, 
To buy you a better husband. 
Mar. Oh my deere Lord; 
I cravenoother,nor no better man. 
Deke. Nevercrave him,we aredehnitive, 
Har, Gentle my Liege. 
Duke. You doe but loſe your labour. 
Away with him to death : Now my 
Mar. Oh my good Lord,ſweet Iſabelgtake my part, 
Lend me your knees,and all my life ro come, 
Ile lend you all my life to doe you ſervice. 
Duke. Againſt all ſenſe you doe importune her, 
Should ſhe kneele downe, in mercy ot this fac, 
Her brothers ghoſt his paved bed would breake, 
And take her na in horror. 
Mar. Iſabel : 
Sweet /ſabe/,doe yet but kneele by mo, 
Hold up your hands,fay nothing : I'le - all. 
ſay beſt men arc moulded out of faults, 
And for the meſt,become much more the better 
For beinga little bad : So may my husband. 
Oh 1/abel : will you not lend a knee ? 
Dukes He dyes for (Tandie's death. 
Iſab, Moſt bounteous Sir. 
Looke,if it pleaſe you,onthis man condemn'd, 
Asif my brother liv'd : I partly thinke, 
A due ſincerity d his deeds, 
Till he did looke on me : Since itis ſo, 
Let him riot dye { my brother had bur Iuſtice, 
In that he did t the thing for which he di'd. 
For Angels,his atdid not ore-take his bad intent, 
And muſt be buricd but as an intent 
Thar periſh'd by the way : thoughtsare noſubjeAs 
Intents,but meerely thoughts. 
Mar, Meercly my Lord. 
Duke. Your luite's unprofitable : ſtand up I ſay : 
I have ht me of another fault. 
iProvelt how came it Claudio was beheaded 


Pro, His name is Barwardine. | 
Dwtg. I wouldſtthou hadſt done ſoby Clavdie: 
Goe fetch him hither,ler me looke 

Eſc. I am ſorry,one fo cede 

As you, Lord Angels,have ſtill pers 
Should ſlip fo groſly,both in the heat of blood 
Andlacke of d judgement afterward. 

Azg. 1am forry,thar ſuch ſorrow I procure; 
Ando deepe ſticks it ia my penitent heart, 

That Icravedeath more willingly then mercy, 
'Tismy deſerving,and I doe intreat it, 
Enter Barnar dine and Proveſt, Claudio, [uletta. 

Dwukg. Whichis that Barnardine ? \ 

Pre. This my Lord. 

| Duke. There was a Fryer told me of thisman« 
Sirrhazthou art ſaid to have a ſtubborne ſoule 
That apprehends no further then this world, 
And ſquar'ſt thy lifeaccording : Thou'rt condemn'd, 
But for thoſe carthly faults, I quirthem all, 
I pray thee take this mercy to provide 
| For better timesto come : Fryer, adviſchim, 
I leave himto your hand. W hat muffled fellow's that ? 

Pro, This is another priſoner that I ſav'd, 

Who ſhould have dy'd when Claxdioloſt his bead, 
Aslike almoſt to Claudio as himſclfe. 

Dxke. It he be like your brother,for his ſake 
Is he pardon'd,and for your lovely fake 
Give me your hand,and fay you will be mine; 

He is my brother roo : But fitrer time for that : 
By this Lord e.dvgelo perceives hee's ſafe, 
Me thinkesT ſce a quickoing in his eye : 
Well eHnge/o, your evill quits you well. 
Looke that you love your wife : her worth,worth yours. 
I finde an apt remiſſion in my felte : 
And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon; 
You ſirrha,that knew me for a foole,a Coward, 
One all of Luxuric,an Aſſe,a mad man : 
Wherein have I ſodeſcrv'd of you 
Thar you extoll me thus ? | 
Lxc. *Faith my Lord,I ſpoke it but according tothe 
tricks : if you will hang me for it,you may : but I had ra- | 
ther it would pleaſe you, I might be whipr. | 

Duks. Whupt firlt fir,and hang'd after. 

Proclaime it Provoſt round about the City ; 

If any woman wrong'd by this lew'd fellow 

( — + pvrahnr wag there's one 
w et with chi appeare 

And he ſhall marry her : the nuptaall kiniſh'd; 

Let himbe whip'd and hang'd: 

Lac. 1 beſeech your Tc doe not marry mee to a 
Whore: your Highneſle faid even now, 1 made you a 
Duke,good my Lord doe not recompence me, in making 
me a Cuckold. 


him. 
wiſe 


Dake. Vpon | 


| 
[| 
| 
| 
Ul 
Fi 
E ||| 


bs eM eaſare for Meaſure. 


Dwks, Vpon mine honor thou ſhalt marry her, 
Thy ſlanders I forgive, and therewithall 
Reant thy other forfeits : take him to priſon, 
And ſee our pleaſure herein exccuted. 

Lac. Marrying a punke my lord, is preſſing to death, 
W hipping and hanging. ; 

Dk, Slandering a Prince delerves it. 
She C/axdio that you wrong d, looke you reſtore. 
Iloy to you Mariana, love her eAngele : 
| have confes'd her, and I know her vertue. 
Thankes good friend, Eſcaiw, for thy much goodneſſe, 


| 


There's more behind that is more gratulate, 


Thankes Provoſt for thy care, and ſecrecy, 
We ſhall imploy thee ina f b 
Forgive him «Lge, that you home 


The head of Ragotixe for 1, 
Th'offence pardons itſelfe. Deere 1ſabe#, 

I have a motion much imports your good, 
Whereto if you'll a willing eare incline ; 

What's mine is yours, and what is yours is mine. 
So bring us to our Pallace, where wee'll ſhow 
What's yet behind, thats meete youall ſhould know. 


The Scene Vienna, 


Names of all the eA Hors. 


Vincentio - the Dake, 

els, the Deputy. 
S_ au nnd 
Claudio, 8 yong Gentleman. 
Lecio, a famtaftique. 
2. Other like Gemlemen. 
Prove ſt. 


| 


Thom as. [ 2 Friers. 


Peter, 

Elbow, 4 ſimple Conſtable, 
Froth, a fooliſh Gentleman, 
Clowne. 

Abborſon, an Executioner, 
Barnar dine, « diſſolate priſoner. 
Iſabella, ſiſter to Claudio. 
Mariana, betrothed to Angels. 
Ialirt, belvved of Clandie. 
Franciſcs, a Nun. 

Miſtris Ower-don, 4 Bawd- 
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The pleafing puniſhment that women beare ) 
Enter the Duke of Epheſws, with the (Merchant of Syracuſe, Had made proviſion for her following me, 
lalor, and other attendants. And ſoone, and fafe arrived where I was : 
There ha'd ſhe not beene long ,bur ſhe became 
Merchant. a joylull mother of twogoodly ſonnes ; 
WIS Rocecd Salinus to procure my fall, And, which was ttrange, the one ſo like the other, 
4g DJ, 5 And by thedoome of death end woes and all. | As could not be diſtinguiſh'd but by names, 
2 Duke, Merchant of Swaewſa,plead nomore» | That very howre, and in the ſelfclame Inne, 
" { am not partiall to infringe our Lawes ; A mecanc woman was delivered 
The mw and diicord whichof _ , Of ſach = i rs ma wn : 
Sprung from the rancorous outrage Duke, Thoſe, ir parents were exceeding poore, 
To merchants our well-dealing Ovnntainen, I bought,and bangle up to attend my fonnes. | 
Who wanting gilders to redeeme their lives, My wate, not meancly proud of twoluch boyes, 
Have ſeal'd his rigorous ſtatutes with their blouds, Made daily motions tor our home returne ; . | 
Excludes all pitty from our threatening lookes : Vnwilling I agreed, alas, too foone we came aboord; 
For fincethe morrtall and inteſtine iarres A league ftiom Epidamiums had we ſayld 
Twixt thy ſeditious Countrimen and us, Before the alwaics winde-obeying Jcepe 
It hath in (olemne Synodes beene decreed, Gave any tragicke inſtance ot our harme ; | 
Both by the Swracufians and our (clves, But longer did we not retaine much hope ; 
T'admit no trahcke toour adverſe townes : For what obſcured light the heavens did grant; 
Nay more, if any borne at Epbeſus Did but convay unto vur ftearetull mindes 
Be ſeene at any Swacsſian Marts and Faircs : A doubtfull warrant of immediate death; 
Againe, it any Swacwhan borne Which though my ſelfe would gladly have imbrac'd, 
Come to the Bay of Epbeſwr, he dies : Yet the inceſſant weeping of my wite, 
His goods cenfitcate to the Dukes diſpoſe, Weeping before for what ſhe faw muſt come, 
Vnicſlea thouſand markes be levied And pitteous playnings of the prety babes 
Toquitthe penalty, and ranſome him : That mourn'd for faſhion, ignorant whatro feare, 
Thy ſubſtance, valued at the higheſt rate, Forſt me to ſecke delayes for them and me, 
Cannot amount untoa hundred Markes, And this it was : (for other meanes was none) 
Therefore by Law thou art condemn'd todie. | The Sailors ſought tor ſafety by our boate, 
Mer.Yetthis my comfort, when your wordsare done, , And leftthe ſhip then finking-ripe to us. 
My woes end likewiſe with the evening Sunne. My wife, more carcfull for the latter borne, | 
Duk. Well Siracuſian ; fay in briefe the cauſe Had faſtened him unto a ſmall ſpare Maſt, 
Why thou departedſt trom thy natiue home ? Such as ſea-faring men provide tor ſtormes : | 
And for what cauſe thou cam'lt ro Epheſus? To him one of the other twins was bound, | 
Mer. A heavier taske could not have beene impos'd, Whil'ſt I had beeneltke heedfull of the other. 
Then I to ſpeake my griefe un le: The children thus diſpo'd, my wite and I, 
Yet that the world may witneſle, that my | Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fixt, 
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence, Faſtned our ſelves at eyther end the maſt, 
Ile utter what my ſorrow gives me leave- | And _— ſtraight, obedient to the ſtreame, 
In Swacwſa was I borne, and wedde Was carricd towards Corinth, as we thought. 
Vnto a woman, happy bur for me; At length the Sunne gazing upon theca: thy 
And by me =—_ = {4 our hap becne bad : -| Diſperſt thoſe vapours that offended us, 
With her 1 liv'd in joy, our wealth increaſt | And by the benefit of his wiſh'd lighe 
By proſperous voyages1 often made + The ſeas pn. a ava) diſcovered 
To Evideemins, till my factors death: | Two ſhippes ftom farre, making amaine to us ; 
And he great ſtore of goods at randone leaving, Of Corinth that, offpidearu this ; 


Drew me from kinde embracements of my ſpouſe ; But ere they came, oh let me fay no more, 
From whom my abſence was not fixe moneths olde, Gather the ſequell by that went before. 


Before her ſelfe (almoſt ar fainting under Bulp May forward old cam, Barney Bn GED 
| _ 


— 


= 


T he (omedy of Errors, 


For we may pitty, though not pardon thee. 

Arch. Oh had the gods done fo, I had not now 
Worthily tearm'd them mercileſſe to us : 
For ere the ſhips could meet by twice five leagues, 
We were encountred by a mighty rocke, 
Which being violently borne up upon, 
Our helpefull ſhip was ſplitted inthe midlt ; 
So that in this unjuſt divorce of us, 
Fortune had leftto both of us alike, 
What to delight in, what to ſorrow for, 
Her part, poore ſoule, ſeeming as burdened, 
With leſſer waight ,but not with lefſer woe, 
Was carried with more ſpeed before the winde, 
And in our ſight they three were taken up 
By Fiſhermen of Corinth, as we thought. 
Ar length another ſhip had ſciz'd on us, 
And knowing whom it was their hap to ſave, 
Gave helpefull welcome to their ſhip-wrackt guelts, 
And would havercft the Fiſhers of their prey, 
Had not their barke beene very {low of faile ; 
And theretore homeward did they bend their courſe. 
Thus have you heard me ſever'd from my bliſle, 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd, 
To tell ſad ſtories of my owne miſhaps. 

D«ke. And for the ſakes of them thou ſorrowelt for, 
Doe me the favourto dilate at full, 
What hath befalne of them and thee till now- 

Merch. My yongelt boy, aud yet my eldeſt care, 
Ateighteene yearcs became inquiſitive 
After his brother ; and im n'd me 
That his attendant, (for his caſe was like, 
Reft of his brother, but retain'd his name,) 
Might beare him -1 xj in the-queſt of him: 
Whom whil'ſt I laboured of a love to ſee, 
I hazarded theloſſe of whom I lov'd. 
Five Sommers have 1 ſpent tn fartheſt Greeoe, 
Roming cleane through the bounds of Aſia, 
And coaſting homeward, came to Epheſw : 
Hopeleſſe to finde, yet loath to leave unſought 
Or that, or any place that harbours men : 
But heere muſt end the ſtory of my life, 
And happy were I in my timely death, 
Could all my travells warrant me they live. 

D«k, Hapleſle Egeon whom the fates have markt 
To beare th' extremic of dirc miſhap: 
Now truſt me, were it not againſt our Lawes, 
Againlt my Crowne, my oath, my dignity, 
WhichPrinces would,they may notdifanull, 
My ſoule ſhould ſue as advocate for thee : 
But though thou art adjudged to the dearh, 
And paſſed ſentence may not be recal'd 
Butto our honours great diſparagement ; 
Yet will I favour thee in whar I can, 
Therefore Marchant, Ile limit thee this day 
Toſccke thy helpe by benchciall helpe, 
Try all the friends thou haſt in Epheſws, 
Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the ſumme, 
And live : if no, thenthou art doom'd to dic: 
| Taylortake him to thy cuſtodic. 

laylor. I will my 12M > 0 

Merch. H pe Epeon wend, 
Butto —_— a 


his liveleſſe cnd- Exennt. 
Enter Antipholis, Erotes, a Merchant, and Dromio. 
Mer. Therefore give out you are 


of Epidaminm, 


Leſt that your goods too ſoone be confiſcate : 


This very dayas a» Merchant 
_—_ ed for arrivall here, 
not being able to buy out his life, 
According tothe ſtatute of the towne, 
Diesere the Sunne ſet in the Weſt : 
There is your monic that I had to keepe. 
Ant. Goe beare it tothe Centaure, where ye hoſt, 
And ſtay there Dremio, tell I come tothee ; 
Till that Ile view the manners of the towne, 
Within this houre it will be dinner time: 
Peruſe the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 
And then returne and ſleepe within mine Inne, 
For with long travaile Tam ſtifte and wearic. 
Gert thee away. 
;Dre.Many a man would take you at your word, 
And goe indeede, having ſo good a meanes. 
Exit Dromis. 
Ant. A truſtic villaine ſir, that very oft, 
When I am dull with care and melancholly, 
Lightens my humor with his merry jelts : 
What, will you walke with me about the towne, 
And then goc tothe Inne and dine with me ? 
E. Mer. I am invitcd fir to certaine Merchants, 
Of whom I hope to make much benefit: 
I craye your ,ſoone at five aclocke, 
Pleaſe you, le meete with you upon the Mart, 
And d conſort you till bed time : 
My preſent bulinefle cals me from you now- 
Ant. Farewell till then :1 will goc looſe my life, 
And wander up and downe to view the Citic- 
E. Mer. Sir I commend you to your owne content. 
E xenon, 
ent, Hethat eommends meto my owne content, 
Commends me tothe thing 1 cannotgert : 
I to the world am like a drop of water, 
That 1n the Occan ſeekes another drop, 
Who falling there to finde his fellew forth, 
(Vnſcene, inquiſitive ) confounds himſclte, 
So01, to findea Mother and a Brother, 
Inqueſt of him (unhappie ) loole my ſelfe. 


Enter Dromio of Epheſus. 
Here comes thealmanacke ot my true date : 
W hat now ? How chance thou art return'd ſo ſoone. 
E.Dro.Return'd ſo ſoone, rather apgroacht too late: 

The Capon burnes, the Pig fals from. the ſpit; 
The clocke hath ſtruckentwelue the bell : 
My Miltris made it one upon my c : 
She is ſo hot becauſe the meate 1s colde : 
The meate is cold becauſe you come not home ; 
You come not home, becauſe you have no ſtomacke: 
You have no ſtomacke, having broke your faſt : 
But we that know what 'risto faſt aud pray, 
Are penutent for your default to day. 

Ant, Stop in your winde fir, tell me this I pray , 
Where have you left the mony that I gave you? 

E. Dre. Oh/fixe pence that I hada weniday laſt, 
To pay the Sadler for my Miſtris crupper : 
The Sadler had it Sir, I kept it not- 

err. I am notin a ſportivehumor now : 
Tell me, and dally not, where is the monie? 
We being ſtrangers here, how dar'ſt thou truſt 
So great a charge from thine owne cuſtodie- 

E. Dre. I pray you jelt fir ay you fit at dinner : 

I from my Milſtris come to you in poſt : 


| fLreturne] ſhall be poſt indeacs 
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For ſhe will ſcoure your fault upon my pate : 
Methinkes your maw, like mine, ſhould be you cooke, 
And {trike you home without a meſſenger. 
Amnt.Come Dromuo,come,theſe jelts are out of ſeaſon, 
Reſcruethem rill a merrier houre then this + 
Whercis the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 
E. Dro, To me lir? why you gave nogold to me ? 
Ant. Come on ſir knave, have done your fooliſhnes, 
And tell me how thou haſt ditpos'd thy charge. 
E+ Dre. My charge was but to fetch you from the Mart 
Hometo your houle, (the Phenix (ir) to dinner; 
My Miſtcisand her filter ſtates for you. 
Ant, Now as I ama Chriſtian anſwer me, 
In what ſafe place you have beſtow'd my monie : 
Or I ſhall breake that merrie ſconce of yours 
That itands on trickes, when Lam undiſpos'd : 
Where is the thouſand Markes thou of me ? 
E. Dro, I have ſome markes of yours upon my pate: 
Some of my Miſtris markes upon my ſhoulders : 
Bat not a thouſand markes betweene you both. 
If I ſhould pay your worſhip thoſe againe, 
Perchance you will not beare them patiently. 
Am.Thy Miſtris markes?what miſtris ſlave haft thou? 
E. Dre. Your worſhips wife,my Miſtris at the Phansx; 
She that doth faſt rill you come home to dinner : 
And praycsthat you will hie you home to dinnner. 
Ant. What wilt thou flout me thus unto my face 
Being forbid? There take you that fir knave. 
E. Dyo. What meane you fir, for God fake hold your 
Nay, and you will not fir, Ile take my heeles. (hands: 
Exu Drone Ep. 
Ant. Vpon my life by ſome device or other, 
The villaine is ore-wrought of all my mony. 
They fay this towne is full of coſenage : 
As nimble Iuglers that deceive the eye : 
Darke-working Sorcerers that change the minde : 
Soule-killing Witches, that dcforme the body : 
Diſguiſed Cheaters, prating Mountebankes; 
And many ſuch like liberties of ſinne : 
If it prove fo, | will be gone the ſooner : 
Ie to the Centaure to goeſecke this ſlave, 
I greatly feare my monie is not ſafe- Exit. 


ms — 
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Aflus Secunda. 


—  ———_—— 


Enter Adriana, wife to Antipholis Sereptus, with 
1ncrana ber Siſter. 


wAdr, Neither my husband nor the ſlave return'd, 
That in ſuch haſte I ſent to ſeeke his Maſter? 

Sure Luciend it is twoa clocke. 

Lac. Perhaps ſome Merchans hath invited him, 
And from the Mart he's ſomewhere gone to dinner : 
Good Siſter Let us dine, and never fret ; 

A man is Maſter of his libertie ; 

Timeistheir Maſter, and when they ſee time, 

They'll goe or come ; if fo, be patient Siſter. 
Adr. Why ſhould their libertie then ours be more? 
Zxc. Becauſe their buſineſle (till lyes out adore. 
eAadr. Looke when I ſerve him ſo,he takes it ill. 
Lxe. Oh, know he is the bridle of your will. 
eAdr. There's nene but aſſes willbe bridled ſo. 


TC 


Luc. Why, 


liberty is laſhe with woe ; 


_—_— 


There's nothing ſituate under heavens cye, 

But hath his bound in earth, in ſea, in skie, 

The beaſts, the fiſhes, and the winged fowles 
Are their males ſubjeRs, andat their controules : 


Man more divine, the Maſter of all theſe, 


Lord of the wide werld, and wide watry ſeas; 


Indued with intelleRuall ſence and ſoule, 


Of more preheminence then fiſh and fowle. 
Are maſters to their females, and their Lords : 


Then ler your will attend on their accords. 


eAdari.This ſervitude makes you to keepe unwed- 
Lnci. Notthis . but troubles of the marriage bed. 
Adr.But were you wedded,you wold bear fome ſway 
Luc. Exe llearne love, Ile praftiſe to obey. 

eAdr. How if your husband ſtartſome other where? 
Lac. Till he come home againe, I would forbeare. 


Aar. Patience unmov'd, no marvelt 
T hey can be mecke, that haveno other 
A wretched ſoule bruis'd with adverfitic, 
We bid be quiet when we heare it crie. 


ſhe pauſe, 
&: 


But were we burdned with like waight of paine, 
As much, or more, we ſhould our ſelves complaine : 
So thou that haſt nounkinde mate togreeve thee, 


With urging helpelefle 
Burt if thou live to ſee like right bereft 
This foole-beg'd patience in thee will 


ience would releeve me ; 


be left. 


Luci. Well, I will marry one day butto trie : 
Heere comes your man, noi is your husband nie, 


Enter Dromio Eph. 


ear. Say,is your tardie maſter now at hand ? 


E. Dro.Nay, 


twoeares can witnelle. 
eAar. Say, didit thou ſpeake with him? knowſt thou 


his minde * 


's at two hands with mce,andthat tny 


&.Dro. I,I,he told his minde upon mine care, 
Beſhrew his hand, 1 ſcarce could underſtand it. 
Loc. Spake he to doubrfully, thou couldſt not feele 


his meaning, 


E, Dre. Nay, hee ſtrooke ſoplainely, I could toowell 
feele his blowes; and withall {9 doubrfully, that I could 
ſcarce underſtand them. | 

eAadri. But (ay, I prethee, is he comming home ? 
It ſeemes he hath great care to pleaſe his wife. 

E. Dro. Why Miſtreſſe, ſure my Maſter is horne mad: 

Adri. Horne mad,thou villaine ? 

E, Dre. I meane not Cuckold-mad, 
Bur ſure he is ſtarke mad: 

When I defir'd himto come home to dinner; 


Heask'd me for a 100d. markes in gold: 


'Tis dinner time queth I : my gold, quoth he : 
Your meat doth burne, quoth1 : my goldquoth he : 
Will you come, quoth I ;my gold quoth he; 
Where is the thouſand markes I gave thee villaine? 
The Pi uoth I, 1s burn'd : my gold quoth he : 
My miltreſle, fir,quoth I : hang up thy miſtreſſe ; 
I know not thy miſtreſſe, out on my miſtreſſe. 

E.Dr. Quoth my Maſter, I know quoth he, no houſe 


no wife, no miſtreſſe : ſo that my arrant due unto my | 
tongue, I thanke him, 1 bare home upon 
for in concluſioe, he did beate me there, 


thy ſhoulders: 


Adv. Go backe againe thou flave,& fetch him home: 


Drs. Goe backe 


For Gods ſake 


again, and be new beaten home ? 
ſend ——— 


eAdvri. Back® 


| 


————_— 


— 


—— 
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Adi. Backe flave, or I will breake thy pate acrofle. 
Dro. And he will blefſe that croſſe with other beating: 
Betiveene you, I ſhall have a holy head. 
Adri. Hence prating pelant, fetch thy maſter home. 
Dro. Am Iſoround with you, as you with me, 
T hat like a foot-ball you doe {purne me thus : 

You ſpurne me hence,and he will ſpurne me hither, 
IF I lait in this ſervice,you muſt caſe me in leather. Exit. 
Luci. Fie how impaticncelowreth in your face: 
Aari. His company muſt do his minions grace, 

Whil'it Iathomz bore for a merrie looke : 

Hath homely age th'alluring beauty tuoke 

From my poore checke? then he hath waſted it. 

Are niy ditcourſes dull? Barren my wit, 

If voluble aud ſharpe diſcourſe be mar'd, 

Vnkindneſle blots it more then marble hard. 

Doe their gay veſtments his affeRtions baite ? 

Thar's not my fauit, hc's maſter of my ſtate. 

What ruins are in me that can befound, 

By him not ruin'd? Then is he the ground 

Of my dcfeatures. My decayed faire, 

A ſunnic looke of his, would ſoone repaire. 

But, (too unruly Deerc,) he breakes the pale, 

And tecdes from home ; poore I am but his ſtale. 
Lxci. Scife-harming i calouke , hie beat it hence: 

| Ad. Vaufecling fools can with ſuch wrongs diſpence: 

T know his cye doth bomage ether-where, 

Or elic, what lets it bur he woul : be here ? 

Siſter, you know he promis'd me a chaine, 

Would that alone, alone he would detaine, 

So he would keepe faire quarter with his bed ; 

Iee the Iewell beſt enamaled 

W1ll loſe his beautie : yet the gold bides ſtill 

That others touch, and often touching will; 

Since thar my beautic cannor pleaſe hus cic, 

Ile weepe (what's left ) away and weeping die- 
Lac. How manic fond foules ſerve mad lealouſic ? 

| E xennt. 
Enter eAmipolis Erotes. 


eLnt, The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 
Safe at the Centary, and the heedfull flave 
Is wandred forth in care to ſeeke me out 
By computation and mine hoſts report. 
I could not ſpeake with Dromo, fince at firſt 
I ſent him fromthe Mart:{cc here he comes. 


Enter Dromio Swacuſan. 
How now fir, is your merric humor alter'd ? 
As you love ſtrokes, ſo jeſt with me againe: 
You know no Centaur? you receiv'd no gold? 
Your miſtris ſent to have mc home todinner? 
My houſe was at the Fhenix? Waſt thou mad, 
That thus ſo madlie thou didſt antwere me ? 
S. Dre. What anſwer ſir *when ſpake 1 ſuch a word? 
E. Ant.Even now,even here,not halte an houre fince. 
S. Dye. 1did not ſec you ſince you {cnt me hence 
Home to the Centavy with the gold you gave me? 
Ant. Villaine, thou didſt denie the golds receit, 
And toldit me of a Miſtris, and a dinner. 
For which hope thou feltſt I was diſpleas'd. 
S. Dro. lam glad to ſee you inthis merrie veine, 
What meanes this jxt, I pray you Malter tell me ? 
Ant. Yea, do'ſt thou jecreand flowt me in the teeth? 
Thinkf$1 jeſt?hold,take thou that,and that. Bears Dro, 


Ce a 


S. Dy. Hold fir,for Gods ſake,now your jeſt is carneſt, | 


| 


Vpon what bargaine doe you give it me? 
Antiph. Becaulc that 1 familiarlic ſometimes 
Doe uſc you for my foole, and chat with you, 
Your ſawcinefle will jeſt upou my love, 
And make a Common of my ſcrious houres. 
W hen the Sunne ſhines, let tooliſh gnats make ſport, 


'| Butcreepe in crannies, vi hen he hides his beames ; 


If you will jeit with me, know my afpe, 
And taſhion your demeanor to my lookes, 
Or I will beat this method in your ſconce. 

8. Dre. Scocne call you it? foyou would leave batte= 
ring,l had rather have it a head, and you ule theſe blows 
long, I muſt geta {conce for my head, and Iniconce it 
to0,or el{e [ ſhall ſeck my wit in my ſhoulders, bur I pray 
fir, why am I beaten ? 

ent. Doſt thou not know? 

$.Dro, Nothing fir,but that I am beaten, 

en. Shall I tell you why? 

S. Dre. 1 ſir, and wherefore; for they ſay , every why 
hath a whercfore. 

Ant. Why firſt for flouting me, and then wherctore, 
for urging it the ſecond time to me. 

S. Dre. Was there ever any man thus beaten out of 
ſeaſon, when in the why and the wherefore, is ncither 
riume nor reaſon. Well fir, I thanke you. 

Ant. Thanke me fir, for what ? 

S. Dro. Marry ſir,for this ſomething that you gave me 
for nothing. 

Amt. Ile make you amends next, togive you nothing 
for ſomething, Bur ſay fir, is it dinner time? 

S. Dye. No fir,l thinke the meat wantsthart I have. 

Amt, In good time fir, what's that ? 

F. Dro. Baſting. 

Ant, Well fir, then*twill be drie. 

S, Dye. If it be fir, I pray you cate not of it; 

Amt. Your reaſon? 

S. Dro.Leit ic make you chollericke,and purchaſe me 
another dric baſting. 

Ant. Well ſir, learneto jcſt in good time, there's a 
time for all things. | 

S. Dro, I dut 
chollericke. 

Anti. By what rule fir? 

S. Dre. Marry fir,by a rule as plaine as the plaine bald 
pate of Father time himſelfe. 

Ant. Let's heare it. 

S. Dre. There's no time for a man to recover his haire 
that growes bald by nature. 

Ant. May he not doe & Wd and _—_— ? 

S. Dro, Yes, topay a fine tor a perewig , and recover 
the loſt haire of ——_ man. 

Ant. W hy,is Time ſuch a niggard of haire, being (as 
itis) ſo plentitull an excrement? 

$. Dro. Becauſe it is a bleſſing that hee beſtowes on 
beaſts, and what he hath ſcanted them in haire, he hath 
giventhem in wit. 

Ant. Why , but there's many a man hath more haire 
then wit. 

S. Dro. Not a man of thoſe but he hath the wit toloſe 
his haire. 

Ant. Why thou didſt conclade hairie men plaine dea- 
lers without wit, 

S. Dro. The plainer dealer, the ſooner loſt;yet he 1oo- 
ſeth it in a kinde of jollitie. 

Anu. For what reaſon? 

$.Dre. For two, and ſound ones too, 


have denied that before you were ſo 
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An. Nay not ſound ones I pray you. 
$. Dre. Surc ones then. 
An. Nay, not ſure in athing falſing. 
S. Dre. Certaine ones then- 
An. Name them. 
S, Dre. The one to ſavethe mony that he ſpends 1n 
trying : the oth:r,thar at dinner they ſhould not drop in 
his pofrage. : 
eAn. You wouldall this time have prpv'd,there 1s ng 
time for all things. 
| $S. Dro. Marry and did fir : namely, no tume to reco- 
ver haire lolt by Nature. 
eAn. But your rcaſon was not ſubſtantiall, why there 
i$10 time to recover. 
S. Pro. Thus Imend it : Time himſelfe is bald , and 
therefore to the worlds end, will have bald followers. 
An. 1 knew 'twould bee a bald concluſion : bur ſoft, 
who watts us yonder? 


Emer Adriana and Luciana. 


Advi., I, I, « Antipholis, looke ſtrange and frowne, 
Some other Miſtrefle hath ſome ſweet aſpetts : 
I an 10t e4d@riana, nor thy wife. 
The time was once, when thou un-urg'd wouldſt vow, 
T hat never words were muſicke to thine care, 
That never obje4t pleaſing in thine eye, 
That never touch well welcome tothy hand ; 
Thatnever meat ſweet-ſayour'd inthy taſte; 
VnleſſeI ſpake, or look'd, or touch'd or cary'd to thee, 
How comes it now, (my Husband) oh how comes 1t, 
That thou are then eſtranged from thy ſelfe? 
Thy felfe [ call it, being {trange to me : 
That nndividable Incorporate 
Am better than thy deere ſelfes better part. 
Ah doe not teare away thy ſelfe from me ; 
For know my love: as eafie mailt thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulte , 
And take unmingied thence that drop againe 
Without a4dition or diminiſhing, 
As rake from me thy (elfe,and not me too. 
How dearely would it touch thee to the quicke, 
Shouldſt thou heare 1 werelicencious ? 
And that this body conſecrate tothee, 
By Rmhan Luſt ſhould be contaminate ? 
Wouldit thou not ſpit at me, and ſpurneat me, 
And hurle the name of hasband in my face, 
And teare the ſtain'd kin of my Harlotbrow, 
And from my falſe hand cut the wedding ring, 
And breake it with a deepe- diyorcing vow ? 
I know thou canſt, and therefore ſce thou do its 
I am poſſelt with an adulrterate blot, | 
My bloud is mingled with the crime of luſt ; 
For if we twobe one, and thou play falſe, 
I doe digeſt the poyſon of my ficſh, 
Being ſtrumpered by thy contagion. 
Keepe then faire league and truce with thy true bed, 


T live diſtain'd, thou undiſhonoured. . 


eFntip. Plead you to me faire dame?T know younot: 

In Epheſms T am but two houres old , 
As i range unto your towne, as to your talke, 
Why every word by all my wit being ſcan'd, 
Wants wit in all, one word to underitand. 

Luci. Fie brother, how the world is chang'd with you: 
When were you wont to uſe my ſiſter thus ? 
She ſent for you by Dromio home to dinner, 


— —— ———— 


—_— 


Ant. By Dromia? Drom. By me. 
eAdv. By thee, and thus thou didlt returne from him. 
That he did buffer thee, and in hisblowes, 
Denied my houſe for his, me for his wite. 
er. Did you convertie fir with this gentlewoman: 
What is the courſe and drift of your compact ? 
S, Dro. I (ir? I never ſaw her till this rime. 
ent. Villaine thou lieſt, for even her very words, 
Bid(t thou deliverto me on the Marr. 
S. Dre. I never ſpake with her inall my life. 
ent. How can ſhe thus then call us by our names ? 
Valeſle it be by inſpiration. 
Adr. How ill agrees it with you gravitie, 
To counterfeit thus groſely with your flave, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my moode ; 
Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt, 
But wrong not that wrong witha more contempt. 
Come I will faſten on this ſleeve of thine : 
Thou art an Elme my husband, I a Vine : | 
Whoſe weaknefle married to thy (tranger ſtate, 
Makes me with thy ſtrength to communicate ; 
If ought poſſeſſe thee from me, it is drofle, 
Vlurping Ivie, Brier, or idle Moſſe, 
Whoall tor want of pruning, with intruſion, 
Infe& thy ſap, and live on thy confuſion, 
eAnt. Tome ſhe ſpcakes, ſhee moves mee for her 
theame ; 
W hat, was I married to her in my dreame ? 
Orſleepe I now, andthinke I heare all this? 
What error drives our eyes and eares amiſle? 
Vntill I know this ſure uncertaintie, 
Ie entertaine the free'd fallacie, 
Luc. Drom», goe bid the ſervants ſpred for dinner. 
8. Dre. Oh for my beads, I crofle me for a ſinner. 
This is the fairie land, oh ſpice of ſpights, 
We talke with Goblins,Owles and Elves Sprights; 
If we obay them not, this will inſue : 
They'l ſucke our breath,or pinch us blacke and blew. 
Luc. Why prat'ſt thou to thy ſelfe, 
Dromio,thou Dremo, (naile, thou ſlug, thou ſets 
$. Dro. | am transformed Maſter, am I not ? 
Ant. Ithinkethou art in minde, and fo am I, 
S. Dro. Nay Maſter,both in minde, and in my ſhape 
Ant. Thou haſt thine owne forme. 
$. Dro. No, | am an Ape. 
Lac. If thou art chang'd to ought, 'tisto an Aſſe. 
$, Dye. 'Tis true ſhe rides me,qnd I long for grafle. 
'Tis fo,I am an Aſſe, elſe it could never be, - 
But I ſhould know her as well as ſhe knowes me. 
eAdr. Come, come, no longer will I be a foole, 
To put the finger in thy eye and weepe ; 
Whilſt man and maſter laughes my woes to ſcorne : 
Come fir to dinner, Dromso keepe the gare ; 
Husband Ile dine above with you to day, 
And ſhrive you of a thouſand idle Rune : 
Sirra, if any aske you for your Maſter 
he dines forth, and let no creature enter : -** 
Come ſifter, Dromuo play the Porter well. 
Am. Ama lin adube heaven, or in hell? 
Sleeping or waking, mad or well adviide z - 
Knowne untothele, and to my ſelfe diſguiſde h'? 
Ile ſay as they ſay, and perſever ſo: 
And inthis miſt at all adventures go. 
S. Dro. Maſtcr, ſhall 1 be Porter at the gate ? 
Adr, 1, andler none enter, leaſt I breake your pate- 
Laci. Come, come, Antipholss, we dine toolate. 
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F Altus Tertius. Scena Prima, 


Enter eAntipholis of Epheſus , his man Dromio, Angelo the 
Goldſmith, and Balthazar the Merchant 


FE. ent. Good ſignior Angelo you mult excuſe usall, 
My wife is ſhrewiſh when 1 keepe not howres; 
Say that Ilingerd with you at your ſhop 
To {ce the making of her Carkanet, 
And that to morrow you will bring it home. 
*But here's a villaine that would face me downe 
He met me onthe Mart ,and that | beat him, 
Andcharg'd him with a thouſand markes'in gold; 
And that I did denie my wife and houſc ; 


{| Thoudrunkard thou, what didſt thou meane by this? 
E. Dre.Say what you will fir,but I know whatI know, + 


That you beat meatthe Mart I have your hand to ſhow; 
If the skin were parchmet,&y blows you gave were ink, 
Your hand-writing would tell you what 1 thinke. 

E. eAnt. Ithinke thouart an aſſe. 

E, Dre. Marry ſo it doth —_ 

By the wrongs I ſuffer, and the blowes I beare : 

I ſhould kicke being kickr, and being at that paſle, 

You would keepe from my hceles,and beware of an aſſc. 
E.xAnY areſad fignior Balthazw,pray God our cheer 

May anſwer my good will, and your good welcom here. 
Bat.I hold your dainties cheap fir,8& your welcom deer. 
E. 4x,Oh ſignior Balthazar, cither at fleſh or fiſh. 

A table full of welcome, makes ſcarce one daintie diſh. 
Bal: Good meat firis comon that every churle affords. 

Ant. And welcome more commonyfor that's nothing 
but words« 
Bal: Small cheere and great welcome, niakes a mer- 
rie feaſt. 

Ant. 1, to a niggardly Hoſt, and more ſparing gueſt: 
But though my catcs be meanc, take them in good part, 
Better checre may you have, but not with better hart. 
But ſoft, my doore islockt ; goe bidthem ler us ig. 
E,Dre. Maud, Briget, Marian, Ciſly, Gillian, Ginn. 

8. Dre. Mome, Malt-horle, Capon, Coxcombe, 1di- 
ot, Patch, 

Either get thee from the dore;or (it downe at the hatch: 

Doitthouconjure for wenches,thaty callt for ſuch ſtore, 

When one is one to0 many, goe getthe from the daore. 

+ E. Dro. What patch is made our porter ? my Maſter 
ſtayes in the ſtreet. 

S. Dro, Let him walke from whence he came,leſt he 

catch cold on's fect. 

E. eAmt, Who talks withinthere? hoa,open the dore. 

S. Dro. Right fir, Ile tell you when, and you'll tell 


me wherefore. 
—_ W hergfore? for my dinner : I havenotdin'd to 
$. Dre. Nor to day here you muſt not come againe 
when you may. - 
Amt. What art thou that keep'ſt mee out from the 
houſe I owe ? 

S. Dro, The Porter for thistime Sir, and my name is 
Dromio. - - 

E. Dre. © villaine, thou haſt ſttolne both mine office 
and my name, 


The one nere got me credit, the other mickle blame: 
If thou hadſt bid Drowio to day-in my place, 


| For 


Thou wouldſt have chang'd thy face for a name ,or thy 
name for an aſle. 
| Enter Lure. 
Luc. Whata coile is there Dromio? who are thoſe 
at the gate * 
E. Dre. Let my maſter in Lace. 
Inc. Faith no, hee comes too late, and fo tell your 
Maſter. 
E. Dre. O Lord I muſt laugh, have at you with a Pro- 
verbe. 7 
Shall I ſet in my ſtaffe. " 
Lac, _ at you with another, that's when? can you 
rell e 
S. Dre. If thy name be called Zace,Lucethou haſt an- 
{wer'd himwell. 
_ Doe you heare you minion , you'll Jet us in I 
ope ? 
Luce. Fbagke to have askt you. 
S$. Dre. And you ſaid no. 
E. Dro. So come helpe, well ſtrooke, there was blow 
F for blow. 
"> Thou agelet me in» 
Lace Can —_ whoſe ſake ? 
E.Drom. Maſter, knocke the doore hard. 
Lat. Let him knocke till it ake, 
Ant. You'll crie for this minion , if I beate the doore 
downe. S* 
Loc. What nceds all that, and apaire of ſtocks inthe 


towne ? - 
Emter Adriana, 
Adr. Who is that at the doore y keepecs all this noiſe? 
S. Dro. By my troth your towne is troubled with un- 
ruly boyes. 
Anti. Are you there Wife? you might have come 
before, 
eAdr. Your wife ſir knave? goget you from the dore. 
' E. Dve. If you went in paine Maſter,this knave wold 
goe ſore. 
eAnge/oe. Heere is neither cheere fir,nor welcome, we 
would faine have either. 
Baltz, In debating which was beſt , wee ſhall part 
with neither. 
E. Dre. They ſtand at the doore, Maſter, bid them 
welcome hither. : 
ent, There is ſomething inthe winde, that we can- 


not get in. 
E. Dre. You would ſay ſo Maſter , if your garments 
were thin. 
Your _—_ is warme within :you ſtand keere in the 
cold. 
It would make a man as mad as a Bucketo be ſo boughr 
and ſold. 
Ant. Go fetch me ſomething, Ile breake ope the gate. 
S. Dre, Breake any breaking here, and 1le e your 
knaves pate. 
E. Dre. A man may breake a word with you ſir, and | 
wordsare but winde : x 


I and breake it in your face, ſo hebreake it not bchinde, 
ay _ t ſcemes thou want'ſt breaking,out upon thee 
© 

E.Dro.Hcer's too much,out upon thee,l pray thee let 
me in, 

S. Dre. I,when towles have no feathers and fiſh have 
no fin. 

en. Well, Ile breake in:goe borrow me a crow- 
E. Dro. Acrow without feather, Maſter meane you 0; 


— 
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For a fiſh without a fin;ther's a fowle without a feather, 

If acrow help us in firra,wee'll plucke a crow together. 
eAn. Go, get thee gon, fetch me an iron Crow. 
Bakh, Have patience fir, oh let it not be fo, 

Heerein you watre againſt your reputation, 

And draiy withinthe compaſle of tuſpe&t 

Th unviolated honour of your wife. ' 

Once this your long experience of your wiſtdome, 

Her ſober vertue, yeares and modeſtie, 

Plead on your part ſome cauſe ro you unknowne; 

Anddoubr not fir, but ſhe will well excuſe 

Why at this time the dores are made againſt you, 

Berul'd by me, depart in patience, 

And let us to the Tyger all todinner, 

And about evening come your ſelfe alone, 

To know the reaſon of this ſtrange reſtraint x 

If by ſtrong hand you offer to breake in 

Naw inthe ſtirring paſſage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made of it ; 

And that ſuppoled by the common royr 

Againſt your yet ungalled eſtimation. 

That may with foule intruſion enter in, 

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead ; 

For ſlander lives upon lucceſſion ; 

| For ever hows'd, where it once gets poſſeſſion. 

Ant. You have prevail'd, I will depart in quiet, 

Andin deſpight of mirth meane to be merrie : 

I know a wench of excellent diſcourſe, 

Prettic and wittic; wilde, and yer too gentle; 

There will we dine ; this woman that I meane 

My wife (but I proteſt withour deſert) 

Hath ofcentimes upbraided me withall ; 

To her will we to dinner, get you hame 

And fetch the chatne, by this I know 'tis made, 

Bring it I pray you to the Forpentine , 

For there's the houſe : That chaine I will beſtow 

(Be it for nothing but to ſpight my wite) 

Vpon my hoſteſle there, good fir make haſte : 

Since mine owne dooresretuſe to entertaine me, _ 

Ile knocke eiſe-where, to ſee if they'll diſdaine me. 
Ang, Ile meet you at that place ſome houre ſir hence. 
Ant. Do (o, this jelt ſhall coſt me ſome expencs, 

E xennt. 
Enter Luciana, with Antipholis of Siracuſa. 
Inlia. And may it bethat you have quite forgot 

A husbands orhce? ſhall Anrphoſis 

Even inthe ſpring of Love, thy Love-ſprings rot ? 

Shall love in buildings grow ſo ruinate ? 

If you did wedany ſiſter for her wealth, 

Then for her wealths-ſake uſe her with more kindnefle: | 

Or if you like elſe-where,doe it by ſtealth, 

Muffle your falſe love with ſome ſhew of blindneſſe: 

Let not my ſiſter reade it in your eye; 

Be not thy tongue thy owne ſhames Orator : 

Looke ſweet, ſpeake faire, become difloyaltic : 

A vice like vertues barbenger : 

a faire preſence, though your heart be tainted, 

"Teach finne the carriage of a holy Saint, 

Be ſecret falſe : what need ſhe be acquainted ? 

What ſimple thicfe brags of his owne attaine ? 

"Tis doable ro truant with your bed, 

And let her reade it in thy lookes at boord: 

Shame hath a baſtard fame, well 

Ill deeds are doubled with an evill word : 

Alas women, make us not belecve 


(Being compatt of credit) that you love us, 


I. 


ee td 


Though others have the arme, ſhew us the ſleeve : 

We in your motion turne, and you may MOVE us. 

Then gentle brother get you in againe ; 

Comfort my ſiſter, cheere her,call her wife; 

"Tis holy ſport to be a little vaine, 

Whea the tweet breath ot flatterie conquers ſtrife. 
S. Ant* Sweet Miltris : what your name is cl{cI 


know not; 
Nor by what wonder youdo hit of mine: 
Leflſe in your knowledge, and your grace you ſhow not, 


Then our earths wonder, more then earth divine. 
Teach me deere creature how to thinke and ſpeake x 
Lay = to my earthy groſle conceit : 
Sm d inerrors, feeble, ſhaddow, weake, 
The foulded meaning of your words deccit ; 
Againſt my ſoules pure truth, why labour you, 
To make it wander in an unknowne field? 
Are youa god? would you create me new ? 
Transforme methen, and to your powre lle yeeld, 
But if that I am I, then well I know, 
Your weeping filter is no wife of mine, 
Nor to her bed a homage doe 1 owe ; 
Farre more, farre more, toyou doe I decline : 
Oh traine me not ſweet Mermaide with thy note 
To drowne me in thy ſiſters floud of teares z 
Sing Siren for thy ſelfe, and I will dote : 
Spred ore the filver waves thy golden haires ; 
And as a bed Iletake thee, m—_— lic ; 
And in that glor1ous ſuppoſicion thinke, _ 
Hegaines by death, that hath ſuch meanes to die : 
Let Love, being light, be drowned if ſhe finke. 
Lac. What are you mad, that you doreaſon ſo? 
Ant. Not mad, but mated, how I do notknow. 
Luc. It is a fault that ſpringeth from your cic, 
Ant For gazing on your beames,faire ſun being by. 
Le. =_ when you ſhould, and that will cleere your | 
t 
Aat. = good to winke ſweet love,as looke on night. 
Lac. Why call yon me love? call my filter fo. 
Ane. Thy ſiſters liſter. 
Luc. That's my ſiſter. 
Dt. No: it is thy ſelfe, mine owne ſelfes better part; 
Mine eies clecre cic, my deere hearts dearer heart, 
My foode, my fortune, and my {weet hopes aime; 
My ſole carths heaven, and my heavens claime. 
Luc. Allthis my fiſter is, or el{e ſhould be. 
Ant. Call thy (elfe fiſter ſweet, for Iang thee : 
Thee will I love, and with thee leade my life ; 
Thou haſt no husband yert,nor I no whe ; 
Give me thy hand. 
Lt. Oh ſoft fir, hold you ſtill : 
lle fetch my ſiſter to get her good will, 
Enter Dromio, Siracuſia, 
_ Why how now Dromio, whererun'ſt thou ſo 
? 
S.Dye.Doe you know me fir? Am I Dromio? Am 1I 
your man ? Am I my ſelfe? , 
Aut, Thou art Dromio, thou art my man,thou art 
thy ſelfe. | 
Dro. T am an affe, I ama womans man, and beſides | 
my felfe. 
_ What womans man ? and how beſides thy 
ſelte? 
Dyo. Marrie ſir,befides my ſelfe,I am due toa woman: 
One that claimes me, one thac haunts me, one that will 
have me- ; 


Aw. What | 


_— 
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Art. W hat claime lates ſhe to thee ? 

Dro. Marry fir,ſfuch claime as you would lay to your 
horie, and ſhe would have me as a beaſt ; not that I be» 
ing a bealt ſhe would have me, bur that ſhe being a ve» 
ric bcaſtiy creature layes claime to me, 

Ant. \W hat is ſhe? 

Dre. A very reverent body : Iſuchaone , as a man 
may not ipeake of, without he ſay ſir reverence : I have 
bur leanc luck ein the match, and yet is ſhe a wondrous 
fat marriage. 

Amis. How doſt thou meane afat marriage ? 

Dre. Marry ſir,{he's the Kitchin wench,and all greaſc, 
and 1 know not whatuſe to put her too, but to make. a 
Lampe of her, and runtrom her by her owne light. 1 
warrant, her raggcs and the Tallow in them, will burne 
a Potend \W inter : If ſhe lives till doomeſday,ſhe'} burne 
a weeke longer then the whole VV orld. 

Art. What complexion is ſhe of? 

Dro. Swart like my ſhooe, but her face nothing like 
ſocleane kept : for why ? ſhe ſweates a man'may goe 0- 
ver-ſhooes inthe grime Ot it. ; 

Ant. That's a fault that water will mend. 

F Dre. No ir , 'tis iti graine , N oaks flood could not 

Oit. 

Ant. What's her name? 

Dre, Nell Sir : but ber name is three quarters, that's 
an Ell and three quarters, will not mecature her from hip 
to hip. 

As. Then ſhe beares ſome bredth ? 

Dre. No longer from hcad to foor, then from hippe 
to hippe : ſhe is ſphericall like a globe : I could find out 
Countries 1n her. 

Ant. In what part of her body ſtands Ireland? 

Dyo. Marry fir in her buttockes , 1 found it out by 
the boggcs. 

Aut, Where Scotland ? , 

Dro. I found it by the barrenneſſe, hard in the palme 
of the hand, | 

Ant. Where France? 

Dro. In her forchead , arm'd and reverted , making 
warre againſt her hair. 

Ant. Wherc Englana? 

Dro, I look'd tor the chalky Cliffes, but I could find 
nowhitencſle in them. Bur I gueſlc, it ttoud in her chin 
by the ſalt rheume that ranne between: France, and it. 

Ant, Where Spame? af 

Dre, Faith I {aw it nct: but I felt it hot in her breath. 

Ant. Where America, the Indies ? 

Dro. Oh fir, upen her noſe, all ore embelliſhed with 
Rubies, Carbuncles, Saphires, decliningtheir rich AG 
pett to the hot breath of Spaine , who 1cat whole Ar« 
madoes of Carratts to be ballaſt at her noſe. 

Ant. Where ſtood Belgia,the I\ etherlard; ? 

Dre. Oh fir, I did not lovke fo low.' To conclude, 
this drudge or Diviner layd claime to mee , call'd mee 
Dremio, (wore I was afſur'd to her,toid me what privie 
markesI had about mce, as the mark cs of my ſhoulder, 
the Mole in my necke, the great Wart on my left arme, 
that I amaz'd ranne from heras a witch. And I thinke, if 
my breſt had not beene made of fairh , and my heart of 
ſecle, ſhe had transform'd me to a Curtall dog, & made 
meturne 1th wheele. 

Ant. Go hiethee preſently, poſt to the rode, 

And if the winde blow any way from ſhore, 
I will ot barbour in this towne ronighr, 


| If any Barke put forth, come to the Mart, 


Where I will walketill thou returne to me : 
I t everic one knowes us, and we know none, 
I1s eime I thinke to trudge, packe, and be gone. 


Dro, As from a Beare a man would run for life, 


So fie I from her that would be my wife. 


Ant. There's none but witches do inhabite heere, 


And therefore 'tis hie time that I were hence : 
She that doth call me husband, even my ſoule 
Doth for a wife abhorre. But her faire ſiſter 
Poſlcſt with ſuch a gentle ſoveraigne grace, 

Ot ſuch tachanting preſence and diſcourſe, 
Hath almoſt made me Traitor to my ſelfe : 

But leaſt my ſelfe be guilty to ſelfe wrong, 

le ſtop mine cares againſt the Mermaides ſong. 


Enter Angels with the (haine. 
eAng.M. aciphets 
Ant. 1 that's my name, | 
Ang. I know it well fir; loe here's the chaine, 
I phoughrto have tance you at the —_— 
The chaine unfiniſh'd made me ſtay thus long. 


Frnt. What is your will that I ſhall do with this? 
Ang. What plcaſe your ſelfe fir : I have made it for 


—_.. 
Ant. Made it for me ir! I beſpoke itnot. 


Ang. Not once, nor twice ,' but twentie times you 


have : 
Go home with it, and pleaſe your Wife withall , 
And ſoone at ſupper time le viſit you, 
And then receive my mony for the chaine. 

Ant. I pray you fir receive the monie now, 
For feare you ne're ſec chaine, nor mony more. 


Ang. Youare a merry man fir, fare you well. Zxie. 
Dro. WhatI ſhould thinke of this, I cannotrell : 


But this Ithinke, there's no is ſo vaine, 
That would refuſe ſo faire an offer'd Chaine. 

I ſee a man beerenceds not live by ſhifts, 

When inthe ſtreets he mectes ſuch Golden gifts: 
Ile to the Mart, and there for Dromio ſtay, 

It any ſhip put our, then ſtrait away. 


Exit. 


Exu. 


eA tus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter a «Merchant, Goldſmith, nnd an Officer. 
Aer. You know ſince Pentecoſt the ſam is due, 


And ſince | have not much importun'd you, 
Nor now I had not, but that 1am woke 
To Perfia, and want Gilders for my voyage : 
Theretore make preſent ſatisfation, 
Or Ile attach you by this Orficer, 

Geld. Even juſt the ſum that I do owe to you, 
Is growing to me by Anriphols, 
And in the inſtant that I met with you, 
He had of mc a Chaine : at fivea clocke 
I ſhall receive the money for the ſame: 
Pleaſeth you walke with me downe to his bouſe, 
I will diicharge my bond, and thanke yoo too. ' 


Enter « Antipholis Epheſ. Dromio fr om the { aurtizans. 
Offi. That labuur may you ſave : See where be comes. 
Ant. While I go tothe Goldſmiths houſe, goc oy 


—_ 


OR 


\ 


—_— 
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And buy a ropes cnd, that will I beſtow 
Among my wife, and their confederates, 
For luckin? me out of my doores by day : 
But ſoft I ſee the Goldſmith; get thee gone, 
Buy thou a rope and bring it home to me. 
Pre. I buy a thoutand pound a yeare, I buy a rope- 
Exit Lromio 
Eph. Ant. A man is well holpe up that truſts to you, 
I promiſed your preſence, and the Chaine, 
But neither Chaine nor Gold{mith came to mr : 
Belike you thought our love would laſt too long 
If it were chain'd together : and therefore came not. 
Geld. Saving your merry humor, here's the note 
How much your Chaine weighs to the utmolt Raccat, 
The fineneſſe of the Gold, and chargefull faſhion, 
Whichdoth amount tothree odde Duckets more 
Then I ſtand debted to this Gentleman, 
I pray you {ce him preſently diſcharg'd, 
For he is bound to Sea, and ſtayes but for it. 
Anti, I am not furniſh'd with the preſent mony: 
Beſides 1 have ſome bufineſle in the rowne, 
Good Signior take the ſtranger to my houſe, 
And with you take the Chaine, and bid my wife 
Disburſe the ſumme, on the receit thereof, 
PerchanceT will be there as{oone as you, 
_ Then you will bring the Chaine to her your 
ſeife. 
Ant. No beare it with you, leaſt I come nottime e- 
nough. 
Gold, Well fir, I will? Have you the Chaine about 
you? 
eAnt, And if I have not fir, I hope you have : 
Or elſe you may returne without your money, | 
Gold. Nay come I gray you fir, give me the Chaine : 
Both winde and tide ſtayes for the Gentleman, 
And I too blame haye held him here too long. 
Ant. Good Lord, you. uſe this dalliance to excuſe 
Your breach of promiſe to the Porpentine, 
I ſhould have chid you for not bringing it, 
But likea ſhrew you firſt begin to brawle- 
Mer. The houre ſteales 0n, I pray you fir diſpatch. 
Gold. You heare how he importunes me,the Chaine: 
ents W hy give itto my wite, and fetch your monys 
Gold. Come,come, you know 1 gave it you even now, 
Either ſend the Chaine, or ſend me by ſome token. 
eAzt. Fie, now you run this humor out of breath, 
Come where's the Chaine, I pray youlet me ſce it, 
Her, My buſineſſe cannot brooke this dalliance,' 
Good fir ſay, whe'r you'l anfwer me, or no : 
If not, le leave him to the Orhcer, 
Ant, Ianſwer you? Why ſhould I anſwer you? 
Gold. The monie that you oweane for the Chaine. 
Axt. I owe you nonetill I receive the Chaine. 
Gold. You know I gave it you halfe an houre ſince. 
Ant. You gave me none, you wrong mce much to 
lay {o, . 
Gold. You wrong me fir in denying it: 
Conſider how it ſtands upon my credit. 
Mar . Well Oihicer, arreſt him at my ſuite, 
Of.” Idoe, and charge you inthe Dukes nameto 0- 
me. 
Gold. This touches me in reputation, 
Either, conſent to pay the ſum for me, 
Orl attach you by this Oiticer. 
Ant. Conſentto pay that I never had : 
Arreſt me fooliſh fellow if thou dar'ſt. 


—— 


| 


— 


Gold. Heere is thy fee, arreſt him, Oiſicer. 
I would not ſpare my brother in this calc, 
If he ſhould ſcorne me ſo apparantly. 
Offi. I do arrelt you ſir, you heare the ſuite. 
ent. 1 do obey thee, till I give thee baile: 
But firrah you ſhall buy this ſport as deere, 
As all the merrall in your ſhop will anſwer. 
Gola, Sir, fir, I ſhall have Law in Epheſws, 
To your notorious ſhame, I doubt it not; 


E ter Dromio Sira. from the Bay. 

Dro. Maſter, there's a Barke of Epidamium, 
That ſtayes bur till her Owner comes aboord, 
Thenfir ſhe beares away. Our faughtage fir, 
I have convei'd aboord, and I haue brought 
The Oyle, the Bal/amwm, and Aqua-vitz, 
The ſhip is in her trim, the merrie winde 
Blowes faire from land : they ſtay for nought at all, 


1 But for their Owner, Maſter, and your ſelte. 


eAn.How nowla Madman! Why thou peeviſh ſheep 
What ſhip of Epideminrs (tayes for me? 

S. Dre. A ſhip you ſent me to,to hier waftage- 

eAnt. Thou drunken lave, I ſent thee for a rope; 
And told thee to what purpole and what end. 

S, Dre. You ſent me tor a ropes end as ſoone, 
You ſent me tothe Bay ſir, for a Barke. 

ent. I will debate this matter at more leiſure 
And teach your cares toliſt me with more heed: 
To, Adriana Villaine hie thee ſtraight : 
Give her this key, and tell her in the Deske 
That's cover'd ore with Turkiſh Tapiltric, 
There sa purſe of Duckets;let her ſend it ; 
Tell her, Iam arreſtcd in the ſtreete, 
And that ſhall baile me + hie thee ſlave, be gone, 
On Onlicer to priſon, till it come. 

$.Dro. To Adriana, that is where we din'd, 
Where Dowſabell did c'aime me for her husband, 
Sheis too bigge 1 hope for me to compaſie, 
Thither I muit, although againſt my will : 
For ſervants muſt their Maſters mindes fulfill. 


E xtwnt. 


Exit. 


Ft eAdriana and Luciana. 
Aadr. Ah Luciana, did he tempt thee fo, 
Mighr'ſt thou perceive auſtcerely in hiseye, 
That he did plead in carneſt, yea or no : 
Look'd he or red or pale, or fad or merrily ? 
What obſervation mad'ſt thou in this caſe? 
Of his hearts Meteors tilting in his face? 
Lac. Firſt he denide you had in him yo right. 
Aadr, He mcant he did me none: the more my {pight. 
Luc, Then ſwore he that he wasa ſtranger heere. 
eAdr. And true he ſwore, though yet torſworne he 
WEre. 
Luc. Then pleaded I for you. 
eAdr. And what faid he? 
Luc. That love Ibegg'dfor you, he begg'd of me. 
Adr, With what perſwaſiondid he tempt thy love? 
Inc. With words, that in an honeſt ſuit might move. 
Firſt, he did prayſe my beautie, then my ſpeech. 
Adv. Did'it ipeake him faire 2 
Lac. Have patience I beſcech. 
Adv. I cannot,nor I will not hold me ſtill, 
My tongue, though not my heart, ſhall have his will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old and fere, _ 
Ill-fac'd, worſe bodied, ſhapeleſſe every where : 
Vicious, ungentle, fooliſh, blunt, unkiade, | 
' . Stigma- 


4 
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Stigmaticall in making, worſe the minde. 
Lac. W hy would be jealous then of ſach a one ? 
Nocvill loſt is wail'd, when it is goge+ ' 
eAdr. Ah but Ithinke him betrer then I ſay : 
And yec would hcrein others cyes were worle; 
Farre trom her neit the Lapwing cries a ay; 
My heart prayes for him, though my tongue doe curſe. 


Enter $S. Dromis. 


aq Here,goe: the deske, the purſe,ſweet - 
c 


- Zxc. How halt thou loft thy breath? 
S. bre. By runnng faſt. 
Adr. Whereis thy Maſtzr Drown? Is he well ? 
S. Dre. No, he's in Tartar limbo, worſe then hell : 
A divelii in an everlaſting garment hath him; 
One whule hard heart is button'd up with ſtcele : 
A Feind,a tairic, pittilcfle and rufte : 
A Woife, nay wore, a fellow all in buffe, 
A back fricnd,a ſhoulder-clapper , one that countermids 
The paſſages of allies, creckes, and narrow lands: 
A hound that runs Counter,and yet draws drifoot well, 
One that betore the Iudgmet carries poore ſoules to hel. 
Adr. Why man, what is the matter ? 
S. Dro. 1docnort know the matter, he is reſted on the 
caſe, 
eAdr. What is he arreſted?tell nie at whoſe ſuite? 
$. Dre. 1 know not at whoſe ſuite he1s arreſted, well; 
but is in a ſuite of buffe which reſted him, that can I tell: 
2m you ſend hiw Miſtris redemption, the monie in his 
eske? 
Adr. Go fetch it Siſter: this I wonder at. 
Ext Lucciana: 
That he vnknowne to me ſhould be in debe : 
Tell me,was he areſtedon a band ? 
S. Dro. Not ona band, btron a itronger thing : 
A chaine, a chaine, doe you not here it ring? 
Adria. W hat, the cbaine * 
S. Dre. No, no, the bell, 'cis time that I were gone: 
It wastwoere Licft,him,and now the clocke ſtrikes one. 
Adr. The houres come backe! that did I never heare. 
S. Dre. Oh yes, if any houre mecte a Serjeant,a turnes 
backe for very feare. 
Adri. As if time were in debt : how fondly do'ſt thou 
reaſon? 
S. Dre. Time is a very bankrout, and owes more then 
he's worth to ſeaſon. 


| Nay, he's a theefe too : have you not heard men ſay, 


That time comes ſtealing on by night and day? 
IFI be in debt and theft, and a Serjeant in the way, 
Hath he not reaſon to turne backe an houre in a day? 


Enter Luciana. 
Adr. Go Dromis, there's the mony, beare it ſtraight, 
And bring thy Maſter home wmmedaately . 
Come ſiſter,l am preſt downe with conceit : 
Conceit, my comfort and my injurie. 


F nter Artipholss Stwacufan. 

4n.S. There's not a man I meete but doth ſalute me 
As if 1 were their wellacquainted friend, 
And everie one doth call me by my name : 
Some render monie to me, ſome invite me 
Some other give me thankes for kindneſſes ; 
Seme offer me Commodities to _ 
Even now a tailor cal'd me in his 


Exit. 


, 


. 
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And ſhow'd mc Siikes that be had bought for me, 
And therewithall rooke meaſure of my body. 
Surc theſe are but 1mnaginarie wiles, 

And Lapland Sorcerers inhabite here. 


Enter Dromio. Sir, 

S. Dre. Maſter, here's the gold you ſent me for: what 

have yougot the picture of old eAdam new apparel'd? 
ent, Whatgoldis this? What eAdaw doit rhou 
meane ? : 

S. Dro. Not that Adem that keptthe Paradiſe : but 
that Ade that kcepes the priton ; hee that goes inthe 
calves-$kin, thar was kil'd tor the Prodigall : hee that 
came behinde you fir,like an evill angel,and bid you for- 
lake your liberty. 

Ant. 1 underſtand thee not. j 

S. Dro. No? why 'tis a plaine caſe : he that went like 
a Baſe Viole ina caſe of leather ; the man fir , that when 

entlemen are tired gives them a ob, and reſts them : 

e {ir, that takes pitty on decaied men, andgives them 
ſuites of durance:he that ſets up his reſt todoce more ex- 
ploits with his Mace, then a Moris Pike. | 

Ant. \W hat! thou mcan'ſt an oiticer? 

S. Dre. I tir,the Serjeant of the Band ; he that brings 
any man to anſwer it that breakes his Band: one that 
thinkesa man alwayes going to bed,and ſaicth,God give 
you good reſt. 

Ant. Wc<llſir, there reſt ia your fooleric : 

Is there any ſhip puts forth to night ? may we be gone? 

S. Dro. Why lic, I brought you word an houre lince, 
that the Barke Expedition put forth to night, and then 
were you hindred by the Serjeant to tarry for the Hey 
Delay: Hereare the angels that you ſent for to deliver 

Ou. 

Ant. The fellow is diſtrat and ſoam I, 
And here we wander in illuſions: 
Some bleſſed power deliver us from hence. 


Enter a ((wrtiz.an, 

Car. Well met; well met, Maſter Antipholis : 
I ſce fir you have found the Gold-{mith now : 
Is thar the chaine you promis'd me to day ? 

Art. Sathan avoidc I chargetheetempt me not- 

S, Dre. Maſter, is this Miſtris Sathan ? 

ent, Itis the divell. 

$: Dre: Nay, ſhe is worſe, ſhe is the divels dam : 
And here ſhe comes in the habit of a light wench, and 
thereof comes thatthe wenches ſay God dam me, That's 
as much coſay,God make me a light wench: It is writ- 
ten ,they appeare to men like angels of light , light is an 
eftc of fire,and fire will burne: ergo, light wenches will 
burne, come not neerCher. 

Cur. Your manand you are marveilous merry fir. 
Will yougoe with me, wee'll mend our dinner here? 

S. Dre. Maſter,if you doc,expe&t ſpoon-meate, or be- 
ſpeake along ſpoone, 

Ant, Why Drom1io ? 

S. Dre. Marric he muſt have along ſpoone that mult 
cate with the divell. 

Ant. Avoid then fiend, what tcel't thou me of ſup- 
Thou art, (as you are all)a ſorcereſle 1 (ping? 
I conjure thee to leave me, and be gon. 

Cur. Give me the ring of mine you had art dinner, 
Orfor my Diamond the chaine you promis'd, 

And lle be gone fir, and nottrouble you. | 

S. Dre.Some divels aske but the parings of ones nale, 

g 
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aruſh, a haire, adrop of blood , a pin, a nut, a cherrie- 
ſtone: but ſhe more covetous,would have a chaine: Ma- 
ter bewiſc,and if you give it her,the divell will ſhak her 
Paine, and fright us with it. 0 
Car. I pray you fir my Ring, orel(e the Chaine, 

I hope youdo not meane tocheate me fo ? 

Ant. Auant thou witch : Come Dromns let us $0. 

$. Dro. Flie pride fayes vhe Pea-cocke, Miſtris that 
you knows E xett. 

Car, Now out of doubt eLuripholir is mad, 

Elſe would he never fo demeane himlelte, 
A Ring he hath of mine worth ftortic Duckets, 
And fac the ſame he promis'd me a Chaine, 
Both one and other he denics me now : 
The rea{onthat I gather he is mad, 
(Beſides this preſent inſtance of bis rage;) 
is a inad tale he told today ar dinner, 
Of his owne doores being ſhut againſt his entrance, 
Belike his wife acquainted with his fits, 
On purpoſe ſhut the doores againſt his way. 
My way 15 now to hic home to his houſe, 
And teil his wife that being Lunaticke, 
He ruſh'd into my houſe, and tooke perforce 
My Ring away. This courſe I fitteſt chooſe, 
For fortie Duckets is too much to looſe. 


Enter Antipholus Epheſ. with a Lailor. 


An. Fcare me not man, I will not breake away, 
lle give theeere I leaye thee ſo much mony 
To warrant thee as I am reſted for. 
My wife 1s in a wayward moode to day, 
And will not lightly truſt the Meſſenger, 
That I ſhould be artach'd in Epbeſss, 
I tell you 'twill ſound harſhly in her cares. 


Enter Dromio Eph. with a ropes end. 

Heere comes my Man, I thinke he brings the monie. 
How now fir ? Have you that I ſent you for? 

E. Dro. Hece's that I warrant you will pay themall. 

eAnti. Burt where's the Money ? 

E. Dro Why ir; I gave the Monie for the Rope: 

Ant. Five hundred Duckets villaine for a rope? 

E. Dre, Ile (erve you ſir five hundred at the rate. 

Ant. To whatcnd did Ibid thee highthee home ? 

E. Dre. To aropes end fir, androthat end am re- 
turn'd, 

Ant. And tothat end fir, I will welcome you. 

Offi. Good (ir be patient. 

E. Dre. Nay 'tis for me to be patient, I am in adver- 
litic. 

Offi. Good now hold thy tongue, 

E. Dro. Nay, rather per{wade him to hold his hands. 

Anti. Thou whoreſon\en zlefle Villaine. 

E. Dyo. 1 would I were ſenfſelefle fir, thatI might not 
feele your blowes. 

Anti. Thouart ſenfibie in nothing but blowes , 
ſo is an Aſſe. | 

P. Dre. Iam an Aſſe indeede, you may proove it by 
my long eares. I have ſerved him trom the houre of m 
Nativitie to this inſtant, and have nothing at his a 
for my ſervice but blowes. When I am cold; he heates 
me with beating z when | am warme, he cooles me with 
beating.: I am wak'd with it when I ſleepe, rais'd with 
it When I fit, driven out of doores with it when I goe 


E xit. 


————— 


il 


from home, welcom'd homie with it when I returne,nay | 


| I beare it on my ſhoulders, as a begger woont her brat 


and I thinke when he hath lam'd me, 1 ſhall begge with 
it from doore to doore. 


Entor Adriana, Luciana, Courtizan, and a Schoole- 
»* maſter,calied Pinch: 


P eAn. Come goe along, my wife is. comming yon- 
Cre 
E, Dre. Miſtris reſpi , reſpeRt your end, or ra- 
ther the propheſic NC the ropes end. 
eOnti, Wilt thou ſtill calke? Bears Dre, 
Cur. How ſay you now ? Is not your husband mad? 
Ari. His incivility confirines no lefle : 
Good Door Pinch, you are a Cunjurer, 
Eſtabliſh him in his true ſence againe, 
AndI will pleaſe you what you will demand. 
Lac. Alas how fiery and how ſharpe he lookes, 
Cur. Marke,how he trembles in his extalic. 
= Give me your hand, andict mee feele your 
PwC, | 
eFet, There is my hand, and let it feele your care. 
Pinch. 1 charge Ss Sathan, hous'd within this man 
Toyeeld poſſeſſion to my holie praiers, 
Andto thy ſtate of darkeneilc hic thee itraight, 
I conjure thee by all the Sain:s in heaven. 
Ant, Peace doting wizard, peace ; Iam not mad. 
Adr. Oh that thou wer't not,poore diitrefſed foule. 
Amt. You Minion you, are thete your Cuſtomers? 
Did this companion with the ſaffron face 
Revell and fait itat my houſe to day, 
Whil it upon me the guiltic doores were ſhut, 
And Idenied tocnter in my houſe. 
eAd. O husband, God doth know you din'd at home 
Where would you had remaind uncill this time, 
Free from thete ſlanders, and this open ſhame. 
A Din'd at home ? Thou Villaine, what fayeſt 
thou? 
Dre. Sir ſooth to ſay, you did not dine at home. 
Ant. Were not my doores lockt up, and 1 ſhut out? 
Dre. Perdie, your doores were lockt , and you ſhut 
our. 
Anti: And did not ſhe her ſelfe revile me there? 
Dro. Sens Fable, ſhe her ſelfe revilu you there, 
Ant. Did not her Kitchen maide raile , taunt , and 
ſ{corne me ? | 
Dre. Certis ſhe did; the kitchin veſtall ſcorn'd you: 
eAzt; And did not I in rage depart from thence ? 
Dre, In veritie you did, my boncs beare witneſſe, 
That ſince have felt the vigor of his rage. 
Adr. Is't good to ſmooth him in thele contrartes? 
Pinch. It 1s no ſhame, the fellow finds his veine, 
And yeelding to hia, humors well his frenſie, 
Ant. Thou haſt ſubornd the Goldſmith to arreſt 
me. 
«Adv, Alas,I ſent you Monie to redeeme you, 
By Dromio heere, who came in halt for it. 
Dre. Monie by me? Heartand good will you might, 
But ſurely Maiter nor a ragge of Monte. 
Ant. Wentſt not thou to her for apurle of Duckets? 
Adri. He came ro me and I deliver'd it. | 
Luci. And I ain witneſle with her that ſhe did: 
Dye. God and the Rope-maker beare me witneſle, 
That I was ſent for nothing bur a rope. 
Pinch. Miſtris , both Man and Maſter is poſſcſt, 
I know it by their pale and deadly lookes. 


— 


» 


They | 


a 


CL EY LL I I EL IE RL Xz —_— — —  — ——  — — ——  ————— 


| They muſt be bound and laide in ſome darke roome. 
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— ares. 
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Ant.Say wherefore did(t thou locke me forth to day, 
And why dolt thou denic the bagge of gold ? 
Aar. I did notgentle husband loeke thee forth. 
Dre, A M. I receiv'd no gold: 
But Iconfeſle fir, that we werelock'd out. 
Aar. Difſembling Villain, thou ſpeak'ſt falſe in both. 
Ant, Diſſembling harlor, thou art falſe in all, 
And are confederate with a damned packe, 
To make a loathſome abjeR iſcorne of me : 
But with theſe nailes Ile plucke our theſe falſe eyes, 
That would bchold in me this ſhamefull ſport. 


Enter three or foure, and offer to binds lim: 
He ſtrives. 


eAdr, Oh binde him, binde him, let hum not come | 


necre me. 
Pinch. Mote company,the fiend is ſtrong within him. 
Luc. Aye me 5 __ how pale and wan he looks. 
eAnt. What, will you murther me, thou Iailor thou? 
I me priſoner , wilt thou ſuffer them to make a reſ- 
cue 
Off. Maſters let him goe : he is my priſoner, and you 
ſhall not have him. 
Pinch. Gobinde this man, for he is franticke too. 
Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peeviſh officer ? 
Haſt thoadelight to ſee a wretched man 
Do outrage and diſpleaſure to himſelfe ? 
Off. He is my priſoner, if I let him go, 
Thedebt he owes will be requir'd of me. 
Aar. I will diſcharge thee ere I goe from thee, 
Beare me forthwith unto his Creditor, 
And knowing how the debt growes I will pay It. 
Good Maſter DoRor ſce him ſafe convey' 
Home to my houſe, oh moſt unhappy day. 
Ant. Oh moſt unhappy ſtrumper. 
Dro. Maſter, I am heere entred in bond for you. 
Ant. Out on thee Villaine wherefore doſt thou mad 
mee ? 
Dro, Will you be bound for nothing, be mad good 
maſter, cry the divcll. 
Lac, God helpe poore ſoules, how idlely doe they 
talke. 
Adx. Goe beare him hence, ſiſter go you with me : 
Say now, whoſe ſuite is hearreſted at? . 
Exennt. Mazxet Offic. Adri. Luci, (ourtizan. 
Off. One eAngelo a Goldſmith, do you know him? 
ear. I know the man: what is the ſumme he owes? 
Off. Two hundred Ducketrs. 
Aar. Say, how growes it due. 
Off. Due for a Chaine your hnsband had of him. 
Adr. Hedid beſpeake a chaine for me,but had it not. 
Coxr. When as your husband all in rage to day. 
Came tomy houſe, and tooke away my Ring, 
The Ring Ifaw upon his finger now, 
Straight after did I meetc him witha Chaine, 
Aar. It may beſo, but I did never ſee it. | 
Come Iailor, bring me where the Goldſmith is, 
I long to know the truth heereof at large. 


Enter Antipholis Sir acuſian with bis Rapier drawne, 
. and Dromio Sirac. 


Luc. God for thy mercy,they are looſe againe. 
eAdr. And come with naked {words, 


Let's call more helpe to have them bound againe. 


<IINE Runne all ont, 


| 


you, 


thence : 
Long that we were fafe andſound aboord. 


; CMer. Speake ſoftly, yonder as I thinke he walkes. 


| Who bur for ſtaying 


Off. Away, they'l kill us 

E-xeunt omnes, 4s faſt as may be, frighted. 
S. 4xt.I ſcetheſe Witches are affraid of ſwords. 
S. Dre. She that would be your wife, now ran tcom 


Ant. Come to the Centaure, fetch our ſtuffe from 


Dre. Faith ſtay heere this night, they will ſurely do 
us no harme : you ſawthey ſpake us faire, give us gold: 
me thinkes they are ſuch a gentle Nation , that bur for 
the Mountaine of mad fleſhthat claimes mariage of me, 
_ finde in my heart to ſtay heere ſtill, and turne 

itch. 

ent. I will not ſtay to night for all the towne, 
Therefore away,to get our ſtuffe aboord, Exennt. 


A tus Quintus. Scana Prima. 
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Enter the Merchant and the Goldſmith. 


Gola. I am ſorry Sir that I have hindred you, 
ButlI proteſt he had the Chaine of me, 
Though moſt diſhoneltly he did denic it. | 
CHer. How is the man eſtecem'd heere in the Citic? 
old. Of very reverent reputation ſir, 
credit infinite, highly belev'd. 
Second to none that lives here in the Citic : 
His word might bearemy wealthat any time. 


Emter Antipholu and Dromio againe. 
WGoeld, 'Tis ( ; and that ſelfe chaine about his necke, | 
Which he forſwore (moſt monſtrouſly) to have. 
200d fir draw neere to me, Le ſpeake to him : 
v1gnjor Antiphets, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this ſhame and trouble, 
And not without ſome ſcandall to your ſelfe, 
With circumſtance and oathes, ſo todenie 
This chaine, which now you weare ſo openly. 
Beſide the charge, the ſhame, impriſonment, 
You have done wrong to this my honeſt frierid, 
on our Controverſic, 
Had hoiſted file, and put to ſea to day : 
This chaine you had-of me, can you denic it 
Ant. Ithinke I had, I never did deny it. 
Her. Yes that you did fir, and forſwore it too: 
Ant. Who heard me todenie it or forſweare it? 
Mer. Theſe cares of mine thou knowſt did hear thee: 
Fic on thee wretch, 'ris pitty that thou liv'ft 
To walke where any honeſt menreſort. 
Ant. Thou art a Villaine to i h me thus, 
le prove mine honor, and mine honeſty | 
Againſt thee preſently, if thou dar'ſt ſtand : 
CMer. I dare and do defie thee fora villaine. 


They draw. Enter Adriana, Luciena, Courtezan,c+ others. | 
Aar. Hold, hurt him not for God ſake,he is mad, 
Some get within him ,take his ſword away : 
Binde Dromsotoo, and beare them to © 
S. Dro. Runne maſter run, for Gods ſake take 2 houſe, 
This is ſome Priorie, in,or we areſpoy['d. | 
- Exam tothe Priorie. 
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Enter Lady eAbbeſſe. 


Adr, To terch my poore diſtratted hence, 
Let us come in, that we may binde him falt, 
And beare him home for his recovery. 

Gold. I knew he was notin his perfe&t wits. 

Mer. lam ſorry now that I did draw on him. 

45. How long haththis poſſeſſion held che man? 

Adr. This wecke he hath beene heavy,ſower,lad, 
| And much much different from the man he was : 
But ill this afcernoone his paſſion 
Ne're brake into extremity of rage. 

46. Hath he not loſt much wealth by wrackeat Sea, 
Buried ſome deare friend, hath not elſe his cyc 
Strai'd his affection inunlawfull love, 

A ſinne prevailing much in yourhfull men, 
Who give their eyes theliberty of gazing, 
Which of theſe forrowes is he ſubject roo ? 

Adr. Tonone of theſe except it be the laſt, 
Namely,ſome love that drew him oft from home. 

Ab. You ſhould for that have reprehended him, 

Ad. Whyto 1 _ * 

Ab. I,but notr enoug 

Ad. As mk my modeſty would let me. 

Ab. Haply 1n private. 

«Ad. And in aſſemblies too. 

Ab. I but not enough. 

Ad. 1t was the copic of our conference. 

In bed he ſlept not for my urging it, 

At boord he fed not for my urging it : 
Alone,it was the ſubje& of my Theame ; 
In company | often glanced it: 

Stul did 1 te'l him, it was vilde and bad. 

Ab. And thereot came it that the man was mad. 
The vcnomeclamours of a jealous woman, 

Poyſons more deadly thena mad dogs tooth. 

It ſeemes his ſleepes were hindred by thy rayling, 
And thereof comes it that his hcad is light. 

Thou ſai'lt his meate was ſawc'd with thy upbraidings, 
Vnquiet meales makes ill diſgeſtions, 

Thereof the raging fire of feaver bred, 

And what's a Feaver but a fit of Madneſſe ? 

Thy fayeſt his ſports were bindred by thy brawics: 
Sweet recreation barr*d,v/hat doth enſuc 

But muddy and dull melancholly, 

Kinſman to grim and comfortleile defpaire, 

Andat her heeles a hage infeftious troope 

Of pale diſtemperatures,and foes to life ? 

In food,in ſport,and life-preſerving reſt 
Tobediſturb'd,would mad or man or beaſt : 

The conſequence is then,thy jealous fits 

Have ſcar'd thy husband from the uſe of wits. 

Lxc. She never reprehended him but mildely, 
When he demear'd himſelfe rough,rude,and wildely. 
Why beare youtheſe rebukes,and anſwer not? 

eAd. She did betray meto my owne reproofe, 
Good people enter and lay hold on him. 

Ab. No,not acreatureevtersin my houſe, 

Ad. Then let your ſervants bring my husband forth, 

Ab. Neither : he tookethisplace for ſanQuary, 
And it ſhall priviledge him from your hands, 
Till T have brought him to his witsagaine, 


Or loſe my labour in affaying it, 
«M4. I will attend my husband,be his nurſe, 
s 


4 


Abb. Be nr.0w. oy are mres Lay hither? | 


Diet his ſickneſſe, for it ismy Othice, 

And will have no Atturney but my ſclte, 

| And therefore let me have him home with me. 
Ab. Bepatient,for I will not let him ftirre, 

Till _ _ po 109 meanes I have, 

With wholſome firrups,drugo:s,and hol ers 

Tomekeofhima formal — = 

It isabranchand parcell of mine oath, 

A charitable dutic of my order, 

Therefore deparr,and leave him here with me. 

Ad. 1 will not hence,and leave my husband heere : 
Andill itdoth beleeme your holinefle 
To ſeparate the husband and the wife. 

eAb. Be quict and depart, thou ſhalt not have him. 
Luc. Complaine untothe Duke of this indignity. 
eAd. Come goe,l will fall proſtrate at hisfeet, 
And never riſe uncill ny teares and prayers 
Have won his Grace to come inperſon hither, 
Andtake pertorcemy husband from the Abbefle, Exeunt, 
Enter Merchant and Goldſmith. 

Mer. By this I thinke the Dyall pointsar five : 
Anon I'me ſure the Duke himſelte in perton 
Comesthis way to the Mclancholly vale; 

The place of depth,and ſorry execution, 
Behinde the dirches of the Abbey here. 
Gold. Vpon what cauſe? 
| Aer, Tolce a1c cient Siracnſien Merchant, 
Who put unluckily uzothis bay 
Againſtthe Lawes and Statutes of this Towne, 
| Bcheaded pub'ikcly tor his offence, 
Gold. Sec where they come,we will behold his death, 
Enter Adriana and Lucio, 
Zac, Kneele to the Duke before he paſſe the Abbey, 
| 
| Enter the Duke of Fpheſws, and the Merchant of Siracuſe, 
baretheaded, with the Headſ- man and oth:r Officers, 
Duke. Yet once againe proclaime it publikely, 
If any friend will pay the ſumme for him, 
He ſhall not dic fo much werender him. 
Enter Adriana, 
Aar. Tuſtice molt lacred Duke agairit the Abbeſle. 
Duke. She 1s a vertuousanda reverend Lady, 
It cannot be that ſhe hath done thee wrong, 

ed. May it pleaſe your Grace,» Antipbolis my husband. 

Whom I mad: Lord of me,and all I had, 

(At your impotent Letters)this illday, 

A moſt outragious fit of g.aductl tooke him, 

| That deſp'rately he hurricdthrough the ſtreet, 
With him his bondman,ali as mad as he, 
Doing diſpleaſure tothe Citizens, 

By ruſhing in their houſes : bearing thence 
Rings,Tewels,any thivg his rage did like. 

Once did I get him bound,and ſent him home, 
Whil'ſto take order forthe vrongs I went, 
That here and there his fury bad commicted. 
Anon,I wot not,by what ſtrong eſcape 

He broke from thoſe that had the guard of him, 
And with his mad attendant and himfelfe, | 
Each one with irefull paſſion, withdrawne Swords 
Met us againe,and madly bent on us, | 
Chac'd us away : till raiſing of more aide, 

We came againeto binde them : then they fled 
Into this Abbey, whirher we purſu'd them, 

And herethe Abbefle ſhuts the gates on us, 

And will not ſuffer us to ferch him our, 
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| Nor ſend himforth,that we may beare him hence. 
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Therefore moſt gracious Duke with thy command, 
Let him be brought forth,and borne hence for helpe. 

Duke, Leng iincethy hasband ſerv'd me in my Warrcs, 
And I to thee ingag'd a Princes word , 
When thou didit make him maſter of thy bed, 
To doe him all the grace and goodI could. 
Gore ſome of you knocke ar the Abbey gate, 
And bid the Lady Abbeſſe come to me : 
I will determine this before I ſtirre. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Ac. O Miſtriſſe, Miſtris thik and ſave your ſelfe, 
My Maſter and his man are both broke looſe, 
Beaten the Maides a-row,and bound the DoRor, 
Whoſe beard they have ſindg'd off with brands of fire, 
-—_ ever as ar por d,chey threw on _ _ 

reat paileso led myre to quenc ce; 
My ME. preaches paticnce to him,and the while 
His man with Sciſſors nickes him like a foole - 
And ſure (unlefſe you ſend ſome other preſent helpe) 
Berweene them they will kill the Conjurers 

Ad. Peace foole,thy Maſter and his man are here, 
And thats falſe thou doſt report of us. 

Aſs. Miſtris,upon my life Itell you true, 
I have not breath'd almoſt ſince I did ſee it. 
He cryes for you,and vowes ifhe can take you, 
Toſcorch your face,and to disfigure you : 

Cry within. 

Harke,harke,T heare him Miſtris : flie,be gone. 

Dake. Come,ſtarid by me,feare nothing: guard with 
Halberds. | 

Ad. Ay me,it is my hasband : witneſſe you, 
That he is borne about inviſible, 
Even now we houſ'd him in the Abbey here, 
And now hee's there,paſt thought of humane reaſon. 


Enter «Amipholic,and'E.Dremio of Epheſu. 


E. Ant.luſtice moſt gracious Duke,oh grant me Iuſtice, 


| Even for the ſervice that long fince I did thee, 


When I beſtrid thee in the warres,and tooke 
Deepe skarres to ſave thy life; even for the blood 
That then I loſt for thee,now grant me Iuſtice. 
Cer. Far. Vnleſſe the feare of death doth make mee 
dotc,l ſee my ſonne eAntiphols and Dromio, 

E.eAnt. Tuſtice (tweet Prince) againſt that woman 
She whom thou gay'it to meto be my wife; (there ; 
That hath abuſed and diſhonoured me, 

Even inthe ſtrength and height of injury : 
Beyond imagination is the wrong . 
That ſhe thisday hath ſhamelefſe threwne on me 

Dw#ke. Diſcover how,and theu ſhalt finde me juſt. 

E.2Ant. This day (great Duke ) ſhe ſhut the doores 
upon Mme. 

Whilſt the with Harlots feaſted in my houſe. 
Puke. A grievous fault : ſay woman did(t thou ſo? 

eAd. No,my good Lord. My ſclfe,he,and my Siſter, 
To day did dine together ; ſobefall my ſoule, 
As this is falſe he burthens me withall, 

Lxc.Ne're may Ilooke onday,nor ſleepe on night, 
But ſhe telsto your Highneſle ſimple truth. 

Gold. Operjur'd woman | They are both forſworne, 
In this the Mad man juftly c h thera. 

E.eAnt. My Licge,l am adviſed what I ſay; 
Neither diſturbed with the effe& of Wine, 
Nor heady-raſh provok'd with raging ire, 


Albcit my wrongs might awake one wiſer mad. 
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This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner ; 
That Goldſmith there,were he not pack'd with her, 
Could witnefſe it : for he was with me then, 

Who parted with me to goe fetcha Chainc, 
Premiſing to bringittothe Porpentine, 

Where Balthaſa and Idid dine together. 

Our dinner done, and he not comming thither, 

I went toſceke him, Inthe fireet I met him, 

And in his y that Gentleman. | 
There did this perjur'd Goldſmith ſweare medowne, 
That Ithis day frgm him recciv'd the Chaine, 
Which God he knthwes, I ſaw not. For the which, 
He did arreſt me with an Officer. 

I did obey,and fent my Peſant home 

For certaine Duckets : he with none return'd. 

Then fairely I beſpoke the Officer 

To goein perſon with me to my houſe. 
By'th'way,we met my wife, her ſiſter, and a rabble more 
Of vilde Confederates : Along withthem 


A needy-hollow-ey'd-ſha ing-wretch; 
Aliving jar) Thispernic icicus fave, 
o71r tooke on him = a Conjurer ; , 
gaz in mINe Eyes, m ©, 
And ary Ia ary oe : = 
_ ent, waspoſſeſt. Then _ 
n me,bound me me thence, 

Hor fo a rr and dankiſh vaultathome 
There left me and my man,both bound together , 
Till gnawing with my teeth my bondsaſunder, 
I gain'd my treedome ; and immediately 
Ran hither to your Grace, whom I beleech 
To give me ample ſatisfaQtion 
For theſe deepe ſhames,and great indignities- | 
” Gold,My Lord,in trath;thus farre I witneſſe with him: 
That he din'd net at home,but was lock'd out. 

Dake. But had he ſuch a Chaine of thee,or no ? 

Gold. He had my Lord,and when he ran in here, 
Theſe people ſaw the Chaine about his necke. 

Mer. Belides,I will be ſworne theſe cares of mine, 
Heard you confeſſe you had the Chaine of him, 
After you firſt forſwore iton the Marr, 
And Idrew my ſword on you : 
And then you fled intothis here, 
From whence I thinke you are come by miracle. 

E. Ant. I never came withintheſe Abbey wals, 
Nor ever didſt thou draw thy ſword on me : 
I never ſaw the Chaine,ſo helpe me heaven : 
And this is wt =_ burthen me _— A 
I Few you all have drunke of Circes Cup : 


| If here you hous'd him, here he would have been. 


If he were mad he would not pleade ſo coldly : 
You ſay he din'd at home,the Goldſmith here 
Denies that ſaying. Sirra,what ſay you ? 
E. Dro. Sir hce din'd with her there, at the Porpen- 


tine, 
Cur, He did,and from my finger ſhatcht that Ring. 
E. Ant. Tis true(my Liege) this Ring I had of her. 
Duke. Saw'ſtthou LO SE bow? 
Curt. As ſure (my Leige)as 1 doe ſee your Grace. 
_ Why this is ſtrange: Goe call the Abbeſle hi- 
ther. 
I thinke you areall mated, or ſtarke made, 


Exit, 


E.Dremie. I ir,but I am ſurcI doe not, and whatſo- 
evera man denics, you are now bound to beleceve him. 
Fart. Not know my vw ! ohrtimes extremity, , 

Haſt thou ſocrack'd and {plicted my poore tongue 

In ſeven ſhorr yeares,that onely ſonne 
Knowes not my feeble key of untun'd cares ? 
Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
In ſap-conſuming Winters drizled ſnow, 

And all the Conduits of my blood froze up : 
Yer _—_— night w_ {ome memoric NR 
My waſting lampes ſome fading gli ; 
My dull dee —_ a little uſe to heare ; 

All theſe old witneſſes, I cannot erre, 

Tell me,thou art my ſonne eAntyphotir. 

Ant. 1 never ſaw my Father in my life. 

Fe. But ſeven yeares ſince,in Sy«cuſ# Boy, 
Thou know'ſt we parted bur perhaps my ſonne, 
Thou ſham'ſt to acknowledge me in mil . 

eat. The Dake,and allthat know me in the City, 
Can witneſſe with me that itis nor ſo. 


| I ne're ſaw Siracu/a in my life. 


Dwkg. 1 tell thee Swacuſan,twy cares 
Have I been Patron to Ants "Lk 

many whichtime he ne're ſaw Syracaſa : 
I ſee thy age and dangers make thee dote. 


Enter the Abbeſſe with Antipbelis Straeuſan 
pn p 


Abbeſſe. Moſt mighty Duke, behold a man much 
wrong'd, 


All gather to ſee them, 

eAdr. I fce wo taties mine eyesdeccive me. 

Dug. One of theſe men is genixs to the other : 
And fo of theſe, which is the nacurall man, 
And which the ſpirit ? Who deciphers them ? 

S. Dremio.l Sir am Dromio,command him away. 

E. Dre. I Sir am Dromie,pray let me ſtay. 

$. Ant. Zgeen artthou not ? or elſe his ghoſt. 
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| S. Drew. Oh my old Maſter , who hath bound him 
Exit one to the eAbbe ſe. heere? 
Abb. Whoever bound him,I will looſe his bonds, 
fe, Moſt mighty Duke,vouchſafe me ſpeake a word: mo m_m—_ by his liberty : 
Haply I ſee a friend will ſave my life, - old Egeon,if thou bec'ſt the man 
And pay the ſumme that may deliver me; hat had'ſt a wife once call'd «Emilie, 
Dwuke. Speake freely Syracaſan what thou wilt. Thar bore thee ar a burthen two faire ſonnes? 
Fath. Is not your name fir call'd Antipholi ? Oh if thou bee'tt the ſame Egern,ſpeake : 
And is not that bondman Dr ownio ? And {| c untothe ſame /Emlae, * ; 
E.Dro. Within this houre I was his bondman ſir, . Dugg. Why heere begins his Morning Rory right ; 
But he I thanke*hica gnaw'd in two my cords, Theſetwo Antiphelu,theſe two ſolike, 
Now am I Drowie,and his man,unbound. And thoſe rwo Dremns 7,004 in ſemblance : 
Fath, Tam ſure both of you remember me. Belides her urging of her wracke at ſea, 
Dro, Our ſelves we doe remeinber fir by you : Theſe are the Parentsto theſe children, 
Forhitely we were as yOu are now + Which accidentally are met together. 
You are not Fincher Patient,are you fir ? | Far. If Idreame not, thou art /Emilie, 
Father, Why looke you ſtrange on me ? you know | If thou art ſhe,tell me,where is that ſonne 
me well. | That floated with thee onthe fatall rafte. 
E, Ant, I never ſaw you in my lifetill now. Abb. By men of Epideminm,he,and I, 
Fa, Oh! griefe hath chang'd me ſince youſaw me laſt, | Atd the twin Dromis,all were taken up ; 
And carefill houres with times deformed hand, But by and by,rude Fiſhermen of Corinrh | 
Have written Ro _—_ in my face : rb force . —_— =y hone from them, 
But tell me yet,doſt thou not know my voyce ? me t with thoſe of Epideminm. 
Ant. Neither. EY What then of them, I cannot tell : 
Fat. Dromio,nor thou. Ito this fortune that you ſee me in. 
Dro, No truſt me fir,nor I, Duke. ipholi thou cam'(t from (orinth firſt, 
Fat. I am ſure thou doſt ? S. Ant, Nofir,not T,I came from Siraceſe, 


Duke. Stay,ſtand apart; I know not which is which. 
E. Aut. I came from Corinth my moſt gracious Lord, 
E.Dre. And I with him. 
E. Ant. Broughtzo this Towne by that moſt famous 
Warriour, 
Duke Menaphon,your moſt renowned Vacle. 
Adr. Which of yourwo did dine with me to day ? 
S. Ant, I Miftris, 
AS. are not you my husband ? 
Ee Ant. No,l ſay nay to that. 
S. An. And ſo doe I;yet did the call meſo : 
And this faire Gentlewoman here 
Did call me brother. What I told you then, 
I hope I ſhall have leiſure ro make good, 
If this be not adreame I ſee and heare. 
Goldſmith. That is the Chaine fir , which you had of 


mee. 
S. Am, Ithinke it be fir, it not. 
E, Aut. And you fir for this Chaine arreſted me. 
Ithinke [did fir,l deny itnor. 
Adr. Arp tens 
By Drenne,but I thinke he broughtir nor. 
E.Dyo, No,none by nie. 
$., Aut. This purſe of Duckets I receiv'd from you, 
And Dromio my man did bring them me : 
I ſce wee ſtill did meeteach others man, 
AndI was tane for him,and he for me, 
And theſcertors are aroſe, 
E. Ant. Duckets pawnel for my Father bere. 
Dwhe. It ſhall not need,thy father hath his life, 
Cur, Sir I muſt have that Diamond from you. 
E. Ant. There take it,and muchthankes for my good 


 cheere. 
Abb. Renowned Duke, vouchlafe to take the paines 


To goe withus into the Abbey here, 

do ſhemecr large difcouride all our fortunes , 

And allthat are aſſembled in this place : 

That by this ſimpathized one dayeserror, 

Have ſuffered wrong. Gangs us Company. "M 
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And we ſhall makefull fatisfation. 
Thirty three yeares have I beene gone in travell 
Of you my fonnes,and till this preſent houre 
My heavy burthensare delivered : 
The Duke my husband,and my children both, 
And you the Kalcnders of their Nativity, 
Goz to a Golſlips feaſt,and goe with me, 
After ſo long griefe ſuch Nativity. 
Dwks. Wuh allmy heart,llc Goſlip at this feaſt. 


| "Exeunt omnes. CManet the two Dronyio's and 
two Brothers, 


S.Dro. Maſt.ſhallI fetch your ftuffe from ſhipboodrd? 
E. Au, Dromuwo,vyhat ſtuffe of mine haſt thou imbark'd. 
$.Dre.Y our goods that lay at hoſt fir in the Centaur, 
S.eAnt. Heſpeakes to me,I am your Maſter Dromse. 


, Come,goe with us,we'll looketo that anon, 
Embrace thy brother there, rejoyce with him. os Ex, 
S. Dro. There is a fat friend at your Maſters houſe, 
That kitchin'd me for yeu ro day at dinner : 
She now ſhall be my ſiſter ,not my wife. 
E-D. Me thinkes you are my glaſſe, and not my bro- 
I ſee by you,T am a ſweet fac'd yourh, (ther : 
Will you walke into ſee their Goſſipping ? 
S.Dro, NotI fir, you are my Elder. 
E.Dre. That's a queſtion, how ſhall I rry it, 
$.Dro. Wee'lldraw Cuts for the Sigmor , tillthen, 
1 leade thou firſt, 
E. Dye, Nay then thus : 
We came into the world like brother and brother : | 
And now lct's goe hand in hand ,not one before another. 
E xe. | 
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Enter Leenats Governour of (Meſſina, Innogen hu wife, Here 
bu danghter,and Beatrice his N cece with a Meſſenger. 


0 
Learne in this Lerrer, that Dos Peter of Arragon 
comes this might to Meſſine. 

Meſſ. He 1s very neere by this : he was not 
three Leagues off when I left him, 

Leon, How many Gentlemen have you loſt in this 
aQion ? 

Meſ. Bur few of any ſort,and none of name. 

Leon. A victory is twice it felfe, when the atchiever 
brings home full numbers : I find heere , that Dow Peter 
hath beſtowed much honour on a yong Florentine , called 
Claudio, 

Meſ. Much deſery'd on his part, and equally remem- 
bred by Don Pedro, he hath borne himſclte beyond the 

mile of his age, doing in the figure of a Lambe , the 
hates of a Lyon, he hath indeed berrer bertred expeRati» 
on,than you mult expeRt of meto tell you how. + 

Les. He hath an Vnckle here in Meſſina, will be very 
much glad of 1t. 

Mef. - I have already delivered him Letters , and there 

res much joy in bim , evenſo much that joy could 
not ſhew it ſelte modeſt enough, without a badge of bit- 
ternelle. 

Lee. Did he breake out into teares ? 

Mef. In great mcature. 

Leo, A kinde overſlow of kindeneſle : there are no fa- 
cestruer,then thoſe that are ſo waſh'd, how much berter 
is it to weepear joy,then to joy at weeping ? 

Bea. I pray you, is Signior MMountento return'd from 
the warres,or'no ? 

Mef. 1 know none of that name, Lady, there was none 
ſuch inthe Army of any ſort. 

Leo. Whar is hethat you aske for Neece? 

Hero, My Couſin meanes Signior Benedicke of Padua. 

CHMeſ. O he's return'd, andas pleaſant asever he was. 

Bear, He (et up his bils heere in Meſſina,and challeng'd 
Cupid at the Flight : and my Vncles foole reading the 
Challenge, ſubſcriv'd for Cupid, and Challeng'd him at 
the Burbolt. Ipray you, how many hath hee Kkill'd and 
eaten intbeſe warres? But how many hath he Kili'd ? for 
indeed, promis'd to cate all of his killing. 

Leon, *Faith Neece , you taxe Signior Benediche too 
much,but heell be meet with you,1 doubt it not. 

Me. He hath done good ſervice Lady in thoſe wars. 

Meſ. You had muſty viRtuall , and hee bath holpeto 
cate it: hee'sa very valiant Trencher-man , hes bathan 
excellent ſtomacke. 


Leonato, 
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Meſ. And a good ſouldier too Lady. 

_"—— a good ſouldier to a Lady.But what is he to a 
? 

Meſ. ALordtoaLord, a Mantoa Man, fluft with all 

honourable vertues, | 
Beat, Itis fo indeed, he is no lefſe thena ſtuft man : but 
for the ſtuffing well, we are all morrall, 

Leon. You anlt not (fir) miſtake my Neece, there is a 
Kkinde of merry War berwixt Sighior Priedicke and her : 
= never meet , but there's a skirmiſh of wir —_— 
them, : | 

Bea. Alas,hegets nothing by that. In our laſt con- 
flit, foure of his hve wits went haking off,and now is the 
whole man govern'd with one : ſo ring if hee have wit 
enough to keepc himſelfe warme , let him beare ic for a 
difference betweene himſcltec and his horſe 1 For it is all 
the wealth that he hath lett , to be knowne a reaſonable 
creature, Whois his Companion now ? He hath every 
montha new ſworne brother. 

Ateſ. I's poſſible ? | 

Beat. Yery caliiy poſſible: he weares his faith buras the 
faſhion of his hat, it ever changes with the next blocke. 

Mef. I tee ( Lady ) the Gentleman is not in your 

KESs 

Beat. No, and he were, I would burne my ſtudy. Bat 
I pray you who is his companion ? Is there no young 
ſquarer now,that will make a voyage with him to the Dt- 
vell? * 

Aeſ. He is moſt in the company of the right noble 
Clandio. | 

Bear. O Lord,he will hang upon him like a diſeaſe: he 
is ſooner caught then the Peltiletce , and the taker runnes 
preſently madde. God helpe the noble Claud'o, if he have 
caught the Benedicke, it will coſt him a thouſand pound 
ere itbecur'd, 

Mef, I will hold friends with you Lady. 

Beat. Doe good friend. 

Leo. You'llne'rerun mad Neece, 

Bea. Nognot till a hot Ianuary. 

Meſe. Don Pedro is approach'd. 


Enter Don Pedro,(landio,Benedicke, Balthazar, 

and [obn the baſtard. | 
Pedro. Good Sigaior Leonato , you are come to meete 
your trouble : the taſhion of the world -is ro avoyd coſt, 

and you encounter it. | 
Leen, Never came trouble to my houſe in the likenefſe 
of your Grace : for trouble being gone,comfort ſhould re- 
maine : but when you depart from me , ſorrow abides, 
and happineſſe takes his leave. 


I 3 | Pedro. ; 
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Pedro. You imbrace your charge more willingly : I Clav, No)I prethee ſpeake in ſober judgement. 
| thinke thisis your dpghger. " ON Ie" . , Ben, Why yfaith methinkes ſhee's top low for a hic 
Leo, Her mother marly times told melo. (2 4 praiſeztoobtowne for a faire praiſe z and too little for 
| Ben, Were you indonbe that youaskt her? '.._ - 4 praiſe,onely this comm I can affoord her, 
| Leo. Signior Bevediche ;"no7; for then\ Were you 4 | that were ſhe other than ſhe is, ſhe were rwhandſome, 
chiide. 95 i U * AY Fe _- £ and . no other butas ſhe ig,1 doe Rot like her, 

ll Pedrs, You have it full Benzdiche, wee may oheſfe by } Ct. Thouthink'ſt Iam in ſport, I pray thee tell mee 
| this,what you are, being a man,, trucly the, Lady fathers | truely how thou lik'ſt her. 
her ſelfe : be happy Lady, for you are likgan honourable | , Ben, Would you buy her,that you enquicr after her 
father. Fr L |. Cav. Cantheworldbuyſuchalewell? 

Ben. If Signior Leona be her Father, ſhee would not Zen, Yea,and a caſe to put it into, but ſpeake you this 
have his head on her ſhoulders for all Meſ3s*4,as like him | witha ſad brow ? Or doe you play the flowting lacke,ro 


mm 


as ſhe 15, tell us Cupid is4 good Hare- nder, and Vulcan a rare 
WW! Beat. 1 wonder that you will ſtill be talking , Signior |. Carpenter : Come,in what Key ſhall a man take you to 
| Benedicke,no body markes you. goe 1n the ſong? ; 
| Ben. What my deare Lady Diſdaine! are you yet li- Clax, In mine eye,ſhe is the ſweeteſt Ladie that ever 1 
ving ? lookt on. 


1% Feat. Is it poſſible Diſdaine ſhould die,while ſhee hath Zen. I canſce yet without SpeQacles, and I ſee no 
| ſuch meet food to feed it , as Signior Benedicke ? Courte- ſuch matter : there's her Colin, and ſhe were not poſleſt 
| fic itſelfe nut convert to Diſdaine, if you come iniher | with afury , exceedes her as much in beautie,as the firſt 
preſence. of May doth the laſt of December : but I hope you have 
Bene. Then is Courteſie a turne-coat , but it is cer= | no intent to turne husband, have you? 
taine Iam loved of all Ladies, onely you excepted : and Clas, I would ſcarce truit my fſelfe, though I had 
I would I cayld finde in my heart that I had not a hard | ſwornethe contrary,if Hero would be my wite. 
heart, tor truely. love none. Zen. Iſt come tothis? in faith hath not the world one 
Beat. Adgers happincſſe to women , they would elſe | man but he will weare his cap with ſuſpition ? ſhall T ne- 
have beene troubled with a pernicious Sator , I thanke | ver fee a Batchellor of threeſcore againe ? goe to yfauh, 
God and my cold blood, lam of your humour for that, I | and thou wilt needes thruſt thy necke intoa yoke , weare 
had rather heaze my Dog barke at a Crow, then a man | the print of t,and figh away ſundayes : looke Don Pedro 


ſweare he loves me. | is returned to {eeke you, 

Ben. God keepe, your Ladiſhip ſtill in that minde, 
ſoſome Gentleman or other ſhall ſcape a Predeſtinate Enter Don Pedro,Jobn the Baſtard. 
{cratcht face. ; 

Beat, Scratching could not make it worſe , and 'twere Pedr. What ſecret hath held you here , that you fol- 
ſucha faceas yours were. wr lowed not to Leonatoes ? 

Ben, Well,youare arare Parrat-teacher. . Bened, I would your Grace would conſtraine mee to 

Beat. A Bird of my tongue , isbetter then a beaſt of | tell. 
yours. Pedro, I chargethee on thy allegeance. 


3 Berx. I would my horſe had the ſpeed of your tongue, Ben. You heare, Count Clanaio, 1 can be ſecret as a 
| and ſo good a continucr, but keepe your way a Gods þ dambe man, I would have youthinke fo ( but on my al- 


name,I have done. ; leageance , marke you this, on my allegeance ) hee is in 
Beat, Youalwayescnd with a Iades tricke , I know | love, With whom ? now that is your Graces part : marke 
you of old, how ſhort his anſwer is, with Hero, Leonators ſhort 


Pedro, This is the ſumme of all : Leonato, Signior (law- | daughter. 
dio, and Signiot Benedrcke ; my deare friend Leonaro , hath | Claw. 1f this were ſo,ſowere ituttred. 
invited you all, I tell tim we ſhall ſtay here, attheleatt | Ber. Like the old Tale,my Lord, it isnot ſo, nor 'twas 
a moneth ,and he heartily prayes ſome occaſion may de- | not ſo : but indeed,God forbid it ſhould be fo, 
taine us longer : I dare {weare hee is no hypocrite, but (as. It my paſſion changenot ſhortly, God forbid ic 
| prayes from his heart. ſhould be otherwiſe. 
| Leon, If you ſweare, my Lord, you ſhall not bee for- | Pedro, Amen,it you love her,for the Lady is very well 
ſworne, let me bid you welcome , my Lord, being re- | worthy. 
conciled to the Prince your brother: I owe you all | (ax. Youſpeake this tofetchme in,my Lord. 


| dutie. | Fedro. By my troth I ſpeake my thought, 

| ' Jobs. Ithanke you, Iamnot of many words, butI Clas, And in faith, my Lord,I ſpoke mine. 

| thanke you. Ben. And by my two faiths and troths, my Lord, 1 
| Leon. Pleaſe it your Grace leade on? ſpeake mine. 

| Rio, Your hand Leonato,we will goe together, Clas. That I love her,l feele; 

| Exennt. Janet Benedicks and Claudio, Fed. That ſhe 1s worthy, I know. ' 

| | Claw, Benedicke,did{t thou note the daughter of Signi- | Ben, That I neither feele how ſhee ſhould bee lo- 
| or Kronato ? ved, nor know how ſhe ſhould be worthy , is the 
| Ben. 1 noted her not,but 1 lookt on her. opinionthart fire cannot meJt out ofme,I wildic in itatthe 
3 Clax. Is ſhe not a modeſt yong Ladic ? ſtake 


Ben, Doe you queſtion me as an honeſt man ſhould | Ped. Thou waſt ever an obſtinate Heretique in the de- 
doe,for my ſimple truc judgement ? or would you have | ſpight of Beauty. 
meſpeake after my cultome;as being a profeſſed tyrantto | Claw. And never could maintaine hispart , but in the 
their ſexe?" | | force of his will. W 
Ben, - 
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Bene. That a woman cofceived me;1 thanke her : that 
ſhe brought me up, I likewiſe giye her moſt humble 
thankes : but that I will have.a rechate winded in my 
forchead, or hang my buglein an inviſible baldricke, all 
women ſhall pardon me : becauſc I will not doe them the 
wrongto miltruſt any, I will doe my felte the right to 
traſt none: and the fine is, (for the which I may goe the 
finer) I will live a Batchellor . | 

Pedro, 1 ſhall ſeether ere I dye, looke pale with love, 

Bene, Withanger, with ſickenefle, or with hunger, 
my lord, not withlove : prove that ever I looſe more 
blood withlove, then 1 will get againe with drinking, 

icke out mine eycs with a Baller-makers penne, and 
_ me up at the doore of a brothel-houſe tor the ſigne 
of blind Cupid. IIDY 

Pedro. Well, if ever thou dooſt fall from this faith, 
thou wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene, 1 I do:, hang me in a bottle like a Cat,and ſhoot 
at mc, and he that hit's me ,let him be clapt on the ſhoul- 
der, and cal'd Adam. ; 

Pedro. Well, as time ſhall try: In time the ſavage 
Bull doth bcare the yoake, 

Bene. The ſavage bull may, but if ever the ſenſible 
Benedicke beare it, plucke off the bulles hornes, and ſet 
them in my forchead , and let me be vildely painted,and 
in ſach great Letters as they write, heere is good horſe 
to hire : let them ſignific under my figne, here you may 
{ce Benedicke the married man. 

Clan, lfthis ſhould ever happen, thou wouldit bee 
horne mad. F- 

Pedro, Nay, if Cupid bave not ſpent all his Quiverin 
Venice, thou wilt quake for this ſhortly. 

Bene. Tlooke for an carth quake too then. ; 

Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the houres, in 
the meane time, good Signior Benedicke, repaireto Leo- 
natoes, commend me to him, and tellhim I will not faite 
himart ſupper, for indeed he hath made great preparatt- 
on. 


Bene, Thave almoſt matter enough in me for ſuch an | 


Embaſlage, and ſo I commit you. 
Clax. Tothe tuition of God, From my houſe, if I had 
it, 
Pedre, The ſixt of In/y. Your loving friend,Benedicke. 
Bene, Nay mockenot, mocke not ; the body of your 
diſcourſe is ſometime guarded with tragments, and the 
guardes are but ſlightly baſted on neither, ere you flout 
old ends any further, examine your conſcience, and fo I 
leave you, Exwu. 
= My Leige, your Highneſſe now may doe mee 
good. 
Pedro. My love is thine toteach, teach ir but how, 
And thou halt ſee how apt it isto learne 
Any hard Leſſon that may doe thee good. 
Clax. Hath Leomato any ſonne my lord ? | 
Pedro. No child but Hero, ſhe's his onely heire, 
Doſt thou affe her C lawdio ? 
Clas, O my lord, . 
When you went onward on this ended aRtion, 
I look'd upon her with a ſouldierscyCc, 
That lik'd, bur had a rougher taske in hand, 
Thanto drive liking to the name of love : 
But now I am return'd, and that warre-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant : intheir roomes, 
Come thronging ſoft and delicate deſires, 
Allprompting me how faire yong Hero 1s, 
Saying I lik'd her cre 1 went to warres. 


| 
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. Pedro. Thou wilt be like alover preſently, 
And tire the hearer with a booke of words : 
If thou doſt love faire Hero, cheriſh it, | 
And I will breake with her : waſtnot to this end, 
Thar thoy beganſt to twiſt fo fine a ſtory ? 

Claw, How ſweetly doe you miniſter to love, 
That know loves griete by his complexion ! 
Butleft my liking might too ſodaine ſeeme; 

I would have falu'd it with a longer treatiſe. 

Pedro, What necd the bridge much broder then the 
The faireſt grant is the neceſlity :; (flood? 
Looke what will ſerve,is fit: tis once, thou loveſt, 

And I will fit thee with the remedy, 

I know we ſhall have revelling to night, 

I willaſſume thy part in ſome diſguiſe, 

And tell faire Hero Tam Claudio, 

And 1o her boſome Verclaſpe my heart, 

And take her hearmg prilover with the force 

And ſtrong incounter ot uy 1:mocons tale z 

Then after, ro her father will | break e, 

And the concluſion 1s, ſhe ſhall bechwe, 

In practiſe let us put it preſentiy. F xeuxt. 
Enter Leonato and an old man, brother to Leonato, 

Leo. How now brother, where is my coſen your tou : 
hath he provided this muſicke ? 

O14. He is very buſic about it, but brother, I cantell 
you newes that you yet dreamtnot of; 

Lo. Arethey good? 

OM. Asthe event ſtampesthem, but they have a g90d 
cover : they ſhew well outwaid: the Prince and Count 
Claudio walking in athicke pleached alley inmy orchard, 
were thus over-heard by a man of mine : the Prince dif- 
covered to Claxaiothat he loved my neece your daugh- 
ter, and meant to acknowledge it this night in a dance, 
and if he found her accordant, he meant to rake the 
p_ time by the top, and inſtantly breake with you 
of ir, 

Zeo. Hath the fellow any wit thattold you this ? 

Od. A good ſharpe fellow, I will fend for him, and 
queſtion him your {clte. 

Leo, No, no : we will hold it aya dreame.till it a 
it ſelfe : but I will acquaint my daughter withal! ah ſhe 
may be the berter prepared for aniwer, if peradvyenture 
this betrue: goc you and tell her of it : cofins, you know 
what you have to doe, O I cry you mercy friend, goe 
you with me and I willuſe your $kill, good cofin have 
acarethis buſie time. Exennt. 

Enter Sir John the Baſtard, and ( ow ade his companion. 

Con. Whatthe good yecre my Lord, why are youthus 
our of meaſure ſad ? 

lobn. There isno meaſure in the occaſionthat breeds, 
therefore the ſadnefſe is without limit. 

(*». You ſhould hearercaſon. 

_ And when 1 have heard ir, what bleſſing brin- 
geth it? 

Con, If nota preſent remedy, yet a patient ſufferance. 

Tob. I wonder thatthou (beingas thou faiſt thou art, 
borne under Satwrx:) gocſt abouttoapply a mortall me- 

dicine, toamorrifying miſcheife : I cannot hide what I 
am : I muſtbe ſad when 1 have cauſe; and ſmile at no 
mans jelts; cate when I have ſtomacke, and wait for no 
mans leiſure : ſleepe when I am drowſie, and tend on no 
mans buſineſſe;laugh when 1 am merry, and claw no man 
in his humour. 
{on. Yea, but you muſt not make the fulll ſhow of this 
till you may doe it without controllment, you _ of 
atc 
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late ſtood our agHnſt your brother, and he hath tane 
you newly into his grace, where it is impoſſible yoa 
ſkould take root, but by the faire weather that you make 
your ſelfe,ir is needfull chat you frame the ſeaſon for your 
| owne harveſt. 

Tobr. T had rather be a canket in a hedge, then a roſe 
in his grace, andit better firsmy bloud to be diſdain'dof 
all, rhen to faſhiona carriage to rob love from any:in this 
(though I cannot be ſaid to be a flattering honeſt man) 
it muſt not be denyed but I ama plaine dealing villaine, I 
amtruſted with a muſſell, and enfranchilde with a clog, 
therefore I have +> Ps. in my cage: if I had 
my mouth, I would bite: if I had\my liberty, 1 would do 
my liking : iri the meanetime, let me be that T am, and 
ſeeke not to alter mc. 

(on. Can you makeno uſe of your diſcontent ? 

lohn. I will make all uſe of it, for 1 uſe it onely. 

Who comes heere ? what newes Borachis. 


Enter Borachio. : 
Bor. I came yonder from a great ſupper, the Prince 
| your brother is royally entertained by Leonate, and I can 
give you intelligence of an intended marriage. — 
John. Will it ſerve for aty Modell te build miſcheife 
on? What is he for a foole that betrothes himſeifeto un- 
Me bl brothers right hand 
Zor. Marry itis your brothers right hand. 
John. Who, the inoſt exquiſite Claudio? 
Bor, Even he. 
' John. Aproperſquier,and who, and who, which way 
lookes he ? 
Bor, Marry on Hero, the daughter and Heire of Lee- 
nvato, 
lohn. A very forward March-chicke, bow come yon 
to this ? d 
Bor, Bcing entertain'd for a perfumer, as I was {moa- 
King a muſty roome, comes me the Prince and Claudio, 


hand in hand in ſad conference : I whipt behind the Ar- |, 


ras, and there heard it upon,that the Prince ſhould 
wooec Herofor himſclfe, and having obtained'd her,give 
her to Count {lawdio. 

Tobn. Come, come, let us thither,this may prove food 
to my diſpleaſure, that young ſtart-up hath all the glory 
of my overthrow : if I cancroſſe him any way, I blefſe 
my ſelfe every way; you are both ſure, and wall aſſiſt 
me ? 

{ornr. To the death my Lord. 

obs, Let us to the great ſupper, their cheere is the 
greater that I am ſubdued, would the Cooke were of my 
mind : ſhall we goe prove what's to be done ? 

Boer. We'll wait upon your lordſhip. 

E xenunt. 


_n—_— 


Aﬀus Secundus. 
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Emer Leonato, his brother, his wife, Hero his daughter, and 


Beatrice bis neece , and a kinſman. 


Leona. Was not Count Tohn here at ſupper ? 

Brot. I ſaw him nor. 

Beat. How tartly that Gentleman lookes, 1 never can 
ſce him, but I am -burn'd an boure after. | 

Here. He is of a very melancholy diſpoſition. 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| ther. 


Beat. He were an excellent manthat were made juſt in 
the mid-way betweene him and Benedicke, the one is rao 
like an image and ſayes nothing, andthe other too like 
tny Ladies eldeſt ſonne, evermore tatling. 

Leon. Then halfe Signior Benedicker rongue in Count 
Tehxs mouth, and haife Count Jolms melancholy in Sig- 


nior Benedithes face . 
Beat. Withagood legge, anda good footunckle, and 
money hin kispurte, ſuch a man would winne any 


woman in the world, if he could get her good will. 

Leon. By my troth Neece, thou wilt never gct thee a 
husband, if thou be ſo ſhrewd of thy tongue, 

Brot. Infaith ſhe's too curſt. 

Beat. Too curſt is morethen I ſhall lefſen Gods 
ſending that way : for it is ſaid, ſeadsa corſt Cow 
ſhort hornes, but to a Cow toocurſt he ſends none. 

Leon, So, by being too curit, God will ſend you ng 
hornes. 


Beat. laſt, if he ſend me no husband, for the which 
bleſſing, I am at him upon my knees every morning and 
evening : Lord, I could not endure a husband with a beard 
on his face, 1 had rather lye inthe woollen. 

_ You may light upon a husband that hath nv 

Beat. What ſhould I doe with him? dreſſe him in 
appanl; and make him my waiti oman? he 
that hatha beard, is more thena youth : and hethar hath 
no beard, islefſe then a man : and he that is more then a 
youth, 1snot for me : and he that isleſſe rhenaman,l am 
not for him : therefore I will even take (ixepence in car- 
neſt of the Berrord, and leade bis Apes into hell. 

Leon. Well then, goe you into hell. 

Bear. No, but tothe gate, and there will the Devill 
mecte me like an old Cuckold with hornes on his head, 
and ſay, get youto heaven Beatrice, get you to heaven, 
hecre's no place for you maids, ſodeliver Iup my Apes, 
and away to Saint Peter : for the heavens, he ſhewes ac 
where the Batchellers ſir, and there live we as mcrry as 
the day is long. 

Broe, Well neece, I truſt you will be rul'd by your fa- 


Beat. Yes faith, it is my coſens duty ro make curt- 
fie, and ſay; as itpleaſe you: bur yetfor all that coſin,let 
him be a handſome fellow, orcl{e make an other curtlic, 
and ſay,father, as it pleaſes me. 

Leox, Well nceecc,l hope to ſee you one Cay fitted with 


a husband, 

Beat, Not till God make men of ſome other mcrrall 
then earth, would it notgrieveawomanto be overma- 
ſtred witha peece of valiant duſt? romake account of 
her life to a clod of wayward marle? nouncle, ile none : 
Adarns ſonnes ate my brethren, and truly I hold it a finne 
to match in my kinred, 

Leon. Daughter}, remember what I told you, if the 
_ doe ſolicit you in that kind, you know your an- 

WCr. 

Beat. The fault will be in the muſicke coſin, ifyou 
be not wood in good time : if the Prince be too impor- 
tant, tell him there is meaſure in every thing, and ſo dance 
out the anſwer, for heare me Hero, wooing, wedding,and 
repenting, is asa Scotch jigge, a meaſure, and a cinque- 
pace : the firſt ſuite is horand haſty like a Scotch jigge 
(and full as fantafticall) the wedding mannerly modeit, 
(as a meaſure )ful of ſtateand aunchentry,and then comes 
repentance, and with his bad legsfalls into the cinque- | 
pace faſter and faſter, till he ſinkes inro his grave. 

Leona, 


—_———— 


a 


| *M uch adoe about Nothing, 


105 


Lemats, Colin you apprebend paſling ſhrewdly. 
Beatrice. Ihave a goud eye unckle,[ can fee a Church 


by daylight. 
= Lhe revcllers are entring brother, make good 


ro0GIKs 


Enter Prince, Pedro,(landio,and Benedicke, and Balthazar, 
or dnumbe lobn, Markers with a drums. A 
Pedro, Lady, will you walke about with your friend ? 
Here. So you walke ſoftly, and looke ſweetly, and ſay 

nothing, 1am yours for the walke, and eſpecially when 1 

walke away . 

Pedro, With me in your company, . 

Here. I may ſay ſo when I pleaſe. 

Pedro, And when pleaſe you to ſay ſo? 

Here. When [ like your favour, fr God defend the 

Lute ſhould be like the caſe. : 

Pedro, My viſor is Philemonsroofe, within the houſe 
islove. 
Here. Why then your viſor ſhould berhatcht, 
Pedro, Speake low if you {peake Love. 
Bene. Well, I would you did like me. 
Mar. So would not 1 for your owne ſake, for I have 
many ill qualities. 
Bene, Whichis one ? 
Car. I ſay my prayers aloud. | 
Bexe, I love you the better,the bearers may cry Amen, 
Mar. God match me with a good dancer, 


Balt. Amen. 
himout of my fight when the 


Mar. And God k 
dance is done : anſwer Clarke, 

Bat. No more words, the Clarke is anſwered. 

Fr{nla. I know you well enough, you are Signior An- 
10x80. 

fAnth. Ataword, I am nor. 
> IV:{ula, 1 know you by the wagling of your hcad. 

Anth. Totell you true, I counterfer him. 

F7ſm. You could never doc hig ſo ill well, unlefſe you 
were the very man :.her<'s hisdry hand up and downe, 
youare he, you are he. 

eAntho, At a wordT am not. 

V:ſnla. Come, come, doe you thinkeI doe not know 
you by your excellent wit? can vertue hideit ſclfe? goe 
to, -— wm you arc he, graces will appeare, and there's 
anend. 
| Zeat. Will younottell me whotold youſo? 

Bene, No, you ſhall pardon me. 

Beat, Nor will you tell me who youare ? 

Bene, Not now. 

Beat. That I was difdainefull, and that I had my 
witoutof the hundred merry tales : well, rhis was Stgnt- 
or Bexedicke that ſaid (0. 

Bene. Whar's he? 

I amſure you know him well enough. 

Beye. Not I, beleve me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh? 

Bene, | pray you what is he ? 

Beat. Why he is the Princes jeaſter, a very dull foole, 
| onely his gifc is4 in dewſing impoſſible flanders, none 

but Libertinesdclight in him, the commendation is 
pot in his wit, but in his villany, for hee both pleaſerh 
men and angers them, and then they laugh at him, and 
beat him ; I am ſure he is-in the Fleet, 1 would he had 
boorded me. | 

Bene, When] know the Gentleman, Ile tell him what 
you ſay. 


| 


| 


| 


, 
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Beat. Doe, doe, hee'l but breake a cotnpariſon or two 
on me, whichperadventure (not markr, or not laugh'd 
at) (rom rn - ——_— and then there'sa _ 
tri ved, forthe foole willeare noi [ 
night. We muſt follow the Leaders. __ 

Bene, Inevery good thing. 

Bea. Nay, if they lcade to any ill, I will leave ahgm at 
the next turning. Exenn, 
Mnſicke for the dance. 

lohn. Sure my brother is amorous on Hero, and hath 
withdrawne her father to breake with himabour it the 
Ladies follow her, and but one viſor remaines. 

Bora, Andthatis (landio, 1 know him by his bea- 


ring. 
lohn. Are not you ſignior Benedicke? 

(av. You know me well, | am he. 

Tohn, Signior, you are very neere my brother in his 
love, he is enamor'd on Here, I pray you diſſwade him 
from her, ſhe is no cquall for his birth : you may doethe 
part of an honeſt man init, 

(7a, How know you he hoves her ? 7 

Tobn. 1 heard him ſwearec his affection ; =_ 

Bore. So did I too,and he ſwore he would marry her 
to night. 

Toby. Come, let us to the banquet. Fxit. maxert. Clas., 

(av, Thusanſwer I in name of Benediche, 

But hearethelſc ill nexwes with the cares of Clandio ; 
'Tiscertaine fo, the Prince wooes for himfſelte : 


| Friendſhip is conſtant in all other things, 


Save in the Orhice and affaires of love ; 

Therefore all hearts in love uſe their owne tongues, 

Let every eye negotiate for it ſclte, 

And truſt ne Agent : for beauty isa witch, 

Againſt whole charmes, faith melteth inro blood : 

This 1$an accident of hourely proofe, 

Which I miſtruſted not. Farewell therefore Here. 
Enter Benediche. 

Bene. Count Claudio. 

Claw, Yearhe ſame. 

Bene. Come, will you goe with me ? 

(lan. Whither ? 

Bene, Even tothe next Willow,about your owne bu- 
fineſſe, Count. W har faſhion will you weare the Gar-= 
land off ? About your necke, like an Viurers chaine ? Or 
under your arme, like a Lieurenants ſcarte? You muſt 
weare it one way, for the Prince hath got your Hers, 

Claws. I wiſh him joy ct her. 

Bene. Why that's ſpoken like an honeſt Drovier, © 
they ſell Bullockes : but did youthinke the Prince would 
have ſerved you thus ? 

Clas. I pray you leave me. 

Bene. Ho no | you ſtrike like the blindman, 'twas the 
boy that ſtole your meate, and you il beat the poll. 

(7a. If it will notbe, Lie leave you. Exit, 

Bene. Alaspoore hurt ſoule, row will he creepe into 
ſedges : but that my Lady Beatrice ſhould know me,and 
not know mee: the Princes foole ! Ha ? It may be I goe 
under that title, becauſe 1 aa merry : you but fo 1 am 
apt to doe my felfe wrong : I am net (o reputed; itis t!-- 
baſe (though bitter) diſpoſition of Beazrice, that put's 
the world into her perſon, and ſo gives me out z: well, lle 
be revenged as I may. 


Exter the Prance; 
Pedro. Now Signior, where's the Count, 


did you ſee 
him ? = 


Ben. | 


— 
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Bene.. Troth my Lord, I have played the part of Lady Pedro. You have put him downe Lady, you have 
Fame, Grand his bene compnchetiyace Lodge in a | him downe. NE _e _ 
Warren, I told him,and I thinke, told him true,that your Beat. So I would not he ſhould doe me, my lord, leſt 
had gotthe will of this young Lady, and I offered | I ſhould preovethe mother of fooles: 1 have brought 
[on th company tO a willow tree, cither to make hima | Count Clandip, whom you ſent meto ſecke. 
nxciind, as being forſaken, or tobind him a rod, as be- Pedro, Why how now Count, wherefore are you ſad? 
ing « orthy to be whipt. (4s. Not fad my lord. 
Pedro. Tobe whipt, what's his fault? ' Pedro, How then ? licke? 
- Bene, The flat tranſgreſſion of a Schoole-boy, who Clas. Neither, my lord. 
being over-joyed with finding a birds neſt, ſhewes it his Bear. The Count 1s neither ſad, nor ſicke, nor merry, 
companion, and he ſtcales it. . | nor well: butcivill Count, civill asan Orange ,and ſome- 
Pedro, Wiltthou make a truſt, a tranſgreſſion ? the | thing of a jealous complexion. 
tranſgreſſion isin the ſtealer. = | Pedro. Ifaith Lady, I thinke your blazon to be true, 
Bene. Yet it had not beene amiſſe the rod had beene | though I be ſworne, if he bee fo, his conceit is falle ; 
made,and the too, for the garland he might have | heere (Xavdio, I have wooed inthy name, and faire Here 
worne himſelte, and the rod he might have beſtowed on | is won, I have broke with her father, and his good will 
yog, who (as I take it) have ftolne his birds neſt. obtained, name the day of marriage, and God give thee 
Pedro, I will but teach them to ſings and reſtore them | joy, | | 
tothe owner. | ; Leons. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her 
Bene. If their ſinging anſwer your ſaying, by my faith | my fortunes: his grace hath madethe match,and all grace 
you ſay honeſtly. ; ſay, Amen to it, 
Pedro. The Lady Beatrice bath a quarrel{ to you, the Bea. Speake Count, tis your Qu. 
Gentleman that danſt with her, told her ſhe is auch Clas. —— — I were 
wrong'dby you. ? burlittle happy if I ſay, how much? Lady, as you 
Bene. O ſhe miſuſde me paſtthe indurance of a blocke: | are mine, 1am yours, I give away my ſclfe for you, and 
an oake but with one greene leafeon it, would have an- | doat upon the exchange. | 
ſwered her : my very viſor began to aſſume life, and ſcold | Bear. Speake coſin, or (if you cannot) ſtop his mouth 
with her : ſhe told mee, not thinking I had beene my | with a kifle, and let not him ſpeake neither. 
ſclfe, that I was the Princes Teſter, and that I was duller | Fedvo. Infaith Lady you have a merry heart. 
then a great thaw, hudling jeſt upon jeſt; with ſuch im- | Bear. Yea my lord Ithanke it, poore foole it keepes 
{| poſſible conveiance upon me, that I itood like a man ata on the windy fide of care, my tells him in his care 
marke, with a whole army young ne 6 he is in my heart. 
poynyards, and every word ſtabbes : if her were } (av. Andio ſhedothcolin. 
as terrible as terminations, there were no living neere Beat, Good lord for alliance : thus goes every on* 
her, ſhe would inte&to the north ſtarre : I would not | tothe world but I, and 1 am ſun-burn'd, I may fit in a cor- 
had left him before hetranſgreſt, ſhe would have made | Pedro, Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 
Hercales have turnd ſpit, yea, and have cleft his club to Beat, I would rather have one of your fathers getting: 
make the fire to0 : come, talke not of her, you ſhall find | hath your Grace ne're a brother like you ? your father 
her the inferna!l Ate in good apparcll. I would to God got excellent husbands, if a maid could come by them. 
ſome ſcho!ler would coryure her, for certainely while ſhe Prince, Will you have me? Lady. 
ishcere, a man may live as quict in hell,as ina ſanftuary, | Fear. No, my lord, unleſſe I might have another for 
gn props ſinne upon purpole, becauſe they would goe | working-dayes, your Graceistoo coſtly to weareevery 
Witcher, ſo indeed all difquiet, horror, and perturbation day : but I beſcech your Grace pardon me, I was borne 


CI_ 


followcs her. toſpeake all mirth, and no matter. 
y Prince. Your (ilence moſt offends me, and to be mer- 
Emter Claudio, and Beatrice, Leonatd, Heto, ry, beſt becomes you,for out of queſtion,you were borne 
, Pedre. Looke heere ſhe comes. in a merry hourc, 


Bene. Will your Grace command me any ſervice to | Beat. No ſuremy lord, my mother cryed, but then 
the woekdoend Ml wil goe 0a the lighteſt arrand now | there was a ſtarre danſt, and under that was I borne : co- 
to the Antypodes that youcan deviſe to ſend me on: I | fins God giveyou joy. 
will ferch youa tooth-picker now from the furtheſt inch | Leone. Necce,will you looketo thoſe things I told you 
of Aſia: bring youthe | of Preſter Iohns foot : fetch | Of? 

ou a haire off the great Chem beard :doe you any em- | Bear. I cry yoa mercy Vncle, by your Graces pardon. 

to the —_— I _ three words — nba _— 
conference, with thi : ment , By m F) ant ſpirited Lady. 
"09-4 Ys withthis Harpy : you haveno employ ow There" rk ofthe melnchol og | 

Pedyo. None, but to deſire your good company. my lord, ſhe is never ſad, but when ſne not 

Bene. OGod fir, heeres adiſh1 ove me, tonnage ever ſad then :for I have np by gr | 
durethis Ladyes s Exir. | often dreamt of unhappineſle, and her {elfe with 

Pedro. CRE cn rntreted the heart of | laughing. "4 
Signior Benedicks, , | Pedro. Shee cannot induce tahearetell ofa husband. | 

Beat. Indeed my lord, he lent it me a while, and 1 _ O, by no meanes, ſhe mockes all ber wooers out 

ve himuſe for it, adouble heartfor a one,marr tc | 
Sce defere he wonee icof me,with file L therefore | Prince. She werean excellent wife for Benedicke. 
your Grace may well ſayI have loſt it. Leona. O lord, my lord,it they were buta wecke i 

Iu, 
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maried, they woald talke themſelves mad. 

Priace, Count (Yaudio, when meanc you to goe tO 

Church? ” 
/a4. To morrow my Lord, Time goes on crutches, 
till Loyc have all his rices. 

Leona. Not till monday, my deare fonne, which is 
heace ajult ſeven night,and a time too briefe too,to have 
all things an{wer mind. 

Prance. Come, you ſhake the hcad. at ſo long a .brea- 
thing, but I warraat thee Clasdio, the time ſhall not goe 
dally by us, I will in the inzerim, undertake one of Her- 
cules labours, which is,to bring Signior Benediche and the 
Lady Beatrice into a mountaine of affeion, th'one with 
th'other, 1 would faine have it a match, and I doubt not 
but to faſhion it, it you three will but miniſter {ach aſli- 
(tance as I ſhall give you direRion. 

Leona. My lord, I am for you, though it ceſt mc ren 
nights watchings- 

Clas. And 1 my lord. 

Prin, And you too gentle Hers ? 

Hero. 1 will doe w- 4 wap orice, my lord, to helpe 
my coſin toa good husband. 

Prin. &nd Benediche is not the [leſt husband 
that I know : thus farre can Ipraiſc him, he is of a noble 
ſtraine, of approved valour and confirm'd honeſty. I will 
tcach you how to hamour your colin, that ſhe ſhall fall 
in love with Beneadicke, and I, with your two helpes, will 
ſo prattiſe on Benedicke, that in deſpight of his quicke 
wit, and his queaſie ſtomacke, he ſhall fall in love with 
Bearrice : if we candoe this, {pid is no longer an Ar- 
cher, his glory ſhall be ours, for we are the onely love- 
gods, goe1n with me,and I will tell you my dritt, £xewnr. 

Enter lohn and Borachig. 

Toh. It is ſo, the Count { {awdio ſhall marry the daugh- 
ter of Leonets, 

Bora. Yea my lord, but I can croſle it. 

John. Any barre, any crofle, any impediment, will be 
med:cinable ro me, I am ſicke indiſpicaſure ro him, and 
whatſoever comes athwart his aftectiop, ranges evenly 
with mine, how can(t thou crofle this marriage ? 

Bor. Not honeſtly my lord, but ſo covertly, that no 
drſhoneſty ſhall appeare in me, 

. ok. Shew me briefely how. | 

Bor. Ithinke I told your loxdſhip a yeere fince, how 
much I am in the favour of Margeer, the waiting geatle- 
woman to Here, 

lobn, I remember. 

Bor, I can at any unſcaſonable inſtant of the night, ap- 
point her tolooke out at her Ladics chamber window. 

John, What lite is in that, to be the death of this mar- 
riage ? 

Bor, Thepoyſon of that lyes in you to t 3 gee 
yon tothe Prince our brother ,ſparenotto ell hign,chat 
he hath wr is Honor in marrying the renowned 
Claudio, wholc eſtimation doe you mightily hold up,to a 
contaminated ſtale, ſuch a one as Hero. 

lobs. What proofe ſhall I make of that ? 

Boy. Proofe enough, to miſuſe the Prince, to vexe 


| (lavdio,to undoe Here,and kill Leonato,looke you for a» 


ny other iflue ? 

, = Onely to deſpight them, 1 will endeavour any 
Bor. Goethen, find me a meete houxe, to draw on 
Pedroand the Count (Yandio alone, tell them that you 
know that Hers loves me, intend a kind of zcale both 


to the Princeand Claudio (as in a love of your brothers 


honor who hath made this match) and his friends repu- 
tation, who is thus like to be coſen'd with the ſemblance 
of a maid,that you have diſcover'd thus: they will ſcarce- 
ly beleevethis without triall : offer them inſtances which 
ſhall beare no lefle likelychood, than ts ſee me at her 
chamber window, hcare me call Afargeret, Hero; hearc 
Margaret terme me Claudi», and bring them to ſee this 
the very night before the intended wedding, for in the 
meane time, I will ſo faſhion the matter, that Hero ſhall 
be abſent, and there ſhall appeare ſuch ſeeming truths of 
Heroes diſloyalty, thar jcaioulic ſhall be call'd aſſurance, 
and allthe 1on ouerthrowne. | 

Tobm. Grow = to what adverſciſſue itcan, I will 
it in practiſe : be cunning in the working this, and 
fee is athouſand ducates. "CY 

Boy. Bethou conſtant inthe accuſation, and my cun- 
ning ſhallnot ſhame me. - 

Tobn, I will preſently goe learne their day of marri- 


age. E xi, 
Emer Benedicke alone. 
Bene. Boy. 
Boy ” Siguior . 
ene. Inmy chamber window licsa booke, bring it 
hither tome in the orchard. 


Boy. I am heere already fir | Ext. 
Bene. I know that, but I would have thee hence, and 
hecre againe, 1 doe much wonder, that one man ſceing 
how much another manis a toole, when he dedicates his 
bebaviours to love; will after he hath laught at ſuch 
ſhallow follics in others, become the argument of his 
owne ſcorne, by falling inloveand ſuch a man 15 Clawdso, 
I have knowne when there was no muſicke with him but 
the drum and the fife, and now had he rather heare the 
taber and the pipe : 1 have knowne when he would have 
walkt ten mile a foot, to {ce a good armor,and now will 
he lye ten nights awake carvingthbe faſhion of a new dub- 
let :he was wont to ſpeake plaine,and tro the purpole(like 
an honeſt man and a ſouldier) and now is heturn'd ortho- 
graphy, his words arc a very fancaſticall banquer, jult fo 
many ſtrange diſhes: may 1 be ſo converred,and fee with 
theſe eyes? I cannot tell, I thinke not : I will not bee 
ſworne, bur love may transforme me toan oyſter,but Ie 
take my oath on it, till he have made an oyſter of me, he 
ſhall never make me ſuch a foole : one woman is faire, yet 
Iam well : another is wiſc, yet Lam well: another vertu- 
ous, yetI am well: burrillall graces be 1n one woman, 
one woman ſhall not come in my grace : rich ſhe ſhall 
be, that'scertaine : wiſc, or Ile none ; vertuous, or lle 
never cheapen her: faire,or Ile never looke on her:milde, 
or come not neere me : Noble, or oot tor an Angell : of 
diſcourſe : an excellent Muſitian, and her baire ſhall 
of what colour it e God, hah! the Prince and 
Monſicur Love, I will hide me inthe Arbor. 


Enter Prince, Leonato, (landio, and Tacks Wilſon, 
Prins. Come,ſhall we heare this muſicke ? __ 
Cland. Yeamy lord : how ſtill the evening 1s, 

As huſht on tO grace — BI 
Prin. See you where Benedicke hat hid himſelfe ? 
Clan, O well my lord : the muſicke ended, 


We'll fie the kid-foxe with a 4-7 Iran ; 
Princ. Come Balthazar, we'll hearc that ſong againe» 
Balth. O good my lord, taxe not ſo bad a yoyce, 

To ſlarfler muſicke any more then once. 


———_—. 


— — 
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Praxce, It is the witneſſe (till of excellency, 
To puta ſtrange face on his owne perfeQtion, 
1 pray thee ſing, and let me wooe no more. 
Balth. Becauſe youtalke of wooing, I will fing, 
Since m2ny 4 woocer doth commence his ſhit, 
To her he thinkes not worthy, yet he wooes, 
Yet will he {weare he loves. 
Prince, Nay pray thee come, 
Or if thou wilt hold longer argument, 
Doe it in notes 

Bath. Nate this before my notes, 

Therc's not anote of mine that's worth the noting. 

Prince, Why theſe are very crotchets that he ſpeakes, 
Note notes forſooth, andnothing. 

Bene. Now divine ayre, now 15 his ſoule raviſht, is it 
not ſtrange that ſheepes guts ſhould hale ſovles out of 
mens bodkes 2 well, a horne for my mency when all's 
done. 


The Song. 


Sigh no more Ladies, ſigh no more, 
Men were decesvers ever, 

One foote in Sea, and one on ſpore, 
To onething conft ant never: 

Then figh not ſo, but let them goe, 
Ard be you blithe and honny, 
Converting all yours j. ands of woe, 


Into bey neny, nony. 


Sing no more ditties, ſing no more , 
Of dumps ſo aul and beavy, 

T he fraudof men were ever ſo, 
Smee ſummer firſt was leavy, 


T hen ſigh not ſo,5c. 


Prince, By my troth a good ſong. 

Balth. An4 an ill finger, my lord. 

Prince, Ha, no, no, faith, thou fingſt well cnongh for 
a ſhifr. 

Bene. And he had beene adog that ſhould have howl'd 
thus, they would have hang'd him, and I pray God his 
bad voyce bode nomiſchiete, I had as leife have heard 
the night-raven, come what plague could have come af- 


| ter it} 


Prinee. Yea marry, doſt thou heare Balthazar? 1 pray 
thee gcrus ſome excellent mufick : for tomorrow night 
we would have it atthe Lady Heroes chamber window. 

Balth. The beſt I can my lord, Exit Balthazar. 

Prince, Toe (o, farewell. Come hither Leonato, what 
was it you told me of to day, that your Nicce Beatrice 
was inlove with Signior Benedicke? 

OT, ſtalke on, ſtalke on, the foule ſits. I did ne- 
ver thinke that Lady would bave loved any man. 

Leon, No, nor I ncither,but moſt wonderfull, that ſhe 
ſhould ſodote on Signior Benedicke, whom ſhe hath in 
all outward behaviours ſcemcd ever to abhorre. 

Bene. Is poſlible ? fits the wind in that corner ? 

Leon. By my troth my lord, I cannot tell what to 
thinke of it, bur that ſhe loves him with an inraged affe- 
Rion, itis paſt che infiviteof chought. 

Prince. May be ſhe doth but counte! feit. 

Claxd, Faithlike enough. 

Leon. O God ! counterfeit ? there was never counter- 
feit of paſſion, came ſo necre the life of paſſion as ſhe dil- 
covers It. 


Prince. Why what effc&s of paſſion ſhewes ſhe ? 

Claxd. Bait the hooke well, the fiſh will bite. | 

Leon. \Whatcffe&ts my lord? ſhe will fit you, you | 
heard my daughtertell you how. | 

(and. She did indeed. 

Prin. How, how I pray you? youamaze me, I would 
have thought her ſpirit had beene invincible againk all 
aſſaults of affetion. 

Zee. I would have {worneithad, my lord, eſpecially 
againſt Benedicke. 

Bene. -I ſhould thinke thisa gully butthat the white- 
bearded fellow ſpeakes it : knavery cannot ſure hide him- 
ſelfe in ſuch reverence. + 

Claud. He hath tane th'infe&tion, hold it up. 
—_ Hath ſhe made heratfeRion knowne to Bere- 

writs 

Leonato, No,and {weares ſhe never will, that's her tor- 
ment. 

Claud. *Tis true indeed, fo your daughter fayes : ſhall 
I,fayes ſhe,that have ſooft encountred him with ſcorne, 
write to himthat 1 love him ? 

Leo This fayes ſhee now when ſhe is beginning to 
write to him,for ſhee'll be up twenty times a night, and 
there will ſhe fit in her ſmocke, till ſhe have wrat a ſheer 
of paper : my daughter tells usall. 

Cla. Now you talke of a ſheet of paper, I remember 
a pretry jeſt your crtold us of. 

Leon. O when ſhe had writ it, an4 was reading it ever, 
ſhe found Benedicke and Beatrice betweene the ſheete. 

Clas, That. X 

Leon, O ſhetoretheletter intoa thonſand halfpence, 
raild at her ſelfe, that ſhe ſhould be fo immodeſt to write, | 
to one that ſhe knew would flout her: I mcaſure him, 
layes ſhe, by my owne ſpirit, for I ſhould flour hia if he | 
writ to me, ycathough I love him, 1 ſhould. | 

Clax. Then downeupon her knees ſhe 'falls, weepes, 
ſobs, beats her heart, teares her hayre, prayes,curics, O | 
{weet Benedicke, God give me patience. 

Leon, She doth indeed, my daughter fſayes ſo, andthe + 
extaſic hath ſo much overborne her, that wy daughter is 
ſometime atecard ſhe will doc adeſperate wut-rage to her 
ſelte, it is very true. 

Princ. It were good that Benedicke knew of it by ſome 
other, it ſhe will not diſcoyerit. 

(au. To what end ? he would but make a ſport of it, 
and rorment the poore Lady worſe. 

Prin. And he ſhould, it wereanalmes to hang him, 
ſhe's an excellent ſweet Lady, and (out of all ſuſpicioo,) 
ſhe 1s vertuous. 

Clav. And ſhe is excecding wile. - 

Prin. In every thing, but in loving Benedicke. 

Lew. O mylord, wiſedome and bloud combating in 
ſo render a body, we haveten proofes to one, that bloud 
hath the victory, I amſory for her, as I have juſt caulc, 
being her Vncle,and her Guardian. | 

Pruice. 1 would ſhe had beſtowed this dotage on me, 
I would have daft all other re{pe&s, and made ber balfe 
my ſcife 3 I pray you tell Bewedicke of it,and heare what 
he will ſay. 

Leon. Were it goodthinke you? 

Cla. Hero thinkes ſurely ſhe will dye,for ſhe ſayes ſhe 
will dye, if he love her not, and ſhe will dye ere ſhee 
make her loveknowne, and ſhe willdyeif he wooe her, 
rather than ſhe will bate one breath of her accuſtomc 
crofſeneſſe. . 

Prov. She doth well, if ſhe ſhould make tender of her 


love, 


—c — 


=_ 
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loue,'tis very polilible hee'[{corne it,for the man(as you 
 k10w all)hatha contemprtible ſpirit. 
(au. He 1s a very proper man. 
Prin. He hath indeed a good outward happincs. 
Clar. * ore God,and in my minde very wiſe: 
Prim: He doth indeed ſhew ſome ſparkesthar are like 


wit. 

Leon, And I take him tobe valiant. 

Frin. AS Heftor, 1 aſſure yon, and in the managing of 
quarrels you may {ee he is wile , for either hee auoydes 
them with great diſcxetion , or vndertakes them with a 
Chciſtian-hke teare. 

Leon. If hce doe feare God, a muſt neceſſarily keepe 
peacezit hee breake the peace , hee ought to enier into a 
quarrell with teare and trembling. 

Prtn. And {© will he doe, for the man doth tear God, 
how loever it ſcemes notin him , by ſome large caſts he 
will make : wcll, I am ſorry tor your nicce , thall we go 
(ec Benedicks, and tell him of her [oue? 

{lawd. Neuer tell him, my Lord, let her weare it out 
with good countell. 

Leon, Nay thar's impoilible, ſhe may weare her heart 
out firlt; 

Prin. Well, we will heare further of it by your daugh- 
ther, let it coole the while. Lone Benediche well, and 1 


could wiſh he would modeltly examine himſclte,to fee 
how much he is ynworthy to haue ſo good a Lady. 
Leon. My Lord, will you walke?dinner 1s ready. 
{lax If he do not doat on her vponthis , 4 will never 
truſt my expectation. 

Pra. Let there be the ſame Net (pread for her,and that 
muſt your daughter and her gentlewoman carry : the 
{port willbe,when they hold onean opmion of anothers 
dotage,and no ſuch martter,that's the Scene that I would 
ſce, which will be mecrely adumbe ſhew:ler vs ſend her 
to c2!] him into dinner. Exeun:. 

Benz. This can be no tricke, the conference was tadly 


topitic the Lady : it ſeemes hier attections have the Full 
bent: love me? why it mutt be requited : I heare hog 1 
am ccn{u:*d, they fay I will beare = telfe proudly , if I- 
perceiue the love come from her : they ſay too,thar ſhe 
will rather die than giue any figge of affetion:I did ne- 
ver thinke to marry ,1 muſt not feeme proud, happy are 
they that heare their derrations , and can put them to 
mending : they lay the Lady is faire , tisa tfuth, I can 
bearethem witnefle : and vertuous,tis fo , I cannot re- 
prooue it, and wile, but for louing me,by my troth it is 
no addition to hcr witte , nor no great argument cf ber 
folly;for 1 wil be horribly in love with her, I may chance 
haue ſome odde quirkes and remaines of witte broken 
on me , becauſc | haue rail'd fo long againlt marriage: 
but doth not the appetite alter?a man loves the meat in 
his youth,that he cannot indure in his age. Shall quips 
and ſentences, and theſe paper bullets of the braine awe 
a man from the careere of his hamour ? No, the world 
muſt be peopled. When 1 faid I would die a ba*chelcr,l 
didnot think I ſhould line till I were maried:here comes 
Bearrice:by this day, ſhee's a faire Lady,I doe {pie fome 
markes of loue in her. 


—— 


E ner Beatrice, 


Beat. Againſt my will Iam {cnt to bid you come into 
dinner. 


Bene. Faire Beatrice, I thanke you for your paines. 


borac,they haue the truchot this trom Hero,they ſeeme | 
| As wedotracethisalley up and downe, 


- 


— 


| 


Bee, I tooke no more paines for thoſe thankes, then 
you take paines to thanke me,if it had berne painetull ; I 
would not haue come. 

Bene. You take pleaſure then in the meſſage. - \ | 
Beat. Yea juſt ſo muchas you may take upona knives 
point, and choake a daw withall : you have no ſtomacke 
!1gnior, fare you well. Eat. 
| Bene. Ha, againſt my will I am ſent to bid you come 
in to dinner : 09a double mcaning in that : I tooke | 
no more panes for thoic thankegrhen you tooke paines 
to thanke me, that's as much asto ſay _ paines that I 

take for you is as cafie as thankes : it I do not take pi 
of her I ama villaine, if I do not loye her Lam a lew, L | 
will go get her picture, Exi. 


Q— 


eAttus T ertins, 


— 


Enter Hero and two Gentlemen, Margaret,and Urſula, 


Hero, Good et runnc thee to the parlour 
There ſhalt thou finde myColin Bearrace, We cn 
Propoling.with the Pyirice and ( landio, 

Whiſper her care, and tell ber 1 and Urſula 
Walke ia the Orchard, and our whole diſcourſe 
Is all of her, ſay thatthou over-heardlt vs, 
meer ihro-the pleached bower, 
Vhe! -(uckles ripened by the ſunne, 
Forbid the ſine to a like favourites: 
Made proud by Princes, that aduance their pride; 
Agaialt that power that bred it, there will ſhe hide her, 
To liſten to our purpoſe, this is thy oilice, 
Bcare thee well 1n it, and leave us alone. 

Cay. Ilemake her come 1 warrantpreſently, | Exit, 

Hero. Now Fr/als, when Beatrice doth come, 


=y 


Our talke muſt onely be of Benedicke, 
When I do name him, let it bethy part, 
To praiſe him morethen eucr Man did merit, 
My talke to thee muſt be how Benediche 
Is ſicke in love with Bearrice : of this matter, 
[s little Capide crafty arrow made, 
That onely wounds by heare-fay:now begin, 
| Emer Bea:rice, 
For locke where Beatrice like a Lapwing runs 
Cloſe by the ground, to heare our conference- 
Vrſ. The pleafant't angling is to (ce the fiſh 
Cut with her golden ores the filuer ſtreame, 
And greedily devovre the treacherous baite: 
So angle we for Beatrice, whoeyen now, 
Is couched in the wood-bine coverture; | 
Feare you not my part of the Dialog. 
Her. Then go we neare her that her care loſe nothing, 
Of the falſe ſweete baite that we lay for it: 
No trucly Yrſm/a,the is ro0 Giſdainfull, 
I know her fpirits are as coy and wiide, 
As Haggerds of the rocke. 
Urſula. Butare you ure, 
That Benedicks loves Bearrice fo intirely? 
Her. So faies the Prince,and my new trothed Lord. 
If: Anddid they bid you tell her of it, Madam? 
Her. They did intreate me taacquaint her of it, 
But I perſwaded them, if they My LORA &, 
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To wifh him wraſtle with affetion, 
And never to let Beatrice know of it, 

Vr/ata. W hy did you ſo, doth notthe Gentleman 
Deſerve as full as fortunate a bed, 
As ever Beatrice fall couch upon? | 

Hero. O God of love! I know he doth deſerve, 
As much as may beyeclded to a man: 
Burt nature never fram'd a womans heart, 
Of prowder ſtoffe then that of Bearrice : 
Diſdaine and Scorne ride ſparkling in her eye, * 
Mu - prizing what they looke on, and her wit 
Values it {elteſo highly,that to her 
All matter elſe ſcemes weake:ſhe cannotlove, 
Nor take no ſhape nor proicd of affeftion, 


Shee is ſo felfe indeared. 

Vrſula. Sure I thinke ſo, 
And therefore certainely it were not good 
She knew his lous, leſt the make ſport at it; 


Hero, Why you ſpeake truth, I rievet yet ſaw man, 
How wiſe;how noble,yong,how rarely teatur'd, 
But ſhe would ſpell him backward:if faire fac'd, 
She would ſweare the gentleman ſhould be her ſiſter: 
If blacke, why Nature drawing of an anticke, 

Made a foule blot : if tall, a launce ill-headed; 

IF Jow,an agot very vildlic cut: 

If ſpeaking,why a vane blowne with all windes, 
If lent, why a blocke moved with none. 

So turnes ſhe every man the wrong ſide out, 
And never givesto Truth and Vertue,that 
Which ſimpleneſſe and merit purchaſeth. 


. UOrſ#.Sure, ſurc,ſuch _ is not commendable. 


Here. No, not to be ſo odde, and from all faſhions, 
As Beatrice is,cannot be commendable, 
But who dare tell her ſo? if I ſhould ſpeake, 
She would mocke me'intoayre,O ſhe would laugh me 
Out of my ſelfc,prefie me to death with wit, 
Therefore let Bexedicke like couered fire, 
Conſume away in fighes, waſte inwardly: 
It were a bitter death,to dic with mockes, 
Which is as bad as die with tickling. 
V:/#, Yet tell her of it;heare what the will fay. 
Here. Nograther I will goe to Benedicke, 
And counſaile him to fight againſt his pallion, 
And truly Ile deviſe ſome honeſt flanders, 
To ſtaine my cofin with, one doth not know, 
How muchan ill word may impoiſon liking. 
Urſ#, O doe notdo your cofin ſuch a wrong, 
She cannot be ſo much without true judgement, 
Having ſo ſwift and excellent a wit 
As ſhe is priſde to have, as to refuſe 
So rare a Gentleman as ſignior Benedicke. 
Hero. He isthe oncly man of Italy, 
Alwaics excepted, my deare Clawdto. 
Vrſ#.1 pray you be not angry with me,Madame, 
Speaking my fancy : Signior Benediche, 
For ſhape,for bearing argument and valour, 
Goes formolt in report through Italy. 
Hero. Indeed he hath an excellent good name. 
Verſs. His excellence did carne it ere he had it: 
W henare you married Madame? 
- Hero. Why every day to morrow,come goe in, 
Ile ſhew thee ſome artires, and have thy counſell, 
Which is the beſt ro furniſh metro morrow. 
Vrſa.Shee's rane I warrant you, 
We have caught her Madame? 
Hero, If it prove ſo,then loving goes by haps, 


Some (pid kills with arrowes, ſome with traps. Exit, 
Beat. What fire is in mine cares?can this be true? 

Stand I condemn'd for pride and ſcorne ſo much? 

Contempr, farewell,and maiden pride , adew, 

No glory lives bchinde the backe of ſuch. 

And Benedicke,love on, I will requite thee, 

Taming my wilde heart tothy loving hand: 

If thou doſt love, my kindenefle ſhall incite thee 

To binde our loves up in a holy band. 

For others ſay thou doſt deſerve,and [ 

Belecye it better then reportingly, 


 Emter Prince, Claudio, Benedicke and Leonate. 

Prince.] do but ſtay till your marriage be conſummate, 
and thea go I toward Arragon. 
- le bring you thither my Lord , if you'l vouch- 

eme; | | 

Prin. Nay, that would be as great a ſoyle inthe new 
gloſſe of your marriage, as toſhew a childe his new coat 
and forbid him to weare it , I will onely bee bold with 
Benedicke tor his companie ; for from the crowne of his 
head,to the ſole of his foot, he is all mirth,he hath twice 
or thrice cut Cwpids bow-ſtring , and the little hang-man ' 
dare not ſhoot at him, he hath a heart as ſound asa bell, 
and his tongue is the clapper, for what his heart thinkes, 
his tongue ſpeakes. 

Zene, Gallants, 1 am not as I have bin. 

Lee. So ſay I; methinkes youare ſadder. 

Clas. I hope he be in love, | 

Prin, Hang him truant, there's no true of bloud 
in himto be truly toucht with love,it he be ſad, he wants 


money. 
Bee, I havethe tooth-ach; 
Prin. Draw it. 
Bene. Hang it. 
(av. You muſt hang it firſt,and draw it afterwards. 
Prin. W hat ? ſigh for the tooth-ach. 
Leon. W here is but a humour or a worme. 
Bene. Well, every one cannot maiſter a griefe,but hee 
that has it. 
Clan. Yet fay I, he is in love, 
Prin. There is no appearance of fanciein him , unleſſe 
it bea fancy that he hath toſtrange diſguiſes , as to beea 
Dutchman to day,a Frenchman to morrow : unleſſc hee 


Exit, 


have a to this foolery,as it appeares hee hath, hee 
- no foole tor fancy , as you would have it to appcare 
his. 


(lax. If he benot in love with ſome woman , there is 
no belceving old ſignes , a bruſhes his hat a mornings; 
What ſhould that bode? 

Prin. Hath any man ſcene himat the Barbers? 

(lar. No,but the Barbers man hath beene ſeen with 
him ,'and the old ornament of his cheeke hath alreadic 
{tuft cennis balls. | 

Leon, Indeed he looks yonger than he did, by the loſſe 
of a beard. 

Prin. Nay a rubs himſclfe with Cjuit , can you ſmell 
him out by that? 

Clas. That's as muchastofay, theſweet youth's in 
love. 

Prin. The note of itis his melancholy. 

Clas. And when was he wontto waſh his face? 

Prin. Y ea,orto paint himſelfe ? for the which I heare 
what they ſay of him. 

Clay. Nay, but his jeſting {pirit,which is now crep! 
into a lute-ſtring,and now govern'dby ſtops. F 
renee. 


- 
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| Muchadoeabout Nothing. 


Prix. InJecd that tels a heavy tale for him:conclude, 
he is in love. | 
{law. Nay, but I know who loves him. 
Prin, That would I know too, I warrat one that knows 


him not- 6 
Claw. Yes,and his ill conditions,and in deſpightr of all, 
dies for him. | 
Prin. Shee ſhall be buried with her face upwards. 
Bene. Yet is this no charme for the tooth-ake, old ſig- 
nior , walke aſide with mee, I have ſtudied eight or nine 
wiſe words to ſpeake to you, which theſe hobby-horlſes 
muſt not heare. | | 
Pro. For my life to breake with him about Bearrice. 
Clan. Tis evenſo, Heroand Hagwoet haveby this 
played their parts with Beatrice,and then the two Beates 
wall not bite one another when they meete, 


Enter Iobn the Baſtard. 

Baft. My Lord and brother, God ſave you. 

Prin. Good den brother, 

Baſt. If your leiſure ſerv'd, I would ſpeake with you, 

Prin, In private? 

Baſt. It it pleaſe you , yet Count Claudyo tray heare, 
for what I would ſpeake of, concernes him. 

Prin. W hat's the marter? 

Baſta. Mcanes your Lordſhip tobe married to mor- 
row? 

Prin. You know he does. 

Baſt. 1 know not that when he knowes what I know. 

Claw. If thece be any impediment, 1 pray you diſco» 
yer it- 

Baſt. You may thinke 1 love you not, let that a 
hereacfter, & ayme betrer at me by that I now will ma- 
nifeſt, for my brother(I chinke,he holds you well,and in 
deareneſſe of heart ) hath hoipe to effect your enſuing 
marriage:ſurely ſure ull ſpent,and labour ill beſtowed. 

Prin. Why, what's the matter? __ 

Baſt. 1 came hither to tell you, and circumſtances 
ſhortned ,( ior ſhe hath beene roo long a talking of) the 
Lady is difloyall. 

#. Who! Hera? 

Baſt. Even ſhee , Leonatoes Hero, your Herogevery 
mans Hero, 

Clas, Diſloyall? | 

Baſt. The word is too good to paint out her wicked- 
neſſe, Icould ſay ſhe were worſe, thinke you of a worſe 
title, and I will fit her to it: wonder not till further war» 
rant : goebut with mee to night, you ſhall ſee her cham- 
ber window centred , even the night before her wedding 
day, if you love her , then tomorrow wed her : but it 
would better fit your honour co change your minde. 

Clan, May this be ſo? 

Pris. I will not thinke it. 

Baſt. If you dare not truſt that you ſee , confeſſe nor 
that you know : if you will follow mee, I will ſhew you 
enough, and when you have ſcene more, & heard more, 
proceed accordingly. 

Claw, If I ſee any thing to night, why I ſhould not 

her to morrow in the congregation, where I ſhold 
wedde, there will | ſhame her. 4 
Prin. And as I wooed for thee to obtaine her , I will 
Jjoyne with thee to diſgrace her. 
Batt, I will C——_ her no farther , till youare my 


witneſſes , bearcit coldly bur till night, and letthe iſſue 
ſhew it (ele. 
Pris. O day untowardly turned? 


(lan. O miſchiefe ſtrangely thwartings—&— 


Baſt. O plague right well prevented | ſo will you fay, 
when haveſcene CRH_Y "% fn 


Emer Dogbery and bis compartner with the wares, 
[Sgt ny ue FO 
» Yea, orellc it were pi 
fiuztion body and foule. Py 
Dog. Nay, that were a puniſhment too good for them, 


if they ſhould haye any allegiance in them, being choſen 
for the Princes watch. - FT! 
Yay. Well, give theni their charge, neighbour Dog- 


Deg. Firſt, who thinke you the molt defartleſſe man 
tobe Conltable? 


bleſt you with a good name: to be a wel-favoured man, 
is the gift of fortune , but to writeand reade , comes by 


Co 

Watch, 2. Both which Maſter Conſtable 
well 6e You | :I knew it n—_— or —_—_ 

your favour fir, why give make 

no boaſt of it, and for your =_ and reading, let that 

when there is no neede of ſuch vanity , you are 

heere to be the moſt ſenſleſſe and fit man for the 

of the watch : therefore beare you the lan» 

thorne : this is your charge : You ſhall comprehend all 

vagrom men y you are to bid any man ſtand in the Prin- 
Ces name, ad | 

Watch. 2. How if a will not ſtand? 

Dog. Why then take nonore. of him, bur let him go, 
and preſently call the reſt of the Watch together , and 
t God you are ridde of a knave. 

Uerg. If he will nor ſtand when he is biddes, hee is 


} none of the Princes ſubics, 


Dog. True , andthey are to meddle with none but 
the Princes ſubjects : you ſhall alſo make no noiſe inthe 
ſtreeres : for, for the Watch to babblc and talke, is moſt 
tollerable, and not to be indured- 

Watch. We will rather ſlcepethan talke , wee know 
what belongs toa Watch. | 

Dog. W hy you ſpeake like an ancient and molt quiet 
watchman, for I cannot ſee how fleeping ſhould oftend: 
only have a care that your bills be not ſtolne : well , you 
are to call at all the Alchouſes , and bid them that are 
drunke get them to bed. ; 

Watch. How if they will not? _ 

Dog. Why then let them alone till they are ſober, it 
they make you pot then the berter aniwere,you may ſay, 
they are notthe men you tooke them for- 

NO emcachag ſuſpeRt him , | 

» It you meet a theete, you may fulp , 
a7 bam office, to be no true man : and Forfacd 
kinde of men, the lefſe you meddle or make with them, 
why the more is for your honeſty. _ | 

Watch. If wee know him to be a thiefe, ſhall wee not 
7 Dep: Traly by your af bur Iehinke they 

» Truly by your oifice you may , but I thi 

that ck pitch will be defil'd : the moſt peaceable way 
for you ,if you do take a theefe,is,t0 let him ſhew hun- 

ſelfe what he is,and ſteale out of your company. 
Yer. You have bin alwaics cal'd a mercifull mi partner. 
Dog. Truely | would not hang a dog by my will,much 

more a man who hath any honelty in him, 

K 2 Verg. 


| 


— 
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Uerges. If you heare achild crie in the night,you mult 
call rothe nurſe, and bid her {till ir. ; 

Watch, How if the nurſe be aſleepe and will not heare 
us? 

Dog. Why then depart in peace , and let the childe 
' wake her with crying , for the ewe that will not heare 
her Lambe when it bacs, will never anſwer a calfe when 
he bleates. 

Verges. *Tis very true. 

Deg. This isthe end of the charge : you conſtable are 
to preſent the Princes owne perſon , if you meete the 
Prince in thenight,you may ſtaic him. | 

Verges, Nay biclady that I thinke a cannot. - 

Dog. Five ſhillings to one on't with any man that 
knowes the Statutes , he may ſtaie him, marry not with- 
out the prince be willing, for indeed the watch ought to 
7 wa , and it1s an offence to ſtay a man againſt 

is will. | | 

Ferges: Birlady IT thinke it be fo, | 

Dog. Ha,ah ha,well maiſters good night, and there be 
any matter of weight chances,call up me,keepe your fel- 
lowes counſailes, and your:owne, and good night, come 


Watch. Well maiſters , we heare our charge, let us go 
—_ upon the Church bench till rwo , and then all to 


Dog. One word more, honeſt nei $. I pray you 

witch: about fignior Leoaatoes Fe th wedding bc- 

ing there to morrow , there is a great coile to night , a- 

cicw,be vigilant 1 beſcech you. Eeant, 
Enter berachio and (i nr ade. 

Bor. What, (onrade? 

Watch. Peace,ſtir not. 

Por. ( onr ade [ ſay. | . 

Con. Herc man, I am at thy elbow. 
Boy. Mas and my elbow itcht, I thought there would 
a ſcabbe follow, | 
Cor. 1 will owe thee ananſyere for that,and now for- 
ward with thy tale. | 
Bor. Stand thee cloſe then under tiiis penthouſe, for it 
driffes raine,and I will,likea true drunkard , utter all ro 
thee. 

Watch. Some treaſon maiſters, yet ſtandrloſe, 

Bor. Therefore know , I have earned of Don lohn a 
thouſand Ducates. | 

Con. Is it poſſible that any villanie ſhould be ſo deare? 

Boy, Thou ſhould'ſt rather aske if it were poſlible any 
villante ſhould bee ſo rich ? for when rich villains have 
neede of poore ones , poore anes may make what price 
they will. 

on. I wonder at it. 

Bor, That ſhewesthou art unconfirm'd, thou knoweſt 
that the faſhion of a doublet, or a hat,or a cloake , is no- 
thing to a man- 

Cox, Yes, it is apparell. 

Bor. I meane the faſhion. 

Con, Yes the faſhion is the faſhion. 

Bor. Tuſh, I may as well ſaythe foole's the foole , but 
ſeeſt thou not what a deformed theete thisfaſhion is? 

Watch. 1 know thatdeformed, a has bin a vile thecfe, 
this vii. yeares,a gocs up and downe like a gentle-man:I 

his namc. 

Bor. Did'ſt thou not heare ſome body? 

Con. No, *twas the vane on the Co 

Bor. Seclt thou not ( I fay ) what a deformed thiefe 
| Thisfaſhion is ; how giddily a turnes about all the Hot- 


Cl 


| ever was knowne in the Common-wealth: 


— 


blouds, betweene foureteene & fiue & thirty, ſometimes 
faſhioning them like Pharaves ſouldiours 1n the rechie 
painting, lomctime lik god Bels pricſts in the old Church 
window,ſfomtime like the ſhaven Hereales in the (mircht 
worry-caten tapeltrie , where his cod-pccce ſcemes as 
maſſe as his club. 

Con. All this 1 ſee,and ſee that the faſhion weares ou: 
more apparell then the man ; but art not thou thy ſelfe 
giddic with the faſhion tos that thou haſt ſhifted out of 
thy tale intotelling me of the faſhion? 

Bor, Not {oneither, butknow that I have to night 
wooed Megaret the Lady Heroes gentie-woman, by the 
name of Here,ſhe leanes me out at her miſtris chamber. 
window,bids me a thouſand times good night:I tell this 
tale vildly. I ſhould firſt tell thee how the Prince Clas- 
dioand my Maiſter planted and placed , and poſſeſſed by 


my Maiſter Don Jobs , ſaw a far off in the Orchard this 
amiable 1acounters 
Cov. And thought thy ee was Hero? 


Bor. Two of them did,the Prince and Clawdio,but the 
divell my Maiſter knew ſhe was AMrgarer,and partly by 
his eathes, which firſt them , partly by the darke 
night which did deceive them, but chicfely,by my villa- 
nie, which did confirme any flander that Don /obn had 
made , away went Claudio enraged, ſwore hee would 
mectc her as he was apointed next morning at the Tem- 
ple,and there, before the whole tion ſhame her 
with :yhat he ſaw o're night , and ſend her home againe 
without a husband, 

Watch. 1. We charge you in the Princes name ſtand. 

Watch. 2. Call up the right maiſter Conſtable, we have 
here recouered the moſt peece of lechcry,that 


 Wateh. 1. And one Deformed is one of them,I know 
him, a weares a locke. 
Con, Mailters, maiſters- 
Watch,2. Youle be made bring deformed forth I war- 
rant you, 
Con. Maiſters,never ſpeake , we charge you, let us 6- 
bey you to go with us. 
Bor. We are like to provea goodly commodity,being 
taken up of theſe mens bils. 

(ox. A commodity in queſtionT warrant you,come 
weele obey you. Exennt, 
Emer Hero and Margaret,and Urſula. 

- ers: Good Urſula wake my colin Bearrice, and deſire 
her to riſe. 
Urſw. I will Lady: 
Bero. And bid her come hither. . 
Urſ. Well. | 
CHar. Troth I thinke your other rebato were berter. 
Bero. No pray thee good Meg, lle weare this. 
Afar. By my troth's not fo good, and I warrant your 
colin will fay A 
Zero. My cofin's a foole , and thou art another , ile 
weare none but this- 
Mar. llike the new tire within excellently,if the haire 


were 2 ht bruwner: and your gown's a molt rare 
faſhion yfaith , I ſaw the Dutcheſſe of AMUaines gowne 
that they praiſe {6 

Bero. O that cxceedesthey ſay, 


Alar. By my troth's but a night-gowne in reſpe of 
yours,cloth a Sold and cuts,and lac'd with Ge ponith 
[gt ſleeves,ſfide fleeves, and skirts,round un- 
n witha blewiſh tinſel,burt for a fine queint gracc- 
full and excellent faſhion, yours is worth ten on't. 
« Bere. God | 
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Hers, God give mee joy to weare it, for my heart 1s 
) ng heavy» 

—_— "Twill be heavier ſoone, by the waight of a 
man- | 

Hero. Fie upon thee, artnot aſham'd? ; 

Maga. Of what Lady ? of ſpeaking honourably ? ts 
not marriage honourable in a beggar? 1s not your Lord 
honourable without marriage ? I thinke you would have 
me ay, ſaving your reverence a hu : and bad thin- 
king do not wrelt true ſpeaking , Ile offend no body , is 
there any harme in the heavier for a husband ? none I 
thinke, and it be the right husband , and the right wite, 
otherwiſe 'tis light and not heavy,aske my Lady Beatrice 
clſe, here ſhe comes. 


Emer Beatrice. 


Hero. Good marrow Coze. 

Bear. Good mocrow ſweet Here, = 

Hero, Why how now? do you ſpeake in the fick tune? 

Beat, Tam out of all other tune, me thinkes. | 

Aav. Claps into Light a love , (that goes withouta 
burden, ) do you ſing it and Ile dance it. | 

Bear. Ye light alove with your heeles ,then if your 
husband have itables enough , you'll looke he ſhall Iacke 
no barnes. ; 

Mar. O illegitimate conſtruftion ! I ſcorne that with 
my hceles. 


/] Bear. Tis almoſt five aclocke coſin,*tis time you were 


ready,by my troth I am exceeding ill, hey ho. 
AMear. For a hauke,a horſe,or a husband? 
Beat. tor the letter that begins themall, H, 
Mar. Well , and you be not turnd Turke, there's no 
more ſailing by the ſtarre. 
Peat, What meanes the foole trow? 
Mar. Nothing I, but God ſend every one their hearts 
dcſire. 
Hero. Theſe gloves the Count ſent mee, they are an 
excellent perfume. 
Bea. I am ſtuftcoſin, I cannot ſmell. : 
-_ A maid and {tutt! there's goodly catching of 
colde. 
Beat. O God helpe mc, God helpe me, how long have 
you profelſt apprehenſion? , 
Mav. Ever ſince youleft it, doth not my wit become 
me rarely? EM 
Beat, It is not ſeene enough, you ſhould weare it in your 
cap, by my troth I am ſickc, 
Car. Get you ſome of this diſtill'd carduus benedittns 
and lay it to your heart,it is the onely thing for a qualms. 
Hero, Theere thou prickſt her with a thiſlell. 
Beat. Benediſtus , why benedius ? you haye ſome mo- 
rall in this bened:ins. 
UMar. Morall > noby my troth, I have no moral] mca- 
ning , I meant plaine holy thiſſcll, you may thinke per- 
chance that I thinke you arc in love,nay birlady I am not 
ſuch a foole tothinke what I liſt , nor I liſt not to thinke 
what I can,nor indeed I cannot thinke,if 1 would thinke 
my hart out of thinking,that you arein love , or that you 
will be in love, orthat you can be in love: yet Bewearcks 
was ſuch another,and now is he become a man, he {wore 
hee would never marry , and yet now indeſpight of his 
heart he cates his meat withoutgrudging , and how you 
may be converted I know not, bur me thinkes you looke 
with your eyes as other women do. 
Bea. What pace is this that thy tongue keepes- 


] 'tis,for 1 heare as good exclamation on your Worſhip as 


A... 


Mar. Nota falſe gallep. - 
| Emer} rſuls. 
FYrſs. Madam, with draw, the Prince, the Count, ſig 
mor Benedicke, Don /ohu,and all the gallants of the towne 
are come to fetch you to Church. 


Hero, Helpe todreſle me 200d core Meg, 
A pe g ;good CMeg,good 


Emer Leondto, and the Conftable, and the Headborough. 
Leonato, What would you with me, honeſt neigh- 


ur? 
Conft, . Mary fir I would have ſome confidence 
with you, that decernes you nearcly. 

Leon. Bricte I pray you, for you ſee itis a buſic time 
with me. ; 

Conft. Dog. Mary this it is fir. 

Headb. Yes intruthir isfir. 

Leon, W hat isit my good friends? + 

Con. Dog. Goodman Verges ir ſpeakesa little of the 
matter , an old man fir, and his wits are not ſo blunt, as 
God helpe I woulddelire they were, but infaith honeſt 
as the skin berweene his browes. 

Head. Yes [thanke God, I am as honeſt as any man li- 
ving, that is an old man, and no honeſtes then 1. 

ow. Dog, Compariſons are odurous, palabras, neigh- 
bour Verges. 

Leon. Nejghbours, you are tedious. 

Cn. Dog, Itpleaſes your worſhip to ſay ſo,but we are | 
the poore Dukes Otficers,but truly for mine owne part, 
if I were astedious asa King,I could find in my heart to 
beſtow itall of your worſhip. 

Leow. All thy tedioutnefle on me, ah ? 

Co». Dog. Yea, and 'twere athouſand times more than 


of any manin the City, and though I be but a poore man, 1 
am glad to heare it. 

Head, Andioam I. | 

Leen. I would faine know what you have to ſay. 

Head. Marry fir our watch to night , excepting your 
worſhups preſence, haye tane a couple of as arrant knavcs 
as any in Meſſina. 

Con. Dog. A good old man fir, he will be talking as 
they ſay, when the age is in the wir 1s out, God helpe us, | 
itisa world to fee ; well faid yfaith neighbour Yerges, 
well, GoJ's a good man, and two men ride of horlſc, 
one muſt ride behind, an honeit ſoule yfaith fir, by my 
troth he is, as ever broke bread, but God is to be wor- 
ſtupr, all menarenotalike, alas goodneighbour., 

Leon, Indeed neighbour he comes too ſnort of you, 

Con. Dog. Gifts that God gives. 

Leov. | mult leave you. 

{*n. Dog. One word fir, our watch fir have indeed 
cemprehended twoaſpitious perſons,and we would have 
them this morning examined tefore your worſhip. 

Leon. Takethcir examination your felfe, and bring it 
me, I am now in great haſte, as may appeare unto you. 
ConfF. It ſhall be ſutfgance. (Exit, 
Leon Drinke ſome wine ere you goe : fare you well, 
HMeſſ. My Lord, they ſtay for youtogive your daugh- 
ter to her . 

Leon. le waituponthem, I atm ready. 

Dogh. Goe good partner, goe get you to Francis See- 
coals, bid him bring hispen and inkchorne tothe Gaole: | 
we are now to examine thoſe nien. | 

Verges. And we mult doe it wiſely. 

Dogh, Wee will ſpare for no witte I warrant you: | 


—_— — 
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heere's that ſhall driue ſome of them ro a non-come, On- | 
ly get the learned writer to ſet downe our excommunt- 
cation, and meet me atthe Iaile. Exenm- 


AAA; 


eActus Quartus. 


Enter Prince, Baitard, Leonato, Frier, Claudio, Benedicke, 
| Hero, and Beatrice. 


Lee. Come Fricc Franc#,be bricfe, onely to the plaine 
forme of marriage, and you ſhall recount their particular 
duties afterwards. ; 

Fran. You come hither,my Lord, tomarry this Lady. 

* Clan. No. 
Leo. Tobe maried to her , Frier, you come to marric 
her. | : : 
Frier, Lady , you come hither to be married to this 
Count. 
Hero. T doe. 8 

Frier. If cither of you know any inward impediment 
why you ſhould notbe conjoyned, I charge y9u on your 
{oules to utter it. 

Clan. now you any, Hero? 

Hero. None my Lord. 

T rier. Know you any,Count? 

Leon. I dare make his anſwer, None- 

Clax. O what mcn dare do ! what men may do! what 
men daily do! 

Bene. How now ! interjetions ? why then,ſome be 
of laughing,,as ha, ha, he. 
Ca. Star:d thee by Frier, father,by your leave, 
Will you with free and vnconſtrained foule 
Give me this maid your daughter? 

Leon. As freely ſonne as Gol did give her me. 

Ctax. And w hat have I togive you back, whoſe worth 
May counterpoiſe this rich and precious gltt? 

Prin. Nothing,unlcflc you render her againe» 

Clax. Sweet Prince , you lcarne me noble thankfulnes; 
There Leenars, take her backe againe, 
Give not this rotten Orenge to your friend, 
Shce's but the ſigne and [emblance of her horiour: 
Behold how like a maid ſhe bluſhes heere! 
O whatauthority and ſhew of truth 
Can cunning finne cover it ſelfe withall! 
Comes not that bloud,as modeſt evidence, 
To witneſſe ſimple Vertue ? would you not ſweare 
A!l you that ſce her, that ſhe were a maide, 
By theſe extcrior ſhewes ? But ſhe is none: 
She knowes the hcat of a luxurious bed: 
Her bluſh is guiltineſſe,not modeſtie. 

Leo. W hat do you mcane,my Lord? 
Clax. Nor to be marricd, 

Nor knit my ſoule toan approved wanton. 

Leon. Deere my Lord,if you in your owne proofe, 
Have vanquiſhrt the reſiſtance of fon youth, 
And madedefear of her virginity. (her, 

Clan. | know what you would ſay:if I have knowne 

You will fay, ſhe did imbrace me as a husband, 
And ſ{oextenuate the forchand ſinne : No Leonate, 
I never tempted her with word too large, 
Bur as a brother to his ſiſter, ſhewed 
Baſhfull ſincerity and comely loue. 


Here. And ſem'dI ever otherwiſe to you? 
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Cl. Out on thee ſeeming, I will write againſt ir, 
Youſeeme to me as Diane in her Orbe, 
As chaſteas is the budde ere it be blowne: | 
But you are more intemperate in your blood, 
Than Venws, or thoſe pampred animalls, 
That rage in ſavage ſenſuality. 
Hero. Is my Lord well, that he doth ſpcake ſo wide? | 
Leon. Sweete Prince,why ſpeake not you? 
Prin. What ſhould I ſpeeke? . 
I ſtand diſhonour'd that have goneabour, 
To linke my deare frignd to a common ſtale. 
Leon. Are theſe things ſpoken, or do I but dreame? 
Ba#t. Sir, they are ſpoken, and theſe things arc true. | 
Bene. This loukes not like anuptiall. 
Hero. True, O God! . 
{ an. Leonaro, ſtand I here? 
Is this the Prince ? is this the Princes brother? 
Is this face Herees? are our eyes our uwne? 
Leon. All this is ſo, but what of this my Lord? 
C las. Let me but move one queſtion to your daughter, 
And by that fatherly and kindly power, 
That you have in her, bid her anſwer truly. 
Leon. 1 charge thee do ſo asthouart my childe. 
Hero. O God detend me,how am I belct, 
W hat kinde of catechizing call you this? 
Lee. Tomake you anſwer truly to your name. 
Here. Is ic not Hero? who can blot that name 
With any juſt reproach? 
Clas. Marry that can Hero, 
Hero it ſelfe can blot out Heroes vertuc, 
W hat man was he, talkr withyou yeſternight, 
Our at your window betwitxt twelve and onc? 
Now if youare a maid anſwer to this, 
Here. I talkt with no manat that howre my Lord. 
Prin.Why then youare no maiden. Leonars, 
I am ſorry you muſt heare : upon mine honor, 
My ſelfe, my brother, and this grieved Count 
Did tee her, heare her,at that howre laſt night, 
Taike with a rwhan at her chamber window, 
Who hath indeed molt like a liberall vil.aine, 
Confelt the vile encounters they have had 
A thouſand rimes in {ecret. 
lobn. Fic, fie,they are notto be named my Lord, 
Not to be ſpoken uf, 
There is not chaſtity enough in language, 
Wthour off-nce to utter them:thus pretty Lady 
I am ſorry tor thy much miſgovernement. 
Claus. O Hero) what a Hero hadit thou beene 
|f halfe thy outward graces had beene placed 
Abour thy thoughts and counfailes of thy heart? 
But fare thee well,moſt foule,molt faire, farewell 
Thou pure impicty,and impious purity, 
For thee lic locke up all the gates of Love, 
And on my cic-lids ſhall Conjeure hang, 
Toturne all beauty into thoughts of barme, 
And never ſhall it more be gracious. 
Leo. Hath no mans dagger here a point for me? 
Beat. W hy how now cofin,whertore fink you down? 
Baſt. Come, let vs go:thele things come thus to light, 
Smorher her ſpirits ups 
Bene. How doth the Lady? 
Beat. Dead I thiake,helpe vncle, 
Hero, why Hero, ncle,Signor Bexedicke,Frier. 
Leo. O Fate |! ta" e notaway thy heauy hand, 
Death is the faireſt cover for her ſhame 
Thar may be wiſhr for. 


Beat. How | 
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Beat. Hog now colin Hero? 
Frs. Have comtort Lady. 
Lee. Dolt. thou looke up? 
Fri, Y ca,wherctore ſhould ſhe not? 
Lee. W heretore? W hy doth not every carthly thing 
Cry thame upon her? Could ſhe heere denie 
The ſtorie that 15 printed in her blood? 
Donor live Hero, do not ope thine eyes: 
For did I thiake thou wouldlt not quickly die, 
Thought Ithy fpirits were ſtronger then thy ſhames, 
My (cite would on the reareward of reproaches 
Strike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one? 
Chid1, for thar at frugall Natures frame? 
One too much by thee ; why had I one? 
Why ever was't thou lovely in my cies? 
Why had F not with charicable hand 
Tooke up a beggars iſſue at my gates, 
W ho 1imecred thus, and mir'd with infamic, 
I might have faid,no part of it ts mine: 
This ſhame derives it iclte trom unknowne loines, 
But minc,and mine | lov'd, and minelI prais'd, 
And minethart 1 was proud 0n,mine ſo much, 
ThatI my teite, was tro my {clte not mine: 
Valewing ot her,why ſhe, O ſhe is falne 
Intoa pit of Inke,that the wide fea 
Hath drops roo tew to walh her cleane againe, 
And {alt too little, which may tcaſon give 
To her toulc tainted ticth. 
Bere. Sir, tir, be patient : for my part,l am ſo attired 
in wonder, 1 know not what to lay. . 
Bea. O on my ſoule my colin is belied. 
Bexe. Lady, were you her bedtfellow laſt night? 
Bea. No truly:not,although vartill laſt nigh, 
I have this rwelvemonth bin her bedfellow. | 
Leon, Confirn'd,conticm'd, O that is ſtronger made 
Which was before barr'dup with ribs of iron. 
Would the Prince lie,and (74vd:zo would he lie 
Who lov'd hes to,that ſpcaking of her toulneſle, 
Waſh'd it with tcaces? Hence trom her,let her dic. 
Fri. Heare mea little , for I have onely bene ſilent fo 
long, and given way vuto this courle of tortune , by no- 
ting of the Lady,l have mackt 
Athouſand bluthing apparitions, 
To ſtart into her face, a thouſand innocent ſhames, 
In Angel whitneſle beare away thole bluſhes, 
And in her eie there hath appear'd a hire 
To burne theerrors that thete Princes hold 
Againſt her maiden truth. Call me a foole, 
Truſt not my reading, nor my obſcruations, 
W hich with experunentali icale doth warrant 
The tenure of my booke : truſt not my age, 
My reverence,calling,nor diuinity, 
If this ſweet Lady lye not guiltlcile heere, 
Vnder ſome biting error. 
Leo. Friar, it cannot bez 
Thou ſeeſt that all the Grace that ſhe hath left, 
Is, that ſhe will not adde to her damnation 
A ſinne of perjury, ſhenot denics it: 
W hy ſeck'it thou then to cover with excuſe, 
That which appeares in proper nakedneſſe? 
Fri. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of? 
Hero. T hey know that do accule me , I know none: 
If I know more of any man alive 
Then that which maiden modeltiedoth warrant, 
Let all my finnes lacke mercy. O my Father, 
Prove you that any man with me converit, 
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At houres unmeete,or that 1 yeſternight 
Maintain'd the change of words with any creature, 
Refuſe me, hate me,torture me to death. 

Fri. There is ſome itrange iiſpriſion in the Prince. 

Zen, I woot them have the yery bent of honor, 
And if their witedomes be miſled in this: 
The practiſe of it lives in /ohn the baltard, 
Whole {pirits toile in trame of villanies. 

Leo. I know uot:it they ſpeake buttruth of her, _ 
Theſe bands ſhall teare her:.f they wrong her honour, 
The proudeit of them thalil well hear e <& it. 

Time hath not yet to aricd this bloud of mine, 
Nor age ſo cate up my invention, 
Nor Fortune ks luch havoeke of my meanes, 
Nor my bad lite reft me {o much of friends, 
But they ſhall finde,awak'd in fucha kinde, 
Both ſtrength of limbe, and policie of miade, 
Ability in meancs,and choile of friends, 
To quit me of them throughly. 

Fri, Pauſc awhile, 
Andlet my counſell ſway you in this caſe, 
Your daughter heere the Princeſle(left for dead) 
Let her awhule be ſecretly kept in, 
And publiſh it, that ſhe is dead indeed: 
Maintaine a mourning oltentation, 
Andon your Familics old monument, 
Hang mourntwl Epitaphes,and doall rites, 
That appertaine ynto a buriall. 
. Zo, What ſhall become of this? W hat will this do? 

Fri. Marry this well carried,ſhal! on her behatte, 
Change ſlander toremorſe,that is ſome good, 

But not tor that dreame I on this ſtrange courſe, 

Bur on this travaile looke for greater birth; 

She dying, as it muſt be {o maintain'd, 

Vpon the inſtant that ſhe was accus'd, 

Shall be lamented,puitied,and excus'd 

Of every hearer : tor it ſo fals out, 

That what we have, we prize notto the worth, 

W hiles we enjoy it; but being lack'd and loſt, 

Why they we ;acke the yalue,then we finde 

The vertue that poſſeſſion would nct ſhew us 

W hiles it was ours, fo will it fare with Claudio: 

When he ſhall heare ſhe dyed upon his words, 

Th'l&ca of her life ſhall ſweetly creepe 

Into his ſtudy of imagination. 

And every lovely Organ of her life, 

Shall come apparel'd 1n more precious habite: 

More moving,delicate,and ful of life, 

Intothe eye and proſpect ot his ſoule 

Than when ſhe liv'd indced : then ſhall he mourne, 

If ever Love had intercſt in his Liver, 

And wiſh he had not fo acculcd her: 

No,though he thought his accuſation true: 

Let this be ſo,and doubt nor bur ſucceſle 

Will faſhion the event in better ſhape, 

Then I can lay it downeinlikchhood. 

Burt allayme but this be levell'd talſe, w 

The ſuppoſition of the Ladies death, 

Will quench the wonder of her infamy- 

And if it ſortnot well, you may conccale her, 

As beſt befits her wounded reputation, 

In ſome recluſive and religious lite, 

Our of all cyes,tongues, mindes and injuries; 
Bene. Signior Leonaro,, let the Frier adviſe you, 

And though you know my 1nwardnefle and love 


Is very much vnto the Prince and { Zawdvo, ” 
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Yet, by mine honor,l will deale in this, 
As ſecretly and juſtly, as your ſoule 
Should with your body. 

Leo. Being that I flow in grecfe, 


| The ſmalleſt rwine may leade me, 


Fruy. Tis well conſented,preſently away, 

For to {trange ſores, ſtrangely they ſtraine the cure, 

Come Lady,die to live, this ing day : 

Perhaps is but prolong'd, have patience & endure, Exit. 
ene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while? 

Beat. Yea,and I will weepe a while longer. 

Bene. I'will not deſire that. 

Beat. You have no reaſon,l doe it freely. 

Bene. Surely 1 do beleeve your fair cofin is wrong'd. 

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deſerve of mee 
that. would right herl ; ; 

Bene. Is there any way to ſhew ſuch friendſhip? 

Beat. A very even way,but noſuch friend. 

Bene. May a man doe it? 

Beat. It is a mans office, but not yours. ; 

Bene, I dolove nothing in the world ſo well as you,is 
not that ſtrange? 

Beat, As \{trange as the thing I know not, it wereas 
poſlible for me to fay,L loved nothing ſo well as you,but 
belceve me not,and yet 1 lie not , I confeſſe notking , nor 
I deny nothing, I am ſorry for my couſin. 

Bene, By my ſword Beatrxce thoulov'it me, 

Bear. Do not {weare by it and cat It. 

Zene, I will ſweare by it that you love mecand I will 
make him eat it that ſayes I love not you« 

Beat. Will you not ear your word? 

Bene. With no ſawce that can bc deviſed toit, I pro- 
teſt T love thee. 

Beat. Why then God forgive me. 

Bene. W hat offence ſweet Beatrice? 

Beat. You have ſtayed mic in a happy howre, 
bout to proteit I loved you. 

Bene, And doit with all thy heart. 

Beat. I love = with ſo mich of my beart , that none 
islcft to proteſt. 

Bene. Come, bid me doany thing for thee. 

Peat, Kill (Yandio. 

Bene. Ha, not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kill me to denic,farewcll. 

Bene. Tarric {weet Beatyice. 

Beat. Tam gone, though I am heere,there is poloye in 
you, nay I pray you lct me go. 

Bene. Beatrice: 

Beat. Infaith I will go. 

Bene. W ee'll be friends firſt, 

Beat. Y ou dare caſier be friends with mee , than fight 
with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is { landzo thineenemy? 

Beat. Is anot approved inthe heighta villaine, that 
hath flandered, ſcorned,diſhonoured my kinſwoman?O 
that I were a man ! what, bearc her in hand untill they 
Egme to take hands , and then with publike accuſation 
uncovercd ſlander, unmittigated rancour ? O God that I 
werea man 1T would cat his heart in the market-place. 

Bene; Heare me Beatrice. | 

Bear. Talke with a man out at a window , a proper 
ſaying. 

Bene. Nay but Beatrice, 

Beat. Sweet Hero, ſhe is wrong'd,ſhee is ſlandered, 
ſhe is vndone. 

Zeve. Bert? 


T was a- 
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Beat. Princes and Counties |! ſurely a Princely teſti- 
mony, a goodly Count - Comfe& , a {weet Gallant ſure. 
ly, O that I were "a man for his fake ! or that I had any 

iend would be a man for my ſake!But manhood is mel. 
ted into curtfics , valour into complement, and men are 
onely turned into tongue, and trim ones roo: he is now 
as valiant as Hercwles,that onely tels a lic, and ſweares it: 
I cannot be a man with wiſhing, therfore I will die a wo- 
man with grieving, 

Bene. Tarry good Beatrice,by this hand I love thee. 
| Bear. Vic it tor my love ſome other way then ſwea- 
ring by it. 

Bened. Thinke you in your ſoule the Count Clandie 
hath wrong'd Here? 

Beat. Yea, as ſureas I have athought, or a ſoule. 

Bene. Enough , 1 am engagde, I will challenge him ; I 
wall kifſe your hand,and ſo leaveyou : by this hand (law- 
dio ſhail render me deere account z as you heare of me, 
ſo thinke of me : go comfort your cooſin, I mult ſay ſhe 
is dead, and ſo fareycll. Exemnnt. 


Enter the C onſl ables, Borachio, and the Towne Clerke 
1% gownes. 


| Keeper. Is our whole diflembly appeard? 

Cowley. O a ſtoole and cuſhion tor the Sexton. 

Sexton. Which bethe malcfaQtors? 

e-+ndrew, Marry that am I, and my partner. 

Cenley. Nay that's certaine , wee have the exhibition 
to examine, 

, Sexton. But which arc the offenders that are to bt ex- 
amined,letthem come before maſter Conſtable. 

Kemp. Yea marry , let them come betore mee, what is 
your name friend? 

Bor. Boracbio, 

Kem.Pray write downe Borachio. Yours ſirra. 

Cox. I am a Gentleman ſir,and my name is Conrade. 

Kee. Write downe Maſter gentleman Conrade : mai- 
ſters, do you ſerve God: mine , It is p1oved already 
that you are little better than falſe knaves, and it will go 
_ to be thought ſo ſhortly,how anſiver you for your 

CLVCS! 

Con, Marry ſir, we ſay we arenone. 

Kemp. A marvellous witty fellow I aſſure you, but I 
will go about with him : come you hither ſirra, a word 
in your carefir , I fay to you, it isthought you are falſe 
knaves. 

For. Sir, I ſay to you,we are none. 

Kemp. Well, ſtand aſide , fore God they are both in a 
tale: have you writ drownethat they arc none? 

Sexr. Maiſter Conſtable , you go not the way to ex- 
amine , you muſt call forth the watch that are their ac- 
cuſers. 

Kem. Yea marry , that's the efteſt way,let the watch 
come forth:maſters, I charge you inthe Princes name, 
accuſe theſe men. 

watch t. This man aid fir, that Don Tob»the Princes 
brother wasa villaine, 

Kemp. Write down, Prince John a villaine:why this is 
flat perjurie,to call a Princes brother villaine, 

Bor. Maiſter Conſtable. 

Kew. Pray thee fellow peace, I do not like thy looke,1 
promiſe thee. 

Sexton, W hat heard you him fay clſc? 

Watch 8. Mary that he had reccived a thouſand Du- | 
katcs of Don /obm , for accuſing the Lady Hero wrong- 
fully. Kem, 
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Kemp. Flat Burglarie as ever was commitred- 

Contt. Yea by th'maſle that it is. 

Sexton. W hat elfe fellow? 

Watch. 1. And that Count Claudio did meane upon his 
words, to diſgrace Hero before the whole aſſembly , and 
not marry her. bd 

Kemp. O villaine ! thou wilt be condemn into ever- 
laſting redemprion for this. 

Sexton. Whas ele? 

Watch. T bis isall. ' 

Sexton. And this is more maiſters then you can deny, 
Prince /ohnis this morning ſecretly ſtolnc away : Hero 
was in this manner accus'd, in this very manner refus'd, 
and upon the griefe of this {odainely died: Maiſter Con- 
ſtable , let theſe men be boand, and brought to Leonago, 
| will goe betore,and ſhew him cheir examination . 

Conſt. Come, let them be opinion'd. 

Sex. Let them be in the hands of Coxombe, 

Kem. Gods my life,where's the Sexton?let him write 
downethe Princes Orticer Coxcowbe : come, binde them 
thou naughty varlet. 

{ontey. Away, you are anafſe, you are an afle, 

Kemp. Doſt thou not ſuſpe& my place? doſt thounot 
ſulpect my yeeres? O that hee were hcere to write mee 
downe an afſe! but maiſters,remember that I am an aſle: 
though it be not writren down, yer forger noty Iam an 
aſſe:Nothou villaine, } art full of piety as ſhall be prov'd 
upon thee by -good witneſſe, I ama wile fellow , and 
which is more,an officer,and which is more, a l- 
der, and which is more,as pretty a peece of fleſh as any in 
Mellina,and one that knowes the Law, goe to,and a rich 
fellow enough,goto , and a fellow that hath had lofles, 
and one that hath two .,gownes, and every thing hand- 
ſome about him: bring him awayzO that I had been writ 
downe an aſlc ! Exit. 


Inn 


eA lus Quintus. 


Emer Leonato and bu brother. 
* Brother, If you goe on thus,you will kill 
And 'tis not wiſedome thus to ſecond griete, 
Againſt your (elfe. ; 

Leon. I pray thee ceaſe thy counſaile, 

Which falls into mine cares as profitlefle, 
AS water in a five : give not me C ©, 
Nor let no comfort els delight mine care, 
But ſuch a one whoſe wrongs doth ſute with mine, 
Pring me a father that ſolov'd his childe, 
Whoſe joy of her is over-whelmed like mine. 
And bid him ſpeake of patience, 
Meaſure his woe the length and bredth of mine, 
And let it anſwere every {traine for ſtraine, 
As thus for thus, and ſuch a griefe for ſuch, 
In every lincament,branch,ſhape,and forme: 
It ſucha one will ſmile and ſtroke his beard, 
And forrow,wagge,crie hem,when he ſhould , 
Patch griefe with proverbs, make misfortune c, 
With-candle-waſters : bring him yet to me, 
And I of him will gather patience: 
But there is no tuch man, tor brother, men 
Can counſaile,and (; peake comfort tothatgriefe, 
w hich they themiclves nor feele, but _ it, 
Their counſaile turnes to pallion, which before, 
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Would give precepriall medicine to rage, 
Ferrer ſtrong madneſle in a fitken , 
Charme ache with ayre,and agony with words. 
No,no,'tis all mens ae r6 Gebepiniency 
To thoſethat wring vader the load of ſorrow: 
But no mans vertue nor ſufficiencie 
To be ſomorall, when he ſhall endure 
The like himſclfe : thereforegive me no counſaile, 
My griefs cry lowder then iſement, 
Broth, Therein do men children nothing differs 

Leo. 1 pray thee peace, I will be fleſh and bloud, 
For there was never yet P i | 
That could endure the tooth-ake patiently, 
How ever they have writ the ſtile of gods, 
And made a puſh at chance and ſufferance- 

Broth. Yet bend notalithe harme upon your ſelfe, 
Make thoſe that doe offend you,ſuffer roo. 

Leon. There thou ſpeak'ſt reaſon,nay I will doe ſo, 

My ſoule dothrtell me, Hero is belicd, 
And that ſhall Clandio know;ſo ſhall the Prince, 
And all of them that thus diſhonour her. , 


Enter Prince and Claudio. 
Brot. Here comes the Prince and Claudio haſt ily. 
Prin. Good den,n00d den. 
Claw. Good day to both of 
Leon. Heare you my Lords? 
Pro. We have ſome haſte Leonato. 
Leo.Some haſte my Lord!well,fare you well my Lord, 
Are you ſo haſty now? well, all is one. 
Prim. Nay,do not quarrell with us, good old man. 
Byoe. It he could right himſeife with quarrelling, 
Some of us would ly tow, 
Clav. Who wrongs him? 
Leon.Marry thou doſt wrong me,thou difſembler,thou: 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy ſword, 
I feare thee _— 
(lan. Marry beſhrew my hand, 
If it ſhould give your age fuch cauſe of feare, 
Infaith my hand meant nothing ro my ſword. 
Lee. Tuſh,tuſh,man,never flcere and jeſt at me, 
I ſpeake not like a dotard,nor a foole, 
As under priviledgeof age to bragge, 
Wharl have done being yong,or what would doe, 
Were I not old, know C laudioto thy head, 
Thou haſt ſo wrong'd my innocent childeand me, 
That I am forc'dto lay my reverence by, 
And with grey haires and bruiſe of many daies, 
Doe challenge thee totriall of a man, 
I ay thou = _ _ ——_— childe. - "HE: 
Thy ſlander hath gonet through , 
And ſhe lies buried with hin anceſtors: 
O ina tombe where never ſcandallflept, 
Save this of hers, fram'd by thy villanic. 
Claw. My ? 
Leon. T hine Claudio, thine T ſay. 
Pron. You ſay notright old man. 
Leen. My Lord,my Lord, 
Ile prove it on his body if he dare, 
Defvight his aice fence,and his ative practiſe, 
His Mate of youth, and bloome of luſt hood, 
Clan. Away, T will not have todo with you. 
Lee. Canſt thou ſo daffe me? thuu haſt kild my child, 
If thou kilſt me boy, thon ſhalt kill a man. 
Bro. He ſhall kill rwo of us,and men indeed, 
But that's no matter let him kill one firſt: _ 
f VYIn | 
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Win me and weareme, let him anſwere me, | 
Come follow me boy,comefir boy; come follow me 
Sir boy, ile whip you from your toyning fence, 
Nay,as 1 am agemleman, I will. 

Leon. Brother. | 

Bro. Content your ſelfe,God knows I lov'd my neete; 
And (he is dead,ſlander'd to death by villaines, 

That dare as well anſwer a man indeed, 

AsI dare take a ſerpent tOngue- 

Boyes,apes,braggarts, Iackes,milke-ſ{ops. 
Leon. Brother eAnthony. | 

Prot, Hold you content, what man?I know them,yea 
And what they weigh,cven to the vemoſt ſcruple, 
Scambling,out-facing,faſhion-mongring boyes,1 
That lyc,and cog,and flout,deprave,a ,. 

Goe antiquely and ſhow outward hidiouſneſle, 
And ſpeake of halfe a dozen dang'rous words, 
How they miglit hurt their encmics,if they durſt. 
And this isall. _- 

Leon. But brother Anthony. 
Ant.Come, *tisno matrer, 
Donot you meddle, let me deale in this. ; 

Pri. Gentlemen both,we will not wake your paticnce, 
My heartis fory for your daughters death: _ 

But on my honour ſhe was charg'd with nothing 
But was true,and very full of proofe. 
Leon. My Lord,my Lord. 
Prom. I will not heare you. | 
| Emer Genedicke. 
Leo, No! come brother,away, I will be heard. 
| E xeunt ambo. 

Bro. And ſhall, or ſome of us will ſmart for it. 

Prin, See,lec,here comes the man we went to ſeeke, 

(ax. Now ſignior, what newes? 

Ben, Good day my Lord: 

Prin, Welcome fignior , you arc almoſt come to part 
almolt a fray. 

Clan. Wee had like to have had our two noſes ſnapt 
off with rwo old men without teeth. 

Prin. Leonato and his brother , what think'ſt thou?had 
wee fought, I doubt we ſhould have beene too yong tor 
them, | 
Ben. In afalſe quarcell there is no truc valour, I came to 
ſecke you both. | 

(an. We have beene up and downe to ſeeke thee, for 
wearc high proofe melancholly,and would faine have it 
beaten away,wilt thou uſe thy wit? 

Ben. It is in my ſcabber I draw it? 

Prin. Doeſt thou weare thy wit by thy ſide? 

{llan, Never any did ſo,though very many have beene 
beſide their wit , I will bid thee draw,as we dothe min- 
ſtre!s,draw to pleaſure us. 

Prin. As Iam an honeſt man helookes pale , artthou 
ſicke,or angry? 

(tax. W hat ! courage tman : what though care kil'd a 
cat, thou haſt mettle enough in thee ro kill care. 

Ben. Sir , I ſhall mcete your wit inthe carcere , and 
you chargeit againſt me , I pray you chule another ſub- 
jeR. | 

a Nay then give him another ſtaffe, thislaſt was 
broke croſle. | 

Prin. By this light,he changes more and more,I think 


hebe angry indee 
Clas. It he be, he knowes how to turne his girdle: 
Ben, Shall I ſpeakea word in your care? 
Claw, God bliceſſe me from a challenge. 


Bes. You area villaine, I jeſt nort,I will make it good 
how yow dare, with what you dare,and when youdare: 
do-me right, or I will proteſt cowardiſe : you have 
kill'd a tweete Lady ; and her death ſhall fall heavy on 
you, let me heare from you. 

Claw, Well, I will merete you, fo I may have good 
cheare. P 

Prin. W hat, a feaſt? or 

Claw. I faith I thanke him , he hath bid me to a calves 
head and a Capon , the which if Ido not carve molt cu- 
riouſly, ſay my knife's naught, ſhall I not finde a wood- 
cocke too? 


Ben. Sir,your wit ambles well, it goes cally. 

Prin. lle teil thee how Beatrsce prais'd thy wit the 0- 
ther day : I ſaid thou hadſt a fine wit:true ſaics ſhe,a fine 
little one : nofaid I, a great wit :righr ſaies ſhee, a great 
grolle one : nay ſaid I,a good wit : juſt faid ſhe, it hurts 
no body : nay ſaid 1 , the gentleman is wile : certain ſaid 
ſhe, a wiſe gentleman : nay faid 1, he hath the tongues; 
that I beleeve (aid ſhee, for hee {wore a thing to me on 
munday night , which he forſwore on tuc{day morning: 
there's a double touge ; there's two tongues : thus did 
ſhee an howre together tranſ-ſhape thy particular ver- 
ewes, yer at laſt ſhe concluded with a ſigh thou walt the 
propreſt man in Italy. | 

Jum For the which ſhe wept heartily , and ſaid ſhee 
car'd not, 

Prin, Yeathat ſhe did, but yet for all that, and if ſhee 
did not hate him ws 1 would love him dearely,the 
old mans daughter told us all. 

Claw. All, all, and moreover , God faw him when hee 
washid in the garden. | 

Prin. But when ſhall weſet the ſavage Bulls hornes 


| on the ſenſible Benedecks head? 


Clav. Yea and text vnder-neath, heere dwells Bene- 
dicke the married man» ; 

- Bene: Fare you well, — my minde, I will 
leave you now to your 8g like hamor , you breake 
jelts as braggards dotheir blades, which God be thank- 
ed hurt not : my Lord, for your many courteſies I thank 
you , I muſt diſcontinue your company , your brother 
the Baſtard is fled from Meſſine : you have among you, 
Kill'd a ſweere and innocent : for my Lord Lackes 
beard there , he and I ſhall meete, and till then peace be 
with him. 

Prin. te is in catneſt. | 
Clas. In moſt profound earneſt, aud Ile warrant you, 
for the love of Bcatrice. 
'd thee. 


Prin, —_ 
Clan, Molt {incerely. 

thing man is, when he goes in his 
leaves oft his wit. 


Prin, W hat a 
Enter Conſtable, Conrade, and Borachio. 


doublet and hoſe, 

Clan. Heis then a Giant to an Ape,but then is an Ape 
a Dotorto fuch a man. 

Prin. Bur (oft you,let me ſee, plucke up my heart,and 
be ſad,did he not ſay my brother was fled? 

Cont. Come you fir , if juſtice cannottame you ,ſhee 
ſhall ne're weigh more reaſons in her ballance,nay , and 
you bea curſing hypocrite once, you mult be lookr to. 

Prin. How now, two of my brothers men bound? Z+- 
rechio one, 
Clas, Harken after their offence my Lord. 
Prin. Otficers, what offence have theſe men done: | 
Con. Martic ; 
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Conſt, Marricfir , they have committed falſe report, 
Wc ch they have ſpoken untruths , ſecondarily they 
are flanders, fixt and laſtly, they have belyed a Ladie, 
thicdly,they have verified unjuſt things,and to conclude 
they arc lying knaves. 

Prix. Firſt 1 aske thee what they have done , thirdly 
 aske thee what's their offence, fixt and laſtly why they 
are committed , and to conclude , what you lay to their 
charge. 


by my troth there's one meaning well ſuted. 

Prin, Whom have you offcaded maiſters,that you are 
thus bound to your anſwer? this learned Conſtable 1s too 
cunning to be vaderſtood, what's your offence? = 

Box. $weete Prince ,let me go no farther ro mine an- 
ſivere : do you heare me , and let this Count kill mee : | 
have deccived even your v es : what your wiſe- 
domes could not dilcover, theſe ſhallow fovles have 
brought to light, who inthe night overheard me conte(- 
fing ro this man , how Don Jobs your brother incenſed 
meto flander the Lady Here,how you were brought into 
the Orchard, and ſaw me court AMargeret in Herees gar- 
ments, how you diſgrac'd her when you ſhould marrie 
her : my villanie they have upon record, which I had ra- 
ther ſeale with my death,then repcate over tomy ſhame: 
the Lady is dead upon mine and my maiſters falſe accu- 
ation : and bricfcly , I deſire nothing but the reward of 
avillaine. A 
, Prix. Runs not this ſpeech like yron through your 

loud? 

Claes, have drunke poiſon whiles he vrter'd it. 

Prin. But did my Brother ſet thee on to this? 

Bor. Yea,and paid merich for the praftile of it. 

Prin. He is compos'd and fram'd of treachery, 

And fled he is upon this villany. 

Clax. Sweet Hero,now thy image doth appeare 
In the rare ſemblance that I lov'dit hilt. TIE 

Conf. Come,bring away the plaintiffes , by this time 
our Sexton hath reformed Signzor Leonato of the matter: 
and maiſters,do not forget to ſpecific when time & place 
ſhall ſerve,that I am an Aſle. 

{or. 2. Here, here comes maiſter Signior Leonare , and 
the Sexton t00. 


Enter Leonato. 


Leen, Which is the villaine?let me ſee hus eyes, 
That when I note another man like him, 


I mayavoide him : which of theſe 1s he? 
Bor.If you woul know your wronger,looke on me. 
Leon. Art thou art thou the ſlave that with thy breath 
haſt kild mine innocent childe? 
Bor. Yea, even I alone. 
Leon. No,not ſo villaine,thou belieſt thy ſclte, 
Here ſtand a paire of honourable men, 
Athird is fled that had a hand in it: 
I thanke you Princes for my daughters death, 
Record it with your highand worthy deedes, 
Twas bravely 7 An ; if you bethinke you of it. 
Cia. 1 know not how to pray your patience, 
Yet I muſt ſpeake,choole your revenge your ſelfe, 
impoſe me to what penance your invention 
Can lay _= my fnne,yet {inn'd Inot, 
But in my aking, 
Prin, By ay ule nor I, 
And yer to fatisfic this good old man, 


— ——— 


\ And ſing it to 
Clax, Rightly reaſoned , and in his owne diviſion,and | 


Mm 


I would bend vnder any heavy waight 
Thee hoeks enjoynemote.. he 

Leon, I cannot bid you daughter live, 
That were impoſlible.bur L praic you both, 
Poſlefle the people in CMeſſma here, = 
How innoccat ſhe died, and if your loye 
Can labour aught in ſad invention, 

Hang her an epitaph upon her toomb, 
er bones, ling it to night: 
To morrow morning come you to my houſe, 
And ſince you could not be my ſonnein law, 
Be yet my Nephew : my brother hath a 
Almoſt the copic of my childethat's dead, 
And ſhe alone 1s heire to both of us, 
Give her the right you ſhould have giy'n her coſin, 
And ſo dies my revenge. 
(7x. O noble fir! 

Your overkindneſſe doth wring teares from me, 
I do embrace your ofter, and ditpoſe 
—_ | —_—_ Claudio, 

- Lo morrow then I will expe your comming 
To night I take my leave:this nn _—_ 
Shall tace to face be brought to Magarer, 
Whol belecve was pack in all this wrong, 
Hired to it by your brother. 

Zor. No by my ſoule ſhe was nor, 

Nor knew not what ſhe did when ſheſpoke tome, 
But alwaies hath bin juſt and vertuous, 
In anything that I do know by her. 

{onft. Morocver fir,which indeed is not under white 
and blacke, this plaintiffe here,the offendour did call mee 
ale , I beecech you let ir be remembred in his puniſh- 
ment, and alſothe watch heard them talke of one Defor- 
med,they ſay he weares a key in his care and alock hang.- 
ing by it, anc borrowes mony in Gods name , the which 
he hath us'd ſo long,and never paicd,that now men 
hard-harted and will lend nothing for Gods ſake : praic 
you examine him upon that point. 

Leon. I thanke thee tor thy care and honeſt paines. 

Conft. Your worſhip ſpeakes like a moit thanketull & 
revercnd youth, and 1 praiſe God for you. 

Leen. There's for thy paines. 

{nft. God ſave the foundation. 

Leon, Goc, I diſcharge thee of thy priſoner , and 1 
chanke thee. 

Conf, I leave an arrant knave with your worſhip, | 
which I beleech your worſhip to corre& your ſelfe, "A 
the example of others : God keepe your worſhippe, 1 
wiſh your worſhip well, God reſtore you to health, 
I humbly give you leave to depart, and if a merric mee- 
ting may bee wiſhe, God prohibite it : come neigh- 


I 


Leon. Vntill tomorrow morning,Lords, farewell. 
Exeunt. 

Brot. Farewell my Lords, wee looke for you to mor- 
rows 

Prin. We will not faile. 

Clas. Tonightile mourne with Hero. 

Leon. Bring you theſe fellowes on, . wee'l talke with 
Margerer, how her acquaintance grew with this lewd 
fellow. 

| E xennt. 

Enter Benedicke and Margaret. 
Ben. Pray thee ſweete Miſtris CMargaret, deſerve 
well at my hands, by helping meto the ſpeech of Bee- 


frice. | 
Mar.Will | 
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Mar. Will youthen writte me a Sonnet in praiſe of | 
my beautie? 

Bene. in\o higha ſtile Margeet , that no man living 
ſhail come over it , tur in moſt comely truth thou deſer- 
vcit it. 0 

Mar. To have no man come over me,why; ſhall I al- | 
waics keepe bclow ſtaires? 

Ben:. Thy wit is as quicke as the grey-hounds mouth, 
it catches. F 

Mar. And yours,as blunt as the Fencers foiles , which 
hit, but hurtnor. 

Bene. A moſt manly wit CMargaret, it will not hurt a 
woman : and 10 1 pray thee call Beatrice , I giue thee the 
bucklers. 

Mar. Give us the ſwords, wee have bucklers of our 
OWNEe« 

Bene. If you uſe them e MHargerer,you mult put in the 


Maides. : 
Mar. Well, I will call Beatriceto you, whoT thinke 
hath lcgges. Exit Margarite. 


badic 26 innocents rime : for ſcorne, horne, a hard rime: 
for 1c.1oole foolea babling rime : very ominous endings, 
no, | was not borne vnder a riming Planner , for I cannot 
wooe in teltivail tearmes: 

Enter Beatrice. 


Sweete Beatrice would'ſt thou come when I cald thee? 
Beat. Yea Signior,and depart when you bid me, 
Bene. O ſtay but till then. 

Beat, Thcn,is ſpoken : fare you well now,and yet ere 
I go,let me go with that I came, which is, with know- 
ing what hath pa{t berweene you and Clandso: 

Bene. Qncly toule words , and thereupon I will kiſſe 
thce. 

Beat. Foule words is but foule wind , and foule winde 
is but foule breath,and foule breath 18 noiſome, therefore 
I will depart unkiſt. 

Bene. Thou haſt frighted the word out of his right 
ſence,ſo forcible is thy wit , but I muſt tell thee plainely, 
Clandio vndergocs my challenge,and cither I mutt ſhort- 
ly hcare from him, or I will ſubſcribe him a coward,and 
[ pray thee now tell me, for which of my bad parts didit 
thou firſt fall in love with me? 

Bear. For them all together , which maintain'd ſo po- 
litique aſtate of evill, that they will not admit any good 
part vo intermingle with'them : but for which of my 
good parts did you firlt ſuffer love for me? 

Bene. Suffer love ! a good epithite , Ido ſuffer love in- 
deede, for I love thee againſt ray will. 

Bert. In ſpight of your heart I thinke, alas poore heart, 
if you ſpight it for my ſake, will ſpighr it for yours, for 
I will never love that which mv friend hates. 
| Bened. Thon and I are too wiſe to wooe peacea- 

lie. 

Beat. It appeares not in this confeſſion,there's not one 
wiſe man among twenty that will praiſe himſclfe. 
| 


"_ Py as —_ 
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Bene. An old, anold inſtance Beatrice, that liv'd 1; 
the time of good neighbours , if a man doe notere it 
this age his owne tombeere he dies , hee ſhall live no 
longer in monuments , then the Bels ring,and the Wid. 
dow weepes, | 

Beat. And how long is that thinke you? 

Bene, Queſtion, why an hower in clamour and a quar- 
ter in rhewme,therfore is it moſt expedient for the wile, 
if Don worme ( his conſcience ) finde no impediment t9 
the contrary, to be the trumper of his owne yertues, as 
Tam to my ſeife ſo much for praiſing my lelfe,who I my 
ſelfe will beare witneſſeis praiſe worthy , and noyy tell 
me how dorh your coſin? 

Bear. V ery ill. 

Bene. And how do you? 

Beat. Very ll too. 


Enter Vrſula. 


Bene. Serve God,love me,and mend, there will I leave 
you too, for here comes one in haſte. 

Urſ. Madam, you muſt come to your Vncle , yonders 
old coileat home , it is proved my Lady Hero hath bin 
falſely accuſde , the Princeand Claudio mightily abuſde, 
and Don John is the author of all , who is ticd and gone; 
will you come preſently? 

Beat. Will you go heare this newes S1gnior? 

Bene. I will live 1n thy heart, dic in thy lap,and be bu 
ried in thy eyes : and moreover , I will goc with theeto 
thy Vacles, Exeunt, 


Enter Claudio, Prince, and three or foure with T aper x. 


Clas. Is this the monument of Leonato? » 
Lord. It is my Lord. Epitaph. 
Done to death by ſlunderons tong «es, 
Was the Hero _ bere lies: 
Death mm » of ber wrong! 
Grves tobe wh never ter : 
So the life that died with ſhame, 
Lruts m death with glorious fame. 
Hang thou there wpon the tombe, 
Pras/ing ber when | am domhe. 
Clas. Now mulick ſound and ſing your ſolemne hymne. | 


For the which with ſongs of woe, 
Konnd about ber tombe they poe: 
HMianight aſſift our > v1 to ſigh and prone, 
Heamily heamty. 
Grants yawne aad yeelde your dead, 
Tull death be witered, 
Heavenly beaventy. 
(this right. 
Lo. Now untothy bones good night, yeerrly will 1 do 
Prin. Good morrow maiſters , put your Torches out, 
The wolves have preied,and looke,the gentle day 
Before the wheeles of Phezbus,round about 
Dapples the drowſic Eaſt with ſpots of grey: 
Thanks to you all,and leave es you well. 
Clax. Good morrow maiſters,each his ſcyerall way. 
Prin. Come let us hence,and put on other weedes, 
And then to Leonatceswe will goe. 
Clis.And Hymen now withluckier iſſue ſpeed; 


They | 
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Thenthis for whom we rendred up this woe, =Exrune. 
Enter Leonato, Bene. Urſuls,old man, Frier, Hero. 

Frier, Did [ not tell you (he was innocent ? 

Leo, So are the Prince and Clandis whoaccus'd her, 
Vpon theerrour that you heard debated, 

Bur Alergaret was in ſome fauit tor this; 

Alchough againſt her will as it appeares, 

Inthe crue courſe of all the queltion. 

Od. Well, am glad that aii things ſort ſo well. 

Ben. And foam |,being elſe by tatch emtorc'd, 

To call yong (Tavdioto a reckoning tor it. 

Leo. Well daughter,and yong Gentlewomen all, 
Withdraw intoa Chamber by your ſelves, 

And when | ſend for vou,come hither mask'd : 

The Prince and © /andzo promis'd by this houre 

To viſit me,you kno.wy your orice Brother, 

You muil be farher to your Brothers daughter, 

And give her to yong Claudto, 
Old. Which I wikaoe with confirm'd countenance. 
Ben. Frier,| mu{t intreat your paines, Ithinke. 
Frier. Todoe what Signtor ? 
ben, To binde me,or undoe me,one of them : 

Signior Leonaro,truth it is good Signior, 

Your Neece reg irds me with an cye of favour, 

Old. That eye my daughter lent her,'cis moſt true. 

Ben, And | doe withaneye of love requite her. 

Leo, The fight whereof [ thinke you had from me, 
From (eadio and the ' rince,but what's your will ? 

Ben. Your anſwer (ir is Enigmaricall, 

But for my will,my will is, your good will 

May ſtand with ours, this day to be conzoyn'd, 

Pth ſtare of honourable marrizge, 

In which good Frier I ſhall detire your helpe. 

Leo. My heartis with your liking, 

Fryer. An my helpe. 

Enter Prince and Claudio with attendants, 
' Prin Good morrow to this taire aſſembly. . 

Leo, Good morrow Prixce,good morrov Claudio, 
We here attend yougare you yer determin'd, 

Today to marry with my brothers daughter ? 

Clas. Ile hold my minde were ſhe an Ethiope. 

Lee. Call her forth brother, heres the Frier ready. » 

Prin.Good morrow Bexediche, why what's the matter? 
That you have ſucha February face, 

So tull of troſt, of ſtorme, and ciowdineſlſe. 

(aw. I thinke he thinkes upon the ſavage ball : 
Tuſh, fearerot man, we'll tip thy hornes with gold, 
And all £wropa ſhall rejovce ar thee, 

As once Ewrepe did at iuſty love, 

When he would play the roble beaſt in loves 

Ben. Ball /ove (ir, had an amiable low, 

And ſome ſuch ſtrauge bull leapt your fathers Cow, 

A got a Calte in that ſame noble teat, 

Muchlike to you, for you have juſt hisbleat. 

Enter br ther, Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, Vrſula. 

Cla. Forthis I owe you : here comes other recknings- 
Which is the Lady I mult ſeize uz on ? 

Leo. This ſame is ſhe, and 1 doe give you her. 

(la. Why then ſhe*s mine, tweer let meſee your face. 

Leon, Nothatyou ſhallnot, till you rake her hand, 
Before this Frier, and ſweare to marry her. 

(aw. Give me your hand before this holy Frier, 

I am your husband if you like of me. 

Hero. And when T liv*d I was your other wife, 

And when you lov'd, you were iy other husband, 
Claw. Another Hero ? 


£ xennt Ladies. 


Fie'o. Nothing certaincr. 
One Here died,,but 1 doe lives 
And ſurely as | live, I am a mdid. 

' Prin. | he former He» 0, Hers that isdead. 

Lon, Shee dicd my Lord, bac whiles her flander liu'd. 

Freer. All thisamazement can Tqualifie, 

When atter that the holy rites are ended, 
lie tcil you largely of faire Heroes dew h ; 
Mcane time [ct wv onder fceme tami tar, 
Ando the crappeil ier us prefently. 

Ben. Seft and taire Frier,w hich is Beatrice? 

Beat. | anſwer to thatname,w hat is your will ? 

Bene. Doenot you love me? 

Beat. Why no,no more then reaſon. 

Bene, Why then your Vncle,and the Prince,& Clandio, 
have becne deceived, they ſwore you did. 

Heat, Doe not you love me ? | 

Bene. Troth no,no more then reaſon. 

Beat. Why then my Colin Margaret and Urſula 
Are much deceiu'd,tor they did tweare you did. 

Be«e, They {wore you were almolt ticke for me. 

Beat 1 hey twore yeu were wel-nye dead tor me. 

Bene. 'Tis nomatter,then you doe not love me? 

Zear. Notruly,burin tri. ndly seconpences 

Leon, Come Colin, Iam fu; c you love the gentleman. 

Claw. And Iic be ſworne upon't that he loves her, 
For heres a paper wricten in his hand, 

A halting founet of his owne pure braine, 
Falhivngd to Beatrice, 

Hero. And heeres another, 

Writ in my colins hand,ſtolne from her pocket, 
Containing her afteRion unto Benedicke, 

Bene, A amiracle, here's our owne hands inſt our 
hearts : come I wiil have thee, but by this light I take 
thee for pittic. 

Heat. 1 wouldnot denie you, but by this good day, 1 
;ecld upon great perſwation, and partly ro tave your life, 
for I vas to:d, you were in aconfumption. 

Leon, Peace | will (top your muuth, F 

Prin. How doltthou Senedichethe marricd man? 

Bene. lictc1| thee w hat Prince : a Colledge of wittc- 
crackers cannot flout mee out -vf my humour, doſt thou 
thinke [ care for a Satyre or an Epigram ?nogit a man will 
be beaten with braines, a ſhall weare nothing handſome 
about him : in bric fc,fiuce 1 do purpoſe to marry, 1 will 
thinke nothing toany purpoſe that the world can ſay a- 
gainſt it : and therefore never fiout at me, for I have ſaid 
_ it : for man isa giddy thing, and this is my conclu- 
jon : for thy part Claudso, I dic thinke to have beaiea 
thee, but in thattheu art like ro be my kinſman, live un- 
bruis'd,and love my colin. 

(1.1 had well hop'd F weuldeſt have denied Beatrice, v 
I might have cudge]'d thee out of thy (inglclite, to make 
thee a double dealer, which out of queſtion thou wilt be, 
if my Couſin do not looke excecding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, weare triends, let's have a dunce 
ere we are marricd,that we may lighten our own hearts, 
and our wives heeles. 
| Leow, Wee'll have dancing afterwards. 

Fene,Firſt,of my word, therefore play muſicke.Prixce, 
thou art ſad, get thee a wife, gettheea wife, there is no 
ſtaffe more reverend then one tipt with horn. Enter Meſ. 

HMeſſen. My Lord,yout brother /obnisranc in flight, 
And brought witharmed men backe ro CHeſſina. 

Beng, Thinke not on him till ro morrow, wc deviſe 


& 


thee brave puniſhments for him: ſtrike up Pipers. Dance. | 
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Enter Ferdinand King of Nyvarre,Bron,L ongavile,and 


Dumaine 
Ferdinand, 
FE; Ec Fame, that all hunt after in their lives, 
24 Live regiſtred upon our brazen Tombes, 


&225 And then grace usin the diſgrace of death : 
"" * When ſpightof cormorant devouring Time, 
Th'endevour of this preſent breath may buy 
That honour which ſhall bate his Sythes keene edge, 
And makeusheires of all eternitic. 
Therefore brave Conquerors(for ſo you arc) 
That warre againſt your owne affeftions, 
And the huge Army of the worlds deſires ; 
Our late Edi& ſhall ſtrongly ſtand in force, 
Na«varre ſhall be the wonder of the world. 
Our Court ſhall be a little Academe, 
Still and contemplativeinliving Art. 
You three, Biron, Dumaine,and Longavile, 
Have ſworne for three yeecresterme to live with me, 
My fellow Schollers,and to keepe thoſe ſtatutes 
That are recorded in this ſcedulc here. 
Yeur oathes are paſt,and now ſubſcribe your namcs : 
That his owne hand may ſtrike his honour downe, , 
That violates the {malleſt branch herein : 
If youare arm'd to docegas {worne to doe, 
Subſcribe to your _— oathes,and keepe them to. 
Long. Iam reſolv'd, tis but a three yeeres falt : 
Theminde ſhall banquet,though the body pire, 
Fat paunches haveleane pates : and dainty bits, 
Make rich the ribs,but bankerout the wats. 
Damais. My loving Lord, Dwmaine is mortifed, 
The groſſer m#nner of theſe worlds delights, 
He throwesupon the grofſe worlds baſer ſlaves : 
To lovesto wealth,to pompe,I pincand die, 
With all theſe living in Philoſophy. 
Biron, I can bur ſay their proteſtation over, 
So much(deare Licge)] have already ſworne, 
That is,to live and ſtudy herethree yeeres. 
But thereare other ſtrict obſervances: 
As not toſee a woman in that terme, 
Which I hope well is notenrolled there, 
And one day ina weeke to touch no foods : 
And but one meale on every day beſide ; 
The which 1 hope is not enrolled there. 
And then to ſlcepe but three houres in the night, 
Andnotbe ſecneto winke of all the day, 
When I was went tothinke no harme all night, , 
And make a darke nighttoo of halfe the day : 


| 


eAtlus Primus, Scaena Prima, 


| WhichT hope well is not enrolled there. 
O,theſe are taskes, too hard to keepe, 
Notto ſee Ladics,ſtudy ,faſt,not ſleepe. 
Ferd. Your oath is paſt to paſſe away from theſe. 
Biron, Let me ſay no my Liege,andif you plcaſe, 
T onely ſwore to ſtudy with your Grace, 
And itay here in your Court for three yeares ſpace. 
Long. You {woreto that Biron,and tothe reſt. 
Bir. By yeaand nay fir,then I ſwore in jclt. 


W har isthe end of ſtudy,let me know ? 
Ferd. Why that to know which clſe wee ſhould not 
know. ( ſenſe. 


Bir. Things hid and bard(you meane)from common 
Ferd. 1,that is ſtudics god-like recompencc. 
Bir. Come onthen,I will ſweare to ſtudy ſo, 
Toknow the thing] am forbid to know : 
thus,to ſtud y where I well may dine, 
hen I to faſt expreſly am forbid. 
Or ſtudy where to meet ſome Miftreſle fine, 
When Miſtreſſes from common ſenſe are hid. 
Or having ſworne too hard a keeping oath, 
Study to breake it,and not breake my troth. 
If ſtudies gaine be thus,and this be 10, 
Study knowes that which yet it doth not know, 
Sweare meto this,and I will ne're ſayno. 
+ Ferd. Theſcbe the ſtops that hinder ſtudy quite, 
And traine our intclleQsto vaine delight. 
Bir. Why ? all delightsare vaine,and that moſt vaine, 
Which _ paine purchas'd,doth inherit paine, 
As painefully ropoareupona , 
To freke the light of truth, while truth the while 
Doth falſly blinde the eye-ſight of his looke : 
Light ſeckinglight,doth light beguile : | 
So ere you find where light indarkneſlſe lics, | 
Your light growesdarke by of your eyes. 
Study me how to pleaſe theeye i R 
By fixing it upon a fairer eye, 
Who dazling ſo,that cye ſhall be his heed, 
And give him light that it wasblinded by. | 
Study is like the heavens glorious Sunne, | 
That will riot be deepeſearch'd with ſawcy lookes : 
Small have continuall plodders ever wonne, 
Save baſe authoritie from others Bookes. 
Theſe carthly Godfathers of heavens lights, 
That give a name to every fixed ſtarre, 
Have nomore profit oftheir ſhining nighrs, 
Then thoſe that walke,and wot not what __ 
Too much to know,is to know nought but : 
And every Godfather can give a name. 
Ferd. How well hee*s read;to reaſon againſt —_ 
a. 
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Dum. Procceded wall,to ſtop all good proceeding. 
___— weedesthe Corne,and ſhll lets grow the wee- 
ing» 
Fir. - = o—_ is neare when Greene Geeſe area 
| ree T, 
Dum. How toflowesthat ? 
Bw. Fit in hisplace and time. 
Dwm. In reaſon nothing. 
F+-. Something then in rime. 
Ferd. Bronis like an envious ſneaping Froſt, 
That bites che firſt borne Infants of . Spring- 
Bu. OY I am,why ſhould proud Suauner boaſt, 
Before the Birds have any cauſe to ſing ? 
Why ſhould 1 joy in any abortive birth? 
At Chriſtmas 1 no more deſire a Roſe, 
Than wiſha Snow in Mayesnew fangled ſhowes 2 
But like of each thing that in ſeaſon growes. 
So you to ſtudy now 1t is too late, : 
That were toclymbe orethe houſe Vunlocke the gate. 


Fer. Well,fit you out : goe home Bios : aduc. 

Bir, No my Lord,1 have ſwornto ſtay with you- 
And though 1 have for barbariſme ſpoke more, . F 
Then for that Angell know you can ſay, 


Yetconfident Ile keepe what 1 have ſwore, 
And bide the pennance of cach three yeeres day. 
Give me the Paper let me readethe ſame, 
And to the ſtriX'it decrees Ile write my name. 
Fer. How well this yeclding reſcues thee from ſhame. 
Bir. Item. Thatno woman ſhall come within a mile 
of my Court. : 
Hath this been proclaimed ? 
Long. Foure dayes agoc. 
Ber. Let's (ee the penalty. 
Onpaine of looſing her tongue. 
Who devis'd this penalty ? 
Lon. Marry thatdid 1. 
Bir, Sweet Lord,and why ? | 
Lon. Tofright them hence with that dread penalty, 
A dangerous Law againlt gentility. 
lew,1t any man be lcenetotalke with a woman with» 
in 'the tearme of three yeares 4 hee ſhall endure ſuch 
; wy ſhame as the reſt. of the Court ſhall poſſibly 
eviſe. 
Bir. This Article my Licge your ſelfe muſt breake, 
For well you know here comes in Embaſſic 
The French Kings daughter,with your {clfeto ſpeake: 
A Maide of Graceavd compleat Majelty, 
About ſurrender up of Aquitaine : 
To her decrepit,ſicke,and bed-rid Fatber. 
Therefore this Article is made in vaine, 
Or vainely comes the admired Princefſe hirher. 
Fer, What fay you Lords? 
. Why this was quite forgot, 
Bir. So evermore is overſhot, 
White it doth {tudy to have what it would, 
It doth torgettodoe the thing it ſhould : 
And whes it hath the thing it hunteth moſt, 
'Tis won as Townes with tire, ſo won,ſoloſt. 
Fer. We muſt of force diſpence with this Decree; 
She muſt lie here on meere neceſſity. 
Bir. Neceſſity will make us all forſworne 
Three thouſand times within thisthree yeares ſpace : 
For every man with his affe&s is borne, 
Not by might maſtred,but by ſpeciall grace: 
or me, 


TC —— 


— 


| If I breake taith,this word ſhall 
| I amforſ,yorne on meere neceffitic. 


ms. 


fleſh. 


Sotothe Lawesat large I write my name, 
And he that breakesthemin the leaſt degree, 
Stands in attainder of eternall ſhame. 
| Suggeſtions are to others as to me : 

Buc I beleeve I ſeemeſoloth, 
{ Lamthe laftthat will laſt keepe his oath. 

But1s there no quicke recreation granted ? 

, Fer, Ithatthere is,cur Court y ou know is haunted 
With a conceited Travailer of Spaine, 
A man inall the world new faſhion planted, * 
That hatha mint of phraſes in his braine : 
One,whom the muſicke of his owne vaine tongue, 
A man of complements,whom rights 
A man ,whom right and wr 
Have choſe as vmpire of their a an 
This childe of fancte that Armads hight, 
Forinterim to our ſtudies ſhall relate, 
In high-borne words the worth of many a Knight ; 
From tawny Spaize loſt in the worlds debate, 
How you delight my Lords,I know not I, 
But I proteſt 1 love to heare him lie, 
{ And I will uſe him for my Minſtrelſie. 

Bir. eArmads isa moſt illuſtrious wight, 

A man of firenew words,Faſhions owne . 

Lon, Coſfterdthe ſwaincand h# ſhall be our ſport, 
And foto {tudie,three yeeresis but ſhort. 


Emer a Conſtable with Coftard witha Leiter. 


\ Conft Which isthe Dukes owne perſon. 

Bir. This fellow, What would'ſt ?. 

Con. I my ſelfe reprehend his owne perſon , for I am 
his Graces Tharborough : But I would ſce his owne per- 
{on in fleſh and bloud. 

Bir. This 1s he. 
| Con. Signior Arme, Arme commends you : 
| There's villany abroad, this letter will cell you more. 

Clow. Sir, the Contempts thereof are as touching 
mere. 
Fer. A Letter from the magnificent eArmads. 

Bir. How low ſoever the matter , Ihope in God for 
high words. 

Lon. A high hope for alow heaven, God grant us pa- 
rience. 

Bir. Toheare, or forbeare hearing. 

Lon, To heare meckely fir, andto laugh moderately, 
orto torbeare both. 

Bir. Well fir, be it as the ſtile ſhall give us cauſe to 
clime in the merrineſle. 

{ low. The matter is tome fir,as concerning [aquenetta. 
The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner. 

- Bir, In whatmanncr ? 

Clow.1In manner and forme followiug firall thoſethree. 
I was ſeene with her in the Mannor houſe , fitting with 
her upon the Forme, and taken following her into the 
Parke : which put together , is in manner and forme 
following. Now fir for the Manner ; Is the manner 


| ofa man toſpeaketo a Woman , for the Forme in ſome 


forme. 
Bir. For the followiag fir. 
(tow. As it ſhall follov/ in my corretion , and God 
defendthe right. 
Fer, Will you heare this Letter with atrention ? 
Bir. As we would heare an Oracle. 
Cle. Suchisthe ſimplicity of man to bearken after the 


L 3 


Fer. Great 
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Ferdinind, 
Rear Deputy,the Welkins Vicegerent , and ſole domina- 
tor of Navaric, my ſoules earthes God, and bodies fo- 
ſtrmg Parrone : 

Ale. Not a ord of Coſtard yet. 

Ferd. Sout 6. ; 

Coſt. It may be {o : but if he ſay it is ſo,heis intelling 
tine : but ſo. | 

Ferd, Feace, 

Clow. Be ro megand every man that dares not fight. 

Ferd. No words, 

Clow, Of other mens ſecrers Ibeſeech you. 

Ferd. So it ts, b-ſieved with ſable coloured — 
did commend the blacke oppreſſing bumony to the moſt - 
ſome Phy ſicke of thy health giromg ajre: And as I am 4 Gen- 
tlem in betooke my ſ Ife tow the : the time When? about the 
feet hour? When Beats moſt graſe, Birds beft pecke, and men 
fit dowae to that nouriſhment which u called $ : So much 
for the tire When. Now for the ground Which ? which [ 
meane / wal':t »pon, it us ycleped, Thy Parkz. Then for the 
Place Where t where | meane { did encounter that objcene and 
molt p epoterow event that draweth from my ſnow-whue Yen 
the Ebo«-colowed Inks , which heere thou vieweſt , beboldeft , 
ſurvayeſt or (eeft, But to the place Whre: It ftandeth 

N 112 Ns th-E aft and by Exft from the Welt corver of thy 
curious knoited Garden; There did | ſee tht low fpr ted 
Swaine, that baſs Minow of thy my th, ( Clowne. Mec? ) 
that unlettered ſmall-hnowi g ſoule, ((:ow. me? ) that ſhallow 
v4ſſal'( Clow.tili M.2Ywhich 45 I remember hight Coltard, 
by eft abliſhed 
proclaimed Edit and (ontinent Canon : Whichwah,O with, 
but with this I paſſion roſay wherewith : 

Clo. With a Wench. 

Ferl. With a child: of our Grandmother Eve, a female; 
or for thy more »nderitanding a woman : him, i ( as my ever 
eſteemed dntie prickes me on) h..,ve (ent to thee, to recerve the 
meed of puniſhment by the ſweet Graces Officer Anchony 
Dull,s man of good repute carriage bearing and eff umation, 

Aath.Mz,an'c ſhall pleaſe you? | am eA- thoxy Dal, 

Fed. For Taquenerta(ſo © the weaker weſſell called) which 
] apprebended with the aforeſaid Swain, / keep her as a veſſek of 
thy Lawes fury 4nd ſhall at the leaft of thy ſw-et nonce , brang 
her to triall. Thine in all complements of d: voted and heart- 
burning heat of duti:, 
Don Adriana de Armado. 


Bir. This isnotſo well as I looked for , but the beſt 
that ever I heard. 
Fe-d. 1 the belt for the worſt. But firra,What ſay you 
to this? 
Clo. Sirl confclſe rhe Wench. 
Fer. Did you hcare the Proclemation ? 
Ch. Idoeconfeſſe much of the hearing it, but little of 
the marking of it. 
Ferd. It was proclaimed a yceres impriſonment to bee 
taken with a Wench. 
Clo: Ie was taken with none fir, I wastaken witha 
Damoſcil. 
Ferd. Well,it was proclaimed Damoſell. 
Clo. This was no Damolell ncither fr, (hee was a Vir- 


N. 

Ferd. It isſo varied tooyfor it was proclaimed Virgin. 
Cho. If it were, deny her Virginitic : I was taken with 
{ a Maide. 

| Fer. This Maide willnot ſerve your turne (ir. 

Cho. This Maide will ſerve my turne fir. 


| 


' Theſe oathes 


Fer. Sir will your ſentence: You ſhall 
faft a Weeke with Branneand Water. 
= I had rather pray a Moneth with Mutton and Por- 
rigde. | 
Ferd, And Don Armade ſhall be your Keeper. 
My Lord Bron, ſec him deliver'dore, ' 
And goe we Lords to put in praftice that, 
Which each to other hath ſo ſtrongly ſworne, Exrart, 

Bw Ile lay my head toany good mans H t, 

Lawes will prove an idic ſcorne, 
Sirra,come' 00. 

(te. 1 ſuffer for thetruth fir : for true it is, 1 was ta- 
ken with [aquencrta,and laquenerta is a true Girle , and 
therefore welcome the ſowre cup of proſperity,affiction 
may one day ſaule againe, and untill then fir downe fſor- 
row. Ext. 

Enter Armado a Braggart,and Moth bu P ge. 
Bra. Boy, What ſigne 1s it when a man ot great ſpirit 
gro:.es mcelancholly ? 

Boy. A great (igne ſir,that he will looke (ad. 

Brag. Why ? ſadncflc is one and the ſelfe-fame thing 
deare lmpe. 

Loy. No,no,O Lord fir no. 

Brag. How canſt chou part fadneſſe and melancholly, 
my tender /uvenaell ? 

Bor. By afamiliar demonſtration of the working , my 
tough Signior. 
rag. Why tough Signtor ? Why tough ſignior ? 

Boy. Why tender Invenall? Why tender [wvenall.? 

Boy. 1 ſpoke it render /wvezal, asa congruent epithe- 
con,appertaining to thy yong dayes, which we may nomi- 
nate render, 

Boy. And I tough Signior , as an appertinent tithe to 
your old time,which we may name tough. 

Brag. Precty and apt. 
Bey. How meane you fir,l pretty, and my ſaying apt ? 


or | apt,and my ſaying pretty ? 


Brag. Thou pretty, becauſe little. 
Boy. Lutlc pretty, becauſe little ; wherefore apt ? 
Brag. And therefore apt,becauſe quicke. 
Boy. Speake you this in my prailc Maſter ? 
Brag. In thy condigne praiſe. 
Zoz. I will praiſe an Eele withthe ſame praiſe. 
Brag. What ? thatan Eeie is ingenuous, 
Boy. Thar an Eele is quicke. 
Brag. 1 doe ſay thou art quicke in anſweres. Thou 
heat'(i my blood. 
Boy. Iam anſwer'd fir. 
B ag. | lovenottobecroſt. - 
Boy He ſpeaks the clean contrary,crofſes love not him. 
Br.I have promis'd to Rudy i1j yecres with the Duke. 
Boy. You may doc it in an houre fir, 
Bag. impoſſible, 
Boz How many 1s one thrice told ? 
Brag, | am ill ar reckning,it fits the ſpirit of a Tapſter, 
Boy. You are a Gentleman anda Gamelter fir. 
Brag. | conteſle both , they are both the varniſh of a 
compica! ma'!. | 
Boy. Then Iam ſure you know how much the groſle 
ſumme of deuſ-aſc amounts to, 
B ag. It dothamountro one morethentwo, 
. Boy. Which the baſe vulzar call three. Br.True. 
Boy. W hy fir is this ſuch a peece of (ttudy? Now here's 
three (tudied,ere you'!l thrice winke, and how caſic it is 
to put yearesto the word three,aad ſtudy three yeeres in 
two words,the dancing horſe willtell you 
Brag. A 
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Brag. A molt fne hgure. 


Boy. To Prove you a-Cypher. 

Brag. I will hereupon conteſſe I am in love: and as 
it is bate for a __— to ————_ am [in RR a 
baſe Wench, If drawing my againſt umour 
of affection, would deliver mce from the reprobate 
thought of it, I would take Deſire priſoner, and ranſome 
him to any French Courtier tor a new devis'd curteſie . I 
thinke ſcorne to figh , meethinkes I ſhould out-ſweare 
Cupid. Comfort me Boy, What great men have beene 
inlove? 

Boy. Hercules, Maſter. | 

Brag. Molt tweet Hereales: more authority deare Boy, 
name mere 3 ang Camry childs let them bee men of 

ood repute and carriage. | 
: Boy. Fcampſon, Maſter he was a man of good corriogh 
great carriage : tor hee carried the Touwne-gates on 
backe like a Porter : and he was inlove. Sang 

Brag. O well-knit Sawpſon, j ampſox ; 
[dovexcell thee in my RC ——_ did{t mee 
in carrying gates. I am in love too, Who was Sawpſons 
Love my deare Moth ? 

Boy. A woman, Maſter. 

Brag. Of what exion ? 

Boy. Ofall the toure,or the three,or the two,or one of 
the foure. ; 

Brag. Tell me preciſcly of what Complexion? 

Boy. Ot the Sea-water Greene fir. 

Brag. Is that one ofthe foure xions ? 

Boy. As 1 hae read fir,and the beſt of .hem too, 

Brag. Greene indeed is the colour of Lovers: but to 
have a Love of that colour, me thinkes Sowpſen had {mall 
reaſon tor it. He ſurely afteted her for her wit.. 

Boy. It was ſo fir,for ſhe had a greene wit. 

Bras, My Love is moſt immaculate whiteand red. 

Boy. Molt immaculate thoughts Malter,are masK'd un- 
der ſuch co'ours. *» : 

Brag. Define,define,well educated infant, 

Boy. My tachers witte, and my mothers tongue affiſt 


mee. : 

Brag. Sweet invocation of a childe, moſt pretty and 
pathericall. ; 

Boy. If ſhe be made of white and red, 

Her faults will ne're be knowne : 

For bluſhing cheekes by faults are bred, 

And feares by pale white ſhowne : 

Then if ſhe feare,or be to blame, 

| By this you ſhallnot know, 

For (till her checkes poſſefſe the ſame, 

Which native ſhe doth owe : : 

A dangerous rime Maſter againſt the reaſon of white 
and redde. 

Brag. Is there not a Ballet Boy , of the King and the 
Begger ? 

Boy. The world was very guilty of ſuch a Ballet, ſome 
three Ages ſince,burt I thinke now tisnot to be found : or 
if it were,it woald neither ſerve for the writing , nor the 
rune, | 

Brag. 1 will have that ſubje& newly writ ore , that I 
may my di by ſome mighty preſident, 
Boy,1 doe love that Girle that I tooke in the 
_ with the rationall Hinde Coftard : ſhee deſerves 
well. 

= Tobe whip'd : and yet a better Love then my 
Maſter, 


Brag. Sing Boy,my ſpirit growes heavy in love. 


— 


Boy. And that's great marvell,loving a light Wench, 
Brag. I ay ing. 
Boy. Forbeare till this company bepaſt. , 


Enter (Towne, Conſtable and Wench. 


Conſt, Sir, the Dukes pleaſure, is that keepe Co- 
ffardiafe,and you muſi let him take no delight, nor no | 
pennance, but he muſt faſt three dayes a weeke : for this 
Damlell,1 mult keepe herat the Parke,ſhee is allow'd for 
the Day-woman. Fare you well. Exwu. 


Brag. AO my felfe with bluſhing : Maide- 


Maid. Va 
Brag. 1 will viſit thee at the b 
Mad. That's here by. _ 
Brag. I know where it is ſituate. 
Maid. Lord how wiſe you are ! 
Brag. 1 willtell thee wonders. 
AMaid. With that face? Y-,. 
Brag. I love thee, ; 
Maid. So I heard you ſay, 
Brag. Ando farewell, 
Mad. Faire weather after you. 
Come [aqueneta,away. Exemnt. 
_ Bra þ I illaine,tbou ſhalt faſt for thy offencesere thou 


Ci, Well fir,l hope when Idoe it), 1 ſhall doe it ona 
full tomacke. 

Brag. Thou ſhalt be heavily puniſhed. 

Ci. Iam more bound to you then your fellowes , for 
they are but lightly —_— 

9. Take away this Villaine,ſhut him up. 

Boy. Come youtranſgreſſing ſlaveaway. _ 
_ Let me not be pent up fir , 1 will be faſt being 

{e. | 
Boy. No (ir, that were faſt and looſe : thou ſhalt to 
priſon. 

Claw, Well,if ever I doe ſeethe merry dayes of deſo- 
lation that I have ſcene, ſome ſhall ſee. 

Boy. What ſhall ſome {ce ? 

Clow. Nay nothing, Maſter cAorb, but what they 
looke upon. It 1s not for priſoners to be ſilent in their 
words,and therefore I will ſay nothing : I thanke God, 1 
have as little patience as another man and theretore I can 
be quiet. Exit, 

= & doc affeR the very ground ( which is baſe) 
where her ſhooe ( which is baler ) guided by her foote 
(which is baſeſt)doth tread, 1 ſhall be forſworne(which 
152 argument of falſhood ) if | love.” And how can 
thatbe true love, which is falſly attempted > Love is a fa- 
miliar, Love 18a Divell. There is no cvill Angell but 
Love,yet Sampſon was ſo tempted , and hee hadan excel- 
lene (ſtrength : Yet was Salewen ſo feduced , and hee had 
a very good wit. Cupids Bur-ſhaft ist0o hard for Her- 
cmles » and therefore too much oddes for a Sp«- 
niards Rapier : The firlt and ſecond cauſe will not ſerve 
my turne : the Paſſads hee reſpeRts not the Dwels hee 
regards not ; his diſgrace is to bee called Boy , but his 
glory isto ſubdue men. Aduc Valour , ruſt Rapier, bee 
{till Drum,for your is in love ; yea, bee loveth. 
Aſſiſt me ſome extemporall god of Rume , for I am ſure 1 
ſhall turne Sonnet. Deviſe Wit, write Pen, for I amfor 
whole volumes in folio. 


L 3 eAllus + 
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eA, us Serunds: | 


D — 


Enter the Princeſſe of France with three attending Ladies, 


| 


Bojet. Now Madam ſummon pw deareſt ſpirits, 
Conſider whem the King your Father ſends: 

Ta whom he ſends,and what's his Embaſlic. 

Your ſclfc,held precious in the worlds eltceme, 


Of all 


Graces deare, 
When ſhe did ſtarve the generall world befide, 
And prodigally gave themall to you. 

Prin. Good L.Boyet,my beauty though but meane, 
Needes not the painted flouruh of your praiſe : 
Beauty is bought by judgement of the eye, 

Not uttred by baſe falect Chapmens tongues ; | 
I amleſſe proud to heare you tell my worth, 

Then you much willing to be counted wiſe, | 
In ſpending thus your wit io praiſe of mine. 

Butnouw to taske the tasker,good Boyer, 

You are not ignorant,all-telling fame | 
Doth noyſe abroad Navarre hath madea vow, . 

Till painefull ſtudy hall our-wearethree yeares, 
No woman may approach his ſilent Court : 
Therefore to's {eemeth it a needfull courſe, 
Before we enter his forbidden Gates, 

To know his plcalure,and in that bebalfe 

Bold of your worthineſſe,we ſingle you, 

As oar beſt moving faire Soliciter : | | 
Tell him the Daughter of the King of France, | 
On ſerious buſineſſe,craving quicke diſpatch, 
Imporcunes perſonall conference with his Grace. 
Haſte,ſignifie ſo much, while weattend, 

Like humble —__ Sutors his high will. 

Boyer. Proud of iwployment,willingly I goe. Exit, 

Prin. All de is vale pride,and Aud 4 ſo: 
Who arethe Votaries my loving Lords , that are yow- 
fcllowes with this vertuous Duke ? 

Lor. Longavileis one. 3; 

Prin. Know youthe man? 

1 Lad, I knew him Madamat a marriage Feaſt, 
Berweene L.Perigort and the beautcous heire 
Of lagnes Faxconbridge ſolemnized. 

In Normandy ſaw I this Longavile, 

A man of {overaigne parts heis eſtecm'd : 

Well fitted in the Arts,glorious in Armes : 

Nothing becomes him 11 that he would well. 
Theenely ſoyle of his faire vertues gloſle, + 

(If vertnes gloſlc will ſtaine with any ſoyle,) 

Isa ſharpe wit march'd with too blunt a will : 

W hoſe edge hath power to cut, whoſe will till wils, 
It ſhoud none ſpare that come within his power. 

Prem. Some merry mocking Lord belike,iſt ſo ? 

Lad. 1. They fay ſo moſt, that moſt his humors know. 

Pris. Such ſhort liv'd wits doe wither as they grow. 
Who arethe reſt ? 

2.Lad.The yong Damaine a well accompliſh'd youth, | 


, 


Ofall that Vertue love,for Vertue loved. 

Moſt power to doe moſt harme,leait knowing ill; 
For he hath wit tomake @n ill ſhape good, 

And ſhape to wingracethough he had no wir. 

I ſaw himat the Duke Alanzoes once, 

And much too little of that good I faw, 


| Is my report to his great 


worthineſſe, 

Roſa. Another of theſe Students at that time, 
Was there with him as I have heard a trurh. 
Birone they call himgbuta merricr man, 
Witkinthe limit of becomming mirth, 

4 never ſpent an ——_— withall, 

15 eye begers occaſion for wit 
Forevery obje&tthatthe onedothcatch, 
The other turnesto a mirth-moving jeſt. 
W hich his faire tongue(conceits Expoſitor) 
Deliversin ſuch apt and gracious words, 
That aged cares play Trewantat his Tales, 
And yonger hearings are quite raviſhed. 
So ſweetand is his diſcourſe, 

Prin. God blefſe my Ladies,are they all in love? 
Thar every one her owne hath garniſhed, 
With ſuch bedecking ornaments of praiſe. 

Ma, Heere comes Boyet. 


Enter Bojet, 


Prin. Now, what admittance Lord? 

Boyet. Navore had notice of your faire approach; 
And he and his Competitors in oath, 
Wereall addreſt to meere you gentle Lady 
Before I came : Marry thusI have learnt, 
He rather meanes to lodge you in the ficld, 
Like one that comes heere to befiege his Court, 
Than ſecke a diſpenſation for his oath ; 


{ Tolct you enter his unpeopled houlc. 


Enter Navar , Longavile, Dumaine and Birone. 


Heere comes Navarre; 
N #v. Faire Princefſe, welcometothe Court of Naver. 
*rwm, Faire I give you backe againe , and welcome 1 
havenot yet : the roofe of this Court is too high to bee 
yours, and welcome to the wide fields , too baſe to bee 
miInc. 
Nev. You ſhall be welcome Madam to my Court. 
Prin. I will be welcome then, Condut me thither. 
Nav. Heare me deare Lady,I have ſworne an oath- 
F rin, Our Lady helpe my Lord,bee'l be forſworne. 
Nav. Not forthe world aire Madam,by my will. 
Prin. Why,will ſhall breake it will,and nothing cl(c. 
Nav. Your Ladiſhip is i what itis. 
Pris, Were my Lord ſo, his ignorance were wile, 
Wherenow his knowledge muſt prove ignorance. 
I heare your Grace hath ſworne out Hoaſ-keeping : 
'Tisdeadly finne to keepe that oath my Lord, 
And finne to breake it : 
But pardon me, am too ſodaine bold, 
To m— - _— a wu 6 
Vouchſafe ro readethe purpoſe of my comming, 
And ſodainely reſolve me in mph 
Nav. Madam,l will,if ſodamly I may. 
Prin. You wil theſooner that I were away, 
For you'll prove perjur'd if you make me ſtay. 
Bir. Did not I dance with you in Brahent once ? 
Roſa. Did not I'dance with you in _—_— ; 
. ir, 
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Bir. I know youdid, 

Roſa. How needlefſe was it thento aske the queſtion ? 
Bir. You muſt not be ſoquicke, | 

Ro. 'Tis long of youthat ſpur mee with ſuch queſtions. 
Bir. Your wit'stoo hott ſpeedstoo faſt , 'ewill tires 
Raſo. Not till it leave the Rider inthe mire. 

Bir. W hat time a day ? 


Reſa. The boure that fooles ſhould aske. [ 


Br. Now faire befall your maske. 

Roſa» Faire fall the face it covers. 

Bir. And ſend you many lovers. 

Roſa. Amen, fo you be none, 

Bw. Nay then will I be gone. 

Fer. Madame, your father heere doth intimate, . 
The paiment of a hundred thouſand Crownes, 
Being but th'one halfe, ofanintire fumme, 
Disburſed by my father in his warres. 

But ſay that he, or we, 48 neither have 

Receiv'd that ſumme ; yet there remaines unpaid 
A hundred thouſand more : in ſurety ofthe which, 
One part of Aquitaine is bound to us, 

Aithough not valued tothe moneys worth, 

If then the King your tather will reſtore 

But that one halte which = unſatisfied, 

We will give up our right in Aquitaine, 

And hold faire friendiip with his Majeſty : 

But that it ſcemes he little , 

For here he doth demand to have repaid, 

An hundred thouſand Crownes, and not demands 
One paument of a hundredthouſand Crownes, 
To have his titlelive in Aquitame, 

Which we much rather had withall, 

And have the money by our father lent, 
Then Aquitaine, ſo guelded as itis. 
Deare Princeſſe, were not his requeſts (o farre 

From reaſons yeelding, your faire ſelte ſhould make 

A yeelding *gainſt ſome reaſon in my breſt, 

And goe well ſatisfied to France againe. 

Prm, You doe the King my Father roo much wrong, 

And wrong the reputation of your name, 
In ſounſeeming to conteſle receic 
Ot that which hath ſo faithfully becne paid. 
Fer. 1 doc proteſt I never heard of it, 
And if you prove it, lle repay it backe, | 
Or yeeld up eAgquitaine, 

Prin. Wearreſt your word : 

Boyet, you can acquittances 
For ſach a ſumme, from ſpeciall Otficers, | 
Of Charles his Father. 

Fer, Satisfie me fo. 

Bojet. So pleaſe your Grace, the packet is not come 
Where that and other ſpecialties are bound, 

To morrow you ſhall have a fight of them. 
Fer, It ſhall ſuifice me 3 at which enterview, 
All liberall reaſon would I yeeld unto : 
Meane time, receive ſuch welcome atmy hand, 
As Honour, without breach of Honor may 
Make tender of, to thy true worthineſſe. 
You may not come faire Princeſicin my gares, 
But heere without you ſhall be ſo receiv'd, 
Asyou ſnall deeme your ſelfe lodg'd in my heart, 
Though ſodeni'd farther harbour in my houſe : 
Your owne good thoughts excuſe me, and farewell, 
Tomorrow we ſhall viſit you againe. 
Prin.Sweet health and faire deſires conſort your grace. 


Fer, Thy owne wiſh, wiſh I thee, in every place. Exit. | 


U—_— 


ax + I ell commutyuntany owne heart. 
0. FIAy you m commendations,; 
I __ ghd ſce it. of | 
09. I would you heard it grone. 
La. Ro. Is the ſoule ficke 3 
Boy. Sicke atthe heart. 
La. Ro. Alacke, lctit bloud. 
Boy. Would th doe it good? 
La. Ro: My Philicke fayes 1, 
Zo. Will your prick't with youreye. 
La. Ro. No poym, with my knite, 
La. Ro. yours from long living. | 
Bur. pn ary" Exit. 
Enter Dumaine. \ | 
Dwm. Sir, I pray you a word : what Lady isthat ſame? 
Boy. The heire of Alanſon, Roſalm her name. 
Dum. Agallant Lady, Mounfier fare you well. - Exit. 
Enter fe. 
Long. I beſeech youa word : what is ſhe inthe white? 
Boy. A woman ſometimes,if you ſaw her in the light, 
Long. Perchancelight inthe light : I defire her name. 
Boy. She hathbut one for her (cite , 
To defire that were a ſhame. 
Lon. Pray you fir whoſe daughter? 
Boy. Her mothers, I have heard. 
Long. Gods bleſſing a your beard. 
Boy. Good fir benot otfended, 
She is an heire of Faulconbridge. 
Long. Nay, my choller is ended : 
Shee is a moſt fweet Lady. 
Boy. Notunlike fir, that may be. 
Enter Birone, 
Bir. What's her name in the caps 
Boy. Katherine b hap. 
Bw. Is (he w , or no: 
Boy. To her will fix, oro. 
Bw. Youare welcome fir, adiew . 
Boy. Fare well tome fir, and welcome to you- F#xie, 
La. Me. That laſt is Biront, the mery tmad-cap Lord. 
Not a word with him, but a jeſt. 
Boy. And every jeſt but a word. 
Fri, It was well done ey his wotd. 
Boy. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to bootd. 
Lad Ma. Two hot 9144 
And wherefore not Ships ? | (lips- 
Boy. No ſheepe ({weet Lamb) unlefſe we feed on your 
La. You ſheepe and I : ſhall char finiſh the jeſt? 
Boy. So you grant for mc. 
La. Not ſo gentle beaſt, 
My lips are no Comme, though ſeveral they be. 
Boy. Belonging to whom ? | 
La. To my fortunesand me. 
Prin. Good wits will be jangling, but gentles agree- 
This civill warre of wits were much better uſed 
On XN averand his bookemen, for heere'tis abus'd, 
Boy. If my obſervation (which very ſeldomelyes 
By the hearrs till rhertoricke, diſcloſed with eyes) 
Deceive me not now, A #veris infected. 
Prin. With what ? bg 
Boy. With that which we Lovers intitle affeQted. 
Prin, Your reaſon. " 
Boy. Why all his behaviours doe maketheir retire, 
To the court of his cye, peepingthorough deſire, 
His heart like an Agot with your prior impreſſed, 


Exit. Long. 


Proud 


—_l_— 


—— — 
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Proud with his forme, in his cye pride expreſſed. 
His tongue all impatient to and not ſce, 
Did ſtumble with balte in bis eyc-fight tobe, 
All ſenſes to that ſence did make their repai 
To fecle onely looking on faireſt of faire : 
Me thougktall bis fences werelockt in bis cyc, 
As Tewels in Chriſtall for femePrinceto buy. (glaſt, 
W ho tendring their owne worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you paſt. 
H1s faces owne margent did coate ſuch amazes, 
That all eyes ſaw his eyes inchanted with gazes, 
Ie give you eMquizaine,and all that 1s his, - 
And you give him for my fake, but one loving kiſle. 
.- Prin, Cometo our Pavillion, Boyer is diſpolde. 

Boy. But to ſpeake that in words,which his eye hath 
I onely have made a mouth of hiseye, (diſclol'd, 
By adding a tongue, which I know will not lye. 

Lad. Ro, Thouart an old Love-monger, and ſpeakeſt 


Skillfully. 
| Lad. Ma. Heis CapidsGrandfather, and learnes news | 


ofhim. © 


ther is but grim. 
Boy. Doe you heare my mad wenches ? 
Lad, 1. No 
Boy. What then, doe you ſee ? 
Lad. 2. 1,our way to be gone. 
Boy. Youare too hard for me. 


eAflus Tertia. 


Extunt ennes. 


— — 


—— 


Entr Braggett, and Boy. 


Song- 
Bra. Warblc child, make pailienate my ſenſe of hea- 


ring. . 

Bey. Concolincll. — ; 

Brag. Sweet Ayer, goc. tendernefſe of yeares : take 
this Key, give enlargement to the ſwaine, bring him fe- 
Rinatly hither : I muſt imploy him in a letter ro my 
Love. 

Boy. Will you win yourlove with a French braule ? 

Brag. How meaneſt thou ,brauling in French ? 

' Boy. No my compleat maſter, but to jigge off a tune 
atthe tongues end, canary to it with the feete, humour 
it with turning up your eye : ſigha note and ſing a note, 
ſometime through the throate : if you ſwallowed love 
with ſinging, love ſometime through the noſe, as if you 
ſhuft up love by ſmelling love, with your hat penthouſc- 
like ore the ſhop of your eyes, with your armescroſt on 

our thineb&ly doublet, (like a Rabber on a ſpit) or your 
hands in your pocket, like a man after the old painting, 
and keepe not too long in one tune, buta ſnip and away : 
theſe are complements,theſe are humours, theſe 
nice wenches that would be betraicd without theſe, and 
make them men of note : doe younote menthat moſt are 
affeed totheſe? 

Brag. How haſt thou purchaſedthis experience ? 

Boy. By my penne of obſervation. 

Brag. But Q, but O. 

Boy. The Hobby-horſe is . 

Brag. Cal't thou my love Hobbi-horſe. | 

Boy. Mo Maſter the Hobbi-horſeis bur a Colt, and 


your Love perhaps, a Hackny : 


Lad.2. Then was Venus like her mother, for her fa- 


| 


Bur have you forgot your Love ? 

Brag. Almoſt 1 had. 

Boy. Negligent ſtudent; learne ber by heart. 

Brag. B heart,and in heart Boy. 

Boy. And out of heart Maſter : al thoſc threeT will 
Prove, 

brag. What wilt thou prove ? 

Boy. A man, if T live (andthis) by, in, and without,up- 
on the inſtant : by heart you love her, becauſe you heart 
cannot come by her : in heart you love her, becauſe your 
heartis in love with her :and oat of heart you love her, 
being out of heart that you cannot enjoy her. 

Brag. 1 amall theſe three. 

"4 And three times as much more, and yer nothing 
at all. 

Brag. Fetch hither the Swaine, he muſt carry me alet- 
ter, 

Boy. Am well ſimpathiz'd, a Horſe to be embaſ- 
ſadour for an 4 

Brag. Ha, ba, What ſayeſt thou? 

Boy, Marry fir,you mult ſend the Aſſe upon the Horſe, 
for heis very flow gared : but I goe. 

Brag. The way is but ſhort, away- 

— = ſwift as Lead fir. - 

ra. Thy meaning pretty ingenious, is nor Lead a met- 
tall heavy, dull, lg ? 

Boy. Minime honeſt Maſter, or rather Maſter no. 

Brag. I ſay Lead is flow. 

Boy. You are too ſwitt fir to lay ſo. 

Is that Lead flow which is fir'd from a Gunne ? 

Brag. Sweet ſmoke of Rhetorike, 

He reputes me a Cannon, and the Bullet that's he : 
I ſhoote theeat the Swaine. 

Boy. Thump then, and I flee. © Exit, 

Brag. A moſt acute Iuvenal, voluble and free of grace, 
By thy favour ſweet Welkin, I mult ſigh in thy face, 
Moſt rude melancholly, Valour givesthee place. 

My Herald is return'd. 


Enter P age, and Clowne. 
Pag. - wonder Maſter, here's a ( oftard broken in a 
ne 
erm. Some cnigma , ſome riddle , no Lenvey be- 


gin. 

(70. No cgma, no riddle, no Lenwey, no falve, in the 
male far. Or fir, Plantan, a plaine Plantan : no Lexvey,no 
Lenuoy, or Salve fir, butaPlantan. 

Arm. By vertue thou inforceſt laughter, thy filly 
thought, my ſplcene,the heaving of my lunges provokes 
me to ridiculous ſmiling: O pardon me my ſtarres,doth 
the inconſiderate take ſa/ve for Lenwoy,and the world Len- 


voy for a ſalve? 
Pag. Doc the wiſe thinke them other, is not Lenvoy a 
. ſalve? (plaine, 


Arm. No Page, it isanepilogue or diſcourſe ro make 
Some obſcure precedence that hath tofore beene faine. 
Now will 1 begin your morrall, and doe you follow with 

my Lenwvoy, 

The Foxe, the Ape,and the Humble-Bee, 

Were ſtill at oddes, being but three. 
Pag. Vnrtill the Gooſe came our of doore, 
Staying the oddes by adding foure. 
A good Lenvey, ending inthe Gooſe : would you de- 
ſire more? 


(. The Boy hath ſold him a bargaing, a Goole, or 
| at 


— —— —_— 


| 


at 
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Sir, your -worth is good, and your Gooſe be fats 
To tel a '_ well isas cunning as faltand looe : 
Let me lee a'tat Lenvey, I that's a tat Goole. 

eArma, Come hither, come hither ; 

How didthis argument begin ? : 

Boy. By laying that a Coft«rd was broken ina ſhin. 
Then cal'd you tor the Lewvoy, 

Clow. Truc, and I for a Plantan : 

Thus came your argument 1n : 
Thenthe Boyes far Lewvey, the Gooſe that you bought, 
And he caded che marker. | 

Arms. But tell me ; How wasthere a Coftard broken 
ina ſhia e 

Pag. I willtell youſencibly. 

Clow. Thou halt nv feeling of it Aſoth, 
1 will ſpeake that Lewvoy. 

1 Coftard running out, that was ſafcly within, 
Fell over the threſhould, and broke my ſhin. 

Arm, We will talke no more of this matter- 

Claw, Till there be more matter in the ſhin. 

eArm. Sirra Coft ard, I will infranchiſc thee. 

Clw. O, marry me to one Francis, I (mell ſome Zew- 
v7, ſome Goole inthis, : 

Arm. By my ſweet ſoule, I meane; ſetting thee at liber- 
ty. Enfreedoming thy perſon ; thou wert lmmured, rc» 
ſtrained, captivated, bound. ; 

- (low. True, true, and now you will be my purgation, 
and let me loole. _ 

Arma. 1 give thee thy liberty, ſer thee from durance, 
and1n lica thereof, impoſe on thee nothing bur this : 
Beare this ſignificant to the country Maide {aquenerts : 
there is remuneration, for the beſt ward of mine honors 
is rewarding my dependants. Aforb, tollow. Exit. 

Pag. Like the ſequell I. 

Signcur Coſtard adew. Exit. 

Clow, My ſweet onnce of mansfleſh, my in-cony Iew: 
Now will I looke to his remuneration, 

Remuneration, O, that's the Latine word for three-far- 
things : There-farthings remuneration, W hat's the price 
of this yncle ? 1.d.no, Ic give you aremuneration: Why? 
[t carriesit remuneration : Why? Ir isa fairer name then 


4 —O—— I will never buy and fell out of this 
word. 


Emter Birone. 


Bir, O my good knave {oftard, exceedingly well met. 

| Clow. Pray you fir, How mach Carnation Ribbon may 
a man buy for a remuneration ? 

Bir. What is a remuneration ? 

Coſt. Marry fir, halfe penny farthings 

Ze, O, Why then three farthings worth of Silke. 

(*ſt. Ithanke your worſhip, God be wy you. 

Sir, O tay ſlave, Lmuſt employ thee: 

Asthou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 

| Doe one thing for me that I ſhall intreate. 

Clow. When would you have ir done fir ? 

| 


Bw. O this after-noone. 
(ow, Well, I willdoeit fir : Fare you well. 
Bir. O thou knoweſt not what it is. 
C/ow, 1 ſhall know fir, when I havedone it. 
Bir. Why villaine thou muſt knouy firſt. 
(7. 1 will come to your worſhip to morrow morning. 
Bir. It muſt bedone thigafter-noone, 
Harke ſlave, it is butthis : 
The Princeſſe comesto hunt herein the Parke, 


mm. 


Andin her traine there is a gentle Lady : 
When tongues ſpeake ſweetly, thenthey name her name, 
And Roſaime thiey call her, aske for her : 
—_——c whke SIE | 
'd up counſaile. There's thyguerdon : goe. 

Clo. Guerdon, O ſweet wy then remade- 
ration, alevenpe hing berter : moſt ſweet guer- 
don. I will doc it fir in print : guerdon, remuneration. 


Ex. 

Bir. O ! and I forſapthin love, | 
I that have beene loves whip ? 
A very Beadle roa humerous ſigh: A Criticke; 
Nay, a night-watch Conſtable. ' 
A dominecring pedant ore the 
Then ns mortall ſo magic 
This wimpled, whyning, purblind waiward Boy, 
This ſignior /wnios gyant dwarfe,don Cupid, 
Regent ot Love-rimes, Lord of folded armes, 
Th'annointed ſoyeraigne of ſighes and groanes: 
Licdge ofall loyterers and malecontents ; 
Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Codpeeces. 
Sole Emperator and great generall 
Of trotting Parrators (O my little heart. ) 
And I to bea Corporall of his field, 
And weare his colours like a Tumblers hoope?, 
What? L love !1I ſue !Iſreke a wife, 
A wotnan, that is like a Germane Clocke, 
Still a repairing ; ever out of frame, 
And never goiog a right, beingbur a Watch : 
But being watch, that it may ſtill goeright. 
Nay, to be perjurde, which is of all: 
And among three, to love the worſt of all, 
A whitly wanton, with a velver brow. - 
With ewo pitch bals ſtucke in her face for eyes. 
I, and by heaven, one that will doethe deed, 
Though eArgue were her Eunuchand her guarde. 
non ! ro watch for her | 
To or her, goe to : it isa pla 
Thar Cwpid will impoſe for my b fee i 
Of his almighty dreadfull little might. 
Well, I will love, write, figh, pray, fue, and grone, 
Some men muſt love my Lady, and ſome /one- 


PP 


Atus Quartus. 


Enter the Princeſſe, a Forreiter, her Ladies, and 
her Lords. 


Prin. Was that the King that ſpurd his borſe ſo hard, 
Againſt the ſteepe unriſing of the hill ? 

Boy, I know not, bur 1 thinke it was not he. | 

Prin. Who ere a was, a ſhew'd a mounting mind : 
Well Lords, today we ſhall have our diſpatch, 
On Saterday we will returne to France. 
Then Forreſter my friend, W here is the Buſh 
That we muſt ſtand and play the owrtherer in ? 

For. Hereby upon the edge of yonder Coppice, 
A Stand where you may make the faireſt ſhoote. 

Prin, I thanke my beauty, I am faire that ſhoote, 
And therenpon thou ſpeak'f the faireſt ſhoote. 

For. Pardon me Madam, for I meant not (0. 

Prin, What, what? Firſt praiſe me,thenagaine ſay n0- 
O ſhoreliv'd pride. Not faire ? alacke nts” _ 

or. 
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For. Yes Madam faire. | 
Pres. Nay, never paint menow; 
W here faire 15 nor, praiſe cannot mend the brow. 
Here (good my glaſic) take this for telling true : 
Faire paiment tor toule words, is more then due. 
For. Nothing but faire is that wbich yon inherit. 
Priv, See, ſee, my beaury will be ſav'd by merit. 
O herefie in faire, fit for theſe dayes, 
A giving hand, though foule, ſhall have faire praiſe. 
But come, the Bow : Now Mercy goes to ki 
And ſhooting well, is then accounted ill: 
Thus willI fave my credit inthe ſhoote, 
Not wounding, pitty weuld not let me do't : 
If wounding, then it was to ſhew my kill, 
That more for praiſe, than purpoſe meant to kill. 


did he ſee ? to overcome. To whom came he? tothe 
Begger. What ſaw he ? the r, Who overcame 
he ? the Begger. The concluſionis viRtory : On whoſe 
lide? the King : the caprive isinricht : On whole fide ? 
the Beggers. The he 1sa Nuptiall : On whoſe 
ſide? the Kings : no, on both in one, or one in both. I am 
the King (for ſo ſtands the compariſon) thou the Beg. 
ger, for ſo witneſſerth thy lowlineſlc, Shall I command 
thy love? 1 tmay, Shall 1 inforce thy love? I could. 
Shall Tentreate thy love ? I will, What, ſhale thou ex- 
change for ragges, roabes : for tittles titles, for thy ſelfe 
me. Thus expefting thy reply, I prophane my lips on 
thy toote, my cycs onthy pifture, and my heart on thy 
every part. 


And our of queſtion, 1o it is ſometimes : T hine in the deareſt deſigne of induftry, 
| Glory growes guilty ofdeteſted crimes, 
' When for Fames ſake, to praiſe an cutward part, Don Adrianadec Armado, 
We bendto that, the working of the heart. 
Thus doſtthou hearethe Nemean Lion roare, 


As 1 for praiſe alone now ſecke to ſpill 
The poore Deere bloud, that my heart meanes no ill. 


Gainſt thee thou Lambe, that tandeſt as his prey : 


Boy. Doe not curſt wives hold that ſelfe-ſoveraignty | Submiſſive fall his princely feete before, 
Onely for praiſe ſake, when they ſtrive to be And he from forrage will inclineto play. 
Lords ore their Lords? But if thou ſtrive (poore ſoule) what art thouthen ? 
Prin. Onely for praiſe, and praiſe we may afford, Food tor his rage, repaſture for his den. 
To any Lady that ſubdewes a Lord. | 
| Pron. What plume of feather is he that indired this 
Enter (lowne, Letter ? What vaine ? What Wcthercocke ? Did you 


Boy. Here comes a member of the commen-wealth. 
Clo, God dig-you-denall, pray you which is the head 


ever hearebetter ? 
Boy. I am much deceived, but 1remember the ſtile, 


Prin. Elſe your tnemory is bad, going ore it crewhilg. 


Lady? Boz.This Armads is a S, that keeps here in court 
Prin. Thou ſhalt know her fllow,by the reſt that have | A Phantafme, a Monarcho, and one thar inakes ſport _ 
no heads. To the Prince and his Booke-mates 
(to, Which is the greateſt Lady, the higheſt ? | Prin. Thoufcllowa word, 
Prin, Thethickeſt, andthe talleſt. | Who gavethee this Letter ? 


Clo. Thethbickeſt, and thetalleſt: it is ſo,truth is truth. 

And your waſte Miftris,were as ſlender as my wit, 
One a theſe Maides girdles for your waſte ſhould be fit. 
Are not you the chiete woman? You are thethickeſt here, 
Prin, What's your will fir ? What's your will? 
Clo. I have a Lerter from Monſicr Brroxe, 
Toone Lady Roſalixe, 

Prin. O thy letter, thy letter : He's a good friend of 
Stand aſide good bearcr. (mine, 
Boyet, you can carve, 

Breake upthis Capon, 

Boy. I am bound tolerve. 
This Letter is miſtooke : it importeth nong here ; 
It is write to [aquenetta. 

Prin. We will rcade it, I {weare. 

Breakethe nceke ofthe Waxe, and every one give care. 


Boyer reades. 


BY heaven, that thou art faire, is moſt infallible; true | neare, Finely put on indeed. 
that thou art beautcous, truth it {clfe that thou art | Afar, You ſtill wrangle with her Bojer,and ſhe ſtrikes 
lovely : more fairer then faire, beautifull then beautious, at the brow. 


truer thentruth it ſelfe : have comiſeration on thy heroi- 
call Vaſall. The magnanimous and moſt illuſtrate King 
Copbernalet eye upon the pernicious and indubitate Beg- 
ger Zenelophon : and he it was that might rightly ſay,Ye- 
ns, vids, vici ; Which to Anatomize in the vulgar, O 
baſe and obſcure vulgar ; widelscet, He came, Saw, and 0- 
vercame : he came one; {ce; two; covercame three. 
Who came ? the King. Why did he come? to ſee. Why 


Chow. I told you, my Lord. 
Pr. To whom ſhould*ſt thougive it ? 
Clow. From my Lordto my Lady. 
Prin, From which Lord, to which Lady ? 
(ow, From my Lord Berowne, a good malicr of mine, 
To a Lady of France, that he call'd Reſale. 
Prin.Thou haſt miſtaken his letter. Come | ords away. 
Hereſweet, put up this, 'twill be thine another day. 
Exennt. 
Boy. Who isthe ſhooter? Who is the ſhooter ? 
Roſa. Sha'l I teach you toknow. 
Boy. I my continent of beaury. 
Rea. Why ſhe that beares the Bow. Finely put off. 
Boy. My Lady goesto kill hornes, bur if thou marry, 
Hang me by the necke, if hornesthat yeare miſcarry. 
Finely put on. 
Roſa, Wellthen, I am the ſhooter, 
Boy. And who is your Deare? 


Roſa. 1f we chooſe by hornes, your lcife come not 


Bog. But ſhee her (elfe is hit lower : 
Havel hit her now. 

Roſa, Shall T come upon thee with an old ſaying, that 
was a may when King Pippin of France was a little boy ,2 
touching the hirit. 

Boy. So 1 may avuſwerthee with one as old, that was 

a woman when Queene Gainover of Britaine was A little 
wench, as touching the hit it. ad 
a, 


—_— 
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Roſe, Thou canſtnot hir it, hir it, hit it, 

Thou canſtnot hit it my good man. 

Boy. I cannot, cannot, cannot ; : 

And I cannot, another can. _ Exit, 

Clo. By my troth moſt pleaſant, how both did fit it. 

Mar. A marke marveilous well ſhot, for they both 
did hit. 

Boy. A —_ O marke but that marke : a marke ſayes 
m . 

Let the mocks have a pricke in'r,to meate at,if is may be. 
Mar. Wide a'th bow hand, yfaith your hand is our. 
Cle. Tndeed a'muſt ſhoote nearer , or heele ne're hit 

the clout. : : 
Boy, And it my hand be out, then belike you hand is 


IN 

Clo. Then will ſhe get the upſhoot by cleaving the 
Pin. 

Mar. Come, come,yuatalke greaſely, your lips grow 
foule. | 

Clo, She's too hard for you at pricks, ſir challenge her 


to boulc. 


Oule. | 
Clo. By my ſoule a Swaine, a moſt ſimple Clowne, 
Lord, Lord, how the Ladies and I have part him downe. 
O my troth moſt ſweete jeſts, moſt incony vulgar wit, 
When it _ ſoſmoorhly off, ſo obſcenely, as it were, 
{o fit. 
eArmado ath to ſide, O a moſt dainty man. 
To ſee him walke before a Lady, and to beare her Fan. 
To ſce him kiGe his hand, and how moſt ſweetly a will 
{weare: 
Aad his Page at other fide, that handfull of wit, 
Ah hcavens, itis a moſt patheticall nut. 
Sowla, fowla. Exeaunt. 
Showre within. 


Enter Dull, Holofernes, the Pedant, and N athanicl, 


Nath. Very reverent ſport truely ,and done inthe teſti- 
mony of a good conſcience. 

Ped. The Deare was (as you know) ſanguis in blood, 
ripeas a Pomwater, who now hangeth like a Tewell in 
the care of Cel the sky : the welken the heaven, and a- 
non falleth like a Crab on the face of Terra, the ſoyle,the 
land, the carth. 

Carat, Nath. Truly Maſter Holefernes,the epythites are 
| ſweetly varied like a ſcholler at the leaſt ; but fir Iaflure 
yee, it wasa Bucke of the firlt head, 

Hel. Sir N athaniel, haud credo, 

Del. *Twas not a hand credo, *twasa Pricket. 

Hol. Moſt barbarousintimation :; yet a kind of infi- 
nuation, as it were ## v44, in way of cxplication facere :as 
it werereplication, or rather oftentere,to ſhow as it were 
his inclination after his undreſſed,unpoliſhed, uneduca- 
ted, unpruned, untrained,or rather unlettered, or rathe- 
relt unconfirmed faſhion, to inſert againe my baud credo 
for a Deare, 

__ I faid the Deare was not a haxd credo, 'twasa Pris 
cket- 

Hol. Twice ſod ſimplicity, b* coftue, O thou mon- 
ſter ignorance, how deformed dooſt thou looke? 

XN ath. Sir he hathnever fed of the dajnties that are 

bred in a booke, 
He hath not cate paper asit were : 


He hath not drunke inke. 


PS 


. 


| 


Bop. 1 teare too muchrubbing : good night my good | 


—_— 


His intelle& is not repleniſhed, he is onely an animall, 

onely ſenſible in the duller parts : and -r3 Gone plants 

are {et befere us,that we thankefull ſhould be: which we 

taſte and feeling,are for thoſe partsthat doe fruRibe in us 

more then he, 

For as it would ill become me to be vaine, indiſcreet, or 
afoole ; | 

So were there a patch ſet on Learning, to ſee him in a 
Schoole. 


But on»ne bene ſay I, being of an old Fathers mind, 
Many can brooke the weather, that love not the wind. 
Dul. Youtwo are book-men : Can you tell by your 
wit, What was a month old at (ans birth, that's not 
five wecekes old as yet ? 
=_ Ditti/oma goodman Dull , Diitiſima goodman 
Dull. What is diffi? 
Nath. A tittle to Phebe, to Luna, to the Moone. 
Hol. The Moone wasa month old when Aden was 
no more. (ſcore. 
And wrought not'to five-weekes when he came to five- 
Thallufien holds in the Exchange. L 
Dl. Tistruc indeed, the Collufion holdsin the' Ex- 
c 


in the Exchange. 


Dal. And 1 fay the poluſion holds in the — 


for the Moone is never but a mGnth old : and 1 ſay 
ſide that,'twas a Pricker that the Princeſle kild, 

Hol. Sir Nathaniel , will you heare an extemporall 
Epytaph on the death of the Deare , and ro humour 
= ignorant call'dthe Deare, the Princefic kill'da Pric- 

et? 

Nath. Perge, good Maſter Holofernes, perge, fo it ſhall 
pleaſe youtoabrogate ſcurility. 

Hol. I will ſomething affect the letter, for it argucs 
facility. | 


The praysfull Princeſſe pearſt andpricke 
a pretty pleafing Pricket, 
Some ſay a ak, -- not a ſore, 
till now mad: ſore with ſhooting - 
The Dog ges did yeh, put ell to Sore, 
then Sorell jumps from thicket : 
Or —__— or elſe Sbrell , 
the people fall a hooting. 
If Swe ran then as Sore, 
makes fifty ſores O ſorelt : 
Of one ſore 1 an hundred mahs 
by adding but one more L. 


Nath. A rare talent. 

Dl. Ita talent be a claw, looke how he clawes him 
with a talent. 

Nath. This is agiftthatT have ſimple : ſimple, a foo- 
liſh extravagant ſpirit, full of formes, figures, ſhapes,ob- 
je&sgldeas, apprehenfions, motions, revolutions. Thele 
are begot in the ventricle of memoty, nouriſht in the 


wormbe of primater, and delivered upon the mellowing 


of occaſion: butthe giftis good in thoſe in whom it 1s 
acute, and I am thankefull for it. 

Hel. Sir, Ipraiſe the Lord for you, and ſo may my 
pariſhioners, for their Sonnes are well tutor'd by you, 
andtheir Daughters profit very greatly under you z you 
area good member ofthe common-wealth. 

Nath. Me hercle, If their Sonnes be ingeanous, they 


G | 
Hel. God comfort thy capacity, ſay th'alluſion holds 
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ſhall wantno inſtruction : If their Daughters be capable, 
{ will putit to them. But Vir ſapse qui panca loquitur, 2 
{oule Feminine ſaluteth us. 


Enter Iaquenetta, and the (lowne. 


Tague.God give you good morrow Maſter Parſon. 

Nath. Maſtcr Parſon, quaſi Perſone? And if one ſhould 
be perft, Which is the one? : 

Clo. Marry Malter Schoolemaſter, he that is likeſt to 
a hogſhead. 

Nath. Of perfing a Hogſhead, a good luſter of conceit 
in a turph of Earth, tire enough for a Flint,Pearle enough 
for a Swine : *ris pretty,it is well. , 

lagu. Good Maſtcr Payſon be ſo good as roade me this 
Letter, it was givenme by Ceftard, and ſent me from 
Don eArmatho : I beſeech you reade it» 

Nath. Fauſte precor gelida, quando, pecus omme ſub wn- 
bra, ruminat, and {0 forth. Ah good old CMantnen, 1 
may ſpeake of thee as the traveiler doth of Yenice, Vene- 
chi, venachea qui nn te vide, s non te piacch. Old CMan- 
Iuan, old Mantuin. Who underſtandeththee not, vt re 
ſel la mi fa. Vnder pardon fir, What are the contents?or 


rather as Horrace {ay<sin his, W hat ! my ſoule verſes, | 


Hol.. I fir,and very learned. 
Nath. Let me hearea Riaffe, a ſtanza, a verſe, Lege do- 
mime. 
If Love make me forſworne, how ſhall I ſweareto loue ? 
Ahnener faith could ho'd if not to beautic vowed. _.. 
Thoughto my ſclfeforſworne, tothee Ile faithfull proue. 
Thole thoughts to me were Okes, to thce like Ohiers 
bowed: 
Study his byas leaves, and makes his booke thine eyes- 
Where all thoſe plealurcs live, that Art, would cowpre- 


hend . 
If knowledge be the marke, to know thee ſhall ſuifice, 
Well learned isthat tongue, that well can thee commend. 
All ignorant that ſoule, that ſees thee without wonder. 
Which is to me ſome praiſe, that I thy partsadmire 
Thy eye /oves lightning bearcs, thy voyce his dreadfull 
thunJer. 
Which not to anger bent, is muſique, and ſweet fires 
Celcſtiall as thou art, Oh pardon love this wrong, 
That ſings heavens praiſe, with ſuch an earthly rongue. 

Pedrs. You find notthe apoſtraphas, and ſo miſſe the 
accent. Let me ſuperuiſc the cangenet. 

Nath. Here are onely numbers ratified, but for the 
elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of poeſie caret : Os 
vidie Naſo wasthe man. And why in deed Nao, but 
for ſmelling out the odoritexous floures of fancy ? the 
jerkes of invention imitary is nothing : So doth the 
Hound his maſter, the Ape his keeper, thetyred Horſe 


| his rider : But Damoſelia Virgin, Was this diretedto 


ou? * 
laque. T fir from one mounſier Zerowne, one. of the 
ſtrange Queenes Lords, | 
N ath. 1 will overglance the ſuperſcript. 
To the ſnow-whitehand of the moſt beautions Lady, Rofiline. 
I will looke againe on the intelle& of the Letter, for 
the nomination of the party written to the perſon writen 
unto. 
Towr Ladiſhips in all deſired smployment, Berowne. 
Per. Sir Holofernes, this Berowneis one of the Votaries 
with th- King, and heare he hath framed a Letter to a fe- 
-quent of the {tranger Queenes : which accidentally, or 
by the way of progreflion, hath amiſcarried, Trip and 


goc my ſweet, deliverthis Paper into the hand of the 
King,it may concerne much z ſtay nor thy complement, 1 
forgive thy duexy, adue. 
Maid. Good (oftadgoe with me ; 
Sir God fave your life. 
Cit, Have with theemy girle. Exit, 
Hol. Sir you have done this in the feare of God very 
religiouſly : and as a certaine father faith 

Ped. Sir tell not me of the father, I doe feare colours. 
ble colours. But roreturne to the Verſcs,Did they pleaſe 
you fir I athaniel? 

Nath. Marvcilous well for the pen. 

Pega. 1 doe dine to day atthe fathers of a certaine Pu- 
Pill of mine, where if (being repalt) ir Chali pleaſe youro 
gratihe the table witha Grace, I will on my priviledge [ 
have with the parents of the foreſaid Child or Pup ill, 
undertake your biew vennto, where 1 will prove thoſe 
Verſesto bee very uniearned, neither favouring of Poc- 
try, Wir, nor Invention. 1 beſeech your Ps 
Nath. And thanke yourto z for ſociety (ſaiththe text) 
15 the happineſle of life, 

Peds, And certesthe text moſt infallibly concludes it. 
Str I doe invite youtoo, you ſhall not ſay me nay : pexca 


Verba. 
Away, the gentlesareat their game, and we will to our 
recreation. | 
E xeunt, 
Emer Birone with a Paper in hu hand, alone. 
Biro. The King he is hunting the Deare, 
I an courſing my ſclfe. 


Ticy have pitcht a Toyle, I am toyling ina pytch, 
pitch that defiles ; dehile, a foule word : Well, Pan 
downe forrow ; for ſothey lay the foole ſaid, and fo ſay 
I, andthe foole : Well proved wit. By the Lord this 
Love is as mad as 4ax, it kils ſheepe, it kils me, 1a 
ſheepe ; Wcll proved againe a my fide. I will not love , 
if I doe, hang me : yfaichIwillnot. O but her eye : by 
clus light, bur for her eye,I would not love her ; yes, for 
her twoeyes. Well, I doe nothing in the world bur lyc 
and lycin my throate. By heaven I doe love, and it hath 
teughrmeto Rime, and to be mallicholy : and here is 

rt of my Rime, and heere my mallicholly. Well, ſhe 

th one a'my Sonnets already, the Clowne bore it, the 

Foole ſent it, and the Lady hath it :{weer Clowne, twee- 

ter Foole, {weereſt Lady. By the world, I would nor care 

apin, if che other three were in. Here comes one witha 

paper, God give him grace to grone, 
He Hana aſfiae. 

"ay hy by | proceed ( t | 
Bir. Shot by heaven : ſweet {,*pid, thou ha 
m_—_ him with thy Birdvolr ne res faith | 

CCrets- | 

King. So ſweet a kiſſe the golden Sunne gives not, 
To thoſe freſh morning dropsupon the Role, 

As thyeye beames when their freſh Rayes have ſmot 
The night of dew that on my cheeks downe flowes. 
Nor ſhinesthe ſilver Moone one halfe fo bright, 
Through the tranſparent boſome of the deepe, 

As doth thy facethroughteares of mine give light : 
Thou ſhin't in every teare that I doe weepe, 
Nodrop,but as a Coach doth carry thee, 

Sorideit thou triumphing in my woe, 

Doe bur behold the rearesthar ſwell in me, 

And they thy glory through my griefe will ſhew : 


—— 


— 


The K ing entreth, | 


Bat 


— 


ie 


i. 


 — 
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Bur doe not love thy ſelfe, thenthou wilt keepe 
My tecares for glaſſes, and fhll make me weepe-. 

O Queene of Cyan, how farredoſt thouexcell, 
No chought can thinke, nort of morrtall tell. 


How ſhall ſhe know my griefes? Ie dropthe paper. 
Sweet leaves ſhade folly. Who is he comes heere ? 


Enter Longavile. The King fleps aſide. 
What ! Longevill 1 and reading : liſten care. 
Bir. Now in thy likenefſe, one more foole appeare. 
Long. Ay me, Iam forſworne. 
Bir. Why he come$in like a perjurd, wearing papers. 
Long. Inlove I hope, ſweet fellowſhip in ſhame. 
Bi. Onedrunkard loves another of the name. 
Lon. Am I the firſt thathave bin perjur'd ſo? (know, 
Bir. 1could put thee in comfort, not by two that I 
Thou makeſt the tri 
The ſhape of Loves Tiburne, that hangs up fimplicity. 
Lon. 1 teare theſe ſtubborne lines power tO move. 
O leet Maria, Empreſſe of my love, 
Theſe numbers will I teare, and write in proſe. 
Bu. O| Rimes are guardson wanton Cupids hoſe, 


Disfigure not his Shop. 
Lon. This ſame ſhall goe. He reads the Sonnet, 
Did not the Rhetoricke of thine eye, 
'Gamit whom the world cannot hold ar 
Perſwade my heart to this falſe perjury ? 
Uawes for thee broke deſerve not puni 
A Womanl forſwore, but I will prove, 
Thou bring « Godd:ſſe, I forſnore not thee. 
Th Vow o_ _— thom a heavenly Love. 
T ce being pamn'd, cxres all ds 11 me. 
Un: arebur IA, and rity, vba ry 
Then thox ſaire'Sun, which on my earth deft ſhine, 
Exhal ft this wager -vow, in thee it 14 : 
If broken then, it is no fault of mine : 
1f by mee broke, What foole is not ſo wiſe, 
To looſe an oath, to win a Paradiſe? 
Bir. This isthe liver veine, which makes fleſh a deity, 
A greene Gooſe, a Goddefle, pure pare Tdolatry. 
God amend us, God amend, te are much out o'th'way- 


—_ Enter Dumaine. ' 
lon. By whom fhall I-ſend this! (company 2) S:ay. 
Br. A\lt hid, all hid, an old infantplay, . 
Like a demy God, here fit I inthe sky, 
And wretched fooles ſecrets heedfully ore-cye. 
MoreSackes to the myll !O heavens I have my wiſh, 
Dameine transform'd, fonure Woodcocks ina diſh. 
Dum. O moſt divine Kate. 
Bye. O moſtprophane coxcombe. 
Dum. By heaven the wonder of a morrtall eye. 
Bir. By carth ſheisnot, c }, there you lye. 
Dum. Her Amber haires for foule hath amber cored. 
Bw. An Amber colonred Raven was well noted, 
Dum, As upright asthe Cedar. 
Bw. Stoopel fay, her ſhoulder is with child; 
Dam. As faireas day. 
Bir. I as ſome dayes, but then no ſunne muſt ſhine. 
Dwm. O that I had my wiſh ? 
Long. And I had mine- 
Km. And mine too good Lord. 
Bw. {0 I had mine: 1s not that agood word ? 
Dum. I would forgether, but a Fever ſhe 
Raignes in my bloud, and will remembred be. 
Bw. A Fever in yourbloud ! why then inciſion 


— 


, the cornercap of ſociety, 
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Would let her our in Sawcers, ſweet mifpriſion. 


Dum, Once more Ile read the Ode that I have writ. 
Br. Once more Ile marke how Love can varry Wit- 


Dumamereades his Sonnes.' 


On 4 day, alacke the day : 

Love, whoſe Month 1s every AMay, 
Spred « bloſſome paſſing fave, 

F laying in the wanton ayre : 

T brough th: Velvet, leaves the wind, 
e Al nuſcene, can paſſage find. ' 

That the Lover ſicke to R 

Wiſh'd bimſelfe the heavens breath, 
Are ( quoth be) thy checkes mey blow, 
Ayre, would / might trimmph ſo. 

But alache my band u ſmorne, 

N e're to plucke thee from thy throne: 
Vow alacke for youth nnwmeete, 
Youth ſo apt to plucke a ſweet. 

Doe not call it ſinne in me, 

That 1 ans forſworne for thee. 

Thom for whom love wonld ſweare, 
Juno bat an «/£thiop were, 

end deny bimſelfe for love, 
Turning mortall for thy Luve, 


This will I ſend, and ſomething elfe more plaine, 
That ſhall exprefle my true-loves faſting paine, 
O woaldthe King, Birone, and Longatile, 
Were Lovers too, ill to example ill, 
Would from my forchead wipe a perjur'd note z 
For none offend, where all alikedoe dote. 
. Dumaine, thy Love is farre from charity, 

That in Loves gricfedefir'ſt ſociety : 
You may looke pale, but I ſhould Lluth I know, 
To be orc-heard, and taken napping fo. 

King. Come fir, you bluſh : as his, yourcaſe is ſuch, 
Youchid at him, offending twiceas much. 
You doenot love Maria? Longavile, 
Did never Sonnet for her ſake compile z 
Nor never lay his wreathed armes athwart 
His loving boſome, to kceepe downe his heart» 
I had becneclolely ſhrowded in this buſh, 
And markt you both, and for you both did bluſh. 
I heard your guilty Rimes, obſeru'd your faſhion ; 
Saw ſighes recke from you, noted well your paſſion. 
Aye me, ſayes one |. O ove, the other cries! 
Her haires were Gold, Criſtall the others eyes. 
You would for Paradiſe breake faith and trorh, 


And [eve for your Love would infringe an oath. 
all heare 


W hat will Birone ſay when that he 
A faithinfringed, which ſuch a zeale did ſweare- | 
How will be icorne? how will he ſpend his wat ? 
How will hetriumph, leape, and laugh at it ? 
For all the wealth that ever I did ſee, 
I would = have _ =—_ , mom by _ 

Bir. Now ſtep1 forth to whip 4 nah ICs 
Ah good my Liber pray thee pardon me. 
Good heart, Whar grace haſt thou thus to reprove 
Theſe wormes for loving, that are moſt in love? 
Your eyes doe make no couches in your teares- 


| 


Thereis no certaine Princeſſe that appeares, 
You'll norbe 
Teſh, none but Minſtrels like of Sonnerring. 
coat _ | 


he. EN 


perjur'd, 'tis a hatefull chig : | 
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All three of you, to be thas much ore ſhot ? 
You found his Moth, the King your Moth did ſec ; 
But I a Beame doe find incach of three, 
O what a Scene of fool'ry have I ſcene, 
Ofſighes, of grones, of ſorrow, and of teene : 
O me, with what ſtri& patience have far, 
Toſce a King tranformed toa Gnat ? 
Toſee great Herewler whipping a Gigge, 
And profound Salomon tuning a lygge? 
And Ne#tor play at puſh-pin with the boyes, 
And Cruttiche T ymou agar idle toyes. 
Wherelics thy gricfe? O tell me good Dumazne. 
And gentle Zongavile, whiere lyes thy pou ? 
And where my Licdges? all about the breſt, 
A Candle hoa ! 

Kin. Too bitter is thy jeſt, 
Are we betrayed thus to thy over-view ? 

Bir, Not you by me, but I betrayedto you. 
T that arn honeſt, I that hold it ſinne 
To breake the vow I am ingaged in: 
I am betrayed by keeping company 
With men, like men of [trang inconſtancy. 
When ſhall you ſce me write a thing in rime? 
Or grone for 7eave ? or ſpend a minutes time, 
In pruning me, when ſhall you heare thatI will praiſe a 
hand, a foot, a face, an cye :a gate,a ſtate,a brow, a breſt, 
a walte, a legge, a limme. 

Kin. Soft, Whither away ſo faſt? 
A true man, ora theefe, that gallops ſo. 

Bir. I poſt from Love, good Lover let me go- 

Enter |, a, amd ( lowne. 

Tague. Gcd bleſle the King. 

Kin. W hat Preſent haſt thou there ? 

Clo. Some certaine treaſon. 

Kin, What makes treaſon heere ? 

Clo. Nay it makesnething (ir. 

Kin. Tfit marrenothing neither, 
Thetreaſon and yon goe in peace together. 

Taqne. I beſeech your Grace letthis Letter be read, 
Our perſon miſdoubts it : it was treaſon he ſaid, 

Kin. B wore,reade it over. Hereades the Letter. 
W here hadſt thou it. 

laque, Of Coltard. 

Kin. Where hadſt thou it ? 

Coft, Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. 

Kin. How now,what is in you? why doſtthou teare it? 

Bir. Atoy my Liedge, atoy : your grace needs net 
feare it. 

Long. It did move him to paſſion, and therefore let's 
heare it, 


Dwm. It 1s Birones writting, and heere is his name. 
Bir. Ahyou whorcſon loggerhead, you were borne 
to doe me . | 
Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confeſle, I confeſſe. 
King. W hat ? 
Bir. Thatyouthree fooles, lackt me foole, to make 
up the meſlc. 
He, he, and you : and you my Liedge, and I,' 
Arepicke in Love, and we deſerve to dye. 
Odiſmiſſe thisaudience, and I ſhall tell you more. 
Dam. Nowthe number is even. 
Bir. True, true, we are foure: will theſc Turtles be 
p 
Kin. Hence firs, away. (Exit. 
Clo. Walkeaſidethe true folke,and let the traytors ſtay. 


| 


Bir. Sweet Lords, ſweet Lovers, O let us imbrace ; 
As true we areasflicſh and bloud can be- : 
The Sea will ebbe and flow, heaven will ſhew his face : 
Young blouddoth not obey anold decree. 
We cannot croſſe the cauſe why weare borne : 
Therefore of all hands muſt we be forſ{worne. 
King. What, didthefe rent lines ſhew ſome love of | 
thine ? ( Roſaline, 
Bir. Did they, quoth you ? Who fees the heavenly | 
That (likea rude and ſavage man of /nde. ) 
At the firſt opening of the $ Eaſt, 
Bowes not his 


all head, and ſtrooken blind, 


That isnot blinded by her _ 

Kin, What zeale, what fury, hath inſpir'dthee now ? 
My Love (her Miſtris) is a gracious Moone, 

She (an attending Starre) ſcarce ſecne a lighr. 

Bir. My eycsare then noeyes, nor 1 Brrone. 
_ for my Ln wa turne tonight, 

complexions the cul'd ſoveraignty, 

Doe meet as ata faire in her faire checke, 

Whereſeverall Worthies make one dignity, 

Where nothing wants, that want it ſclte doth ſeek. 

Lend me the flouriſh of all gentle tongues, 

Fye painted Rethoricke, O ſhe needs it not, 

To things of ſale, aſellers praife belongs : 

She paſſes praiſe, then praiſe too ſhort doth blot. 

— _— — hveſcore __ $ WOrne, 
is c y, looking in her eye : 

Beauty doth varniſh Age, asif new borne, 

And gives the Crutch the Cradles infancy. 

O 'tis the Sunne that maketh all rhings ſhine. 
King. By heaven, thy Love is blacke as Ebonyy 
Bir. Is Ebony like her ? O werd divine? 

A wife of ſuch wood werefelicity- 

O who can giveanoth? Where is abooke ? 

ThatI may ſweare doth beauty lacke, 

If that ſhe learne not of her eye to looke : 

No face ts faire that is not full ſoblacke. 

Kin. O xe, blacke 15 the badge of hell, 
The hue of dungeons, and the Schoole of night : 
And beauties creſt becomesthe heavens well. 

Bir. Divels ſooneſt tempt reſembling ſpirits of light. 
O if in blacke my Ladies browes be deckr, 


It mournes, that painting an viurping haire 

Should ravich doters wah a MA : 

And therefore is ſhe borne to make blacke, fairc. 

Her favour turnes the faſhion of the dayes, 

F or native bloud is counted painting now : 

And therefore red that would —_ diſpraiſc, 

Paints it ſelfe blacke, to imitate her brow, 
Dwm. To lookelike herare Chimny-{weepers blacke. | 
Lon. And ſince her time, are Collicrs counced bright | 
King. And Aethiops of their ſweet complexion croke- 
Dum. Darke needs no Candlesnow,for.darke is light. 
Be. Your miſtrefles darenever come in raine, 

For feare their colours ſhould be waſht away. 
Kin. "T were good yours did : for fir to tell you plaine, 

Ile find a fairer face not waſhttoday. 
Bir. lle prove her faire, or talke rill dooms-day here. 
XKis. No Divell will fright theethen ſo much as ſhe. 
Dum. I never knew man hold vile ſtuffe ſodeere. 
Lox. Looke, bere's thy love,my footand her face (ce+ 
Bw. Oif the ſtreets were paued with thine eyes, ue 

© cr 


—_— "I—_ 
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Herfeet were much too dainty for ſuch tread. 
Dum. O vile, then as ſhe goes what upward lyes ? 
The ſtreet ſhould ſee as ſhe walk'd over head. 
Km. But what of this, are we not all in love ? 
* Bir. Nothing (© ſure,and thereby all forſworne. 
Km, Then leave this chat, and good Birene nuw prove 
Ourloving lawfill, and our faith nottorne. 
Dm. 1 marry there, ſome flattery for this evill. 
Long. O ſome authority how to proceed, _ 
Sometrickes, ſome quillets, how to cheat the divell. 
Dum, Some falve for perjury. 
Bir. O 't1s more then neede 
Haveat you then atfetions menat armes, 
Conlider what you firſt did (weare unto : 
Tofalſt, to ſtudy, and to fee no woman : 
Flac treaſon gainſt the Kingly Rate of youth- 
Say, Can you faſt ? your ſtomackes are too young : 
And abſtinence ingenders maladies. 
And where that you have vow'd to ſtudy (Lords) 
In that cach of you have forſworne his Booke- 
Can you (till dreame and pore, and thereon looke? 
For when would you my Lord, or you, or you, 
Have found the of ſtudies excellence, 
Wichout the beauty of a womans face ; 
From womens eyes this Doctrine Iderive, 
They are the Ground, the Bookes, the Academs, 
From whence doth _ the true Promerhean fire, 
Why, univerſall plodding, poytons up 
The nimble ſpirics in the arteries, 
As motion and long during action tyres 
The finnowy vigour of the travailer. 
Now for not looking 0n4 womans face, 
You have in that foriworne the uſc of eyes : 
And ſtudy too, the caufer of your vow. 
For where is any Author in the world, 
Teaches ſuch beauty as a womans eye : 
Learning is but an adjund to our ſelte, 
And where we are, our learning likewiſe is, 
Then when our ſelves we ſee in Ladieseyes, 
Doe we not likewiſe ſee our learning there ? 
O nc have made a Vow to ſtudy, Lords, 
And in that vow we have forſworne our Bookes : 
For when would you( my Leige) or you, or you? 
_— — have our 
umbersas the pr ing eyes, 
of was tutors have inrich's you 1 with : 
Other ſlow Artsintirely keepe the braine : 
And therefore tinding barraine praQtizers, 
Scarce ſhew a harvelt of their heavy toyle- 


| But Love firſt learned in a Ladies eyes, 


Livesnot alone immured in the braine : 

But with the motion of all clements, 

Courſes as {wift as thought in every power, 

And gives to every power adouble power, 

Above their funions and their offices. 

Itaddes a precious ſeeing to the eye : 

A Lovers eyes will gaze an Eagle blind. 

A Loverseare will heare the loweſt ſound. 

When the ſuſpicious head of theft is ſtopt, 

Loves feeling 1s mere ſoft and ſenſible, 

_—_ thetender hornes of Cockled I 

tongue proves dainty Backus, groſle 1n taſte 

_ Valour, 1s not Love a Hercsles of ; 
ill cluming trecs in the Hoſperrdes. 

Subtill as Sphinx, as "m———r muſical, 

Asbright Apolo's Lute, ſtrung with his hairc. 


ms 


| 


As bright Apole's Lute, ſtrung with his baire. 
And when Loveſpeakes, the voyce of all the gods, ' 
Make heaven drowlie withthe harmony, | 
Never durſt Poer touch a pen to write, 

Vnrill his Inke were tempred with Loves fighes : 

O then his lines would raviſh ſavage cares; | 
And plant in Tyrants mild kumility, 

From womens eyesthisdotrineI derive. 

They ſparcle ftill the right Pomerbean fire, 
They are the Bookes, the Arts, the Academes, 
Thar ſhew, containe, and nouriſhall the world. 

Elſe noneat all in ought proves excellent. 

Then fooles you were theſe women to forſweare 3 
Or keeping what is ſworne, you will prove fooles. 
For Wiſedomes fake (a word that all men love) 

Or for Loves ſake, a word that loves all men. 

Or for Mensfake, the author of theſe Women: 

Or Womensſake, by whom we men are men, 

Let us once looſe our oathes to find our fetves, 
Orelſe we looſe our (elves, to keepe our oathes ; 
Itis religion co be thus forſworne. 

For Charity it ſelfe fulfills the Law : 

And who can ſever love from Charity? 

Kiz. Saint Cupidthen, and Souldiers to the field. 

Bir. Advance your ſtandards, and them Lords. 
Pcil, mell, downe with them ; but be firſt advis'd, 
Inconfitſh that you getthe Sunne of them. 

Lon. Now toplaine dealing, Lay theſe glozes by, 
Shall we reſolve to wooe thele girlesof France ? 

Kin. And winne them too, therefore let usdeviſe, 
Some entertainment for them intheir Tents. 

Bir. Firſt from the Parke tet uscondact themthicher, 
Then homeward every man attach the hand 
Ot his faire Miftrefle, in the afternoone 
We will with ſome ttrange paſtimeſolacethem : | 
Such asthe ſhortneſle of the time can ſhape, 

For Revels, Dances, Maskes, and merry houres, 

Fore-runne faire Love, ſtrewing ber way with flowres. 
Kin. Away, away, notime ſhall be omitted, 

That will be time, and may by us be fitted. 

Bir. Alone, alone ſowed Cockell, reap'd no Corne, 
And Iuſtice alwayes whirles in equall meaſure : 

Light Wenches may prove plagues ro men forſworne, 
If ſo, our Copper buyes no dettertreaſure. 


Exent. 


———_— 


Aﬀus Quartus. 


——  —_— 
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—— 


Enter the Pedant, Curate, and Dull, 
Peda. Satis quid ſuſficit. 


Cary. I praiſe God for you fir, your reaſons at dinner | 


have becne ſharpe and ſententious:pleaſant withour ſcur- 

rillity, witty without affeQation audacious without im- 

» learned without opinion, and ſtrange without 

ie : I did conuerſethis quondam day with a mo 

nion of the Kings, who is intituled, nominated, or called, 
Don Adriano de Armatho. . 

Ped. Novi bominums tanquam te, His bumour is lofty, 
his diſcourſe peremptory : his wry, filed, has eye am- 
birious, his gate majcfticall, and his generall behavi- 
our vaine, ridiculous, and thraſonicall. He istoo picked, 
too ſpruce, too aff-ed, too odde, as it were, too pere- 


grinate, as I may callit. 
k s M2 - {wrat. 
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Carat, A mot ſingular and choiſe B ithat, 
FILD Drav our his Tablo-booke, 

Ped. Hedrawcth outthe thred of his wverboſity, fi- 
— I argument. I abhor ſuch pha- 
naticall p = RED - poynt deviſe 
companions, ers of ortagriphy, as to. 
dout fine,when he ſhould {ay doubt; der, when be 
pronounce debt z d e br, nor det : be clepeth a Calte, 
Caufe : halfe, haufe : neighbour vocarar nebour; neigh a- 
breviatedne : this is abhominable, which he call 
abbominable : it infinuateth me of infamy : »e inteligu do- 
mine, to make franticke, lunaticke ? 

Cara. Laus deo, bene intellsgo. gs . 

Peda. Bome boon for boon preſcian, a little ſcarch , *twill 
ſerve. 

Enter Brag gart, Boy, 


(rat. Vides-ne quis venit ? 

Peda, Video, -pands, 

_ Chirra. 

Pear. Quare Chirra, not. Sirra ? 

Brag. Men of peace well incountred. 

Bo Thy ks =. = — of Language 

”7. ve at 2 can S, 
and ſtole the ſcraps. -_- 

Clow. O they have liv'd long on the almes-basket of 
words. I marvell thy M. hath not caten thee for a word, 
for thou art notſo long by the head as honorificabilitu- 
dinitatibus : Thouart caficr ſwallowed then a flapdra- 


gon » | 
Page. Peace, the peale begins. 
Braz. Mounſier, are you not lettered ? 
Page. es, yes, he teaches boyes the Horne-booke : 
W hat is Ab ſpeld backward with the horne on his head ? 
Peda, Ba, preritia witha horne added. ; 
Pag. Ba moſt ſecly Sheepe, witha horne: you heare his 
EA . 


ning 

Ped. Dui quis, thou Conſonant ? 

Peg. Thelaſtof the five Vowels if You repeat them, 
or the fift if 1. 

Ped. I will repeatthem: a eI. 

P ag. The Shcepe, the other twoconcludes it 01. 

Brag. Now by the falt wave of the mediterancum, a 
ſweet tutch,aquicke venewe of wit,ſnip ſnap,quicke and 
home, it rejoyceth my intelle&, true wit. 
F Page. Offcred by a child to ay old man : which is wit- 

Peda. What is the figure ? What isthe figure ? 

Page. Hornes. 
= Thou diſputes't like an Infant ; goe whip thy 

Fog. Lend me your Horne to make one, and I will 


| whipabout your Infamy www cicaa gigge of a Cuckolds 


Claw. And IT had but one penny in the world , thou 
ſhouldſt have it to buy Ginger bread : Hold, there is the 
very Remiuncration I had of thy maſter, thou halfpenny 
p_ of wit, thou Pidgeon-egge of diſcretion. O and the 

vens were {© pleaſed, that thou wert but my Baſtard ; 
What a joyfull father wouldſt thou make me ? Goe to, 
thou haſt it 44 dv»pil, at the fingers ends, as they lay. 

Peda. Oh 1 falſe Latine, for 6 

Brad. Artſ-man preambulat, we will be from 
the barbarous. Doc you not educate youth at the Charg- 
houſeon the top of the Mountaine ? | 

Peas. Or Monsthe hill. 


— 


myrth (as it were) I have acquainted you wit 


— 


Brag. At your ſweet pleaſure, for the Moantaine, 

Peaa, I doe ſans ; 

Brag. Sir,itis the Kings moſt ſweet are and af- 
feion, ro c Princeſſeat her Pavilion, in 
the poſterior of this day, which the rude wulricude cal} 

Ped. The poiteridy of the day, moſt generous fir, is 11a 
ble, F , and c—_— _ — : the 
word is well choiſe, ſweer, and apt I doc aſſure you 
ſir, loathn. Y F , 

Brag. Sir, the King isa noble Gentleman, and my fa- 
miliar, I doe aſſure ye very good friend: for what 1s in- 
ward betweene us, let it pafſe. I doe beſcech thee re- 
_—_ thy _—_ + I beſcechthee apparcll _ 

among other importunate and molt ſerious deſignes, 
and of great import indeed too :. but ler that ale, for 
mult tell thee it will pleaſe his Grace (by the world) 
ſometime to leane upon my ſhoulder, and with 
his royall finger thasdally with my excrement, with my 
muſtachio ; but ſweet heart let that paſſe. By the world 
I recount no fable, ſome certaine ſpeciall honours it 
pleaſerh his Greatneſle to i to eArmade a Souldicr, 
a man of travell, that hath ſcene the world ; bur let that 
paſſe ; the very all of all is :, but ſweet heart, 1 doe im- 
plore ſecrecy, that the King would have me preſent the 
Princeſſe (ſweet chucke) ſome delighttull oflenta- 
tion, or ſhow, or or anticke, or fire-worke : 
Now, underſtanding thatthe Curate and your ſweet ſelfe 
are at {uch eruptions, and ſodaine breaking out a 
tot 
end to crave your aſſiſtance. 

Ped, Sir, you ſhall preſent before her the Nine Wor- 
thics. Sir Holefernes, as ing ſome entertainment 
of time, ſome ſhow in the jor of this day, to bee 
rendred by our aſſiſtantsat the Kings command : and this 
moſt gallant, illuſtrate and learned Gentleman, before 
the Princeſle : Ifay none ſo fit as to preſent the Nine 
Worthies. | 

Curat. Where will you find men worthy enough to 
preſent them ? 

Peda. Toſua, your ſelfe : my ſelte, and this gallant gen- 
tleman /ndas Machabens ; this Swaine (becauſe of his 
great limme or joynt) ſhall paſſe Powpey the great, the 
Page Hercules, 

Breg. Pardon fir, error : He is not quantity enough 
ar he isnot ſo big as the end of 

Peda, Shall I haveaudience ? he ſhall preſent Hercs- 
les in minority : his enter and exit ſhall be ſtrangling a 
Snake ; and I will have an Apology for that p—_ 

Pag. Anexcellent device: ſo if any of the audience 
hifſe, you may cry, Well done Herewles, now thou cru- 
ſheſt the Snake ; that is the way to make an offence gra 
cious, though few have the grace to doc it, 

Bro: For the relt of the Worthies ? 

Peaa. I will play three my ſelte. 

Pag. Thrice worthy Gentleman. 

Brag. Shall I tell youa thing ? 

Pega, We attend. 

Brag. We will have, ifthis fadge not, an Antique. 1 


Ped. Via good-tnan Dull, thou haſt ſpoken no word all 
this while. 
Dull. Nor underſtood none neither fir. 
Ped. Alone, we wall thee. 
Dll. Ile make one in a , or ſo: or I will play 
on 
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onthe taber to the Worthies,and let them dance the hey. Roſa. They are worſe foolesto purchaſe mocking ſo. 
Ped. Moſt Dal, honeſt Dad, to our ſport away. Ex#t- That ſame Biroxe ile torture ere 1 goc- 
Othat ] knew he were butiaby oh weeke, 
Enter Princeſſe, and Ladies. How I would make him fawne, and beg, and ſceke, 
Prin. Sweet hearts, we ſhall be rich cre we depart, And wait the ſeaſon, and obſervethe times, 
If fairings come thus plentifully in. | _ | Andſpend hisprodigall witsin booteles rimes- 
A Lady wal'dabout with Diamonds : looke you, what1 | And his ſerviceall romy bebeſts, 
have from the loving King. And make hig proud to make me proud with jcſtse 
Roſa. Madam, came nothing elſe along with that? {| 5o pertaunt like would I o'refway his ſtate, 
Prin. Nothing butthis : yesas muchlove in Rime, T hat he ſhould be my foole, and I hisfate. 


As would be cram'd upina ſhcet of paper . 
Writ on bath fidesthe leafe, margent and all, 
That he was faine to ſeale on {pids name, 
Roſa. That was the way to make his god-head wax : 
For he hath beene five thouſarid yeeres a boy- 
Kath. 1, anda ſhrewd unhappy gallowes too. 

Roſa. ou'll ne*re be triends 0 kim.a kild your ſiſter. 
Kath, He made her melancholy, ſad, and 
And fo ſhe died : had ſhe beene light like you, 

Of ſuch a merry nimble ſhrring ſpirit, 

She might a beene a Grandam ere ſhe died. 

Andſo may you : For a light heart lives longs 
Roſa. What's your darke meaning mouſe, of this light 


word? | 
light condition in a beauty darke. 


avy, 


Kah. A 
Roſa. We need more light to find your meaning out. 
Kat. You'll marrethe light by raking it in ſnuffe :, 
Therefore lle darkely end the argument. 
Roſ. Looke what you doe, youdoe it ſtill i'th darke. 
Kat. So doenot you, for youarea light Wench. 
Roſa, Indeed 1 waigh not you, and therefore light. 
Ka, You waigh me not, O that's you care not for me. 
Roſ. Great reaſon : for paſt care, 1s ſtill paſt care. 
Prin. Well bandicd both, a ſet of Wit well played. 
Bat Roſaline, you have a Fayour too ? 
Whoſent it ?and what isit ? 
Roſ: I wovld you knew. 
And if my face were bur as faire as yours, 
My Favour were as great, be witneſſe this. 
Nay, I have Verſcstoo, I thanke Birone, 
The numbers true, and were the numbring too, 
I werethe faireſt goddeffe on the . 
I am compar'd ro rwenty thouſand faires. 
O he hath drawne my picture in his letter. 
Prin. Any thing like? 
Ref. Muchin the letters, nothing inthe praiſe. 
Prim. Beautcous as Incke : a good concluſion. 
Kat. Faire asatext B.inaC booke. 
Roſ. Ware penfils. How ? let me not dye your debtor, 
My red Dominicall, my golden letter. 
O that your face were full of Ocs. 


Pris, A Pox of that jeſt, and 1 beſhrew all Shrowes : 
But Katherme, what was ſcatto you 
From fairc Damaine ? 

Kath, Madam, this Glove. 


| Prin, None are ſo ſarcly caught, when they are catcht, 
As Wit turn'd foole: folly in Wiſcdome hatch'd, 
Hath wiſedomes warrant, andthe helpe ot Schoole, 
And'Wits owne grace to graces learned Foole ? 
Rof. The bloud of youth burnes not with ſuch exceſle, 
As gravities reyolt to wantoneſle. 
ar. Folly infooles beares not ſo tirong anote, 
As tool'ry inthe Wiſe, when Wit doth dote : 
Since all the power thereof it dotb apply, 
Toprove by Wit, worth in ſimplicity. 
Emer Boyer. : 
Prin. Heere comes Boyer, and mirth in his face. 
Boy. O 1 am ſtab'd with laughter, Wher's her Grace? 
_ Thy — : 
97. Prepare Madge, prepare. . 
den ame, ,ncrersmoun —_— p 
Againſt your Peace, Love » di{guis's : 
Armedm arguments, you'll be ſupriz'd. 
Maſter your Wits, ſtand in your owne defence, 
Or hide your heads like Cowards,and flye hence. 
Prin, Saint Dennis, to S. Cupid : What are they, 
| Boy. Vnderthecoole ſhade of a Siccamore, 
Ithoughe tocloſe mine eyes ſome haltean houre : 
| When loe to interrupt my purpos'd 
| Toward that ſhade might behold addreſt, 
The King and his companions : warily 
I ſtole into a nei thicket by, 
And over-heard, what you ſhall over-heare : 
That by and by diſguisd they will be heere, 
Their Herald 15a pretty knaviſh Page: 
That well by heart bath con'd his embaſage, 
AQtion and accent didthey teach him therc. 
Thus muſt thou ſpeake,and thus thy body beare. 
And everand anon they madea doubt, 
Preſence majeſticall would put him out : 
For the King, an Il hall thou fee : 
Yet not thou, bur { audacipuſly. 
The Boy reply'd, an A isnotevill: 
I ſhould have fear'd her, had ſhe beene a devill. 
With that all laugh'd, and clap'd him on the ſhoulder, 
Making the bold wagge by their praiſes bolder. 
| One rub'd his elbeethns, and flecr'd, and ſwore, 
A better ſpeech wasnever ſpoke before. 
Another with his finger, and his thumb, 
Cry'd vi4, we will doo't, come what will come. 
The third he caper'd and cricd, All goes well. 
The fourth turn'd onthe toe, and downe he fell : 
Withthat they all did tumble onthe , 


Pris, But what, but what, come they to viſit us? 


cr, and the Letter ſhort? Boy. They doe, they doe ; andare 1 d thus, 
Aer. 1, or I would theſe hands might never part. Like Afuſcovitez, or orl 
Prin, We are wile girles to mocke our Lovers ſo, Their purpoſe isto parlee, to court, anddance, _ 
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And every one his Love-feat will advance, 
Vnto his ſeverall Miſtreſſe : which they'll know 
By fayours ſeverall, which they did beſtow. 
Prin, And will they ſo ? the Gallants ſhall be taskt : 
For Ladies ; we will every one be maskt, 
And nota man ofthem ſhall havethe grace 
| Deſpight of ſute, to ſee a Ladies face. 
Hold Roſaizxe, this Favour thou ſhalt weare, 
And then the King will court thee for his Deare : 
Hold, take thou this my ſweet, and give methine, 
So ſhall Bironetake me for Roſaline. | 
An4 change your Favours too, ſo ſhall your Loves 
Wooecoatrary, decciv'd by theſe removes. _ 
Roſa, Come on then, weare the favours moſt in ſight. 
Kath. "Butin this changing, What is your intent ? 
Prin. The effe of my intcnt isto crolle theirs; 
They doe it but in nes merriment, 
And mockefor mocke is onely my intent. 
Their ſeverall counſels they unboſome ſhall, 
To Loges miſtooke, and ſobe mockt withall. 
With Viſages diſplayed oralle and g 
With Villages diſplayed to gr 
Roſa. Bur ſhall 297 if they a 
Prin. No, to the death we will not move a foot, 
Nor to their pen'd ſpcech render weno grace : 
But while 'tis ſpoke, each turne away her face. 
Boy. Why that contempr will kill the keepers heart, 
And quite divorce his memory from his part, 
Prim. Therefore I doe it, and I make nodoubt, 
The reſt will ne're come in, if he be out. 
There's no ſuch ſport, as ſporeby ſport orethrowne : 
To make theirsours, and qurs none but our owne. 
So ſhall we ſtay mocking entended game, 
And they well mocke, away with ſhame, Sound. 
Boy. The Trumpet founds , be maskr, the maskers 
COME. 


Enter Black moores with muſiche, the Boy with @ ſpeech, 
and the reft of the Lords diſguiſed. 


Page. Allhaile, th: richeft Beauties on the earth . 
Bir, Bcautiesno richer then rich Taffata. 
Pag. eA boly parcell of the faireſt dames that ever turu'd 
their backes to mortall viewes, 
The Ladies turne their backesto him. 
Bir. Their eyes villaine, their cyes. 
Pag. That ever turn'd their eyes tomertall viewes, 
Ont 
Ber. True, out _-u_ " DEF" chef 
Pap. Ont of your favorrs wit V 
Noreo bebold, oy 
Bir. Once to behold, rogue. 
Pag. Once to behold with your Sunne beamed eyes, 
With your Sunnebeamed eyes. 
Bir. They will notanſwer to that Epythite, 
You were beſt call it Daughter-beamed eyes. 
Pag. They doc not marke we, andthat brings me out. 
Bur. Isthisyour c ? be gonyouTogue. 
Roſa. What theſe ſtrangers ? 
Know their minds Boxer. 
If they doe ſpeake our language, *tis our will 
Thar ſome plaine man recounttheir | 
Know what thy would ? 
Boy. What would you with the Princes ? 
Brr. Nothing but pace, and gentle viſitation. 
Roſ. What would they, ſay they ? 


- = _— —_ 


| 


Bey. Nothing bur peace, and gentle viſitation. 
Roſe. W hy that they have, and bid them ſo be gone, 
Boy. Shelayes you have it, and you may be gonc. 
Kr. Say'to her we have meaſur'd many milcs, 
To treada Meaſure with you onthe grafle. | 
Boy. They ſay that they have mealur'd many a mile, 
To tread a Meaſure with youon this graſle. 
Roſa. Itisnotſo. Asketherm how many inches 
Is inone mule? If they have meaſur'd many, 
The meaſure then of one is caſly told. 
Boy. It rocome hither, you have meaſur'd miles, 


And many miles: the Princeſſe bids you tell, 


How many inches doth fill up one mule ? 

Bir, Tell her we meaſure them by weary ſteps. 

= _ heares her —_— 

Roſa. How many weary , 

Of many weary = &. you have orc-gbne, 
Are numbred in the travell of one mule ? | 

Bir. We number nothing that we ſpend for you, 
Our duty is ſo rich, ſo infinite, 

That we maydoe it ſtill without accompr. 
Vouchſafe to ſhew the ſunſhine of your face, 
That we (like ſavages) may worſhip it. 

Roſa. My Gece landetonded tO. 

Kin, Bleſſed are clouds, to doe asſuch clouds does | 
Vouchſafe bright Moone, and theſe thy ftarresto ſhine, 
CN ns removed) upon our watery cync, 

Roſa. O vaine peticioner, beg a greater matter, 
Thou now requetts Coke Waters 

Kin, Then 1n our youchſafe but one change. 
Thou bidſt me beg, this begging isnot ſtrange. 

Roſe. Play mufickethen ; nay you mult doe it ſoone, 
Not yet no dance : thus Hikethe Moone, 


Kin. Will you not dance : How come you thus &- 
? 


Roſa. You tooke the Moone at full, but now ſhee's 
? 


Kin, Yet ſtil ſhe is the Moone, and I the Mans 
Roſa, The mukiche 0g vouchſafe ſome motion to 
it. | 


it : Our cares vouc 
Kim. But your ſhould doe it, 

Ref. Since you are and come here by chance, 

We'll not be nice, take hands, we will not dance. 

Kin. Why take you hands then? 
Roſa. Onely to part friends. 

Curtſic ſweet hearts, and ſo the Meaſure ends. = 
Kin. More meaſure ofthis meaſure, benot nice, 
Roſa. We canafford no more at ſuch a pricc. 

K'ms.Priſe your ſelves then : what buyes your company? 

Roſa. Your abſence onely, 

Kin, That can vever be. | 

Roſa. Then cannot we be bought : and ſoadue, 
Twice to your Yiſor, and halfe once to you. 

Kin. It you deny to dance, let's hold more chat. 

Rof. Jn privecs chan, 

Kin. Iam beſt pleaſ'd with that. ; 

Bir. White handed Miſtris, one ſweet word with thee. 

Prin, Hooy,and Milke, and Sager : there is three. 

Bir. Nay on OS _——— 
Methegline, W ort, and Malmſey ; well runne dice: 
There's halte a dozen (weets- 

Prin, Seventh ſweet aduc, {ince you can cog, 
Ne play no more with you. 

Bir. One word in ſecret. 

Prin, Let it notbe ſweet, 


c 


AC 
uuuamwwuhppawa ww ues 
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Mar. No, a faire Lord Calfe. 
Long. Let's part the word. 
Mar. No, Ile not be your halfe : 
Take all and weane it, it may provean Oxe-. 
-_ Leoke how you butto your ſclfe in theſe ſharpe 
moc ES. 
Will you give hornes chaſt Lady ? Doe not ſo. 
Mar. Then dye a Calfe before your hornes doe grow. 
Lox. One word in private with youere I dye. 
CAM. Bleat loftly then, the Butcher heares you cry» 
Boy. The of mocking wenches arc as keene 
As is the Razors edge, inviſible : , 
Cutting a ſmaller baire then may be ſcene, 
Above the ſenſe of ſence ſo ſenſible : 
Scemeththeir conference, their conceits have wings, 
Fleeter then arrows, bullets, wind, ht,fwifter things 
Ag Not one word more my maides coff, b 
ſcoffe. 


Bir. By heaven, all dry beaten with pure 
Km. Farc-well madde Wenches, you have ſimple 
wits. Excmunt. 
Prin, Twenty adicus my frozen Muſcovits. 
Aretheſe the breed of wits ſo wondred ar ? 
Boy. Tapers they arc, with your ſweet breathes puft 


out. 
ſh we-liogwhe they nave, groſle, groſle, far,fat. 


poverty in wit, Kir 'gl flout. : 
|| Will they not (thinke you) bang themſclvesto night ? 


Orever but in vizards ſhew their faces : 
This pert Zirone was out of count nance quite« 
Tn O | They were allin amenable cles. 
King was Ing ripe for a wor 
Prin, (Tone 5/06 Alba vor (uite. 
CMar. Dumaine wasat my ſervice, and his ſword ; 
No point (quoth I :)my ſervant ſtraight was mute. 
Ka. Longavile faid I came ore his heart ; 
And trow you what he call'd me ? 
Frin. Qualme perhaps. 
Kat. Yes in good faith. 
_— Goe ſickneſle as thou art. 
+ Well, better wits have worne plaine ſtatute 
But will you heare ;the King is my love ſworne. "Wy 
Prin. And quicke Birone hath plighted faith to me, 
Kat. And Longavile was for my ſervice borne. 
Har. Dumaine is mine as ſure as barke oh tree. 


Boy. Madam, and miltreſſes give care, - 
Immediately they wi be heere 
Intheir owne ſhapes : for it cannever be, 


——. 


They will diſgeft this harſh indignity. 
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Prin. Gall, bitter. Prim, Will they returne ? 
Bir. Therefore meete. Boy. They will they will, God knowes, 
Ds. Will you vouchſafe with me to change a word ? | And leape for joy, though they arg lame with blowes : 
Mar. Name it. Theretore change Favours, and when they repaire, 
Dum. Faire Lady : Blow like ſweer Roſes, in this ſummer aire. 
Mer, Say yoa ſo? Faire Lord ; Prin. How blow? how blow ? Speake to be under- 

Take you that for your faire Lady. ſtood. 

Dum, Pleaſe it you, Boy. Faire Ladies maskt, are Roſes intheir bud : 

As much in private, and Ile bid adien- Diſmaskt, their damaske ſweet commixture ſhowne, 
Mar. What, was your vizard made withouta tongue? | Are Angels vailing clouds, or Roſes blowne. | 
by I know the reaſos Lady why you aske. Prin. Avant perplexity : What ſhall we doe, 

- O for your reaſon, quickly fir, 1 long. If they returne intheir owne ſhapesto wooe ? 
Long. You have adouble tongue within your make. Roſa. Good Madam, if by me you'li be advis'd, 

And would affoord my ſpeechleſſe vizard halfe. Let's mocke them ſtill as well knowne s8diſggis'd ; 
Mar, Vealequoth the Dutch-man: is not Veale a | Letus complaine to them what fooles were heare, 

Calfe ? ; Diſguis'd like Muſcovites in ſhapeleſſe geare : 

Leng. A Calfe faire Lady ? And wonder what they were, and to whatend 


Their ſhallow ſhowes,and Prologue vildely pen'd, 
And their rough carriage ſo ridiculous, , 
Should I at our Tentto us. 
Boy. Ladies, withdraw : the gallancs areat hand. 
Prin. Wlup to our Tents, as Rocs runnes ore 
Exeunt, 
Enter the King and the reſt. 


King. Faire fir,God fave you. Wher's the Princeſle ? 
Boy. Goneto her Tent. 

Pleaſe ir your Majeſty command me any ſervice to her? 
King. That ſhe vouchſafe me 2udience for one word. 
Boy. I will, and ſowill ſhe, I know my Lord. Exit. 
Bir. This fellow pickesup wit as Pigeons pealſe, 

And utrers it againe, when /ovedab picaſe. 

Heis Wits Pedler, and retailes his Wares, 

At Wakes,and Waſſels, Meetings, Markets, Faires. 

And wethatſell by grofſe, the Lord doth know, | 

Have nor the grace to grace it with ſuch ſhow. 

This Gallant pins the Wenches on his ſleeve. 

Had he bin 4dew, he had tempted Eve. 

He can carve too, and liſpe : Why this is he, 

Thar kiſt away bis hand in courteſie, 

This is the Ape of Forme, Monſicur the nice, ' 


| That when he playes art Tables, chides the Dicg 


In honorable tearmes : Nay he can ſing 
A meane molt meanly, and in V ſhering 
Mend him whocan : the Ladies call him ſweet. 
The ſtaires as he treads on them kifſe his feete. 
This is the flower that ſmiles on every one, 
To ſhew his tecthas white as Whale his bone, 
Por kh Gary eF heap engadine: 
Pay him t -t oper, 

Kin, A bliſter on his tweet rongue with my heart, 
That put Armadees Page out of his part, 


Enter Ladies. 


Fir. See where it comes. Behaviour what wer't thou, 
Till this madman ſhew'd thee? And whar art thou now? 
Kin, All mile ſweet Madam, and faire time ot day. 

Prin, Faire in all Haile is foule, as I conceive. 
Kiz, Conſtrue my ſpeeches berter, if you may. 
Prin, Then with me better, I will give C 
Kin. We cameto viſit you,and es._ar" Oates 
To leade you toour Court, vouchſate it then, 
Prin. This field ſhall —_—_— hold your vow ; 
Nor God; nor I, delights in perjur'd men. 
Kin. Rebuke me notfor that which youprovoke ; 


En —_ 


"M 
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- Loves Labours bf. 


Thevertue of your eye muſt breake my oath. 

Pr.You > Arc rk : vice you thould have ſpoke: 

For vertucs office never breakes men troth. 

Now by my maiden honor, yet as pure 

As the unſullicd Lilly, 1proteſt, 

A world of torments though I ſhould endure, 

| I would not yeeld to be your houſes gueſt ; 

So much I hate a breaking cauſe to be 

Of heavenly oathes, vow'd with integrity. 

Kin. O you haveliv'd in delolation heere, 
Ynſecene, unviſited, much to our ſhame. 

Prin. Not ſo my Lord, it is not ſo 1 ſweare, 
We have had paſtimes heere, and pleaſant game, 
A meſle of Ruſlians left us bur of late. 

Kin, How Madam ? Ruſſians ? 

Pro, I in truth,my Lord, 

Trim , Full of Courtſhip and of ſtate. 

| Roſa. Madam ſpeake true. Itisnot ſo my Lord: 

My Lady (to the manner of the dayes) 

In curtehe gives undeſerving praiſe. 

We foure indeed confronted were with foure 

In Ruffian habit : Heere they ſtayed an houre, 

And talk*d apace : and in that houre (my Lord) 

They did not blefſe us with one happy word. 

I dare notcall them fooles ; bat this1 thinke, 

Whenthey are thirſty, fooles would faine have drinke. 
Bir. This jeſt isdry to me. Faire gentlc ſweet, 

Your wit makes wiſe things fooliſh,when we greete 

Witheyes beſt ſceing, heavens fiery cyc : 

By light we loſe light : your capacity 

Is of that native, that to your ſtore, 

Wile things ſceme fooliſh, and richithings but poore. 
Rof. This proves you wiſe and rich : for in my cyC=—- 
Bir. I ama foole, and full of poverty. 

Roſ. But that you take what doth to you belong, 

It were a fault to ſnatch wordsfrom my tongue. 

Bir. O, Iam yours andall that I poſleſſc. 

Roſ. All the foole mine. 

Bir. I cannot give youleſſe. 

Ref. Which of the Vizards was it that you wore ? 

Bir. Where ? when? What Vizard? 

Why demand you this ? 

Rof. There, then, that vizard, that ſuperfluouscaſe, 

That hid the worſe, and fhew'd the better face. 

Kum, Wearc diſcricd, 

They'l mockeus now downeright. 

Dk. Letus confeſſe, and turne it to a jeſt. 

q my Amaz'd my Lord ? Why lookes your Highneſle 

adde ? 

Ref. Helpe hold his browcs, hee'l ſwound :why looke 

you pale ? 

wr + cthinke _—_— _ Muſcovy. K 

ir, et es downe plagues for perjury. 

Can any face ofbraſſe hold longer md ? EE 

Heere ſtand I, Lady dart thy skill at me, 

_ _ _ ſcorne, | —_—_ witha flout. 

thy ſharpe wit quite through my ignorance. 

Cut meto peeces wich thy keene conceit : 

And I will wiſh thee never more to dance, 

Nor never more in Ruſſian habit waite. 

O! never will I truſt to ſpeeches pen'd, 

Nor tothe motion ofa -boyes tongue. 

— come in ba nw car 

wooinrime like a blind-harpers ſongue, 
Taffata phraſes, ſilken tearmes preciſe, 
Three-pil'd Hyperboles, ſpruce affeRion ; 


- 


| Have bluwne me full of 


| 
| 


Figures pedanticall, theſe ſummer flyes, 


oftentation- 
I doe forſweare them, and 1 _ | 
By this white Glove (how white the hand God knows) 
Henceforth my wooing mind ſhall be expreſt 
In rufſet yeas, and honeſt kerſie noes- 
And to begin Wench, ſo God helpe me law, 
wr * wy - thee is ſound, ſans cracke or flaw. 
0/4. dans, ſans, [ Ous 
Bw, Yet _ ar." 
Of the old rage ; beare with me, I am ſicke. 
Ile leave it by degrees : ſoft, let us ſee, 
Write Lord haxe mercy ox 4, 0n thoſe three, 
Ln -= infected, in —_ hearts es : 
y have the Y it of your eyes: 
Theſe Lords = =) mo not free ; 
For the Lords tokens on you doe 1 ſec. + 
Prin. No, they are free that gavetheſe tokens to us. 
Bir. Our ſtates arc forfeit, ſeeke not to undoc us. 
+ Rof”. It is not ſo ; for how can this betrue, 
That you ſtand forfeit, being thoſerhat ſuc. . 
Bir. Peace, for I will not have to doe with you, 
Ref. puede not, uy doe asI intend. $ 
Buy. e for yourſelves, my witisat an | 
King. Teach us{weet Madame, for our rude tranſgreſ- 
ſion, ſome faire excuſe. 
Prin. The faireſt is confeſſion. / 
Were younot heere but even now, diſguis'd? 
Kin, Madam, I was, 
Prin. And were you well advis'd ? 
Kin, I was faire . 
Prin, When you then were heere, 
What did you whiſper in your Ladies eare ? 
Kim. That more then all the world I did reſpeR her: 
—_ -W hen ſhe ſhall challenge this, you will rejeRt 


Km. Vpon mine Honor no. 
Prim. Peace, peace, forbeare z | 
Your oath once broke, you force not to forſweare. 
Kin, Deſpiſe me when I breake this oath of mine. 
Prin. I will, and therefore keepe it. Roſalone, 
W kat did the Ruſſian whiſper in your care ? 
Roſa. Madam, he ſwore that he did hold me deare 
As precious eyc-ſight, and did value me- 
Above this World : adding there morcover, 
That he would Wed me, or elſe dye my Lover. 
Prin, God give thee joy of him : the Noble Lord 
Moſt ly doth uphold his word, 
Kin, W hat meane you Madame ? 
By my life, my troth, 
I never ſworethis Lady ſuch anoath. 
Roſ. By heaven you did ; and toconfirme it plaine, 
you gave me this : But take it fir againe. | 
King. My faith and this, the Princefſe I did give, 


4 I knew her by this Iewell on her ſleeve. 


Prin. on me fir, this Iewell did ſhe weare, 
And Lord Bren: (Ithanke him) is mydeare. | 
What Will you have me, or your Pearle againe ? 

Bir. Neither of cither, I remit both twaine. 


Some carry-tale, ſome pleaſe-man 
Some mumble-newes, ſome erencher-knight,C 
That ſmiles his checke in yeares, and knowes the tricke 


To make my Lady laugh, when ſhe's diſpos'd ; als 
Y —_—_ſ 


_—_——— — 
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Told our intents before : which once diſclos'd, 

The Ladiesdid change Favours, and then we 

Following the fignes, woo'd but the ſigne of ſhes 

Nowto our perjury, to adde more terror, 

We arc againe forſworne in will and error. 

Muchupon this it is : and might not you 

Foreſtall our ſport, to make us thus untrue ? 

Doe not you know my Ladies foot by'th ſquicr ? 

And laugh uponthe apple of her eye ? 

And ſtand betweene her backe fir,and the fire, 

Holdinga — ? 

You pur our our : goe, youare 

Diewghen you will, a ſmocke ſhall be your ſhrowd. 

You!cere upon me, doe you? There's an eye 

Wounds like a Leaden ſword. rot 
managery/this car- 


Boy. Full merrily bath this brave 
reere beene rurnne. 

Biz, Loc, he is tilting ſtraight. Peace, I have dons, 
Emer Clowne. 


Welcome pure wit, thou part'ſt a faire fray: 

Clo. 7 penned ence ac} ny . 
Whether the three W orthics ſhall come in,or no. 

Bir. Wat, arc there butthree ? 

(ww. Noir, butir is vara fine, 

Foc every one purſents three. 

Bir. And threetimes thrice 1s nine. 

(lv. Notſo fir, under correction fir,T hope it isnot ſo. 
You cannot beg us fir,l can aſſure you fir, we know what 
we know : I hope ir three times thrice fir. 

Bu. Is notnine. 

(to. Vnder correRtion fir, wee know where-untill it 
doth amount. 

Bir. By ove, Talwaycstooke three threes for nine. 

Clo. O Lord fir, it were pitty you ſhould ger your 
living by reckning fir. 

Bw, How much ig1t? 

Clo. O Lord fir, the parties themſelves, the actors fir 
will thew where-untill it doth amount : for mine owne 
part,Iam (asthey ſay,but toperteR one man in one poore 
man) Pompion the great fir. 

Bir. Artthou ane of the Worthies ? 

(ls. It pleaſed themtothin ke me worthy of Pompey 
the great : for mine owne part, I know not the degree 
of the Worthy, but Iam to ſtand for him. 

Bir. Goe, bid them prepare. Exit. 

Ch. Wewill turne it finely off fir,we will rake ſome 


Care. 
King, Firone, they will ſhame us : 
Lerthem wot IT 
Bir, Weare -proofe my Lord: and 'tis ſome 
policy, to have one ſhew worſe then the Kings and his 


company. 

Kin, I fay they ſhall not come. 

Prin. Nay my good Lord, let me ore rule younow ; 
That ſport beſt pleaſes, that doth leaſt know how. 
Where Zeale ftrivesto content, and the contents 
Dies in the Zeale of that which ig preſents :. 

Their forme confounded, makes moſt forme in mirth, 


gry — >, in their birth. 
Bw. A right deſcription of our ſport wy Lord. 
Enter Brag gart, 
Brag, Annointed, I implore ſo much expence of thy 


| 


| Carat: When in the world Lliv/d, 1 was the worlds (unv- 


royall ſweet breath, as will vtter a brace of words. 
ri. Doththis manſcrve God? | 

Proc hee ry = of God's making 

rin. He 's not like a man 's making. 

Brag. That'sall one my faire ſweet hony Monarch : 
For I proteſt, che Schoolmaſter i 
Teo too vaine, tootoo vaine. But we will patit (as they 
ſay) to Fortune delaguay. 1 wiſh you the peace of mind 
moſt royall cu - , 

King. Here 18like to be a good preſence of Worthies; 
He preſents H:&or of Troy, the Swaine Pompey the great, 
the Pariſh Curatc ; Alexander, Armadees Page Herenles, 
the Pedant [udas Machabexs : And if theſe foure Wor- 
thiezia their firſt ſhew thrive, theſe foure will change 
habites, and preſent the other five. 

Bw. There is five in the firſt ſhew. 

Kin. Youare deceived, tis not ſo. M 

Bir. The Pedant, the Brag ger, the Hedge-Pricit, the 

Foole, and the Boy. 
A hare throw at Novum,and the whole world againe, 
Cannot pricke out five ſuch, take each onein's vaine.. 
Ks. T he ſhip is under {aile,and here ſhe comes amaine» 


Emer Pompey. 


Ch. 1 Pompey am. 4 
Boy. You lye, youare not he. | 
Co. I Pompey am, . | 
Boy. With Libbards head on knee. 
Bir. Well ſaid old mocker, 

I muſt needs be friends with thee. | | 

Clo. 1 F ompey um, Pompey ſurnans d the big- 

-- Lao anne p "4 

Ch. Itis r : Pompey wrnans d tire greas * 
That oft in foid, with Targe ad Shiold, | 

did make my foe to ſweat : 
And travailing along this coaft, 1 beere am "come by chance, 
And lay my eArmes before the legs of this ſw eet Laſſe of 
France. | 

If your Ladiſhip would ſay thankes Pompey, I had done. 
Prin, Greatthankes great Pompey. 

_ Ctr. TH DEL IEY but I hope I was per- | 
&. I A itt in great. ' 
Bir. My hatto a halfe-peny, Pompey proves the beſt 

Worthy. 


E mer Curate, for Alexander. 


By Eaft ,Weft, North and South, 1 fred my ing might 
ye rr, army 4 pan 
Zo. Your hoſe ſais no, you are not: 
For it Randstoo right. ; | {fi 
Eh Your nolc {mels no, in this moſt tender ſwelling 
Prin. The Conqueror is diſmaid : 
Proceed good: Alexander. 219041 and 8 
Cour. When in the world 1 lived, I was the worldes Com- 
mander. 
Boy. Moſt true, 'tis right : you were ſo Aliſander. 
w, P the great. + 


Clo. 


isexceeding fantaſticall: | 


| 


| 
| 
| 


ee 
— 


querot': you willde (crap'd oiit of the painted cloth for 


—_— 


this 
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this : your Lion that holds his Pollax fitting on a cloſe | Boy. But isthis Hefor ? 
| ſtoole, will be given - _ = - be the ninth* wor- - - thinke —— _— timber'd, 
thy. A Conqueror, raid to ? Runne away + His 15 to0 bi ethvr. 
| fe ſhame Al/ander. There bali pie ou : a foo- Dum, Moi ——_ 
liſh mild man, an honeft _ hheyonnadfornedethe Boy. Noz he is beſt indued in the ſmall. 
| He is a marvellous _ neighbour inſoerh, and a very | Pr. This can'ot be Helter, 
good Bowler : but for Abſander, alas you ſee, how 'tis a Dwm. He'sa god or a Painter, for he makes faces. 
little ore-parted. But there are Worthies a comming, Brag. The Armipoten ©Mares, of Lawnces the almyhty, 
CI mind in ſome other ſort. ae = Hettor a gfe. 
Clo, S aſt Pompey. Xu C10. «#m. A puilt urmeg2ge, 

ary Bir. A Lg 

Enter Pedavit for Indus, and the Boy for Herenles. \ Lon. Stuckewith Cloves, 

| Dwm. Nocloven. 

Ped. Great Herewles is preſented by this Impe, Brag. The Mars, of Lavnces the almighty, 

Whoſe Club kil'd (erberm that three-headed Canw, ave Helgor a giſt, the heire of Illion; 

And when he was a babe, a child, a ſhrimpe, A mas d, that cer taine he would fight : yea 

Thusdid he ſtrangle Serpents in his Manu ; From morne till night, out of his Pavillion. 

Dmoniam, be (cemeth in minority , Ianſthat Flower, 

Ergo, I come with this Apology. Daum, That Mint. 

Keepe ſome ſtatein thy Exit, and vaniſh. ExitBoy, Long, That Cullambine. 

Ped. Tudas / am. Brag. Sweet Lord Longavile reine thy rongue. 
- Dum. A Tudas? Low, 1 muſt rather give itthe reme : tor it runnes4- 
Ped. N 0 Iſcariat for. gainſt Hefor. ; 
[udu l am ytlip:d Machaber, Dum. 1, and Heftor's a Greyhound. 
Dum. 1ndazs Machabex clipt, is plaine Indas. Brag. The ſweet War-man is dead and rotten, 
Bir. A kiſſingtraitor, How art thou prov'd ſndss ? | Sweet chuckes, beat notthe bones of the buricd ; 
Ped. Indus 1 am. Butl will forward with my device; 
Dum. The more ſhame for you Judas. ' Sweet Royalty beſtow on me the Sence of hearing» 
Ped. What meane you fir ? : . 
Boy. To make lwdas hang himſelfe. Birone fleps forth. : 
Ped. Begin ir, you are my elder, 3 Prin, Speake brave Heftor, we are much delighted, 
Bir. Wellfollow'd, ada was hang'd on an Elder, Brag. I doc adorethy ſweet Graces ſlipper. , 
Ped. I will not be put out of countenance. ' Boy, Loves her by the foot. 
Bir. Becauſe thou haſt no face. | | Dum. He may not by the yard. 
Ped. What is this. Brag. This Heftor farre ſurmonnted Hannibal. 
Boy, A Citterne head, " Theparty u« gout. 
Dum. The head ofa bodkin, (te. Fellow Heftor, ſhe is gone ; the is two moneths 
Bir, A deaths face ina ring, | on her way. 
Lon. The tace of an old Roman coyne, ſcarce ſcene. Brag. W hat meaneſt thou ? 
Boy. The pammell of ({/ars Faulchion. Cho, Faith unleſſe you play the honeſt Troyan, the 
Dum. The carv'd-bone face on a Flaske. poore Wench is caſt away : ſhe's quicke, the child brags 
Bir. Saint Georges halte checke in a brooch. 11 her belly alrcady : tis yours. 

; Dum. 1, and in abrooch of Lead. Brag. Doſt thoa infamonize me anfong Potentares ? 

| - Bir. Land wornein the capofa Tooth-drawer., Thon ſhalt dye. 

And now forward, for we have put thee in countenance. | (%. Then ſhall Hefor be whipt for [aquererra that 
Ped. You have put meout of countenance. isquicke by him, and hang'd for Pompey, that is dead by 
Bir, Falſe, we ave giventhee faces. him. 

| Ped. Butyou have out-fac'd them all. Dam. Moſt rare Pompey. 

' --*Bir. And thoa wer't a Lion, » we would doe ſo, Boy. Renowned Pompey. . 

' Boy, Therctore ashe is, an Ae, let him goe : Bir, Greater then great, great, great, great Pompey : 

And fo adieu-tweer Inae. Nay, why doſt thou tay? Pompey the huge. 

+ Dam, Forthe hater endot his name. - \ Dum. Hettor trembles. 

Bir. For the xſeto the [de : giveit him. Ind-as a- | Bir. Pompey is moved, more Atecs more Artces ftirre 

\ then), or ſtirre them on. 


way. 
Jaw, -This is notgenerous, not gentle, not humble. Dum, Hedlor will ckallenge him. 
Boy. A light for monſicur [#dx;, it growesdarke, he | Bir. I,if a haveno more mans blood in's belly, then 


may ſtumble. will ſupa Flea. | 
| Prin, Alas poore CMachabem , how bath he beene | Brag. By the North-poleT doe challenge thee. 
tc TT | | Cie. 1 willnot fight with apole like a Northern man ; 
Enter Brag gart. Tle ſlaſh, Ile doe itby the ſword : I pray you let me bor- 
| | row my Armes againe, 
 #wr. Hide thy head Achilles, heere comes Heftor in | Dwm. Roome tor the incenſed Worthics. 
; Armes. | (7. Ile doe it inmy ſhirt. 
Dam. Thoughrmy mockes come home by 'me, I will | Dam. Moltrelolute Pompey. 
now be . Page. Maſter, let me take you a button hole lower # 
King. Heftor was buta Troyan in reſpect of this, Doc you not ſee Pompey is uncaſing for the combat : what | 


M&ane | 
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meane you ? you will loſe your reputation. No 
Brag. GontemmendSortiicnguatenam, I will nov 
combat in my ſhirts 


Ds. You may not deny ir, Fompey hath made the chal- 


x. Sweet bloods, I both may, and will. 

Bir. What reaſon have you for't ? 

Bra. The _ truth of ir 1s, I have no ſhirt, 
I goe woolward tor penance. 

>. True, and it was injoyned him in Rome for want 
of Linnen : ſince when, Ile be ſworne he wore none, but 
adiſhclout of Jaquenerras, and that hee weares next his 
heart for a favour. 


Emter a Meſſenger, Monſleur Marcade. 


Mar. God fave you Madam. ; 

Prin, Welcome arcade, but that thou interrupteſt 
our merriment. 

Mere, I am ſorry Madam, for the newes I bring is 
heavy in my - The King your father. 

Prin. Dead for my life. 

Mar. Even = : My tale istold, a 

Bir. Worthies ,the Scene begins to F 

Bra. For mine , I breathe free breath :1 
have ſcene the day of wrong, throughthe little hole of 
diſcretion,and I will right my ſclfe like a Souldier. 

| E xennt Worthies, 

Kin, How fare's your Majeſty P _ 

Prin. Boyet prepare, I will away to night. 

Kin. Madam not fo, 1 doe beſcech you ſtay. 

Prix. Prepare I ſay. Ithanke you gracious Lords | 
Forall your faire $ and cntreats: | 
Our of a new ſad-ſoule, that you vouchiafe, 

In your rich wiſedome to excuſe, or hide, 
Theliberall oppoſition of our ſpirits, 

Ifover-boldly we have borne our ſelves, 

In the converſe of breath (your gentleneſſe ' 

Was guilty of it.) Farewell worthy Lord : 

A heavy heart beares not an humble t . 

Excuſe me (o, comming ſo ſhort of , 

For my = ſuir, ſo ealily obtain'd. | 

Xin. The extreme parts of time, extremely formes 
All cauſes tothe purpoſe of his ſpeed : 

And often at his very looſe decides 

That, which long procefſe could not arbitrate. 

And though the _— brow of progeny 

Forbid the ſmiling curteſte'of Love : 

The holy ſuite which faine it would convince, 

Yet ſince loves argument was firſt on toote, 

Let not the cloud of ſorrow juſile it 

trom what it purpoſed : ſince to waile triendsloſt, 
ls not by much ſo wholſome profitable, 
As to rejoyce at friends but newly found. 

Prin, I underſtand you not, my greefes are donble, 

Zir.Honeſt plain words, belt pierce the cares of griefe 
And by theſe badges underſtand the King, 

For _e faire ſakes have we negleRed time, 

Plaid foule play with our oathes : your beauty Ladies 
Hath much deformed us, faſhioning our humors 
Even tothe oppoſed end of our iritents. 

And what in as hath ſeem'd ridiculous: 

As Love is full of unbefittiong ſtraines, 

All wanton as a child, skipping and vaine . 

Form'd by the eye, and theretore like theeye « 

Eull of ſtraying ſhapes, of habits, and of formes 


| 


Loves Labour's loſt. 


Varying in ſubjeRs as the eye doth roule, 

To every varied objein his glance : 

W hich party-coated preſence of loole love 

Put on by us, if in your heavenly cycs, 

Have mulbccom'd our oathes and gravities. 
Thoſe heavenly eyes that looke incotheſe faults , 
Suggeſted us to make : therefore Ladics 

Our love being yours, the error that Love makes 
Is likewiſe yours. We to our ſelves provefalſe, 
By once falſe, for ever tobe true 
Tothoſethat make us both, faire Ladyes you, 
And even that falſhood init ſelfe a finne, 

Thus purihies itſelfe, and turnes to grace,” 

Prm. Wehave receiv'd your Letters, full of Love ; 
Your Favours, the Ambaſſadors of Love. 
—— 

t courtſhip, pleaſant jeſt, avd curtefie 
As bumbaſt asli —_— T 
But moredevout then theſe are our 
Have we not beene, andtherefore met your loves 
Intheir owne faſhion, like a mesriment. 


Long. Sodid our lookes. 

Roſa. Wee didnot coate them ſo, 

King. Now at the lateſt minute of the houre, 
Grant us your loves, | 

Prim. Atime methinkes too ſhort, 
To make a world-without-ead bargaine in ; 
No, nomy Lord, your Grace is perjur'd much; 
Full of deare guiltineſſe, and therefore this : 
If for my Love (as there is no ſuch cauſe) 
1s wlloor cughs, this ſhall youdoe for me, 
Your oath I will not traſt ; but goe with ſpeed 
To ſome fotlorne and naked Hermitage, 
Remote from all the pleaſures of the-world : 
There ſtay, untill the twelve Celeſtiall Signes 
Have brought about their annuall reckomng- 
If this auſtere inſociable life, 
C not your offer made in heate of blood : 
If froits, and faſts, hard lodging, and thin weedes 
Nip not the bloſſomesot your Love, 
Bur that it beare this triall, and laſt love : 
nagar ene os Pp Ha 

me challenge me, challenge me edeſerrs, : 
And by this Virgin now kiſſing thine, 
I will bethine : and till:that inſtance (hue | 


If this thou doe deny, let our 
Neither zntitled inthe others heart- -., 


To flatter up theſe powers of minewith reſt, F 
The ſodaine hand of death cloſe up mine eye. 
Hence ever then, my 1840 it. 

Love Zaild what tome F* 


Bir. And whatto-me 
Roſ. You muſt be 
Youare attaint wi 


perjurg'4 i*11} vt 


| ſhallyou ſpend, and-never reſt; 

But ſeeke the weary beds of people licke, 
D#m. But what to me my love ? but what to me ? 
Kat. A wife ? a beard, faire health,and honeſty; 

With three-fold love, I wiſh youall theſlerhree. 
Dum. O hall I ſay, Ithanke you gentle wite ? 

| Kr, Not ſo my Lord, atwelvemonth and a day, 


King. If this, or morethenthis, I would dety, 7 


Ds. Our letters Madam, ſhew'd much more then jeſt. 


too,7yaut finnes are rack Q, 
Therefore if youmy kafolr meanetolget, = 1 | 


Tle 


l— 


4 —— 


| 


' 


| 
| 
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Loves Labour, « oft. 


Ile marke no wordsthat ſmoothfac'd wooers ſay. 

Come when the King doth to my Lady come : 

Then ifI have much love, llegive you ſome. 
Dum. Ile ſerve thee true and faithfully till then. 
Kath. Yet{weare not, leaſt ye be forſworne agen» 
Long. W hat ſayes Maria ? 
IHMars, At the twelve-months end, 

Ile change my blacke Gowne, for a fathfull friend. 

| Lon, Ile (tay withpatience : but the time is long» 

Mears. Theliker you,few taller are ſo yong» 

Bir. Studies my Lady ? Miſtris,looke on me, 
Behold the window of my heart,mine eye : 
W hat humble ſuite attends thy anſwer there, 
Impolec ſome ſervice on me for my Love. 

Roſa. Oft have I heard of you my Lord Birene, 
Before I ſaw you : and the worlds large tongue 
Proclaimes you for a man repleate with mockes, 

Fuil of compariſons,and wounding floutes : 

Which you on all eſtates will execute, 

Thatlie within the mercy of your wit. 

To weed this Wormewood from your fruitfull braine, 
And therewithall to win me,if you plezſc, 

Without the which Iam not to be won : 

You ſhall this twelve-month terme from day to day, 
Viſite the ſpeechleſſe ficke,and ſtill converſe 

With groaning wretches : and your taske ſhall be, 
Withall the fierce.cndevour of your wit, 
Toenforce the pained impotent ro ſmile. 

Bir. To move wildc laughter in the throat of death? 
It cannot be,it is impoſlible, by 
Mirth cannot move a ſoulc in agonie. & 

Roſa. Why that'sthe way to choke a gibing ſpitit, 
Whoſe influence is begot of that looſe grace, + | 
Which ſhallow laughing hearers give to fooles : ' 
A jeltsproſperitie,lies inthe care p 
Of him that heares it,never in the tongue _ 
Of him that makesit: then,it ſickly cares, 

Deaft with theclamors of their owne deare 
Will heare your idle ſcornes ; continue then, 
And 1 will have you,and that fault withall. 

But if they will not,throw away that ſpirit, 
And I ſhall finde you empty of har ſaute, 

Right joytull of your reformation. | 

Bir.. Arwelve-month ? Well ; befall what will befall 
le jeſt a twelve-month in an Haſpitall. © ; 

Pron, I \ apr Lord,and - {oT rake-my leave, 

King. No ,we will bring you on your way. 

Bir. Our wooing doth en old Play 2 
Jacke hath not Gill: theſe Ladjes courtefie - - -* / 
Might well have made our ſport a Comedic. 

King. Come ſir,it wants a twelve-month and a day, 

AUNT &::* 


Bigg Swvees Majoſty-wou- Blaſs me. 
Fra. Was not char Heftor ? 
Dam. The worthyKnight 


Brag. I will kifſethy Royall finger, and ke hives, 


I ama Voetary , 1 have vow'd to Jaquenerta to hold the 


dad. a ths ld. td. 


Plough for her ſweet love three yeeres. But molt eſtce- 
med ,will you heare the Dialogue that the two 
Learned men have compiled, in praiſe of the Owle and 
the Cuckow ? It ſhould have followed in the end ofour 


ſhew. | 
Kin. Callthem forth quickly ,we will doe fe. 
Brag. HollazApproach. 


Emter all. 
This fide is Hiews, Winter. 
This Yer,the Spring : the one maintained by the Owle, 
The other by the Cuckow. 
Fer begin. 


The Song. 


_—— 
Hind Cuc of yellow bew : 
And mecks all white, 

Doe paint the Medower with delight, 
The Cuckow then on every Tree, 
Mockes married men,for thus fings he, 


Cuckow. 
Cuckow,('uckow : O word of feare, 
Unpleaſing to a married carts 


When Shephard: pipe on Oaten flirewes, 
And merry Larkes wa bmens clocks? : 
When Twrtles tread, end Rookes and D awer, 
And Maiden: bleach their ſummer ſmockes: 
T he Cuckow then onevery tree 

Mockes married men ; for thus fings be, 
Cuckow. 

Cackow,Cuckgw : O word of feare, 
Vnplcaſing toa married eare. 


Winter; 

When Ifichles hang by the wal, 
eAnd Dicke the dblewes bu nail: ; 
And Tom beaves — or 
Hnd Milks comes frozen bome n pale : 
When blood uw nipt ,aud wayes be fowle, 
Then nightly fings the flaring Owle 
T #-whit to-who, 

A merry note 

While greafie lone doth keele the por. 


When all aloud the Wind doth blow, 
And drotnes the P arſons Saw : 
And Bi in the Snow, 
end Marrians Noſe red and raw : 
Then wha ſnerrbe fring Ont, 
Then mpobily J 

ar as. ; 

eA merry note 

While greafie Tone doth keele the por. 


Brag. The words of Mercwrie, 
Arc harſh after the ſongs of Apoll ; 
You that way ; we this way. 
Exennt ones, 


IL-4 


_. FINIS, 
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MIDSOMMER 


Nights Dreame. 


i. 


eA tus Primus. 


Enter T heſens, Higpolita,with others . 


Theſens. + 
R= Ow faire Hippolita,our nuptiall houre _ 
by N 4 Draweson a ha y daies bring in 
5 AN Another Moon: bur oh,me thinks,how flow 
apts This old Moon wanes ? She lingers my de- 
Like to a Step-dame,or a Dowager, fires 


Long withering out a mans revennew- 4 
Hip. Foure dates will quickly ſteep theſelves in nights, 

Foure nights will quickiy dreame away the time: 

And then the Moone, liketo a filver bow. 

Now bent in heaven,ſhall behold the night 

Of our {olemaities. 
The, Go Philoftrate, 

Stirre up the Athenian youth to merriments, 

Awake the pert and nimble ſpirit of mirth, 

Turne melancholy forth to Funerals: 

The pale companion is not for our pompe-. 

7>.7 pm woo'd thee with my ſword, 

And wonne thy love,doing thee injuries: 

But I will wed thee in another key, 

With pompe,with triumph, and with revelling. 


Emer Egens and bis daughter Hermia, Lyſander, 
and Denuirins. 

Eye. Happy be ,our renowned Duke. 
The. Thanks good Zgexs : what's the news with thee? 
Ege. Full of vexation, come 1, with complaint 

Againſt my childe,my daughter Hermia. 
Stand forth Demetr ins. 
— Noble Lord, 6h "ts 
is man hath my conſent to marry her. 
Stara forth Lyſavder. 
And my gracious Duke, 
This hath bewivch'd the boſome of my childe: 
Thou,thou Lyſander,thou haſt given her rimes, 


And interchang'd love-rtokens with my childe: 
Thou haſt by Moone-light at her window ſung, 
With faining voice, verſes of faining love, 


And ſtolne the impreſſion of her fantafie, 

Wich bracelets of thy haire, rings,gawdes, conceits, 
Knackes, trifles, Noſe-gaies,{weet meats(meſſengers 
Ot ſtrong prevailment in vnhardned youth) 


4 


| With cunning haſt thou filch'd my daughters heart, 
Turn'd her obedience (which isdueto me) 
To ſtuborne harſhneſſe. And my gracious Duke, 
Be it ſo ſhe will not heere before your Grace, 
Conſent to marry with Demerrms, 
I __ ancient priviledge of Athens; 
As the is mine, may diſpoſe of her; 
W hich ſhall be cither to chig Gentleman, 
Or to her death, according to our Law, 
Inumediately provided inthat caſe» | 
The. W hat ſay you Hermiatbe advis'd faire Maid: 
To you your Father ſhould beas a God; 
One that compos'd your beauties;yea and one 
To whom you are but as a forme in waxe 
By him imprinted : and within his power, 
Toleave the figure,or disfigure it: 
Deme:rins is a worthy Gentleman, 
Her. So is Lyſander. 
The. In himlclfe he is. 
Burt in this kinde, wanting your fathers yoice 
The other mult be held the worthier. 
Her. 1 would my father look'd but with my eyes. 
The. Rather your cics muſt with his judgment looke. 
Her. I do entreat your Grace to pardon me, 
I know not by what power I am made bold, 
Nor how it may concerne my modeltic 
In ſuch a preſence heereto pleade my thoughts! | 
But I beſeech your Grace, that I may know 
The worſt thar may betall me in this caſe, 
If I refuſe to wed Demetrius. 
The. Either to dic the death,or to abjure 
For ever the ſociety of men. 
Therefore faire Hermia queſtion your defires, 
Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether(if you yeeld not to your fathers choice) 
You canendure the livery of a Nunne, 
For aye to be in ſhady Cloiſter mew'd, 
To livea barren ſiſter all your like, , 
Chanting faint hymnes to the cold fruitleſſe Moone, 
Thrice bleſſed they that maiſter fo their blood, 


To undergo ſuch maiden pilgrimage, 

Burt earthlier happy is the Roſe diſtil'd, 

Then that which withering on the virgin thorne, . 

Growes,lives, and dies, in =—_ ble & | 
” 


—_— — 


Ad —o 


- { Let me have Hermiaes:do you 


it. — Cw. th. 


— —_— ——_— 
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Her. So will I grow,ſo live,ſodie my Lord, 
Ere I wall 
Vnto his 
My ſoule conſents not to give 
\ The. Take time to 
The ſcaling day betwixt my love and mc, 
| Foreverlaſting bond of fellowſhip: 

Vpon that day cither pr todic, 
| For diſobedience to you $ will, 
Or elſe to wed Demerrine as hee would, 
> i ON Dianees Altar , 
or ale,auſterity, and fingle life. 
Dem. Relent ſweet Hermia, and Lyſander,yeelde 
Thy crazed title to my certaine ri 
Lyſ. You have her fathers love,Demerrins: 
him. 

ou Scornfull Lyſa»der,truc,he hath my Love; 
And what is mine, my love ſhall render him. 

And ſhe is mine, and all my right of her, 
I doeſtate vnto Demetrixs. 
Ly/. I am my Lord ,as well deriv'd as he, 
As well poſſeſt:my love is more then his: 
My fortunes every way as fairely ranck'd 
(If not with vantage )as Demetrous : 
And(which is more then all theſe boaſts can be) 
| Iam beloy'd of beautcous Hermia . 
W hy ſhould not I then proſecute my right? 
Demetrins , Ile auouch it to his head, 
Made love to IN edars daughter, Helens, 
And won her {oulc:and ſhe({weet Lady)dotes, 
Devoutly dotes, dotes in Idolatry, : 
Vponthus ſpotted and inconſtant manz 
_ The.1 muſt confeſſe, that Ihave heard ſo much, 
And with Demerrins htto have ſpoke thereof: 
But being over-full of ſclte-affaires, 
My minde did loſe it. But Demetrins come, 
And come Eyexs,you ſhall go with me, 
I have ſome private ſchooling for you both. 
For you faire Hermia,looke you arme your ſclfe, 
To fit your fancies to your ” vr will; 
Or elſe the Law of Athens yeelds you vp 
(Which by no meanes we may extenuate) 
Todeath,or to a vow of ſingle life. 
Come my Hippolira, what cheare my love? 
| Demerrins and Egenrgo along: 
I muſt imploy you in ſome buſineſſe 
Againſt our nuptialls,and conferre with you 
Of ſomething,neerely that concernes your ſelves. 
Ege. With dutic and defire we follow you. Exeunt. 

. CManet Lyſauderand Hermaa. 

Lyſ. How now my love? Why is your cheek ſo pale? 
How chance the Roſcs there do fade ſo faſt? 

\ Her, Belike for want ofraine, which I could well 
Betceme them, from the tempelt of mine eyes. 

Ly/. Hermia for ought that ever I could ceade, 

Could ever heare by tale or hiſtory, 
The courſe of true love never did run ſmooth, 
Bur cither it was differcnt in blood. 
Her. O cfofſc!too high tobeenthral'd tolove. 
Ly/. Orelſe miſgratied, in reſpeR of yeares. 
Her. O ſpight/roo old tobe ingag'd to yong. 
Dl Or elſe it ſtood uponthe choiſe of merit. 
. O hell ! to chooſe love by anothers cyc. 
Lyſ. Or if there I Ie in Choiſe, 
Warre,death,or fickneſſe, did lay ſiege to it; 
Making it momentarie,as a ſound: 


_— 


— 


_—_—— 


__—_ 


i 


——_—___w_—_—_— 


my virgin | , ; > Teas "a. 4 
hip, rovhoſorentiibed yoke 4, -,F 
OvVcrarmgntye — p, . 
e,and NS IOOIS '- 


—_——— 


qeSwiftas a — as any dreame, 
'Briefe as the liginning in the colliednizhe, 
'That(in a Nag, heres heaven and carth; 
And crea man hath power to ſay, hchold, 
The jawes of darknefſe do deyoure it up: 
So quicke bright things come t6 confuſion. 
Her. It then true Lovers have becne ever croſt, 
Ir ſtandsas an cdi&t in deſtiny: 
Then let us teach our triall patience, 
Becauſc it is a cuſtomary 
As dueto love, as thoughts,and dreamee,and ſighes, 
Wiſhes and teares;poore Fancies followers. 
Ly(. A periwaſion;therefore heare me Hermia, 
I have a Widdow Aunt,a dowager, 
Ot great revennew,and ſhe hath no childe, 
From Athens is her houſe remov'd ſeven leagues, 
And ſhe reſpets me, as her onely ſonne: 
There gentle Hermie,may I marry thee, 
And to that place; the Athenian Law 
Cannot purſue us. If tho: loy'ſt me,then 
Steale forth thy fathers houſe to morrow night: 
And in the wood,a league without the towne, 
(Wherel did meete thee once with Helens, 
To do obſervance for a morne of May ) 
There will I ſtay for thee. 
Her. My good Lyſander, 
I ſweare tothee,by Cupids ſtrongeſt bow, 
By his beſt arrow with the golden head, 
By the ſimplicity of Venus Doves, 
By that which knitteth ſoules,and proſpers love, 
And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage Queene, 
When the falſe Troyan vnder faile was ſecne, 
By all the vowes that ever men have broke, 
(In number more then ever women ſpoke) 
In that ſame place thou haſt appointed me, 
To morrow truly will I mecte with thee. 
Ly/. Keepe promiſe love:looke here comes Helena. 


Emer Helms, 
peede faire Heleva , whither away? 


Her. God { 
Hel. Cal you me faire ?that faire againc unſay, 
Demetrizs loves you faire : O happy faire! 
Your eyesarc our ${weet ayre 
Moretuncable then Larke to ſhepheards carc, 
When wheate is greene, when hauthocrne buds appeare, 
Sicknefle is catching : © were favour ſo, 
Your words Ide catch, faire Hermus cre I go, 
My care ſhould catch your voice, my cye,your eye, 
My tongue ſhould catch your tongues fweer melodie, 
Were the world mine, Demetrins being bated, 
The reſt Ile give to be toyou tranſlated. 
O teach me how you looke; and with what art 
You ſway the motion of Demerrivs hart. 
Her. I frowneupon him,yet he loves me ſill. 
Hel. Othat your frownes would teach my {iniles 
ſuch skil. | 
Her, | give him curſes, yet he gives me love. 
Hel. O that my prayerscould ſuch action moove. 
Her. The more T hate the more he followes mc- 
Het. The more Ilove, the more he hateth me. 
Her. His folly Helena is none of mine. 
Hel.None but your beauty,wold that fault were mine 
Her. Take comfort:he no more ſhall ſce my face, 
Lyſander and my ſelfe will fliethis place- 
Before the time I did Lyſandey (cc, 
Scem'd Athens like a Paradiſe to mec» 


- 


| 


— 


1 eA eMidſommer nights Dreant. 


147 


Es. 


———— 


O then,what graces in my Love dodyecll, 
That he hath rurn'd a heaven into hell? 

Lyſ- Helew, to you our mindes we will vnfold, 
To morrow > rp Fbebe doth behold 
Her lilver vilage,in the watry glaſle, 

Decking with uquid pearle,the bladed grafſe 
(Artime that Lovers tights doth (till conceale) 
1 hcough Athens gates, have wedevis'd to ſteale. 

Her. And in the wood, where often you and I, 
Vpoa taint Prunrole beds, were wone to lye, 
Emptying Our boſomes, of their counſcll (weld: 
There my Lyſander,and my fcltc ſhall meete, 
And thence trom Athens turnc away our eyes 
To leeke new friends and ſtrange companions; 
Farewell ſweet play-tctlow,pray thou tor us, 
And good lucke grant thee thy Dewerrins, 
Keepe word Lyſander we maſt ſtarve our ſight, 
From lovers toode,till morrow deepe midnight. 


Exit Hermia. 
Lyſ-1 will my Hermia, Helenaadicu, , 
As you on him, Dewerrins dotes on you. Exit Lyſander. 
Hel, How happy lome,ore otherſome can be? 
Through Atbers 1am thought as faire as ſhe. 
But what of that ? Dem:eras thinkes not ſo: 
He will not know;what all,but he doth know, 
And as hce crres, doting on Hermias eyes; 
$0 1, admiring of his quaitries: | 
Things vaſe and vilde, holding no quantity; 
Love can tranipole to torme and dignity, | 
Lovelookes not with the cyes, but with the minde; 
And theretore is wing'd Cupid painted b.indes 
Nor hath loves munde of any judgementralte: 
Wings and no eyes,figure,vaheedy haſte. 
And therefore is Love 1aid to be a childe, 
Becauſe in choile he often is beguil'd, | 
As waggilh boyes i1 game themſelves torſwearez 
Sothe boy Love is perjur'devery where. 
For ere Demerrms lookt on Hermias eyne, 
Hc hail'd downe oathes that he was only mine. 
And when this Haile ſome heat from Hermia felt, 
So he diſſolv'd,and ſhowres of oathes did melt. 
[ will go tell him of faire Heywias flight: 
Then to the wood will hezto morrow night, 
Purſue her; and for his intelligence, 
If I have thankes,it is a deere expence: 
But heerein meane I roenrich my paine, 
To have his ſight thither, and backe againe. 


Enter Owince the Carpenter , Sung the Toyner , Bottome the 
= Flute the bellowes-mender , Snowe the Tinker , and 
Starvelmg the Taylor. 


Exit. 


2. Is all our company heere? 

Bot. You were belt to callthem generally , man by 
man, according to the ſcrip. 
2%. Hereis the ſcrowle of every mans nanie, which 
15 thought fir t h all Athens , 'toplay in our ,Enter- 
lude before the Duke and the Dutches ; on his wedding 
day at night. 

Boe. Firſt, good Peter ,Ynince, ſay what the play treats 
on:then reade the names of the Actors : and fo grow on 
tO a point: I 

Qs. Marry our is the moſt latnentable Comedy, 
and moſt cruell pts of Pyramns and Thicbie. : 


2 


Bot, A very good peece of worke I aſſure you,and a | 


merry. Now goed Petar Qwinge, call forth your Actors 

by the ſcrowle. Maiſters (| lelyes, | 

by Lnince. Anſwere ag I call you» Hick. Botrowe the 
caver. 


Botrome. Ready ; name what part I amfor , and pro- 
Quince. You N iche Bottome ate ſet downe for Pyre- 


LY 
Bot. What is Pyramas, a lover, or a tyrant? 


Cc 


love. 

| Boz. Thar will aske ſome teares inthe true perfor 
ming of it ; if I do it,letthe audience looke to their cies 
I will moove ſtormes ; 1 will condole in ſome meaſure. 
To the reſt yer,my chicfe humour is fora tyrant. 1 could 
play Ercies rarely , or a part toteare a Cat in,to make all 
iplit the raging Rocksand ſhivering ſhocks ſhail breake 
the locks of priſon gates , and Phibbwe carre ſhall ſhine 
from farre, and make and marre the fooliſh Fates. This 
was lofty. Now name the reſt of the Players. This 
1s Excles veine , a tyrants veine: a lover is more condo» 


Quin. Francis Flute the bellowes-mender, 

Flu, Heere Peter Quince, | , 

Qs. You muſt take Thisbie on you. 

Fle. What is Thi:bie,a wandring Knight? 

Qs. It is the Lady that Prams muſt love. 

Fiw. Nay faith , let not meeplay a woman, I hayea 
beard comming. 6M "i 

Qs. That's all one, you ſhall play it in a Maske,and you 
may ſpeake as ſmall as you will 

Bot. And I may hide my face, let me play Thisbietoo: 
Ile ſpeake in amoaſtrous little voyce , Thi/neT hiſne, ah 
_—_ my lover deate , thy Thisbre deare, and Lady 

ATC. 


Quin. No no, you muſt play Pyramus;and Flute, you 


Bot, Well, proceed. | 

Qs. Robin Starveling the Taylor. 

Star, Heere Peter Quince, | 

_ Robin Starveling ,you mult play Thi-bies mo- 
ther? | 
Tom 5nowt, the tinker. 

Snowt. Heere Peter Quince. | 

Qs. You Pyramss father ; my ſelfe, Thi«bies father; 
Sung ge the loyner, you the Lyons part ; and I hope there 
is a play fitted. T7 4 
- Smeg. Have you the Lyons part written? you 1 
it be, - it me,for I am {low & ſtudie. PIE 

Qs. You may do it extempore, for it is nothing but 
roaring- | 

Box. Let mee play the Lyon too, I willroare that I 
will doe any mans heart good to heare me. I will roare, 
that I'will make the Duke fay , Let him roare againe, ler 
him roare againe. 

Qs». If you ſhould doe it too terribly z you would 
fright the Dutcheſſe and the Ladies , that they would 
ſhrike, and that were enough to hang us all. 

All. T hat would hang us every mothers ſonne: 

Bottome. 1 graunt you friends, if that you ſhould 
fright the Ladies out of their Witres; he would 
have no more diſcretion but to hang us : bat I will ag- 
gravate my voyce ſo, that I will roare you as gently 
asany ſucking Dove ; I will roare and *twere any Night- 
ingale. 


Quince. You can play no part but Piramus , for Pires | 
N 2 


muy 


— 


OOE—— 


_ — 


Quince. A Lover that kils himſclfe molt gallantly for | 


—_— 
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mw is aſweet-fac'd man , a proper manas one ſhall ſce in | 
a ſummers day ; a molt lovely Gentleman-like man,ther- 
fore you mutt needs play Pram. 
Bor. Well, I will yndectake it, What beard were I beſt 
to play it in? 
S is, W hy,what you will. | 
er. 1 will diſcharge it, incither your ſtraw-colour 
beard, your orange tawnie beard , your wy" in graine 
_—_ , or your French-crowne colour'd beard,your per- 
& yellow. 
*in, Some of yourFrench-Crownes have no haire 
at all,and then you will play bare-fac'd- But maiſters here 
are your parts, and I am tO intreat you, requeſt you , and 
defire you , to con thein by to morrow night:and meet 
me in thepalace wood, a mile without the Towne, by 
Moone-light , there we will rchearſe : forit we meete 1n 
the Citie, we ſhalbe dog'd with company, and our deui- 
ſes knowne. In the meane time , I will draw a bil of pro» 
pertics, ſuch as our play wants. I pray you faile menot. 
Bor. We will meete, and there we may rehearſe more 
— and couragiouſly. Take paine , be perfeRt ,a- 
1eu. 
DB xin. At the Dukes oake we meete- 
Bot, Enough, hold or cut bow-ſtrings. Exennt. 


— 


eA lus Secundus. 


Enter a Fairie at one doore and Robin good- 
fellow at another. ; 
Rob. How now ſpirit, whither wander you? 
Fai. Over hill,over dale, through buſb,through briar, 
Over parke,over pale, through flood, through fire, 
I do wander every where,{wifter theny Moons ſphere; 
AndI ſerve the Fairy Queene , to dew her orbs upon the 


The Cowſlips tall,her penſioners be,* - (green- 


In their gold coats. ou ice, 

Thoſe beRubics, tric avors, 

In thoſe frecklcs,live their ſavors, 

I muſt go ſecke ſome dery dreps heere, 

And hang a pearle in every cowſlipscare. 

Farewell thou Lob of ſpirits,lle be gon, 

Our Queeneand all her Elues come heere anon. | 
Rob. The King doth keepe his Revels here to night, 

Take heed the Qucene come not within his ſight, 

For Oberon is pa(sing fell and wrath, 

Becauſe that ſhe, as her attendant,hath 

A lovely boy ſtolne from an Indian King, 

She never had ſo ſweet a changeling, . 

And jealous Oberen would havethe childe 

Knight of his traine, to trace the Forrcſts wilde. 

But ſhe(perforce)with-holds the loved boy, 

Crownes him with flowers,and makes him all her joy. 

And now they never meete ingrove,or grecne, 

By fountaineclecre,or ſpangled ſtar-light ſheene, 

But they do fquare, that all their Elues for feare 

Creepeinto Acorne cups and hide them there. 

. Fas. EitherI miſtake your ſhape and making quite, 

Or elſe you are that ſhrew'd and knaviſh ſpirit 

Cal'd Robin Good-fellow: Are you not hee, 

That frights the maidens of the Vitlagree, 

Skim mulke,and ſometimes labour in the querne, 

Andbootleſſe make the breathleſle huſwife cherne, 

And ſometime make the drinke to beare-no barme, 


Miſleade ni ——— at their harme, = 


Thoſe that Hobgoblin call you, and ſweer Pucke, 
You dotheir worke,and ay ſhall 
Are = ou he? . 
Rob. ſj x aright M 

I am that nn trek the night: 
T jeſt to Oberon,and make him ſmile, 
WhenT a fat and beane-fed horſe beguile, 
Neighing in likenefle of a filly foale, 
And ſometime lurke I in a Goffips bole, 
In very likeneſſe of a roaſted crab: 
And when ſhe drinkes, againſt her lips I bob, 
And on her withered dewlop poure the Ale. 
The wiſeſt Aunt telling the 1addefſt tale, 
Sometime for three-foot ſtoole,miltaketh me, 
Then lip I from her bum, downe topples ſhe, 
And railour cries,and fals intoa coffe. 
And then the whole quire hold their hips,and loffe, 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, arid ſweare, 
A merrier houre was never walted there. 
But reome Fairy,hecre comes Oberon. 

Fai. And hcere my Milſtris: 
Would that we were gones 


Entey the King of Fairies at one doore with bis traine, 


and the Ducent as another with hers. 


O06. Ill met by Moone-lighr, 
Proud Tytania. 
2%. What, jealous Oberon? Fairy skip hence. 
I have forſworne his bed and company. 

06. Tarric raſh Wanton,am not 1 thy Lord? 
2s, Then I muſt be thy Lady:bur I know 
When thou walt ſtolne away fom Fairy Land, 

And in the he of CO all day, 
Playing on pipes of Corne,and verſing love 
To umouroas Phila, Why art Wkeere 
Come from the fartheſt ſteepe of [ndsa? 
But that forſooth the bouncing e4mezor 
Your buskin'd Miſtrefſe,and your Warrior love, 
To Theſew: muſt be Wedded, and you come, 
To give their bed joy and proſperity. 

08. How canſt thou thus for ſhame Tyteria, 
Glance at my credire,with Hippelita? 
Knowing 1 know thy love to Theſens? 


Didi thou notleade him through the glimmering night | 


From Peregenis, whom he raviſhed? 
And mekin with faire Eagles breake his faith 
With Ariadne,and eIntiope? 

9s. Theſe are the forgeries of jealouſie, 
And never ſince the middle Summers ſpring 
Met we on hillLin dalc,forreſt,or mead, 
By paved fountaine,or by ruſhie brooke, 
Or 1n the beached margent of the ſea, 
Todance our ringlets ro the whiſtling W inde, 
But with thy braules thou haſt diſturb'd our ſport- 
Therefore the Windes, piping to vs in vaine, 
As inrevenge, haveſuck'Uup from the ſca 
Contagious fogges::W hich falling in the Land, 
Hath every petty River made ſo proud, 
That they have over-borne their Contents. 


The Oxc hath therefore ſtretch'd his yoake in vaine, 


The Ploughman loſt his\weat,and the greene Corne 
Hath rorred, ere his youth attain'd a bcard: 

The fold ſtands empty in the drowned field, 

And Crowes are fatted withthe murrion flocke, 


have good lucke. 
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The nine mens Morris is fild up with mud, 
And the queint Mazes inthe wanton greene, 
For lacke of tread are undiſtinguiſhable. 
The humane mortals want their winter heere, 
No night is now with hymne or carol bleſt; 
T the Moone(the governeiſe of floods) 
Pale in her anger, waſhes all the aire; 
That Rheumaticke diſcales do abound. . 
And thorough this diſtemperature,we ſce 
The ſcaſons alter ; hoared-headed froſts 
Fall in the freſh lap of the crimion Roſe, 
And on old Hyems chinne and Icie crowne, 
An odorous Chaplet of ſweet Sommer buds 
Isas in mockry fet. The ſpring, the Sommer, 
The childing Autumne,angry Winter change 
Their wonted Liveries, and the mazed world, 
By their increaſe,now knowes not which is which; 
And this ſame progeny of evills comes 
From our debate, from our difſention, 
We are their parents and originall. 
06. Do you amend it then,it lies in. you, 
Why ſhould Trance croſſe her Oberon? 
Ido bur beg a little changcling boy, 
To be my Henchman. 
Qs.Set your heart at reſt, 
The nr buyesnot the child of me. 
His mother was a Vortreſle of my Order, 
And in the ſpiced /n&san aire, by night 
Full often hath ſhe gollipt by my ſide, 
And ſat with me on Neptwnes yellow {ands, 
Marking th'embarked craders on the flood, 
When we have laught to ſce the failes conceve, 
And grow big bellicd with the wavton winde: 
Which ſhe with pretty and with ſwimming gate, 


Would imitate,and faile upon the Land, 
To fetch metrifles,and returne againe, 
As from a voyage,rich with merchandize. 
But the being morrall of that boy did dye, 
And for her ſake I doreare up her boy, 
And for her ſake I will not part with him. 
06. Huw long within this wood intend you ſtay? 
2%. Perchance till after Theſexs wedding day. 
If you will patiently dance in our Round, . 
And ſee our Moone-light revels, go with us; 
If not,ſhun meand I will ſpare your haunts. 
06. Give methat boy,and I will go with thee. 
Qs. Not for thy Fairy Kingdome. Fairies away: . 
We ſhall chide downe riohr.if I longer ſtay: Eremnt. 
06.Well,go thy way:thou ſhalt not from this grove, 


Till I tormenctthee for this injury. 
My gentle Packs hither ; thou remembreſt 
Since I fat upona promontory, | 


And heard a Meare-maide on a Dolphins backe, 
Vrtering ſuch dulcet and harmonious breath, 

That the rude fea grew civill at her ſong, 

And certaine ſtarres ſhot madly from their Spheares, 
To hearethe Sea-maids maſicke. 

Ps. 1 remember. 

Ob, That very time I ſay(burtthou couldſt not) 
Flying betweene the cold Moone and the carth, 
(pidallarm'da certaine aime he tooke 
Ata faire Veſtall,throned by the Weſt, 

And loog'd his love-ſhaft ſmartly from his bow, 
As it ſhould pierce a hundred thouſagd hearts, 


pI 


Burt I might cc youg Cupid: fiery ſhafe 


Pn CI 


Following ( her wombe then rich with my yong ſquire) 
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Quencht in the chaſte beames of the watry Moone; 

And the imperiall Votreſle paſſed on, 

In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 

Yer markt I where the bolt of Capid fell. 

It fell upon a little weſterne flower: 

Betore,milke-white : now purple with loves wound, 

And maidens call it, Loven idleneſſe. 

Fetch me that flower;the hearb I ſhew'd thee once, 

The juyce of it,on ſleeping eye-lids laid, 

Will make or man or woman-madly dore 

Vpon the next live creature that itſees, 

Ferch methis hearbe, and be thou heere againe, 

Ere the Leviathan can ſwim a league. 
Ps, lle put a girdle about the earth , in forty minutes. 

Ex. 

O06. Having once this juyce, 

Ile watch Tirexiawhen ſhe 1s aſleepe, 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes: 

The next thing when ſhe waking lookes upon, 

(Be it on Lyon,Beare,or Wolfe, or Bull, 

On medling Monkey,or on buſic Ape) 

Shee ſhall purſue it, with the ſoule of love. 

AndereI take this charme off from her ſight, 

(As I cantake it with another hearbe) 

le make her reader up her Page to me. 

Bur who comes heere?I am inviſible, 

And I will over-heare their conference. 


Enter Demetrins, Helena following him. 


Dem. I love thee not, therefore purſue menor, 
Where is Ly/ander,and faire Hermuea? 
The one Ile ſtay, the other {tayeth me. 
Thou toldſt me they. were ſtolne into this wood; 
And heere am I, and wood within this wood, 
Becauſe I cannot meet my Hermie. 
Hence getthee gone,and follow me no more. 
Hel. You draw me, you hard-hearted Adamant, 
Bur yet you draw not Iron,for my heart 
Is true as ſtecle.Leave you your power to draw, 
AndI ſhall have no power to follow you. 
Dem. Do I entice you?dolI ſpeake you faire? 
Or rather do I not in plaineſt truth, 
Tell you I donot, nor | cannot love you? 
Fel. And even forthat dolI love thee the more; 
I am your ſpaniell, and Demerrins, 
The more you beat me, I will fawne on you. 
Vſe me butas your ſpaniell;ſpurne me, ſtrike me, 
Negle4 me,loſe me;onely give me leaue 
(Vnworthy as I am)to follow you. 
What worler place can can [ beg in your love, 
(And yet a place of high reſpet with me) 
Then to be vicd as you do your dogge? 
Dem. Tempt not roo muchthe hatred of my ſpirit 
For I am ficke when I dolooke-on thee. 
Hel. And Iam ficke whenlT looke not on you. 
Dem. You doe impeach your modeſty roomuch, 
Tolcave the Citty,and commit your ſelfe | 
Into the hands of one that loves you not, 
To truſt the op ity of night, 
And _ —__ of - deſert place, 
With the rich worth of your virginity, 
Hel. Your vertue is my —_— 
It is not night when 1 doe ſee your 
Therefore I thinke Iam notin thenight, - 


Nor doth this wood lacke worlds of company, 


{ 


| 


aw 
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For youin my reſpec are all the world, 
Then how can it be faid I am alone, 
W hea all the world is heereto looke on me? 

Dem. Lie run from thee,and hide meinthe brakes, 
And leave thee to the mercy of wilde beaſts. 

Hel. The wildeſt hath not ſucha heart as youz 
Runne when you will,the nx es be chang'd: 
Apollo flies,and Daphne holds the chaſe; 

The Dove purſues theGriitin,the milde Hinde 
Makes ſpecd to catch the Tyger: Bootleſle ſpeede, 
W hen cowardiſe purlucs,and valour flies. 

Dem. I will not ſtay thy queſtions, let me go; 
Or if thou follow me, do not belceve, 
But 1 ſhall do thee miſchicte in the wood. 

Hel. 1, inthe Temple, in the Towne,and Field 

You do me miſchicfe. Fye Demetrins, 

Your wrongs do ſet a {candall on my ſexe: 

We cannot fight for love, as men may doz 

We ſhould be woo'd, and were not made to wooe. 

I fellow thee,and makea heaven of hell, 

Todie upon the hand I love ſo well. Exit. 
06. Fare thee well Nymphyere he do leave this grove, 

Thou ſhaltfly him, and he ſhall ſceckethy love. 

Haſt thou the flower there? Welcome wanderer, 


Enter Pucke. 


Ps. I, there it is. 

O6, 1 pray theegive it me. 
I know a banke where the wildetime blowes, 
Where Oxſlips and the nodding Violet growes, 
Quite over-cannoped with luſcious woodbine, 


| With ſweet muske roſes,and with Eglantine, 

' There ſlecpes Tytania, ſometime of the nighr, 

| Lul'd intheſe flowers,with dances and delight: 

- And there the ſnake throwes her enammel'd skinne, 


Weed wideenough to wrap a Fairy in, 


| And withthe juyce of this lle ſtreake her eyes, 
' And make her fall of hatcfull fantafics. 


Take thou ſome of it, and ſeeke through this grove; 
A {ſweet e-thenian Lady is in love 

With a diſdainefull youth : annoint his eyes, 

But do it when the next thing heeſpies, 

May be the Lady. Thou ſhalt know the man, 


+ By the eFthenian garments he hath on. 


; EFe& it with ſome care,that he may prove 
More fond on her,then ſhe upon her love; 
| And looke thou meet me cre the firſt Cocke crow. 
Pa. Feare not my Lord,your ſervant ſhall do ſo. Exit. 
Enter Yucene of Fairies with her traine. 
Dn. Come,now a Roundell, anda Fairy ſong: - 
Then for the third part of a minute hence, 
Some to kill Cankers in the muske roſc buds, 
Some warre with Reremile, for their leathern wings, 
| To make my ſmall Elves coates,and ſome keepe backe 
'The clamorous Owle that nightly hoots and wonders 
At our queint ſpirits:Sing me now aſlcepe, 
Then to your ofices,and let me reſt. 


Fairies Sing, 


You ſpotted Snakes with dowble tongue, 
A Mebks es be not ſence, 

N ewts and blinde worme! do no wrong, 
Come not neere oxr Fairy Q neenc. 
Philemele with melodie, 


| 


Spiders come not beere, 


2. Farry. We 
Spraners fence : 


Hence you long 
Zeetles blacke mot neere: 
Worme nor Snayle do no offence. 
Pbilomele with melody ,&*c. 

I. Fairy. Hence away now all ii well: 
Ove aloofe fland (entinel!l, 


- Emer Oberon. 
Ob. What thou ſceſt whenthou doſt wake, 

Do it for thy true Love take: 
Love and languiſh for his ſake. 
Be it Ounce, or Catte, or Beare, 
we _ _=_ briſtled haire, 

n thy eye thar a e, 
When thou wak'ſt, thy deare, 
Wake when ſome vile thing is neere- 


Emter Lyſander aud Her mia. 


Ly. Faire love,you faint with wandring in the wooods 
And to ſpeake troth,I have forgot our way: 
Wee'll reſt us Herma, it youthinke it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Be it ſo Lyſander;finde you out a bed, 
For I upon this banke will reſt my head. 

Ly{: One turfe ſhall ſerve as pillow for us both, 
One heart,one bed, two boſomes; and one troth. 

Hey. Nay good Lyſander, for ray ſake my deere 
Lie further off yet,do nor lie ſo necre. 

Ly/. O take the ſence ſweet,of my innocence, 
Love takes the meaning, in loves confcrence, 

I meane that my heart unto'yours is kuit, 
So that but one heart can you make of it. 
Two boſomes interchanged with an oath, 
So then two boſomes, and a fingle troth. 
Then by your fide,no bed-roome me deny, 
For lying ſo, Hermie, I do not lye. | 
Her. Lyſander ciddles vegr prettily: 
Now much beſhrew my ma:3-»*. and my pride, 
If Hermia meant to ſay, Lyſander [ici 
Bur gentle friend, for love and courteſic 
Lie further off, in humane A 
Such ſeparation,as may well be ſaid, 
Becomes a vertuous batchelour, and a maide, 
So farre be diſtant,and good nightiſweet friend: 
Thy love ne're alter,till thy ſweet lifEend. 
Ly/. Amen,amen,to that faire prayer, ſay TI, 
And then end lite, when I end loyalty : 
Heere is my bed,ſleepe give thee all his reſt. 
Her. With halfethar wiſh,the wiſhers eyes be preſt. 
Enter Packe, They [leepe. 
Ps. Through the Forreſt have I gone, 
But Athezian finde I none, 


Shbee ſleeps. 


On whoſe eyes I might 
This flowers forcein ſtirringlove, 


Nightand ſilence : whois heere? 
Weedes of «Athens he doth weare: 
This is he(my maiſter ſaid) 
— the «4theniax maide: 
heere the maiden leeping ſound, A 
l 
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On the danke and Yurty ground. For asa ſurfeit of the fiweereſt things 
Prerry ſoule,ſhe durit nor lye | The deepeſt loathing roa ſtomacke brings: 
Neere this lacke-love,this kill-curteſie. Or asthe hereſies that men db leave, 
Churle, upon thy eyesI throw Are hated molt of thoſe that did deceive: 
All the power this charme doth owe: So thou,my ſucteit,and my hereſie, | 
When thou wak'(t,let love forbid Of all be hated: but the moſt of me, | 
Sleepe his ſcate on thy eye-lid. And all my powers addrefſe your love and might, | 
So awake when I am gone: : To honour Helen,and to be her Knight. Exit. | of 
For I muſt now to Oberes, Exit. Her, Helpe me Lyſendey,helpe me,do thy beſt 
To pluckethis crawling ſerpent from my breſt. 
Emer Demetrius and Helenarunning Aye me,for PR 2 dreame was here? 
Lyſander looke,how I doquake with feare: 


Hel. Say, though thou kill me, ſweere Demetrins. Me-thought a ſerpent eate my heart away, 
De. I charge thee hence,and do not haunt me thus, \ And yer {ate ſmilling at his cruell {A | 


Hel. O wilt thou darkling leave me?do not 0. Lyſander,what remov'd?Lyſander 
De. Stay on thy perill,1 alone will go. What,out of hearing gone?No ſound, no word? 
Exit Demetrins. | Alacke where are you?ſpeake and if you heare: 
Hel. O I am out of breath, in this fond chace, Speake of all loves:I {wound almoſt with feare. 
The more my prayer,the leſler is my grace, 0, then I well perceive you are not nye, 
Happy is Hermsz, whereſoere ſhe hes: Either death or you lle finde immediately. Exit 


For the hath bleſſed and attractive eyes. 

How came her eyes ſo bright? Not with falt teares- 
If fo,my eyes are oftner waſht then hers. —_ ————_—_—_ 
No,no,lam as ugly asa Beare: c . 

For beaſts that > a me, runne away for feare , eAtl 4s Tertins . 

Therefore no mavale, though Demetrius 
Do as a monſter, fly my preſence thus, 


What wicked and diſlembling glaſſe of mine, Enter the Clownes, 
Made me compare with Hermes ſphery cync? | 
But who is here? Ly{ander on the ground: Boe. Are weall met? 
Deade or aſleepe?1 ſee no bloud,no wound, gin. Par , pat,and here's a maryailous convenient 
Lyſander, it you live, good fir awake. lace for our rehearlall. This greene plot ſhall bee our 
Ly/. Andrun through fire I will for thy ſweet fake. Rage,chis hanthorne brake our tyring houſe, and we will 
Tranſparent Heſens,nature here ſhews art, doit ination, as we will doit before the Duke. 
That throughthy buſome rakes me ſce thy heart. Bot. Peter Quince? | 
W here Demetrins ? Oh how fit a word Peter. W hat ſaiſt thou, bully Botrome? | 
Is that vile name , toperiſh on my ſword! Bot. There ace things 1n this Cemedy of Piramns and 
Hel. Do not {ay {o Lyſander,fay not ſo: Thuby, that will never pleaſe. Firlt, Prams muſt draw a 
What though helove your HermiatLord, what though? | ſword to kill himſelfe : which the Ladies cannot abide. 
Yet Hermaa (till loves you:ther be content. How anſwere you that? 
Ly/. Content with Herms? No, I do repent Snowt. Berlaken,a parlous feare. 
The redious minutes | with her have ſpent. Star. I beleeve we mult leave the killing out, when all 
Not Hermie,but Helena now I love: is done. 
Who will not changea Raven fora Dove? Bottome. Not a whit, I have a device to make all well. 
The will of man is by his reaſon ſway'd: Write me a Prologue, and letthe Prologue ſeemeto ſay, 
And reaſon fayes you are the worthier Maide. we will do no harme with our ſwords , and that Pyramas 
Things growing are not ripe untill their ſeaſon? isnot kil'd indeede : and for the more better aſſurance, 
$0 | being yong,tiil now ripe not to reaſon, tellchem,that I Piremms am not Piramus, but Botrome the 
And touclnng now the point of humane kill, Weaver; this will put them our of feare. 
Reaſon becomes the Marſhall tomy will, Qs. Well, we will have ſuch a Prologue,and it ſhall be 
And leades me to yapr cycs,where I orelooke wrftten incighe and (ixe. 
Loves ſtories, writ in Loves richeſt booke. | Boe. No, make ittiyo more, let it be written in cight 
Hel. Wherefore was I to this keene mockery borne? | and eight. | 
When at your hands did | deſerve this ſcorne? Snont. Will not the Ladies be afcar'd of the Lyon? 
Iſt not enough,iſt not enough,yong man, Star. I feare it, I promiſe you. | 
That I did never, no nor never can, Boe.Maiſters,you ought to conſider with your ſclyes, 
Deſcrvea ſweetelooke from Demetrins eye, to bring _ ſbield us)a Lyon among Ladics,is a moſt 
But you muſt fourmy inſwhciency? dreadfull thing. For there is not a more ft wilde 
Good troth you do me wrong,good-ſooth you do) foule then your Lyon living : and wee ought to looke 
In ſuch diſdainfull manner,me to woo. to it. 
Bur fare you well : perforce | mutt confeſſe, Snoxt. Therefore another Prologue muſt tell hee isnot 
T thought you Lord of more true gentleneſle. a Lyon. | 


Oh, that a Lady of one man refus'd, Bet. Nay, you muſt name his name, and halfe his face 
Should of another therefore be abus'd, Exit. | muſt be ſeene through the Lyons necke, and he himſelfe 
Ly/. She ſees not Hermie: Hermieflexye thou there, | muſt ſpeake through, ſaying thus,or ro the ſame defet: 

| And never maiſt thou come Lyſander neere: | | Ladies , of faire Ladics , I would wiſh you, or I n_ 
; | Pare” "th —_— 
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" requeſt you,or I would entreat you, not to feare, notto ; Pir. If I were faire, Thiſby I were onely thine. 
| If tremble : my life for yours. If you thinke I come hither | Per. O monſtrous. O ſtrange. We arc hanted ; pray 
| i asa Lyon, 1t were pittty of my life. No , I am no ſuch | maiſters, flye maiſters, helpe. 
thing, I am a man as other men are ; and there indeed ler The ({ lownes all Exenon. 
| | | him name his name, and tell him plainly hee is Su»g the Ps. Ile follow you, Ile leade you about a Round, 
| joyner Through bogge , through buſh,through brake,through 
f Quince. Well, it ſhall be ſo; but there is two hard | Sometimea horſe le be,ſometime a hound: - (brycr, 
things , that is, to bring the Moone-light into a cham- | A hogge, a headlefſe Beare,ſomertime a fire, 
ber:tor you know,Pyrams and Thichy meete by Moone- | And neigh,and barke,and grunt,and rorc,and burne, 
Like horſe, hound, hog,Beare,fire,at every turne. Ex. 


| Bot. Why then may you lcavea caſement of the great owne, do you? 


Emter Peter Anince. 


| light. | 

| 4 Snug. Doth the Moone ſhine that night wee play our Emer Piramus with the Aſſe head. 

{| play? 

| | Bot. A Calender, a Calender,looke in the Almanack, Bot. Why do they run away ? This is a knavery of 
| finde out Moone-ſhine, finde our Moonesſhine. them to make me afeard. Enter Snowt, 

Emer Packe. Ss. O Botrome,thou art chang'd;W hat do I ſee on thee? 
| | Qu#n. Yes, it doth ſhine that night. Bot, What do you ſee?You 1ce an Aſle-head of your 
| | chamber window(wherc we play)open, and the Moone 
| 


| may ſhine in at the caſement. 
Qs. I, or clſe one muſt come in with a buſh of thorns | 
| | andalanthorne, and fay he co nes to dishgure,or to pre- Pet. Bleſlc thee Bottome,bleſſe thee;thou art rrandlated. 
ſent the perſon of Moone-ſhine. Then there is another Ex. 
thing, we muſt have a wall in the great Chamber; for F4- Bot. I ſec their knavery ; this is to make an aſſe ofme, 
rams and Thisbie (faies the ſtory) did talke through the | to fright me if they Could ; but I will nor ſtirre from 


| chinke of a wall. | this place,do whatthey can. I will walke up and downe 
| Snw. You can never bring in a wall. What ſay you | here,and 1 will ſing that they ſhall heare I am not afraid. 
We: Bottome? The Wooſell cocke, {0 blacke of hew, 


| Bot. Some man or other muſt preſent wall , and let | W ith Orenge-tawny bill. 
| him have ſome Plaſter , or ſome Lome, oc ſome rough | The Throltle, with tus note ſorrue, 
| calt about him , to ſignific wall ; or let him hold his fin- | The Wren and little quill. 
| gersthus ;and through that cranny, ſhall Pyramas , and Tita, W hat Angell wakes me from my flowry bed? 
| Thuby whiſper. | Bot. The Finch, the Sparrow,andthe Larke, 
| | 9, If that may be, thenall is well. Come , fitdowne | The plainſong Cuckow gray; 
| | every mothers ſonne , and rehearſe your parts. Pramas, ( Whole note tull many a man doth marke, 
1 you begin ; when you have ſpoken your ſpeech , enter | And dares not an{were,nay. 
| | intothar Brake , and ſo every one according to his cue. | For indeed, who would ſer his wit to ſo fooliſh a bird? 
Who would givea bird the lye,though he cry Cuckow, 
is Enter Robin. never ſo? 
8 Ta. I pray thee gentle mortall, ſing againe, 
Rob. What hempen home-ſpuns have we ſwaggering | Mine earc is much cnamored of thy note; 
On the firlt view to fay, toſweare T love thee. 


here, 
So neere the Cradle of the Faiery Queene? So is mine eye enthralled to thy ſhape, 
| What,a Play toward? Ile be an auditor: And thy faire vertues force(perforce) doth move me. 
| An Actor too perhaps;if I {ce cauſe. Boe, Me-thinkes maiſtrefle , you ſhould have little 
Qu. Speake Pyramns: Thitby ſtand forth. reaſon for that : and yet to ſay the truth, reaſon and love 
Pwr. Thisby,che lowers of odious ſavors ſweete, keepe little compan ether , now-adayes. The more 
| Q«. Odours,odours. the pitty,that ſome hon neigbours will not mak them 
' Px. Odours ſavors ſweete, friends. Nay, I can glecke upon occaſion. 
| $ hath thy breath, my dearcit Thicby deare. Tyta. Thou art as wiſe as thou art beautifull, 
| | But harke,avoyce : {tay thou but here a while, Bot. Not ſo neither : butif I had wit cnoughto get 
; And by and by I will to thee appeare. - Exit. Fir. | out of this wood , I havecnoughto ſerve mine owne 
Pu. A ſtranger Pyramns,then ere plaid here, turne. C 
| Thiſ.Muſt 1 ſpeake now? Tyta. Out of this wood,do not deſire togo, 


Pet. I marry muſt you. For you muſt vnderſtand he | Thou ſhalt remaine here,whether thou wilt or no. 
goes bur to ſee a noiſe that he heard, and is tocome a- | I ama ſpirit of nocommon rate: . 
gaine. The Summer ſtill doth tend upon my ſtate, 

This. Moſt radiant Pirames, molt Lilly white of huc, | And Ido love thee ; therefore go with me, 
Of colourlike thered roſe on triumphant bryecr, Ie give thee Fairies to attend on thee; 


——— 
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| | Moſt brisky Junenall,and cke molt loyely Iew, And they ſhall fetch thee Iewelsfrom the deepe, 
Astrue as trueſt horſeghat yet would never tyre, And fing,while thou on preſſed flowers doſt : 
He mcete thee Piramns , at I pnnies toombe. And I will purgethy morta'l groſleneſle ſo, 
| Pet. N'inustoombe man : why, you muſt not] That thou ſhaltlike anairy ſpirit go- 
| that yet ; that you anſ{were to Prams : you e all 
| your partat once, cucsandall. Piramwscnter,your cue is Emer Peaſe-bloſſome, Cobwed, Moth, Muftard- 
| | paſt ; it is never tyre. | ſeede, and foure Fairies. 
Thbiſ. O, as true as trueſt horſe, that yet would never | 
| | eyre: | Fa. Ready ; and I ,cndty endl, Where (hall we ge] | 
| |, BG 
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Tita. Be kinde and curteous tothis Gentleman. 
Hop in his walkes,and gambolc in hts cies, 
Feede him with Apricocks,and Dewberries, | 
With purple Grapes,greene Figs,and Mulberries, 
The honie-bags ſtcale trom the humble Bees, 
And for nighe-tapers crop their waxen thighes, 
And light them at the fierie-Glow-wormes cyes, 
To have my loveto bed, and to ariſe: | 
And pluke the wings from painted Burterflies, 
To fan the Moone-beames from his ſleeping cies. 
Nod to him Elues, and do him curtefies. 
1. Fas. Haile mortall,haile. 
2. Fai. Haile. 
3. Fas. Haile. - 
Bot. cry your worſhips mercy hartily; I beſcech your 
worthips name. 
Cob. Cobwed. ' 
For. 1 ſhall defire you of more acquaintance, 
Maiſter Cobwed:if I cut my finger, [ ſhall make bold with 


Ou». 
Your name honeſt Gentleman? 
Peaſ., Peaſe bloſſome. 
Bot. 1 pray you commend mee to miltreſle Squch, 
your mother , and ro maiſter Peaſcod your father. £ 


maiſter Peaſe-bloſſome,1 ſhall deſirs of you more acquain- 


tance to0+ Your name I beſcech you fir? 

Muſ. Mult ard-ſerde. 

Bot. Good maiſter Mnſterd ſeede , 1 RE - 
ence well:that ſame cowardly gyant-like O th 
devoured many a gentleman of your houſe. I promiſe 
you, your kindred hath made my eyes water ere now. I 
deſire you more acquaintance ; good Maiſter Muſtard- 
ſerae. | ' 

Ta. Come waite upon him,lead him romy bower. 
The Moone me-thinks,lookes with a watrie cie, 
And when ſhe s,weepe every little flower, 
Lamenting (ome enforced chaſtity. : 
Tye up my lovers tongue,bring him ſilently. Exit. 
Emer King of Fairies, ſolns. 


06. TI wonder if Titania be awak't; 
Then whar ir was that next came in her eye, 
Which ſhe mult dote on, in extremity. 


Pmter Packe. 

Here comes my meſſenger : how now mad ſpirit, 
What night-rule now about this haunted grove? 

Puck. My Miſtris with a monſter is in love, 
Neere to her cloſe and conſecrated bower, 
While ſhe was in hg dull and Nleeping hower, 
Acrew of patches,rude Mechanicals, 
That worke tor bread upon eAthenian tals, 
Were met together to rehearſe a Play, 
Intended for great Theſes: nuptiall day: 
The ſhallowelt thick-skin of that barren ſort, 
Who Prams preſented,in their ſport, 
Forſooke his Scene,and entred ina brake, 
Whenl did him at this advantage take, 
An Aﬀes nole I fixed on his head. 
Anon his Thi:kie muſt be anſwered, 
And forth my Mimmick comes : whenthey him ſpie, 
As Wilde-geeſe,that the creeping Fowler eye, 
Or ruſſed-pated choughes,many in ſort 
(Riſing and cawing ar the guns report) 


| Sever themſelves, and madly ſweepe the skye: 


ys. 


Soar his fight, away his fellowes flic, | 
Andat our ſtampe,here ore and ore one fals; 
He murther cries,and helpe from Athens cals. , 
Their ſenſethus weake,lolt with their fears thus ftrong, 
Made ſenſelefle things begin to do them wrong. 
For briars and thornes at their ſnatch, | 
Someleeves,ſome hats,from yeeldersall things catch, 
IHed them on in this diſtracted feare, 
And lett {weete Piramas tranſlated there: 
When in that momene((o it came to paſſe) 
Tytenies waked and (traight way lov'd an Aſſe. 

06. This tals our better then I could deviſe: 
But haſt thou yer lache the Athenians 


—y 


1 With the love juyce, as I did bid thee do? 


Reb.I tooke him fleeping(that is finiſht too) 
And the eAthenian woman by his ſide, 
That when he wak't,of force ſhe muſt be eyde. 


Enter Demetrius and Hermia. 


Ob. Stand cloſe,this is the ſame eAthenier. 
Reb. This is the woman, but not this the man- 
Dem. O why rebuke you him that loves you ſo? 
Lay breath ſo bitter vn your bitter foe. 
Her. Now [I but chide,but I ſhould vſe thee worſe. 
For thou(lI feare)halt given me cauſeto curſe, 
If thou haſt ſlaine Lyſander in his leepe, | 
Being ore ſhooes in bloud, plunge in the deepe,and kill 
me too: 
The Sunne was not ſo trueunto the day, 
As he tome. Would he have flollenanay, 
From ſleeping Hermia? lie belceve as ſoone 
This wholecarth may be bord,and that the Moone 
May through the Center creepe,and fo diſpleaſe 
Her brothers noonetide,with rh* Antipodes. 
| It cannot be but thou haſt murdred him, 
So ſhould a murtherer looke,ſodead,fo grim. 
Dem.So ſhould the murderer lcokt,and fo ſhould T, 
Pierlt through the heart with your ſtearne cruelty: 
Yetyouthe murderer looks as bright as cleare, 
As yonder Yexns in her glimmering ſpheare; 

Her. W hat's this tomy Lyſander ? where is hc? | 
Ah good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me? | 
Dew. I'de rather give his carkaſle ro my hounds. 

Her. Out dog,out cur,thou driv't me paſt the bounds 
Of maidens patience. Haſt thouſlaine him then? 
Henceforth be never numbred men. 

Oh, once tell true,and even for my ſake, 
Durſt thou a look: upon him,being awake? 
And haſt thou kill'd him fleeping?O brave tutch: 
Could not a worme, an Adder do ſo much? 
And qrems did it ; for with ary 
Then thine(thou t)never A ung, 
Dem. ou ſpend yew: paſſion na mifprird mood , 
Tam not of Lyſanders blood: 
Nor is hedead for ought that I cantell. 
Her. I pray thee tell methen that he is well. 
Dem. And if I could, what ſhould I get therefore? 
Her. A priviledge, never to ſee me more; 

And from thy hated preſence part I : ſee meno more 
Whether he be or no. | Exit. 
Dew. There is no following her in this fierce veine, 

Here therefore fora while I will remaine. 

So ſorrowes heauineſſe doth heauier grow: 
For debt that bankrout ſlip doth ſorrow owe, 
Which now in ſume {light meaſure it wilt pay, 


If | 
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If for his tender here I make ſome ſtay, Lie downe. 
Ob. W hat haſt thou done ? Thou haſt miſtaken quite 
And laid the love juyce on ſome true loves ſight: 
Ofthy mi(priſion,muſt perforce enſuc 
Some true love turn'd, and not a falſe turn'd true: 
Rob. Then fate orc-rules,that one man holding troth, 
A million faile, confounding oath on oath. 
Rob. About the wood,goe ſwifter then the winde, 
And Helena of eAthens looke thou finde. 
All fancy-ſicke ſhe is,and pale of cheere, 
Wirth ſighes of love,that coſts the freſh bloud deare. 
By ſome illuſion ſee thou bring her heere, 
Le charme his cycs againſt ſhe doth appeare, 
Rob. I go, I go, looke how I go, 
Swifter then arrow from the Tartersbowe. 
06. Flower of this purple die, 
Hit with (apidarchery, 
Sinke in apple of his eye, 
When his love be doth cſpy, 
Let her ſhine as gloriouſly 
As the YVenw of the $ ky. 
When thou waK'it if ſhe be by 
Beg of her for remedy. 


| Emer Packe. 

Pack, Captaine of our Fairy band, 
Helena is heere at hand, 
And the youth,miſtooke by me, 
Pleading for a Lovers fee. 
Shall we their fond Pageant ſce? 
Lord, what fooles theſe mortals be! 

O0b.Stand aſide : the noyic they make, 
Will cauſe Demetrins to awake. 

Puck, Then will two at once wooe one, 


| Thermal anode be fore clone: 


And thoſe thingsdo belt pleaſe me, 
That befali prepoſterouſly. 


Enter Lyſander and Helena. 
Ly/. Why ſhould youthiok y 1 ſhould weoe in ſcorne? 

Scorne and derifion never comes in tears: 

Looke when I'vow I weepe,and vowes fo borne, 

In their nativity all truth appeares. . 

] How can thele things in me, ſceme ſcorne to you? 

Bearing the badge of faith ro prove them true. 

Het. You do advance your cunning more and more, 

Whentruth kils truth,O diucliſh holy fray! 

Theſe vowes are Hermuias. W ill you g1ve her ore? 

Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh. 

Your vowes to her and me,(put in two ſcales) 

Will even weigh,and both as light as tales, ., | 
Lyſ. T had no judgement, when to her I ſwore. 
Hel. Nor none in my minde,vow you giye her ore; 
Ly/: Demetrias loves her, and he loves not you. Awa- 

Dem. O Helv, goddeſſe,nimph,pertect, divine, : 

To what, my love,ſhall I compare thine cyne?- | 

Chriſtall is muddy,O how ripe in ſhow, 

Thy lips,thoſe kiſſing cherrics, tempting grow! 

That pure congealed white, high Tawws {now, 

Far'd with the Eaſterne winde,turnestoa crow, 

Whenthou holdſt up thy hand. O let me kiſſe 

This Princeſſe of pure white, this ſcale of bliſſe, - 
Hel. O ſpight 1 O hell [I ſee you arc all bent 

To {ct againſt me, for your merriment; _ 

If you were cvi knew curteſic, 

You would not do me thus much injury. 


Can you not hate mezasI know you do, 
Bur you mult joyne in ſoules to mocke me to? 
If you are men, as men youare in ſhow, 
You would not vic a gentle Lady 10? 
To vow and {weare, and ſuperpraiſe my parts, 
When ] am ſure you hate me with your hearts. 
You bothare Rivals,and love Hermig; 
And now both Rivals, to mocke Helena. 
A trim exploit,a manly enterprize, 
To conjure teatcs up 1na poore maids cycs, 
With your derifion ; none of noble ſort, 
Would fo oftcad a Virgin, and extort 
A poore ſoules patience, all to make you ſport. 
Lyſ. Youare unkind Demerrins;be not 1o, 
Do love Hermss ; this you know I knoyy; 
And here with all good will, with all my hearr, 
In Hermias love I yeeld you up my part; 
And yours of Helens, tome bequeath, 
Whom I do love,and will do to my death. 
Hel. Never did mockers waſte more idle breath. 
Dem. Lyſander,keep thy Hermua, I will none: 
If ereI lov'd her, all that love is gone. 
My heart to her,butas guelt-wiſe (0journ'd, 
And now to Hetes it is home return'd, 
There to remaine. 
Lyſ. It is not ſo- 
De.Diſparage not the faith thou doſt not know, 
Leſt to thy perill thou abide it deare. 
T ooke where thy Love comes,yonder is thy deare. 


Enter Hermia. 


Her; Dark night,that from the eye his funtion takes, 
The care more quicke of henſfion makes, 
Wherein it doth impaire the ſecing ſenſe, 

It pates the hearing duuble recompence. 

Thou art not by mine eye, Lyſandey found, 

Mine care(l thanke it t me to that ſound, 

But why vnkindly didſt thou leave me ſo? * (togo? 
Ly/ſan. Why ſhould hee ſtay whom Love doth preſſe 
Her. What loye could preſſe Lyſender from my fide? 
Lyfe. Lyſanderslove(that would not let hyn bide) 

Faire Helena; who more engilds the night, 

Then all yon fiery ocs, and cies of light. 

Why ſeck'it thou me ? Could not this make thee know, 

The hate I barc thee, made me leave thee 10? 

Her. Y ou ſpcake not as you thinkezit cannot be. 

Hel. Loe,ſhe is one of this , 

Now I perceive they have conjoyn'd all three, 

To faſhion this falſe ſport in ſpight of me. 

Injurious Hermia,moſt y maid, 

Have you conſpir'd,have you with'theſe contriv'd 

Tobaite me, with this foule derifion? 

Is all the counſcll that we two have ſhar'd, 

The liſters vowes,the houres that we have ſpent, 

When we have chid the haſty footed time, 

For parting us ; O and is all forgot? 

All chooledaics tricndſhip, child-hood innocence? 

We Hermia,like two Artificiall gods, 

Have with our n-cdles,created both one flower, 

Both on one ſampler, ſitting on one cuſhion, 


| Both warbling of one ſong,both in one key; 


Asif our hands, our fides,voices, and mindes 
Had beene incorporate, $0 we grew = Wks 
Like toa double cherry, ſeeming parted, 

Bur yeta vnion an partition, 


Two 
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Two lovely berries molded on one ſtem, 
$0 with two ſeeming bodies,bur one heart, 
Two of the firlt hife,coats in Heraldry, 
Duc but to one and crowned with one creſt, 
And will you rent our ancient love aſunder, 
To joyne with mea in {corning your pore friend? 
It is not friendly, 'tis not maidcnly. 
Our ſexe as well asI, may chide you for it, 
Though I alone do teele the injurie, 

Her. | am amazed at your pailionate words; 
1 ſcorne you uot z It ſecmes that you ſcorne me; 

Hel. Have you not let Lyſander , ag jn ſcorne 

To follow me, and praiſe my cies and face? 
And made your other love, Demetrius 
(Whocven but now did ſpurne me with his foote) 
To call me goddeſle , nimphydivineand rare, 
Precious, cclcſtiall > Wherefore ſpeakes he this 
To her he hates ? And wherefore doth Lyſander 
Deaic your love(forich within his ſoule) 

And tcnder me(torſooth) affetion, 

But by your letting on,by your conſent? 

Whart though I be not {on graceas you, 

So hung upon with love,ſo fortunate? 

(But miſerable moſt,to love ynloy'd) 

This you ſhould pitty,rather then deſpiſe- 

Her. I underſtand not what you meane by this. 

Hel. I, do,perſever,counterteit ſad lookes, 

Make mouthes upon me when I turne my backe, 

Winkeeach at other, hold the ſweet jeſt up: 

This ſport well carried, ſhall be chrantated. 

If you have any pitty,grace,or manners, 

You would not make me ſuch an argument: 

But fare ye well, *tis partly mine owne faulr, 

Which death or abſence ſoone ſhall remedy. 
Lyſ.Stay gentle Helena, heare my exculc, 

My love,my ſoule,taire Helens. 

Hel. O cxcellent! 

Her. Sweet,do nut {corne her ſo. 

Dem. lf ſhe cannot cntreate, I can compell, 

Lyſ- Thou canſt compell,no more then ſhe cntreate. 
Thy threats have no more ſtrength then her weak praiſe: 
Helen, I love thee, by my life I doe; 

I {weare by that which I willleſe for thee, 
To prove him falſe,that ſaics I love thee not. 

Dem. I ſay, I love thee more then he can do. 

Lyſ. If thou fay ſo; with-draw and prove it too, 

Dem. Quick, come. 

Her. Lyſander,whereto tends all this? 

Lyſ. Away,you Ethiope. 

Dem, No,no, Sir, ſeeme to breake looſe; 

Take on as you would follow, 
Bur yet come not: you are a tame man,goe 
Lyf. Hang off thou cat,thou but; vile thinglet looſe, 
OrI will ſhake thee from me like a ſerpent. 
Her, Why are you growne fo rude? 
What change is this {weete Love? 
Lyſ. Thy love? out tawny Tarter,out; 
Out loathed medicine;O hated poiſon hence. 

Her. Do you not jeſt? | 

Hel. Yes ſooth,and {o do you. , 

L1/.Demetrius:I will keep my word with thee: 

Dem, | would I had your bond:for I perceive 
A weake bohd holds you ; lle nor truſt your word: 

Lyſ: What,ſhould I hurt her, ſtrike her, kill het dead? 

Although I hate her,Ile not harme her ſo. 
Her, What,can you do me greater harme then hate? 


—__ —— 


Hate me, wheretore?O megwhat newes my Love? 
Am not 1 Hermia ? Are not you Lyſander? 
I am as faire now , as | wasere whule. 
Since night you loy'd mezyet ſince night you left me: 
Why then youleft me (O the gods forbid) 
In carneſt, thall I ſay? 
Lyſ.1, by my lite, 
And never did deſire toſce thee more. * 
Therefore be out of hope, of queltion,of doubr; 
Be ccr truer: *tis nO } 
That I d0hate thee,and love Helens. 

Her. O me,you jugler,you canker blofſome, 
Youtheefe of love;W hat,have you come by night, 
And ſtolne my loves heart from him? 

Hel. Fine ytaith: 
Have you no modelity,no maiden ſhame, 
No touch of baſhtulnefle > W hat, will you teare 
Impatient anſwers from my gentle tongue? 
Fie, fie,you counterfeit, you puppet, you. | 
Her. Pnppet ? why io ? 1, that way goes the game- | 

Now I perceive that ſhe hath made compare 
Betweene our ſtatures,ſhe hath vrg'd her height, 
And with her perſonage;her tall perſonage, 
Her height(forſooth) the hath prevail d with him. 
And are you growne ſo high in his eſteeme, 
Becauſe I am: 10 dwarfiſh,and ſolow? 
How low am I, thou painted May-pole?Speake, 
How low am I ? I am not yer ſo low, 
But that my nailes can reach unto thineeyes. 

Hel. I pray you though you mocke me, gentlemen; 
Let her not hurt me; 1 was never curſt: 
I have no gift at all in ſhrewiſhneſle; 
I am a right maide for my cowardize; 
Let her not {trike me : you perhaps may thinke, 
Becauſe ſhe is ſomething lower then my lelfe, 
Thar I can match her, 

Her. Lower ? harke againe. 
Hel; Good Hermia,do not be {0 bitter with me; 

I evermore didlove you Hermis, 
Did ever keepe your counſels,neyer wronged you, 
Save that in love unto Demerrins, 
Itold him of your ſtcalthunto this wood. 
He followed you, for love I followd him, 
But he hath chid me hence,and threatned me 
To ſtrike me,ſpurne me, nay to kill me tooz 
And now,ſfo you will let me quict go, 
ToeAthexs will I beare my folly backe, 
And follow you no further. Let me go. 
You ſee how fimple,and how fond I am. | 

Her. Why get you gone:who ift that hinders you? | 

Hel. A fooliſh heart,thar I leave here behinde. 

Her. W hart,with Lyſander? 

Her. With Demetrias, 

Lyf. Be not afraid,ſhe ſhall not harme thee Helena. 

Dem: No fir,ſhe ſhall not,though you take her part. 

Hel. O when ſhe's angry,ſhe is keenceand ſhrewd, 
She wasa vixen when ſhe went to {choole, 

And though ſhe be but little, ſhe is.fierce. 

Her. Little againe?Nothing but low and little? 
Why will you tuffer her re flout me thus? 

Let me cometo her. —_ 
Ger you gone you dwarte, 
®.. oxi , of hindring knot-graſſe made, 
You bead, you acorne. 
Dew. Y ou are too oihcious, * 
In her behalfe that ſcornes your ſervices- 


— 


Let ; 
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Hel. I will not truſt you, 


| Nor longer ſtay in your curſt company. ' 


Your hands then miue,arc quicker tor a fray, 


1 My legs are longer though to runne away. 


*. 


| Emer Oberon and Packe. : 
O06. This is thy negligerice, {till thou miſtak'ſt 


{ Or elſe committ'ſt thy knaveries willingly- 


Puck. Beleeve me, King of ſhadowes,l miſtooke, 
Did not you-tell me, I ſhould know the man, 
By the e-4therian garments he hath on? 
And tofarre blamelefle proves my enterprize, 
T hat I have nointed an Athenians cies, 
And ſo farre am Lgla, it ſo did ſort, 
As this their jangling I eſteeme a ſport. 
06. 1hou ſecit theſe Lovers ſceke a place to fight, 
Hie therefore Robin,overcalt che night, 
The ſtarry Welkin cover thou anon, 
With drooping togge as b.acke as Acheron, 
Andiczad thelſc teſty Rivals ſo aſtray, 
As one come not within ancthers way. » 
Like to Lyſander,ſomerime frame thy tongue, 
Then ſtirre Demerms vp with bitter wrong; . 
And fomctime raile thou hke Demetrass ; 
And from cach other looke thou leade them thus, 
Till ore their browes, death-counterfeiring flecpe 
With lcadun I gs,and Battie-wings doth creepe ; 
Then cruſh this hearbe into Lyſanders Cie, 
W hoſe liquor harhthis vertuous property, 
To take from thence all error,with bus might, 
And make his eic-bais role with wonted {1ght. 
Wuh-cn they next wake,all this derifion 
Shall ſeeme a dreamc;and fruitleſle viſion, 
And backe to Athens ſhall the Lovers wend 
With leagne, whoſe date till death ſhall never end. 
Whiles 1 in this affaire do thee imply, 
Ile to my Queene,and beg her [naza» Boy; 
And then I will her charmcd cie releaſe 
From monſters view,andall things ſhall be peace. 
Puck. My Fairy Lord , this muſt be done with haſte, 
For nights-ſwft Dragons cut the Clouds full faſt, 
And yonder ſhines «-# oras harbinger; 
At whoſe approach Ghoſts wandring here and there, 
Troope heme to Church-yards; damned ſpirits all, 
That in crofſe-waies and flouds have buriall, 
Already to their wormy beds are gone, 
For feareleaſt day ſhould looke their ſhames vpon, 
They wilfully themſelves exile from light, 
anlocd for aye conſort with blacke browd night. 
O6. But we are ſpirits of another ſort: 
T, with the morning love have oft made ſport, 
And like a Forreſter,the groves may tread, l 
Even till the Eaſterne gate all fieric red, 
Opening on Neptune, with faire bleſled beames, 


Turnes 1nto yellow gold, his ſalt greene ſtreames. . 


| Heavens ſhield Zyſender, it they meauc a fray. 
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Let her alone,ſpeake not of Helexs, But notwithſtanding haſte,make no delay: 

Take not her part- For it thou doſt intend We may cffe&t this bulineſſe;yet cre rag 

Never fo little ſhew of loverto her, Pwck. Vp and downe;vp and downe,I will leade them 

T hou ſhalt abide it. | up and downe: I am Fin field and rowne. Gob4in,lcad 
Ly/. Now (he holds me not, them up and downe : here comes one. 

Now follow if thou dar'ſtzzo try whoſe right, Enter Lyſander. 

Of thine or mine is moſt in Helens. Lyſ: W here art thou, proud Demetrins? 
Dem. Follow? Nay , Ile go with thee cheeke by jowle. | Speake thou now. 

Exit Lyſander and Demetrias. . Keb. Here villaine, drawne & readie. Where art thou? 

Her. You Miltri$ all this coyle is long of you. Ly/. I will be with thee ſtraight. 

Nay. $0 not backe. | , Kob. Follow me thentoplainer ground. 


D Ws Emer Dematruss. 

em, Lyſauder,ſpeake againe; 

Thou mm cone, art thou fled? 

Speake in (ome buſh: Where doſt thou hide thy head? 
Rob, Thou coward, art thou bragging to the ſtars, 

Telling the buſhes that thou look'it for wars, 

And wilt not come ? Come recrean', come thou childe, 

Ile whip thee with a rod. He is defii'd 

That drawesa ſword on thee. 

Dem. ca, art thou there? 

Re. Foilow my voice, we'l try no manhood here. Ex. 

Lyſ: He goes before me, and {till dares me on, 

When I come where he cals me,then he's gone. 
The y—_ is mack þ then T: 
I followed faſt , bur falter he did fiyc; fi 6 1 
That fallen am I in darke yneven way, _—_ 
And here wili reſt me. Come thou gentle day: /ye down, 
For if but once thou ſhew methy gray light, 
He finde Demerrews,and revenge this ſpight. 
Emer Robin and D PTp 
Rob. Ho,ho, ho,coward, why com'tt thou nor? 

Dem. Abide m:;, if thou dar'ſt. For well I wot. 
Thou runſt before me,ſhitting every place, 
And dar'ſt not ſtand nur looke me 1n the tace. | 
W here art thuu? | 

Rob. Come hither,I am here. 

Dem. Nay then thou mock'ſt me ; thou ſhalt buy this 

deere, | | 
If ever I thy face by day-light ſee. | 
Now go thy way: faitnneſſe conftraineth me, 
To meaſure out my length on this cold bed, 
By daics approach looketo be viſited. 
Enter Helens, 

Hel. O weary night, O long and tedious nigh, 
Abate thy houres,ſhine comtorts from the Ealt, | 
That I may backe to «4thews by day-light, | 
From theſc that my puore company deteſt, 

And ſlcepe that ſometime ſhuts up ſorrowes eic, | 
Steale me a while from mine owne companic- Sleepe, | 

Rob. Yet butthree?Come one more, | 
Two of both kindes makes up foure. | 
Here ſhe comes,curſtand ſad, | 
Cupid is a knaviſh lad, 
Enter Hermia. 

Thus to make poore females mad. | 

Her, Never {o wearie,never ſo in woe, | 
Bedabbled with the dew, and torne with briars, 
I can no further crawle,no further go; 

My legs can keepe no pace with my deſires. 
Here will I reſt me tillthe breake of day, 


IO ground —_— ; 
apply your cic,gentle remedy, 

When og wak'(t, thourak'lt F 

True delight-in the ſight of thy former Ladies eſe, 
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and the Country Proverbe knowne 
| man ſhould take his owne, 
waking ſhall be ſhowne . 


They ſleepe all the AB. 


—— ——_— ER 


eAtus Quartk r. 


—_  —————— 


Emer Dueene of Fairier, and Clowne, and Fairies, and the 
King behind them. 


Tits, Come, fit thee downe upon this flowry bed, 
While | thy amiable cheekesdoecoy, 

And ſticke muske roſes in thy ſlecke ſmoothe head, 
And kifſe thy faire large cares, my gentle joy . 

Clow, Where's Peaſe bloſſom ? | 

Peaſ. Ready. 

Clow, Scratch my head, Feaſe-bloſſerwe, Where's Moun- 
fiear Cobweb. 

(6. Ready. : 

Clo, Mounſieur Cobweb Mounſieur get your wea- 
pons in your hand, and kill me a red hipt humble-Bee 
on the t a thiſtle; and good Mounficur bring nice 
ds heap bag Doe not fret your ſelfe roo much in the 
ation, Mounſicur ; and Mounficur have a care the 
hony bag breake not, I would be loth to have you over- 
flowne wich a hony-bag figniour. Where's Mounſicur 
Maſtardſced? 

Myſ. Ready. 

Cle, Give me your newfe, Mounſicur Mufterdſced. 
Pray you leave your courteſic good Mounſicur. 

Mnf. What syour will? 

Ch. Nothing good Mounſicur, but to helpe Cavalero 
Cobweb to ſcratch. I muſtro the Barbers Mounſicur, tor 
merhinkesI am marvellous hairy about the face. And I 
am —— haire doe but tickle mec,I mult 
ſcratch, 

Tits. What, wilt thou heare ſome muſicke, my ſweet 
love? 

Che. Ihavea reaſdnable good care in muſicke. Letus 


have the rongues and the bones. peepe (me 
06. Sound muſicke; come my Qzcene,take hands with 
CMoſicks Tongs, Rurall Mnuſiche, And rocke the ground w——_ thele fleepers be. 
Tita. Or fay ſweet Love, what thoudcfireſt to eate. | yu, thou and I are new inamity 
(fe. Truely a pecke of Provender; I could munch- | anq it morrow midnight, ſolemnly 
your good dy Oates. Me thinkes I have a great deſire | pa..in Duke Theſews hoale truumphantly, 
t0 a bottle of hay : good hay, ſweet hay hath no fel- | anq biege ir to all faire poſterity. 
= dy | Fairy There (hall theſe paires of fairbfull Lovers be 
That ſha!l ſeeke the Squirrels hoard, "26. Aa —_—  — 
And fetch thee new Nurs. I doe heare the morning Larke. - 
Cle. T had rather have a handfull or two ef dricd peaſe. | 04, Then mw Queene in (ilenceſad, 
But bar / on; cede I have Trip weafter the nights ſhade ; 
an expoſition o COme upon me. he We the Globe can compaſle ſoone, 
1: 7:4. Seeperhou, and | will windethee inwy armes, | $,vifrerrhenthe wandring Moone. ,- _ 
aries be gone, and bealwayes away. Tita. Come my Lord, and inour flight, 
So doth the woodbine, the ſweet Honiſuckle, Tell me how it camethis night, bo 
Gently entwiſt ; the female Iuy ſo That I ſceping heere was found, | 
Encings the barky fingers ofthe Elme, Sleepers tye ftil. ay 
A. "Y O With, 


ſhall have /il ſhall goe ill, 
okay on voy a inc,and all ſhall be wel, 


nc 


} O howT love thee ! how I dote onthee ! 


Enter Robin x and Oberon. 
Ob. Welcome good Robin ; 
Sceſt thou this ſweet ſight ? 


Her dotage now l doe begin topitry, _ 

For meeting her of late behind the wood, 
Sceking ſweet favors for this hatetull foole, 

[ did upbraid her, and fall ont with her. 

For ſhe his hairy temples then bad rounded, 
With coronet of freſh and fragrant flowers. 

And that ſame dew which ſometime on the buds, 
Was wont to {well like round andoriene pearles ; 
Stood now within the pretty flouriets eyes, 

Like tearesthat did their owne diſgrace bewaile. 
When I hadat my pleaſure taunted her; 
And ſhe in milde termes beg'd my patience 
I then didaske of her, herc ld, 
Which ſtraight ſhe gave me, and her Fairy ſent - 
To beare him to my Bower in Fairy Land. 

And now I have the Boy, I will undoe 

This barefull imperfection of her cyes, 


And gentle P ache, rake this transformed ſcalpe, - : 


From off the head ofthis Arhensan ſwaine ; 
Thar he awaking when the other doe, 

May all to Athens backe againe repaire, 
And thinke no more of thi nights accidents, 
But as the fierce vexation of adreame. 

Bur firſt I will releaſe the Fairy Queene. 


Bethou as thou waſt wont to be; 
See as thow waſt wont to ſee, 
Diansbud, or Cupid: 195: 
Hath ſxch force and bleſſed power, 


Now my Titvi« wake you my ſweet Queene; 
\Tita. My Oberon, w nanny ron 
Me-thought | was enamoured of an Aſe. 

Ob. There lyes your love. 

Tize, How came theſe things to paſſe ? 
Oh, how mine cyes doe loath this viſage now |! 

O06. Silencc a while. Robintake off his head ; 
Tenia, malicke call, and ſtrike more dead 
Then cammon ſleepe ; of all theſe, tine the ſenſe. 


Tire. Mulicke, ho muſicke, ſuchas charmcth ſleepe 
CAiwficke till. 


Reb. When thou awak'f, with thine owne {ooles eyes 


| 


— —_  — 


— 


— oe a 4" 
- 
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1 Was never hollawed to, nor checr'd with horne, 


{| 1 wonder of this being heere t 


| 


| Without the 


;| I beg the Law, the Law, upon 
| The would have ſtolne away, the would Demetrine, 
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| s onthe ground. Exeunt. | And Iin fury hither followed then ; 
aww 2 10 : Winde Horner. Faire Helens: in fancy followed me- 
Enter Theſens, Egens, Hippolita and all his traine. But my good Lord, I wot not by what power, 
Theſ. Goe one of you, tind ontthe Forreſter, (But by tome power it is) thy love 
For now our obſervation is perform'd ; To Hermia ( melted as the ſnow) 
And ſince we have the vaward of the day, SCEmes to me now as the remembrance av idle gaude, 
My Love ſhall heare the muſicke of my hounds. Which in my chitdkood I did doat upon : 


Vacouple in the Weſterne valley, leethem goc; 
Diſpatch I ſay, and find the Forreſter, 

We will faire Queene, upto the Mountaines top, 
And marke the muſicall confuſion 

Ot hounds and eccho in conjunction. 

Eip. 1 was with Herenles and Cadmu once, 
When ina wood of Creete they bayed the Beare 
With Hounds of Sparta ; never did I heare 
Such gallant chiding. For beſides the groves, 

T he $kies, the fountaines, every _ neere, 
Secm'd all one mutuall cry. I never heard 
So muſicall a diſcord, ſuch-ſweet thunder. ; 

Theſ. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, | 
So flew*d, ſo ſanded, andtheir heads are hung 
Wirh cares that ſweepe away the morning dew, 
Crooke-kneed, and dew-lapt, like The ſelinn Buls, 
Slow in purſuit, bur match'd in mouth like bels, 
Each under each. A cry moretuncable 


In Creete, in Sparta, nor in Theſſaly; 

Iudge when you heare. But ſoft, what nimphs are theſc? 
Eve. My Lord, this is my daughter here aſlcepe, 

tad this Lyſander, this Demetrixs 1s, 

This Helena, old Nedars Helena, ha 

ner, 
The. No doubt they roſe up carly, to obſerve 

The right of May ; and hearing our intent, 

Came heerc iu grace of our ſolemnity. 

Burt ſpeake Egems, is not thisthe da 

That Hermia ſhould giveanſwer of 
Ege. It ismy Lord. * 
The Goe bid the huntſ-men wake them with their 

horncs. 


Hornes and they wakg. 
Shout within, they all Hat up. 

Theſ. Good morrow friends : Saint Valentine is paſt, 
Begin theſe ,wood-birds but to couple now ? 

Lyſ. Pardon my Lord. 

7 heſ. 1 pray you all ſtand up, 
I know you two are Rivall enemies. 
How comes this gentle concord inthe world, 
That hatred is ſo farre from jealouſie, 
To ſleepe by hare, and feare no enmity, 

Ly/. My Lord, I ſhall reply amazedly, 
Halfe feepe, halfe waking. But as yer, I ſweare, 
I cannottruly ſay how Icame beere. 
But as I thinke (for truly would I ſpeake) 
And now I doe bethinke me, fo itis, 
I came with Hermia hither. Our intent 
Was to be from Athezs, where we might be 
perill ofthe eNehenian Lay. 


Ege. Enough, h, my Lord : you have h; 
p 8h, cog his head: 7". 


choice ? 


Thereby to have defeated you and me : 
You of your wife, and me of my conſenr ; 


Of my conſent, that ſhe ſhovld be yonr wife. 
Dew, My Lord, faire Helen told me of their ſtealth, 


{ at her death. 


Of this their purpoſc hither, to this wood, 


= - - ——————— ” OO ——_—_—— 


And all the faith, the vertue of my heart, 
TheobjeR and the pleaſure of mine eye, 
Is onely Helena, To her, my Lord, 

Was betroth'd, ere 1 fee Hermia, 

But like aickeneſle did I loath this food: 
Bur as in health, come to my naturall taſte, 
Now doe I wiſh it, love it, long for it, 
And will for evermore betrueto it. 

T hef. Faire Lovers, you are fortunately met ; 
Of this diſcourſe we ſhall heare moreanon. 
Ergem, | will oycr-beare your will ; 

For inthe Temple, by and by with us, 

Theſe couples ſhall eternally be knit. 

And for the morning now is ſomcthing worne, 
Our purpos'd kunting ſhall be {et aſide. 

Away, withus to Athens ; three and three, 
We'll bold a feaſt in great ſolemnity. 
Come Hypolira. Exit Duke and Lords, 

Dem. Theſethings ſeeme ſma'l and undiſtinguiſhable, 
Like farre off mountaines turned into Clouds. 

Her. Mc-thinkesI ſee theſe things with parted eye, 

W hen every things ſeemes double. 

Bet. Some-thinkes : 

And I have found Demetrixe, like a jewell, 
Mine owne, and not mine ©wne: 

Dem. It ſcemetto me, | 
Thar yet we ſleepe, we dreame. Doe hot you thinke, 

The Duke was heere, and bid us follow him 2 ' 

Her. Yca, and my Father. 

Hel. And Hippolte. | 

Lyf. Ar.d he bid us follow tothe Temple. 

Dem, Why then we are awake ;lets follow hia, and 
by the way ler us recount our dreames. 

Bottome wakes. Exit Lovers. 

Cho. When my cue comes, call me, and 1 will anſwer. 
My next is, moſt faire Piramus, Hey ho, Peter [Dwince ! 
Ftethe bellowes-mender ? Snowt the tinker ? Starve- 
ling? Gods my lite !Stolne hence, and left me aſleepe : 1 
have had a moſt race viſion. 1 had aurcame, paſt the wit 
of man, to ſay, what dresme it was. Man is but an Aﬀe, 
if he gocaboutto expound this dreame. Me-thought I 
was, there 1s no man cantell what. Me thought 1 was, 
and me-thought I had. But man is but a patch'd foole, 
if he will offer to ſay,whatme-thought I had. The cye of 
man hath not beard, the care of man hath not ſeene, mans 
hand is not able to taſte, his rongueto conceive, nor his 
heart to report, what my dreame was. I will get Peter 
.wince to write a balletof thisdreame, it ſhall be called 
Bottomes Dreame, becauſe it bath no bottome ; and I will 
ling it inthe latter endofa play, before the Duke. Per- 


adventure, to make itthe more gracious, I ſhall ſing ir 
Exs. 


Enter Omince, Flute, T hiaby, Snont, and Sterveling. 
. Bi. Have you ſent to Bottomes houſe? 1s he come. 
home yet ? ; 
Ste, He cannot be heard of, Out of doubt he is tranF- 
ported. 
Wo Thil If 


——— p< -Y 
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Thiſ. Ihe come nor, then the play ismar'd.It goes not | Thar if it would bur apprehend ſome joy, 


forward, doch it ? It comprehends ſome tringer of that joy. 

9%. Itisnot poilible; you have not a man in all A- | Or inthe night, imagining ſome ive 6. 
| thens, able to diſcharge Pirame but he, How eafie isa buſh {uppos'd a Beare ? | 

Thiſ. No, he bath ſimply the beſt wit of avy handy- | Hip. Butall the ſtory of the night told over, | 

crafc man in Athens, | Andalltheir mindstransfigur'd fo together, 
2s. Yea, and the beſt perſon too, and he is a very | More witneſſeth rhan fancies images, 

Paranour, for a ſweet voyce. . And growes to ſomething of great conſtancy ; 
Thiſ. You mult ſay, Paragon. A Paramour is (God | But howſocver, ſtrange, and admirable. 

bleſſe us) a thing of naught. 


Enter Lovers, Lyſander, Demetrina, Herenia, 
Enter Snug the [ojner. . and Heltna. 
Sug, Maſters, the Duke 1s comming from the Tem- | 
le, and there is twoor three Lords and Ladies more mar- The. Heere come the lovers, fuil of joy and mirth : 
ried. It our ſport had gone forward, we hadall been made Toy, gentle friends, joy and freſh dayes of love 
men. Accompany your hearts. 
Tbiſ. O ſweet bully Bottome ; thus hath he loſt ſixe- | £y/- Morethen ro us, 
pence a day, _ hislife; he could not have ſcaped fix- | Watte in your royall walkes,your boord, your bed. 
r 


pence a day. he Duke had not given him {1xpence Theſ. Come now, what maskes, what dances ſhall we 
a day tor playing Piramw, Ile be hang'd, He would have | have, | 
delervedit. Sixpencea day in Pirame, or nothing. To weare away this long age of:hree houres: 

Enter Buttome. Betweene our after ſupper, and bed-rime ? 


Bos. Where are theſe Lads? Where are theſe hearts? | Whereis our uſpall manager of mirth ? 

Oui Bottome, © molt couragious day 1 O moſt happy Whart Revels are in hand? Isthere no play, 
boure ! Tocafe the anguiſh of a torturing houre ? | 

Bot, Maſters, Iamto diſcourſe wonders ; but agkeme | Call Egewe. 
not what, For if { tell you, I am no true Arbenies. 1 will = Heere mighty Theſexs. 
tell you every thingas it fell out. The. Say, what abridgement have you for this cve- | 

© i, Let us heare, ſweet Bortorne, ning ? 

Bet. Not a word of me: all chat I will tell you, is, thar | VV hat maske > Whar mulicke? How ſhall we beguile 
| the Duke hath dined. Get your apparell together, good | The lazyrime, if nor with ſome delight? 

ſtrings to your beards, new ribbands to your s, | Ege, Theres a briete how many ſportsare rife: 
es reſent ar he Baloce, every man [rake ore bis | Mae choile of which your Highnefle willfe firſt 

t: forthe ſhorrand the longis, our play is preferred : | £3/- Thebartell with the Centaurs to be ſuvg 

n any caſe let Thwby have cleanelinnen : and let not him | By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harpe. 
that playes the Lion, paire his nailes, for they ſhall hang The. We'llhnone of that. That have I told my love 
out for the Lions clawes. And moſt deare ARors, cate | Inglory of my kinſman Hereales. | 
no Onions, ner Garlicke; for we are ts utter ſweet | _£7/+ Theriot of thetiplic Bachanals, 
breath,and I doe not doubt but to heare them ſay, it-is a | Tearing the Thracian linger, in their rage ? 
{weet Comedy. No more words : away, gOC aways Theſ. That jisan old device, and it was plaid 

Exeunt | When from Thebes came laſt a Conqueror. 
Lf, The thrice three Muſes, mourning for the death | 
— ——_— —— late deccaſt in beggery. 1 
0 | 7/7. That is ſome Satire keene and criticall 
A us Quint HS. | Not ſorting with a nupriall ceremony. 
#Y Fa | A tedious briefe Scene of yong Piramme, 
pp 4 7 his love Thwby ; very tragicall mirth. 

Enter Theſeus, Hippolita, Egens and his Lords, The. Merry and tragicall ? Tedious, and briefe?That is, 
hot ice, and wondrous ſtrange inow. How fhall we find 
Hip.'Tis ſtrange my Theſexs, that theſe lovers ſpeake of | the concord of this diſcord ? 


a 


Theſ. More ſtrangethen true. I never may belceve ee. A play there is my Lord, ſome ten words long, 
Theſe anticke fables, nor theſe Fairy royes, Which is as beiefe as | have knownea play ; 
Loversand mad men have ſuch frething braines, But by ten words, my Lord, it istoo long ; 

Such ſhaping phantaſics, that apprehend more Which makesit tedious. Fotin allthe play, | 
Then coole reaſon ever comprehends. There is not one word apt, one Player fitted. 
The Lunaticke, the Lover, and the Poet, And tragicall my poble Lord it is: 
Are of imagination all compact. For Piramus therein doth kill himſclte. 
One ſees moredivels then vaſte hell can hold ; Which when [ ſaw rehearſt, I mult confeſſe, | 
| Thatis the mad man. The Lover, all asfranticke, Made mine eyes water : but more merry teares, 
Sces Helens beauty in a brow of Egype. The paſſion of loud laughter never ſhed. | L 
The Poetseye in a fine frenzy rolling, Theſ. What are chey that doe play it? 


Doth glance frem heaven toearth, from carthto hexyen. | Ege. Hard handed men, that worke in Athens heere, 
And as imagination bodies forth the formes of things W hichnever laboar'd in their minds till now ; 


Vaknowne; the Poetspenturnes them to ſhapes, | And now have toyled their unbreathed memories | 
And gives teayre nothing, a locall habitacion, Wick this ſame play, agxinſt your noptialls 
And a name. Such tricks hath ſtrong imagination, | The. And wew heare its 
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Hons 


_—_—___W_ 


—_ — 


and i. One IS. aha 


160 A Midſom 


. 


mer nights Dreame. 


FOO 
— 


Phi. No, my noble Lord, it is not for you. I have heard | 
It over, and it is nothing, nothing in the world ; 
Vnleſſe you can find ſport in their intents, | 
Extreamely itretcht, and cond with cruell paine, 
| Todoe you ſervice. 

Theſ. I will heare that play. For never any thing, 
Canbe amifſe, when ſimpleneflc and duty tender it. 
Goc bring them in, and take your places, Ladies. 

Hip. 1 love not toſee wretchedneſſe orecharged 3 
And duty in his ſervice periſhing- 

Theſ. - Why gentle ſweet, you ſhall ſee no ſuch thing. 

Hip He ayes, they can doe nothing in this kind. 

Theſ. The kinder wezto give them thankes for nothing: 
Our {porrt ſhall be, to take what they miftake ; 

And what poore duty cannot doc, noble reſpect 
Takes it in might, not merrit. 

Where I have come, great Clearkes have purpoſed 
Togreete me with premeditatd welcomes ; 

Where I have ſeenethem ſhiver and looke pale, 
Make periods inthe midſt of ſentences, 

Throttle their praQiz'd accent in their feares, 

And in concluſion, dumbly have broke off, 

Not paying mea welcome. Trult me ſweet, 


Out of this ſilence yer, 1 picke a welcome : 
{ And in the modeſty of fearetull duty, 
I reade as much, asfrom the ratling tongue 
Of ſaucy and audacious eloquence. 
Love therefore, and tongue-tide ſimplicity, 
In leaſt, ſpcake moſt, ro my capacity. 
Eze. Sopleaſe your Grace, the Prologue is addreſt. 
Dk. Let him approach. Flr. Trum. 
Enter the Prologue. Dnince. 
Pro. If we offend, it is with our good will. 
That you ſhould thinke, we come not to offend, 
But withgood will. To ſhew our ſimple skill, 
{ That is the true beginving of our end. 
Confiderthen, we'come but in deſpight. 
 Wedoenot come, as minding to content you, 
Our true intent is. . All tor your delight, 
We are not heere. That you ſhould here repent you, 
The ARors are at hand ; and by their ſhow, 
| You ſhall know all, that you are like to know. 

Theſ. This fellow doth not ſtand upon points. 

Lyſ. He hath rid his Proiogue, li 
knowesnot the ſtop. A good morall my Lord. It is not 
enongh co ſpeake, but to Goake crue, 

Hip. Indeed he hath plaid on his Prologue, like a 
child on the Recorder, a ſound, but nor in gevernment. 

Thef. Hisſpecch was like a tangled chaine : nothing 
impaired, but all diſordered. Who isthe next ? 

T awyer with a Trumpet before them, 


Enter P yranav, and Thigby, Wall, Moone-ſhine, ' and Lyon. 
Pre. Gentles,perchance you wonder at this ſhow, 

Bur wonder on, till truth make all things plaine. 

This man is Psramw, if you would know ; 

This beauteous Lady, Thwby is certaine. 

This man withlyme and rough-caſt, doth preſent 

AED ker did theſe levers ſunder :- 

poore ſoules arc Content 

To whiſper. At the which, letno man Law 

This man, with Lanthorne,dog, and buſh of thocne, 

Preſenteth moone-ſhine. For if youwill know, 

By moone-ſhine did theſe Lovers thinke no {carne = 

} To meetat Ninw toombe, there, there to wooe : : 


a rough Colt : he | 


eee 


FY 
— ——— 
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Thisgrizly beaſt (which L —_— by name) | + 
Thetrulty Thuby, count firſt by night, | 
Did ſcarre away, or rather did affright : 
And as ſhe fled, her mantle ſhe did fall ; 
Which Lyon vile with bloody mouth did ſtaine. | 
Anon comes Piramus, ſweet youth and tall, 
And find; his gentle Thubies Mantle ,flaine ; 
W hereat, with blade,with bloody blametull blade, 
He bravely broacht his boiling bloudy breaſt, 
And Thuby,tarrying in Mulberry ſhade, - 
His dagger drew, and died. For all the reſt, 
Let Lyon, Moone-fhine, Walt, and'Lovers ewaine, 
At large diſcourſe, while here they doe remaine. 
Exit all but Wall, 
Theſ. T wonder ifthe Lion be toſpeake, 
Dem. No wonder, my Lord ; one Lion may, when 
many Aſſes doe. | 
Exit Lyon, Thidby, and Mooneſtine. 
Wall. Inthis Mu ] —_— itdoth betall, 
Thar I, one S»owr (by name) preſent a wal: 
And tucha wall,as I would have you thinke, 
1hat had in ita crannied hole or chinke : 
T hrough which the Lovers, Piramw and Thuby 
Did whiſper often, very ſecretly. 
This loame, this rough-caſt, and this ſtone doth ſhew, 
That I am that ſame Wall; the truth is ſo. 
And this the cranny is, right and ſinter, 
Through which che fearefull Lovers are to whiſper. 
Theſ, Would you defire Lime and Haire to ſpeake bet- 
ter? 
Dem. It is the wittieſt partition, that ever I heard 
diſcourſe, my Lord. oo 
Theſ. Piramw drawes neere the Wall, ſilence. 
Emer Prat , | 
Fir. O grim leokt night, O night with hue ſo blacke, 
O night, which ever art, when day is not : 
O night, O night, alacke,alacke, alacke, 
I feare my Thubies promile is _ 
And thou O wall, thou ſweet and lovely wall, 
T hat ſtandes betweene her fathers ground and mine, 
Thou wall, O wall, O ſweetand lovely wall, 
Shew me thy chinke, to blinke through with mine eyne. 
Thankes courteous wall. Jeve ſhicld thee well for this, 
But whatſec 1? No Thuby doel ſee. : 
O wicked wall, through whom I ſce no bliſſe, 
Curſt be thy ſtones for thus deceiving me. 
Theſ. The wall me-thinkes being {cnſible, ſhould curſe 
againe. 
os No in truth fir, he ſhould not. Deceiving we, 
Is Thizbies cue ; ſhe is toenter,and I am to ſpy 
Her through the wall. You ſhall (ce it will fall. 


Enter Thisbies. 
Pat as I told you ; yonder ſhe comes. 
», Thiſ. O wall, tull often haſt thou beard my mones, 
For parting my tairc Piramm, and me. 
My cherry lips have often kiſt thy ſtones; 
Thy ſtones with Limeand Haire knit up in thee. 


4. I heare a voyce; now will Ito the chinke, | 


To ſpy and I can ſee my Thishies face. Thicby ? 
Thiſ. My love thouart,my Love | thinke. 
Pir. Thinke what thou wilt, 1 am thy Lovers grace, 

And like Lomander am I x 
Thiſ, And T like Helentill the Fates me kill. 
Pir. Not Shafalus to Proerm, was ſo truc. 
Thiſ. As Shalaſ to Procym, | to you. 


— 


| 


_ 


A Midſommer nights Drone, 


Pir. O kiſſe me through the hole of this yile wall. 
Thiſ. 1 kiſſethe wals hole, not your lipsat all. 
Fir. Wilt thouat Njwwest emeere me ſtraight 


? | | | 

"bi Tide life, tide death, 1 come without delay. 

Wall. Thus hive 1 al, my part diſcharged ſoz _ 
And being done, thus Fal away doth goe. Exit Clow. 

Dk, Now is the morall downe betweene the two 
Neighoours, 

Dem. No remedy my Lord, when Wals are ſowilfull, 
to heare without , 

Da.” This is the (illicit Ruffe that ere I heard. 

Dak, The beſt in this kind are but ſhadowes, and the 
worſtare no worſe if imagination amend then, 

Dat. It maſt be your imagination then, and not theirs. 

Dk, If we imagine no worſe of them then they of 
themielves', they way paſſe for excellent men, Here 
comes two noble beaſts, in a man and a_Lion. 


Emter Lyon, and Moone ſhint, 

Lyen. Y ou Ladyecs, you (whoſe gentle hearts do teare 
The ſaualleſt monſtrous moulc that creepes on floore) 
May now perchance, both quake and tremble heere, 
When Lion rough in wildeit rage doth roare. 

Then know that 1, one Swag the loyner am 
A Lion fell, nor elſeno Lions dagume ; 
For hed TR a. 
Into this , were I my Co 

Ds. = —__ and of a conſcience. 

Dem. The very beſtat a that ercI law. 

Lif. Te Leng Fox for his valer. 

Ds. Truc,and a e for his diſcretion. 

Dew, Notſo my Lord: for his valor cannot carry 
his diſcretion, and the Fox carrics the Gooſe. 

Ds. His diſcretion I am ſure cannot carry his valor : 
for the Gooſe carries not the Fox. It is well; leave it to 
hisdiſcretion, and let as hcarken tothe Moone. 

Moon. This Lanthornedoth the horned Moone pre- 
lent. 

De. He ſhould have worne the hornes on his head. 

Ds. He isno creſcent, and his hones are iaviſible, 
., within the circumference. ©] a & 

Moe. Thislanthorne doth the horned Moone pre- 
ſent : My ſelfe, the mani'th Moone doth ſeeme to be. 

Ds. This isthe greateſt error of all the reft ; the man 
ſhould be put into the Lanthorne. How is it elſc the man 
o ith Moone ? 

Dem. Hedares not coine there fot the candle. 

For you ſee, it isalready ih ſauffe, | 

Dat. Tam weary of this Moone; would he would 
c 

Ds, It appeares by his ſmall light of diſcretion, that 
heis inthe wane : but yet in courrclie, in all reaſon, we 
miuſt ſtay the time. 

Lyſ. Proceed Moone. 

Moon. Allthat I have toſay, is to tell you, that the 
| Lanthorne isthe Moone ; LO cms hoon: this 
thorne buſh, my thorne buſh ; and this dog, my dog. 

Dew. Why all theſe ſhould be in the Lanthorne : for 
they are in the Moone. Bur ſilence, heete comes Thisby, 


_ — 


Gy 
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Enter Thuby. 
Thiſ. This is old Niznies tombe : whete is my love ? 
Lyon. Oh. 
The Lion roares, Thicby runnes off. 


Dem, Well roar'd Lion. 


— 


D#. Well run Thudy. 
Dat. Well ſhone Moone. = 
Trulythe Moone ſhines with a good grace: | 
#. Well mouz'd Lion. 
Dem. And then'came Piranuc. 
Lyſ. And forthe Lion vaniſh. 


” E ner Piramui. ' 
Pyr, Sweet Moone,] thanke thee forthy ſunny beames, 
I thanke thee Moone, for ſhinirig now ſobright : 2 


For by thy gracious, pit, littering treames, 
[reſt to alt of jorge Thicke bates 
y ;-O ſpight 1 bug may ke, poore Kni , 
What df tots FOR 
Eyes doe you ſee } How can itbe 1. 
O dainty ucke : O Deere | ©, 4 
Thy mantle good ; what ſtaind with blood | 
Approch you Furies fell; 
O Fates ! come, come : Cut thred and thrum, 
_— cruſhz cor nelude, and HG 
s. This paſſion, and the death of adearefricnd, 

Would goe neete to make a manlooke fad. 

Dxt, Beſhrew my heart, but 1 pitty the man. 

Pir. O wherefore Nature, did't thou Lions frame ? 
Since Lion vild hath heere deflour'd my deere : » 
Which is: no, no, which was the faireſt Dame = 
That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik'd, that look'd with cheere. 
Come teares, confound : Out ſword, and wound 
70 pap ES 
r »W 3 
Tikis dye]. thee, chas thas. 
Now atm I dead, now am I fled, my ſoule is in the sky, 
Tongae loſe thy light, Moone take thy flighe, 
Now, dye, dye, dye, dye, dye. | 

Dem. No dye, butan ace for him» for he is but 6ne. 

Lyſ. Leſſe then an ace man. For he isdead, he is no- 


thing. | 
og With the — Surgeon, he mightyert reco- 
ver, and prove an Ale, 

Dur. How chance Moone-ſhine is gone before 2 
Thuby comes backe, and finds her Lover. 


Enthr Thuby. 


Dk. She will find bim by ſtarre-light. 
Heere ſhe comes, and her ends the play. 
Der. Me thinkes ſhe fhoald not 'uſe a long one for 
ſuch a Pr@wwe : I hope ſhe will be briefe. 
Dem, A Moth will turnethe ballatice, which Fire, 
which Thudy is the better. (eyes. 


Lyſ. She hath ſpyed him a with thoſe ſweet 
- And ne 
This, Aſleepe my Love ? What, dead my Dove ? 

O Piramwo arile : 


ongue not a word : Come truſty ſword : 
Come blade; my breſt imbrue : 
Oz And 


_— —_— — 


\ 


_ _ — — — 


4 Mugonne wiebtr Dream, 


And farewell friends, thus Thubyends ; ; = Wo By the dead and drowſic fiet, 


; Adict, adieu, adicu. {  Eyery Elfeand Fairy 
' D%k, Moon-hiteandLion are left to burythe Acad. Hop'zs light as bird right, = 
Deme. 1, and Wall too. * And this Dirty after me, (ing and dance it rippingly C 
Bot. No, [ aſſure you, the wall is downe, that Parted Tits. Firſt rehearſe this ſong by roate, 
their Fathers. Will it pleaſe yohto ſee the Epilogue, or | To cach word.a watbling note. 
to _ a Bcrgomaske dance, beryeene two of our com- | Hatid in hand, with Fairy grace, 
' pany | a5 oa Will we fig and — 
Put; No Epildigie, Tia 6u ; for your OO The $ 
-no Excuſe, Novereucaſe! : pra you; be he players are all | Nos wntill the 7 
dead, there need hone to bs hou ,if he that Through this we 7c 1 : 
writ it had plaid Pirawrxs, and budg himſe in Thieves | - . Totbebeft B 
garter, it would nar + #fint Tragedy : ando it is Which'by ts ſoall bleſſed be : 
truely, and very — rg'd. But come, your | - end the iſſue there create, 
—w, wage Ict your! rotor | Ever (hall be fortunaze : 
The iron ronguc of iidni told twelve. So ſpall all the conples three, 
Lovers to bed, 'tisalmoſt Fairy time Ever ithe im loving br: 
1 feare we ſhall out-ſlcepe the comming Morne, eAnid the blott of N atares hand, 
As much as we this night have C——_—_— Sh all not in their 5([ne Fand, 


This palpable grofſe play bath well bee bog: 6 
ro . 


The heavy gate of night. Sweet fri 
A wen eh hold we vethis ſolemniry, 
In nightly Revels ; and new jollity, 


Puck, Now che bi Lyons evees, eAnd each ſeveral chan 
And the Wolfe beholds the Moone : | T hrowgh thi 
W hileſt the heavy lotdghman ſhores, | 
All with weary taske fore-done. 
Now the waſted bedtids doc glow, | 
Whil'{he ſcritch-owle, ſcritching loud; 
Putsthe wrertch tharlyes in woe” = | 
In remembratice of a fhrowd. _— Rebin, If we ſhadowes have offended, 
Now it isthetime of night, anita. 0 Thinke but this (and all is mended) 


Exeant. 


That the graves, all gaping wide, Lu ou have bur flumbred wg 
Every one lets forthts ate, / CO e theſe viſions did 
Inthe Church-wa ay paths —_—. : And this weake and idle 


And veFairies, that doe runne, No more yee lding but a dreame, 
By the triple Hecates teame, WR Gentles, doe not reprehend. 
From the preſence of the Sunne, 700 It you pardon, we will mend. 
Follow! larkenefſe like adreame, And as 1 am an honeſt Pucke, 
Now are frollicke ; not a Mouſe If we have unearned lucke, 
Shall diſturbe this hallowed houſe, 
I am ſent with broome before, = 
Toſwcep theduſt behindthe doore. Elſe the var alyar call. 
bg Big? So good night unto you all, 

Emer King and Ducene of Fairies, with their traimne. Give me your hands, if we be friends, 
0b. Through the houſe give glimmering light, And Robin ſhall reſtore amends, 


—_— 
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The Micrcdine of Veal 


eAtius Primus, 


cm 


Enter Anthinis, Salarine, and Salanio. 
A mt henio . 


# 


N ſooth I know not why I amſo ſal, 
A | t wearieSme : you ſay it wearies you 3 


But how I caught it, found it, or came by it, 
made of, w 


W hat ſtuffe 't1s 


hereof it is borne, 


I am tolcarne : and ſuch a Want-wit ſadnefſe makes of 


me, 
That I have much adoe to know my ſclfe. 

Sal, Your mindis toſſing on the Occan, 
There where your Argolies with portly faile 
Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the flood, 
Or asit were the Pageants of the ſea, 

Doe over-peere the petty Traitquers 
That curthe to them, doe them reverence 
As they fiye by them with cheir woven wings. 

Sala. Belceve me fir, had I ſuch venture forth 

The better part of my affections, would 


Be with wy hopes abroad. I ſhould be (till 
Plucking the graſſe to know were lits the winde, 


Peering in Maps for ports, and peers, 


and rodes : 


And every objec that might make me feare 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt 


Would make me ſad. 
Sal. My winde cooling my broth, 


Would blow me to an Ague, when Ithoughe 


What harme a wind too 


might doe at ſca, 


I fhould not (ce the ſandic houre-glaſle runne, 
But I ſhould thinke of ſnallowes, and of flats, 
And ſec my wealthy Andrew docks infand, 
Vailing her bigh rop lower then her ribs 


| To kitle her buriail ; ſhould I goe to Church 


Ard ſee the holy cdifice of ſtone, 
Ard not bethinke me ſtraight of dangerous rockes, 
Whic!:couching but my gentic Veſſels fide 
Would ſcatter all her ſpices on the (treame, 
Enrobe the roring waters with my filkes, 
And inaword, but even now worth this, 
And now worth nothing. Shall I have the rhought 
Tothinke onthis, and ſhall I lacke the thoughr 
Tharſucha thing bechanc'd would make me tad ? 
But tellnot me, I know Anthonis 
Is{ad tothinke upon his merchandize. 

eAnth. Belceve meno, Ithanke my fortune for it, 
My ventures are not in one bottome truſted, 
Nor to one place ; nor is my whole cftate 


po CES 


V 
refore my merchandize 


Anth. Fic, fic. 


the fortune of this preſent yeere 3 # 
ize makes me nothad ; 
Sola. Why then youare inlove, 


Sola. Not in love neither | then let us ſay you are fad 
Becauſe youu are not merry ; and 'twere ascaſic 


For you to laugh and leape, andſay youare merry 


Nacure 


And 


Becauſe you are not fad. Now by two-hcaded /anws, 


h fram'd ſtrange fellowes in her time : 


Some that will cvermore peepe through their eyes, 
laugh like Parrats at a A 2 


Though Ne#ter ſweare the jeſt be 
Enter Baſſanio ,Lorenſs, 
Sola, Heere comes Baſſanio, 
Your molt noble Kinſman, 


Welcave you now with betrer c 


And other of ſuch vinegar aſpect, 
That they'ill not ſhew their ar Fh way of ſmile, 


hable. 
— 


Gratiano, and Lorenſs, Faryewell, 


Sala. 1 would have ſtaid till 1 had made you merry, 
If worthier friends had not prevented me, 

Anh, Your worthis very deere in my regard. 
I rake it your owne bulines calls on you, 
And you embrace th'occaſion to depait. 

Sal. Good morrow my good Lords. (when ? 

Bafſ. Good (igniors both, whea ſha!l we laugh? ſay, 
You grow exceeding ſtrange ; mult it be ſo? 

Sal. Wee'll make our leyſures to attend on yours. 


Baſ. 1 will not faile you. 
Grat. Youlooke not well fi 
You have too much reſpet 


gnior Anthonio, 
uponthe world : 


Belceve me you are marve 


And mine a {ad one. 
Grati, Let me play the foole, 


They looſe irthat doe buy it with muck 
lloufly chang' 

Anth, I hold the world butas the world, Gratiavs, 
A ſtage, 4 © pag man muſt play a part, 


care, 
d. 


Exennt Salarins, and Sol1no, 

Lord. My Lord Baſſanio, ſince you have tound Anthouis 
We two will leave you, butat dinner time 
I pray you have in mind where we mult mecte, 


With mirth and laughtcr : let oid wrinckles come, 
And let my Liver rather hcate with wine, 

Then my heat cogle with mortifying grones. 
Why ſhould a man whoſc bloud is warme within , 
| Sirlike bis Grandfire, cutin Alablafter ? 
Sleepe when he wakes ? and creepe into the Iaundies 


By 


em 


— 


The M erchant of Uenice. 


By being pecviſh ? I tell thee what Anthonio 
I CO naneonn _—_— * 
D nt ee pedr Cr ecad 
oe creame ca 
Anddor a willullflaeſe enterine 2 
ro in an opinion 

of 1 21.005 gravity, profound conceit, 
nt dr ny tender en 

W my li no dogge barKke- 
Omy dub, 1 ew oft 
That therefore onely are reputed wile, 
For ſaying nothing ; when I am very ſure 
If they Dad perks) would almoſt damme thoſe cares 
Which hearing them would call their brothers fooles : 
Ile tell thee more of this another time. 
But fiſh not with this malancholly baite 


di 

Ley. Well,we will lea ve 
wo - ns 8 

or Gratiano never let's me ipeake. 

Gra. Well, keepe me company but two yeares moz 
Thou ſhalt not know the ſound of thine owne tongue. 

ene. Fare you well,Ile grow atalker for this geare- 

Gra. Thankes ifaith, for lilence is oncly lc 
In a neats dri'd, and a maid not vendible« Exit. 

eur. It is that any thing now. 


Baſ. Gratians | an infinite deale of nothing; more 
then any man in all Venice, his reaſons are 
of wheate hid intwo buſhels of chaffe : - = 


ou 
all day ere you find them, and when ule 
are not worth the ſrarch. 
Ant. Well: tellme now, what Lady is the ſame 
To whom you ſwore a ſecret Pilgrimage 
That you to day promis'd totell me of 
Byf. Tis not unknowne to you Anthonio 
How much I have diſabled mine eſtate, 
By ſomething Chewing a more ſwelling pprt 
Then my faint meancs would grant continuance : 
Nor doe I now make mone to be abridg'd 
From ſuch a noble rate, but my cheifecarc 
Is to come faircly off frem the great debts 


Wherein my time ſomething too prodigal{ |” 
te hmm pon rg >. 
I owethe moſt in mony, aud in love, Q.. 
And from your love I have a warranty 

To unburthen all my plots and purpoſes, 

How to get clecre of all the debts I owe. 

Ant. 1 pray you good Bafſamolet me knoy it, 

if it ſtand as you your lelfe ſtill doe, 
rem wr _—_ honour, be _— 
My purſe, am on, my extreameſt meanes 
Lyecall unlock'd to your occafions- 

Baſſ. In my ſclioole dayes, when had loſt ene ſhafe 
I ſhot his fellow of the ſelfeſame flight 
The (elfelame way, with more aduiled watch 
To find the other forth, and by adventuring both, 
I oft found both. I urge this child-beod proofeg 
Becauſe what followes is pure innocence. 

I owe you much, and like a willfull youth, 
That which I owe is loſt : wg 

To ſhoote another arrow that ſelte way 
ET I SnartGs, I doe not doubt, 
As I will watch the ayme : Or to find both, 
Or bring your latter hazard backe againe, 


—_—_ 


nner. 
then till dinner time. 
wiſe men, 


| 


And thankfully reſt debter for the firſt. 

Azz. You know me well, and berein ſpend but time 
To wind about my love withcircumſtance, 
And out of doubt you doeto me more wrong 


Inmaking on of 
warrior yur up Sapp} BU : 
Then doe but ſay to me what I ſhould doe 


That in your knowledge me be done 

AndI am preſt unto it: Rk nw 
Baſſe In Belmont is 2 Lady richly icft, 

And ſhe 1s faire, and fairer then that word, 

Of wondrous vertues : ſometimes from her eyes, 

I did receive faire (| meſſages : 

Her name is Portia, nothing undervallewd 

To Cato's daughter, Brute Portia 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth, 

For the foure windes blow in from every coaſt 

Renowned ſutors, and her ſunny lockes 

Hang on her tewples like a golden fleece, 

Which makes her _— - ——_ ſtrond,! 

And many /aſezscome in queſt of her. 

O my Anrhexio, had I but the mcares 


a 


To hold arivall plate with one of them, 
I havea mind pt me ſuch thrift, 

That I hould eſſe be fortunate. 

_—_ _ now(ſt that all my fortuncs are ar ſea, 

eit e I mony, nor commedity 
To raiſe a preſent ſumme, therefore goe forth 
Try what my credit canin Fenicedoc, 

That ſhall berackt evento the uttermoſt, 

To —  — _— Portia. 

Goe preſently enquire, I 

When _ og 

To have itot my truſt, or for my ſake. Exennt, 
Emer Portia with ber waiting womart Neriſſa. 

Porti. By my troth N errsſſa, my little body is a wea- 
ry of this world. 

Ner. You would be tweet Madam, if your miſcries 
were irr the ſame abundance as your good fortunes are : 
and yet for I ſee, they are as ſicke that ſurfet with 
roo much, as they that ſtarve with nothingy it is no ſmall 
happinefle therefore to be ſeated in the meane, ſuperflui- 
ty comes ſooner by white haires, burcompetency lives 

r. 

For. Good and well pronounc'd. 

Ner, They would be better if well followed: 

Por.lf todoe were as cafic asto know what were good 
to doe, Chappels had beene Churches, and poore mens 
cottages Princes Pallaces :it is a good Divine that fol- 
lowes his ovyne inftrutions; I can caficr teach ewen- 
ty what were good tobe done, then be one of the twen- 
ty to follow mine owne teaching : the brainc may deviſe 
lawes for the blood, but a hot temper | ore a 


curb'd by the will of a dead father ; is it not 
riſſe, that I cannot chooſe one, nor refuſe none ? 
Ner, Your father was ever vertuous, and holy men 


at their death have good inſpirations, therefore the lot- 


| tery that he hath deviſed in theſe three cheſts of Gold, 
| Silver, and Lead , whereof who chooſes his meaning, 


chooſes 


— 


a 


—_ 


—_—_—_— 
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chooſes you,will no doubt never be cholenby any tight- 
ly, but one who you ſhall rightly love; but what warmth 
is there 1n yont GY towards any of theſe Princely. 

that are already come? 27 
rr et i pray thee over-name them, and-as thou nameft 
them, 1 wilkdeſcribe them,and accordipg to my deſcrips 


| tion levell at my affeftion. 


Ner. Fir{t there is the Neapclitane Prince. FF. 

Por. Ithat's a colt indeed, for he doth nothing but 
talke of his horſe, and he makes it a great appropriation 
to his owne good parts that he can ſhoo him himlelte : 1 
am much afraid my Lady his morher plaid falſe with a 
Smyth. 

Ne. Then is there the County Palentige. 

Por. He doth nothing but frowne (as who ſhould ſay, 
and you will not have me, chooſe : he. heares merry tales 
and ſmiles nor, I feare be will provethe weeping Philo- 
ſopher when he growes old, being ſo full of uymannerly 
fadnefſe in his youth.) Lhad rather to be married to a 
deaths head with abone ia his mouth, then to cither of 
theſe: God defend me frem theſe two. 

Ner. How lay youby the French Lord, Mounlier 
Le Bowne ? 

Pro. God made lym, and therefore let him pale for a 
man, in truth I know it is finne to be a- mocker, bur he ! 
why he hath a horſe better chen the Neapolicans, a bet- 
ter bad habire of frowning then the Count Palentine, he 
is cvery Man in no wan, if a Tarſſell ſing, he tals ſtraight 
a capringzhe will tence with his owne ſhadow,IfI thould 
marry him, I ſhould marry tw husbands : if he 
would deſpiſe me,1 would forgive bim,for if hc love me 
co madneſle, I ſhould never requite him | 

Ner. What fay you then to Favconbridge, the yong Ba- 
ron of England ? 

Por, You kyow 1 ſay nothing t6 him, for he under- 
ſtandsnot me, nor I þia : he hath neither Latane, French, 
nor /rahex, and you will come into the Court and {weare 
that I have a poore pernny-worth in the Fngh/b : he is 4 
proper mans picture, butalas who canconverſe with a 
dumbe ſhow ? how odly he is ſuited, I thinke hebought 
his doublet in 7taly, his round boſe in France, his bonnet 
in Germany, and bis behaviour every where. 

Ner. What thinke you of the other Lord his neigh- 
bour ? 


Por, That he hatha neighbowly charity in him, for | 


he borcowed a boxe of the care of the Eng/i/hman, and 
{worne he would pay him againe when he was able. 1 
thinke the Frenchman became his ſurety, and tcald under 
for another. 

Ner. How like you the yong Germaine, the Duke of 
Saxomes Nephew ? 

Per, Very vildely inthe morning when he is ſober, 
and moſt viidely inthe afrernoone when be is drunke : 
when he is beſt, he is alittle worſe then a man,and when 
heis worſt, heis little better thena bealt : and rhe worſt 
——_ ever fell,I hope I ſhall make ſnift :o goe without 


Ner. If be ſhould offer ts chooſe, and chooſe the right 
Casker, you ſhould refaſeto performe your Fathers will, 
if you ſhould refule toaccept him. | 

Per. Therefore for feare of the worſt, I pray theeſer 
a deepe glaſſe of Reiniſh-wine on the contrary Casker, 
_ the ney wet that tion withour, 

ow he willchooſc it. I will doe any thing NN #r75ſfſe 
cre I will be marricd ro a ſpunge. . N 
Ner, You need not feare Lady the having any of theſe 


pO ENS 


— — 


, 


Lords, they have acquiinted me with'their determinati- 


05, which 1s indeed tro rttuytiecatherr bome,and to trou- 
: ble you with ne more ſuire, unleſſe you may be wone by 


{ome vther ſort then you Fathers impoſition, | 
on the Caskets. : yy 1 "7 2 

Por. It Ilive to be as old as- Sibi7a, I will dye-as 
chaſte as Diana: unleile 1 be obtained by the manner 
of my Fathers will: -1 am glad this parcell of wooers 
are ſorcaſonable, for there 1s not one among theta bur 
I doate on his very ablence: and 1 wiſhthem a faire de- 
parture. 

Ner. Doe you not remember Tady in your Fa- 
therstime, a Uenetien, a Scholler and a Souldicr that 


came hither in company of the Marqueſle of CHownfor- 


rat ? 


-r1 Yes, yes, it was P«ſſanio, as I thinke, ſo was hee 
call'd. | 
Ner, True Madam, he of all the- men that ever my 
=_ eyes look'd upon, wasthe beſt deſerving a fairc 
ady, 
Por. 1 remember him will, and I remember him wor- 
thy of thy praiſc. 


Enter a Serymg-man. 


Ser.The foure firangers ſeeke you Madam to take their 
cave : and chere is a fore-runner come from a fift, 
the Prince of Aforeco, who brings word the Prince his 
Mafter will be hereto night. 

Por. If I could bid the tift welcome withſo good heart 
as I can bid the other foure farewell, I ſhould be glad of 
hisapproach : if he have the condition of a Saint, and the 
complexionofadivell, I had rather he ſhould ſhrive me 
then wive me. Come Nerriſ, firragoe before ; whiles 
we ſhutthe gate upon ene wooer, another knocksat the 
doorc, Exemnnt, 


Enter Baeſſanio with Shylocks the Jew. 


Shy. Three thouſand ducates, well. 

Baſſ. I ſir, for three months, 

Shy. For three mouths, well. 

Baſſ. For the which, as 1 told you, 
eAntbonio ſhall be bound. 

Shy. Amthonio (hall become bound, well. 

Zaſſ. May you fted me ? Will you pleaſure me ? 
Shall 1 know your anſwer. 

Shy. Three thouſand ducars for three moneths, 
Ard «Anthomo bound, 

Baſ. Youranſwer to that. 

Shy. Amthonio is good man. 

Baſſ. Have you heard any imputation to the con- 
trary, 

Shy, No, no, no, no,no: my meaning in ſaying he is a 
good man, 1s to have you underſtand me that he 1s ſath. 
cient, yet his meanes are in ſuppoſition: he hath an Argo- 
lie bound to Tripolis, another to the Indies, I under- 
ſtand moreover upon the Ryalto, he hatha third ar Mexi- 
co,a fourth for Evgland, and other ventures hee hath 
ſquandred abroad, but ſhips are but boords, Saylers but 
men, there be landsrats, and water rats, water theeves, 
and land cheeves, I meane Pyrats ; and then there is the 
perrill of waters,windes,and rocks : the man is norwith- 
ſtanding ſufficient, three thouſand ducates,” I thinks I 
may take his bond. | 

Baſ. Be aſſured you may. 


Iew. 


—— 


w 


——_—_—— 


| 


| 
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lew. 1 willbe aſſured I may.: andsthat I may bee aſſu- 
red, I willbethinke mce, may I ſpcake with eAnibo- 


$30- 
Baſ. If it pleaſe youto dine with us. 


lew. Yes, to ſmell porke, Ito cate of the habitation 
- which your Prophet the Nazarite conjured the divell in- 
to ; 1 will buy withyou, ſell with you, 'talke with you, 
walke with yoo, and ſo following : but I will not cate 


with you, drinke with you, nor pray with you. 
W hat newes3 on the Ryalto, who is he comes here ? 


Enter eAnt honio. 


Baſe. This isfignior Anthonss. 

lew. How like a fawning publican he lookes. 
I hate him for be is a Chriſtian : 
But more, for that in low ſimplicity 
He lends out money gratis, and brings downe 
The rate of uſance here with us in Venice, 
IF E can catch him once upon the hip, 
I will feede far the ancient grudge I beare him. 
He hates our ſacred Nation, and he railes 
Eventhere were Merchants moſt doe congregate 
On me, my bargaines, and my well-worne thrift, 
Which he calls interreſt : Curiced be my Trybe 
IfI torgive him. 

Baſ Shylocke, dot you heare. 

Shy. 1 art devating of my preſent ſtore, 
And bythe neere guiſe of wy memory 
I cantot inſtantly raiſe up the groſle 
Of tull thi ee thouſand ducats: what of that ? 
Taball a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe 
Wall furniſh me ; but ſoft, how many months / 
Doe youdelire? Reſt you faire good lignior, 
Your worthip was the laſt man in our mouthes. 

Anh. Shytocke, albeit I ncither lend nor borrow 
By taking, nor by giving of exceſle, 

Yet toſupply the ripe wants of my triend, 
Ile breake a caſtome : is he yet poſleſt 
How much he would ? 

Shy. I, I, three thouſand ducats. 

Ant. And for three months. 

Shy. 1 had , three months, you told me ſo. 
Well then, your bond : and let me ſer, but beare you, 
Mc —_ you ſaid, you neither lend nor borrow 
Vpon advantage.» 

Anth. 1 docuever uſc it; 

Shy. Whea lacob graz'tl bis Vncle Labans ſheepe, 
This /acob trom our huly Abram was 
(As his wiſe mother wrought in his behalfe) 

The third poſſcſſer , I, he was the third. 

Ant. And what of him, did he take interreſt? 

Shy. No, nottake intere't, not as you would ſay 
Dircaly intereſt, marke w hat /acob did, 
W hen Laban and bimſelfe were comprimyz'd 
That all the canclings which were ſtreaktand pied 
Should fall as /acob5hier, the Ewes being rancke, 
In end of Autamne turned to the Ramumes, 

And when the worke of generation was 


id me certaine wands, 
Andinthe dooing of the deed of kind, 

He ſtuckethem up before the fulſome Ewes, 
Who then conceaving, did incaning time 

Fall party-colour'd lambs, and thoſe were [acobs. 
This wasa way to thrive, and he was bleſt ; 


And thrift 1s bleflivg if men ſtcale it not. 
Anth. This was aventute fif that Jacob ſcrv'd for, 


A thing not iv his powerto bring to paſle, 
But ſway'd and Falhion'd bike faofot heaven. 
Was this inſerted to make interreſt good ? 
Or is your Gold ard Silver Ewes and Rams ? 
Shy. 1 cannot tell, I make it breeds as taſt, 
Butnote me ſignior.. 
Ant. Marke youthis Baſſawo, 


| The divell can cite Scripture for his purpoſe, 


An evill ſoule producing holy witneſſe, 
Is like a villaine withaiſmiling cheeke, 

A goodly apple rottenatthe hearr. 

O whar a goodly outſide falſchood hath. 


Shy. Three thonſand ducats, 'tisa good round ſumme. 


Three months from twelve, then let me fee the rate. 


eAnt. Well Shylocke, ſhall we be beholdingto you ? 


Shy. Signior Antbomio, many a time and © 
In the Ryalto you have rated me 
About my monycs and my ufances : 
Still have I borne it with a patient ſhrug, 
(tor ſuffrance is the badge of all our Tribe. 
You call mc misbeleevcr,cut<hroate dog, 
And ſpet upon my Iewiſh gaberdine, 
And all for uſe of that which is minc owne. 
Wellthen, ic now appeares you need my helpe ; 
Goe to then, you come to me, and you ſay, 
Shrlocke, we would have moneyes, you ſay ſo: 
You that did voide your 1 heume upon my 
And foote me as you ſpurnea ſtranger curre 
Over your threſhold, moneyes is your ſuite. 
W hat ſhould I ſay to you e Should I not fay, 
Hatha dog money ? is it poſlible 
A curre ſhou!d lend three thouſand ducats ? or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bond-mans key 
With bared breath, and whiſpring tumbleneſſe, 


Say this : Faire fir, you ſpet on tae on Wedneſday laſt ; 


Your ſpurn'd me ſuch aday ;another time 
You cald me dog : and for theſe curtefies 
le lend you thus much moneyes. 
- Am. 1 amas like to call thee ſoagaine, 
Toſpet on thee againe,to ſpurne thee too. 
It thou wilt lend this money, lend itnoc 
As to thy friend, for when did friendſhip take 
A breed of barraine metrall of his friend ? 
Bur lend it rather to thineenemye, 
Who ifhe breake, thou mailt with better face 
Exacthe penaltics. 
Shy. Why looke you how you ſtorme, 
I would be friends with you, and have your love, 
Forger the ſhames that you have ſtained me with, 
Supplic your prelent wants, and take no doite 
Otuſance for my monyes, and youle not heare me, 
This 1s kind I offcr, 
Baſ. This were kindneſſe. 
Shy. This kindnefſe will I howe, 
Goe with me on a Netary, —_ there 
Your ſingle bond, and 1n a 
If you repay me not ol lucha da py 
Inſucha place, ſuch ſum or ſums as are 
Expreſt in the condition, let the forfcite 
Be nominated tor an cquall pound 
Of your faire fleſh, tobe cut off and taken 
In what part of your body it bh me. 
Ant. Content infaith, Ile ſealetoſacha bond, 
Aud ſay there is much kindnefſe in the Iew. 


Bu; You! 
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Baſ. You ſhall not ſcale roſucha bond for me, 
Ile rather dwell in my neceffity. Ne; 
eAnt. Why feare not man, I willnot forteite it, 
Within theſe rwo months, that's a month before 
This bond expires, doce returne” 
Of thrice three times the of this bond. 
Shy. O tather Abram, what theſe Chriſtians are, 
Whole owne hard dealing teaches them ſuſpe 
The thoughtsof others : Pray youtell methis, 
IF he ſhould breake his day; what ſhould I gaine 
By the exation of the forfeiture ? 
A pound of mans fleſh taken from a man, 


15not ſo eltimable, profitable neither 


Asflefh of Mutrons, Beefes, or Goates. 1 ſay 
To buy his favour, I extend this friendſhip, 
Ifhe will take T0 if not adiew, 
for my love I pray you wrong me not. 
_ YesShy Y will ſeale unto this bond. 
Shy. Then meete me forthwith at the Notaries, 
Give him direRion for this merry bond, 
And I will goceand purſe the ducats ftraite : 
Seeto my houſe left in the fearcfull guard 
Ofanunthrifty knave : and preſently | 
Ile be with you. | Exit. 
eAm. Hye thee gentle Iew. This Hebrew will turne 
Chriſtian, he growes kind. ID. 
Baſ. 1 like not faire tearmes and, a villaines mind. 
eAnt. Come on, inthis there can be no diſmay, 


_ — —— 


Aus Secundus. 


— 
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Enter Morechiau 4 > re > and three or 
follower s Accor Up | Portia, 
= fe» an 
Flo. Cornets. 


Mer. Miſlike me not for my complexion, 
The ſhadowed liverie of the burniſht ſunne, 
To whom I am a nei ,and neccre bred. 
Bring me the faireſt creature Northward borne, 
Where Phabw fire ſcarce thawes the ylicles, 
And let us make inciſion for your love, + 
{&t, his or mine. 


regarded Virginsof our Clyme 
| — pon, 
tolteale my Queene, 
mg penn or ror) Cpen gout 
DM 
des, t my y 
Bars me the right of voluntary chooſing : 
But if my father had not ſcanted me, 
And bedg'd me by his witto my ſelfe 
His wife, who wins me by that meanes I rold you, 
Your ſelfe (renowned Prince) then ſtood as faire 
As any commer I havelook'd on yet 
For wy affection. 
Mor, Even for that Ithanke you, 
Therefore I pray you leade metothe Cakets 
Totry my fortune : By this Symitar 


SO —— 


——— 


| the fiend, for the 


—c___ 


ID 


That ſlew the Sopby, and a Perſian Prince, 
That won three ticlds of Sultan | 
I would ore-ſtare the ſterneſt eyes that looke : 
Out-brave the heart moſt daring on the earth : 
Placke the yong ſucking Cubs trom the the Beare, 
Yea, mocke the Lion ns he rores tor prey 
To winthe Lady. Bur alas the while, 
If Hercalesand Lychas play atdice 
Which isthe better man, the greater throw 
May turne by fortune from the weaker hand : 
50 15 eAlcider beaten by his rage, 
And fo may I, blind fortune leading me, 
Mifſe that which one unworthier may attaine, 
And dye with grieving. 
Port. You mult rake your chance, 
And cither not agremptto chooſe arall, 
Or ſweare before you choole, if you chooſe wrong 
Never to ſpeake to Lady afterward 
In way of marriage, therefor be advis'd. | 
Afor. Nor will not, come bring me unto my chance. © 
Por. Firlt forward to the temple, after dinner 
Your hazard ſhall be made. 
Mor. Good fortune then, 


Cornets, 
To make me bleit or curſed'ſt among men. 


Exeant. 
Emer the C lowne alone, 


. (es. Certainely, my conſcience will ſerve me to runne 
from this lew wy Maſter : the fiend is at mine elbow, 
—_ me, ſaying to me, lobbe, Launcelet lobbe 
Lawncelet, or good lebbe, or good Lanaceler lobe, uſe 
your legs,take the ſtarr, runne away: my —_—_— 
no; take heed honeſt Lawnceler, take heed honeſt L 
or as afore-ſaid —_ rar runne, 
{cornerunning with thy ; t couragi- 
ous fiend bids me packe, fiafayes the fiend, away fayes 

vens route upa brave mine layes 
the fiend, and runne ; well, my conſcience hanging about 
the necke of my heart, ſayes very wiſely rome : my ho- 
neſt friend Lawnceler, being an honeſt wans or ras 
ther an honeſt womans ſonne, for indeed my father did 
ſometing ſmacke, ſomething growtoo ; he had a kind of 
taſte; wel,my canſcience ſayes Lawncelet bouge not,bouge 
ſayes the fiend, bouge not ſayes gy conſcience,conſcience 
fay I youcounſaile well, fiend Yay 1 you counfaile well, 
to be rul'd by my conſcience I ſhould ſtay with the Tew | 
my Maſter, who (God blefle the marke) isa kind of di- 
vell; and torunne away from the Icw I ſhould be ruled 
=_ fiend, who ſaving your — divell hia- 
ſelfe : certainely the Izw 13 the very divell incarnation, 
and in my conſcience, my conſcience is a kind of hard 
conſcience, to offer to countaile me to ſtay with the Iew; 
the fiend givesthe more friendly counſaile :1 will ruane 
fiend, my hecles are at your commandement , I will 
runne. 


Emer old Gobbo with a Baſket. 


Goh. Maſter yong-man, youI pray you, which is the 
way to Maſter lewes? 

Laur. O heavens, this is mytrue begotten father, who 
being morethen Gand-blind, high gravell blind, knowes 
me not, I will try confuſfions with him. - al 

Gob. Maiſter Gentleman, I pray you which is | 
the way to Maſter lewes. _ 

Lawn. Turne upon your right hand at the gext 


— I 


. _- 


—  — —c _ — ct 
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ning, but at the next turning of all on your left z marry 
atthe very nexc turning, turne of no hand, but turne 
downe indirc&ly to the /ewes houſe. 

Geb. Be Gods ſontics*rwill be a hard way to bit, can 
you tell me whether one Lawnceler that dwells with him, 
dwell with him or no. 

Lawn. Talke you of yong Maſter Lanvcelet, marke me 
now, now will I rails the waters; talke you of yong 
Maſter Lawncelet ? 

Gob. No Maſter fir, but a poore mans ſonne, his Fa- 
ther though I ſay't is an honelt exceeding poore man, 
and God be thanked well to live. 

Laws, Well, let his Fathcr be whata will, wetalke of 
yong Maſter Launceler. 

Gob, Your worſhips friend and Lawncelet. 

Lawn. But I pray you ergo old man, ergoI beſecch you, 
talke you of yong Maſter 1awnceler. : | 

Gol, Of Laznceler, ant pleaſe your maſterſhip, 

' Laxn. ErgoMaſter Lawnceler, talke not of maſter Lawn- 
celet Father,for the yong gentleman according to fates and 
deſtinies, and ſuchodde ſayings,the ſiſters three,and ſuch 
branches of learning, in indeed deceaſed , or as you 
would ſay in plaine tearmcs, gone to heaven. 

Gob. Marry God forbid, the boy was the very taffe 
of my age, my very prop. 

Lawn.Docl looke like a cudgell or a hovell-poſt a ſtaffe 
oraprop: doe you know me Father. 

Gob. Alacke the day, I know you not yong Gentle- 
man, but I pray you tell me, is my boy God ret his ſoule 
alive or dead. 

La#n, Doe you not know me Father, 

Gob. Alacke fir I am ſand blind, I know you not. 


Laxn. Nay, indeed if you had your eyes you might | 


faile of the knowing me: it is a wiſe Father that knowes 
his owne child. Well,o\d man, wil tell younews of your 
ſonne, give me your bleſſing, truth will come to light, 
murder cannot be hid long, a mans ſonne may, but inthe 
end truth will not. 

Gob. Pray you fir ſtand up, I am ſure youare not Lawn- 
celet my boy. 

Lau». Pray you let's have no more fooli it,but 
give me your bleſſing : Iam Lawnceler your boy that was 
your ſonne that is, your child that ſhall be. 

Gob, 1 cannot thinke yquare my ſonne. 

Laxn. I know not wh&1 ſhallthinke ofthat : but I am 
Laxxcelet thc lewes man, and I am fure- Margery your 
wife is my mother. | 

Gob. Her name is Aargery indeed, Ile be ſworne if 
thou be Lewnceler, rhou art mine owne fleſh and blood : 
Lord worſhipt might he be, what a beard haſt thou gor; 
thou haſt got more haire on thy chin, then Dobbin my 
philhorſe has on his raile. 

Lass, It ſhould ſcemethen that Dobbins taile growes 
backeward. 1 am ſure he had more haire of his taile then 
I have of my face whenlT laſt ſaw him. 

Gob. Lord how art thou chang'd : how dooſt thouand 
thy Maſter agree, I have brought him a preſent ; how 
gree you now ? 

Lawn. Well, well, but for mine owne part, as I have 


ne 1 197 lr rey { C—_ 
ground ; my Maſter'sa very Iew, give him a 
ſent, give kinolnker, Tam 'famiſht i is Gorvice. You 


may tell every finger I have with my. ribs : father I am 

you are give mc your preſent to one Maſter 
aſſavio, who i gives rare new Liveries, ifI ſerve 
not him, I will runne as farreas God has any ground. O 


rare fortupe, here comes the man, to him Father, for 1 
am a Icy if I ſervethe Tew any longer. 


| Baſſe. You may doe ſo, but let it be ſo haſted that ſup. 
r be ready at the fartheſt by five of the clocke : ſee theſe 


fire Gratsano to come anone tomy lodging. 
Lann. To him Father. p ooging 
Geb. God bleſſe your worſhip, 
Baſ, Gramercy, would'ft thou ought with me. 
Gob. Here's my ſonne fir, a boy. 
Zaxn. Not apooreboy &r, bur the rich Iewes manthat 
would fir as my Father ſhall ſpecific. 
: Gob. He hath a great infection fir, as one would ſay to 
erve. 
Lawn, Indeed 'the ſhort and the | 
lew, and have adefire as my Fathe1 
Gob, His Maſter and he (faving your worſhips reve- 
rence ) are ſcarce | 
ow To be briefe, the very truth is , that the Iew 
vin 


ing [ 


| Gob, 1 have here adiſh of Doves that 1 wovld beſtow 
upon your worſhip, and my fuite Is. 

Laun. In very briefe, the ſuite is impertinent to my 
{clfe,as your worſhip ſhall know by this honeſt old man, 
_ though I fay it, thoughold man, yet poore man my 

at 

Baſſ. One ſpeake for both, what would you ? 

Lann. Serve youſir. 

Gob. That is the very defe& of the matter fir. 

Baſſ. I know thee well, thou haſt obrain'd thy ſuite, 
Shylecke thy Maſter 
And hath perfer'd thee, if it be preferment 
To leave arich Iewes ſervice, to become 
The follower of ſo 

Clo. The old proverbe is very well 
my Maſter Skylcckeznd you fir, you 
God fir, and he hath enough. 

BE aſſ. + Thouf;| 
Take leave of thy eld Maſter, and enquire 
My lodgi 
More gar 

Cho. Father in, I cannot geta ſervice, no, I have ner 


at 


fairer table which doth offer to ſwearc upon a 
ſhall have good fortune 3 


life, 


Enter Baſſanio with a follower or rwo, 


rs delivered, putthe Liveries to making, and de- 


is, I ſerye the 
ſpecific. 


done me wrong, doth cauſc me as my Father be- 
an old man ſhell frutific unto you. 


I, 


ſpoke with me this day, | 


poorea Gentleman. 


ed betweene | 
ve the grace of 


{tit well; goe Father wich thy ſonne, 


out, give hima _ 
then his fellowes : ſce it done. 


have 4 
&, 1 
too, here's a ſimple line of 

wives, alas, fifteene wives1s. 


in my lead well a if any man in 7: 


here's a ſmall trifle 


nothing, a leven widdowes and nine waides is a ſimple | 


C 


thrice, and to be inperill of my lite with the edge of ates 
therbed, here are bmple ſcapes: well, if Fortune be 4 
woman, ſhe's a good wench for this gere : Father come, 
Iletake my leave of the Iew in thetwinkling. 


Baſ]. 1 pray thee good Leonardo thinke 


Theſe things being and orderly beſtowed 
Returne in haſte, for I doefeaſt ro night 
My beſt eſteemd i , hic thee gon. 


& Leon. My beſt endevours ſhall be done hercin. 


omming in for one man, and then to {cape drowning 


E xit Clawne, 
on this, 


Ex Leonats. 


Emter Gr atians « 


Gra. Where's your Maſter, | 


Leo." 
: 
__—— 


FW CSTEEEINS 
_ 


tt. 


il —— i... 


— = 


_— — . __ = 
T he «Merchant of Venice. Ic9 
e | — —— — m—_ "OENE'® 
I Leon. Yonder fir he walkes. Sel. "Tis vile vnleſſe it may be quaintly ordered, 
Gra. Signior Baſſanio, And berterin my minde not vndertooke. 
Raf. Gratians- Lox. 'Tis now but foure of clock, we have two houres 
Gra.T have a ſuiteto you, To furniſh us ; friend Lexceler what's the newes? 
Baſ. You have obtain'd it. . Enter Laxcelet with a Letter. | 
Þ- Gra. You muſt not denic me, I muſt go with you to Lan. And it ſhall pleaſe you to breake up this , it ſhall 
le Belmont. ſceme to ſignifie. | 
le- Baſ. Why then you muſt : but heare thee Grations, Ze.l know the hand,in faith 'tis a faire hand, 
Thou art too wilde,too rude,and bold of voice, And whither then the paper it writ on, 
| Parts that become thee happily enough, I the faire hand that writ. 
And in ſucheyes as ours appeare not faults; Gra. Love-newes in faith. 
But where they are not knowne,why there they ſhow La. By your leave fir. | 
Something too liberall, pray thee take paine Lor. W hither goeſt thou? 
at Toallay with ſome cold drops of modeſtie : _ £4. Marcy fir to bid my old Mailter the lew to ſup to 
Thy skipping ſpirit , aſt rough thy wilde behauiour | night with my new Mttcr the Chriſtian. 
'to I be miſconſterd in the place I goto, Lor. Hold here, take this,tell gentle 1eſſica 
And looſe my hopes. I will not faile her, {peake it privately: 
the . Signior Baſſexie, heare me, Go Gentlemen , will you prepare you for this Maske to 
If do not put on a ſober habite, night? 
Ve- Talke with reſpeR, and ſweare but now and then, I am provided of a Torch-bearer. E xit.C lowne. 
Weare prayer es in my pocket, looke demurely, Sal. I marry, ile be gone abour it ſtrait. 
ew Nay more»while grace is ſaying, hood mine eyes Sol. And ſo will I. 
b&+ Thus with my hat,and ſigh and ſay Amen: Lor.Mecte me and Gratianoat Gratianos lodging 
Vſcall the obſervance of civility Some houre hence. 
ow Like one well Rudied in a ſad oſtent Sal.” Tis good wee do (0. Exit. 
To pleaſe his Grandam,never truſt me more. Gre. Was not that Lerter from faire lefſica? 
my Baſ. Well, we ſhall ſec your bearing. - Lo. I mult needes tell thee all,he hath dire&ed 
jan, Gra, Nay bat I barre tonight, you ſhall not gage me | How I ſhall take herfrom her Fathers houſe, | 
my By what we do to night. What gold and iewels ſhe is furniſht with, | 
Zaſ. No that were pitty, W hat Pages ſuire ſhe hath in readinefſe: +. 
I would intreate you rather to put on If ere the /ew her Father come to heaven, p 
Your boldeſtſuite of mirth, for we have friends It will be for his gentle daughters ſake; 
That purpoſe merriment : but fare you well, , And never dare misfortune crofle her foote. 
I have ſome bufineſle. Valeſle ſhe do it vnder this excuſe, 
Gra. And I muſt to Lorenzo and the reſt, That ſhe is Mae to a faithleſſe Jew: 
But we will viſite you at ſuppertime. Exenms | Come go with me, peruſe this as thou goeſt, _ 
Faire Jefſic ſhall be my Torch-dearer. Exit. | 
Enter hiſſica and the Clowne. 
Enter lew, and his man that was the { Towne. 
leſ.T am = wilt leave my Father ſo, hat ready ven fathaky Joker | 
Our houſe is he thou a merry divell lew. Well,thou ce,thy eyes ſhall be th , 
Did'ſt rob it of ſome taſte of rediouſneſle; The difference of old Shy/ocke and Baſſanis; : 
But fare thee well, there is a ducat for thee, W hat Jeſſica, thou ſhaltnot gurmandize 
And — at ſupper _ thou ſee As thou haſt done with me:whar / 
Lorenzo, who is thy new Maiſters gueſt, And ſleepe and fnore,and rend apparrell out. 
Give him this Letter, do it ſecretly, Why Jeſſica] ſay. P 
And fo farewell: would not have my Father ; Cle. Why Teſfica. 4 
See mce talke with thee. | Shy. Whe bids thee call?I do not bid thee call, - | 
Clo, Adae, teares exhibit my tongue, moſt beautifall | ® Cls. Your worſhip was wont to tell me | 
Pagan , moſt ſweete Iew , if a Chriſtian did noe play the | I could donothing withour bidding. 
knaveand get thee, I am much deceived ; but adue,theſe Emer leſſica. 
fooliſh drops do ſomewhat drowne my manly {pirit: | Jef: Call you ? what is your will? 
adue. Exit. Shy. T am bid forth to apr Df . 
lef. Farewell good Lancelet. There are my Keyes : but w ſhould I go? 
we, Alacke, what hainous fione is in me Lam not bid foe they flatrer me, 
To be aſhamed to be my Fathers childe, - | ButyerHegoin hare,to upon 
6. But though I am a daughter to his blood, The prodigall Chriſtian. /eſſice my girle, > 
I am not to his manners : O Lorenzo, F Locke tomy houſe] dare fghthbebro go, 
If thou miſe I ſhall end this ſtrife, | Theetes e ill a bruing towards my reſt, 
Become a thy loving wife. For at Heaineef noncy bagsto-nf - 
| | | (ts. I beſeech you fir go,my yong Maiſter 
Emer Gratiano, Lorenzo ,Salarino, and Solania - - 
Nath. Le. Nay,we will flinke away in ſapper time, Sbj.Sodo I his. _ 
Diſguiſe us at any lodging ,and retnene all in an heure, ed ky bore jred 2 
A ton ppannes, youſthall ſor 7 , bur1l p 
"| Sal. We lave not ſpoketis yer of Torch-bearers, - | ncing that ry noſe ll ein 


170 


Thee M chan of Venice. 


laſt, at fix a clocke ith morning, falling out that yeere on 
aſhwenſday was foure yeere in th'afternoone. 

Shy. What are their maskes?heare you me Jeſſica, 
Lock up my doores, and when you heare the drum 
And the vile ſquealing of the wry-neckt Fife, 

 Clamber not you up to the caſements then, 
Nor thruſt your head into the publicke ſtreete 
Togaze on Chriſtian fooles with varniſht faces: 
But ſtop my houſes eares,I mcane my caſcments, 
Let not the ſound of ſhallow fopperic enter 
My ſober houſe. By lacobs ſtaffe I {weare, 
. | T havenominde of feaſting forth to night: 
But Iwill go; go you before me (irra, 
Say I will come. 
(%».1 will go before fir. ® 
Miſtris looke out at window for all this; 
There will come a Chriſtian by, 
Will be wortha Iewescye. 
Shy. —_ faics that foole of Hagers off - ſpring? 


Tef: His = nr farewell —_—_ act 
8hby. T 1s kinde enough, but a 
Mr om Þ profcburſicepes by day "1 
Morethenthe wilde-cat : drones hive not withme, 
Therefore I part with him, and part with him 
To one that I would have him helpe to waſte 
His borrowed purſe. Well /eſzicago in, 
Perhaps I will returne immediately; 
DR » ſhut dores after you, faſt binde, faft 
A proverbe never ſtale in thrifty minde. 
Jef. Farewell, and if my fortune be not croſt, 
I have a Father, you a daughter loſt, 


Ex. 


Ex. 


Enter the Markers, Gratians and $aine, 
4. This is the penthouſe under which Lorenzo 


red us to make a ſtand. 
Sal. fiis houre is almoſt paſt. 
Gra. And it is meryaile he out-dwels his houre, 
For lovers cver run before the clocke. 
Sal. O ten times faſter Yew Pidgions flye 
To ſtcale loves bonds new made;,then they are wont 
To keepe obliged faith unforfaited. 
Gra. Thatever holds,who riſcth from a feaſt ? 
Wirth that kecne appetite that he fits downe? 
| Wherc is the hurſe that doth untread againe 
His tedious mealares with the unbated fire, 
That hedid pace them fir ſt:all things'that are, 
Are with more ſpirit chaſed thenenjoy'd. 


How likea or a prodi 
The -— = i -— — WY Y 
Hug'd and embraced by the (trumpet wikde. 
| How like a prodigall doth ſhe returne 
With over-wither'd ribsand —_—— 
Leanc,rent,and begger'd by the itrumper winde? 


Emer Loren. 
Saline. Heere comes Lorenzo , more of this here- 
Not I, but my affaires have made you wait: 


When you ſhall plcaſe to play the theeves for wives 
| Ue watchas long for yoathen:approach 


| The ſecond filver which this 


Here dwels my father Iew. Hoawho's within? 
Teſrica abone. 


leſ. Who are you ? tell me for more certainty, 
Albeit Ile ſweare that I do know your tongue. 
Lor. Lorenzo, and thy Love. 
Teſ. Lorenzo certaine,and my love indeed, 
For who love I ſo n——_— now w ho knowes 
But you Lorenzo, whether Iam yours? * 
Lo. Heaven and thy thoughts are witneſs that thou arr. 
tef. Heere,catch this casket,it is worth the paines, 
I am glad 'tis night,you do not looke on me, 
For I am much aſham'd of my exchange: 
But love is blinde, and lovers cannot {ce 
The pretty follics that themſelves commit, 
For if they could, Cpid himſclfe would bluſh 
To ſee me thus transformed to a boy. 
Lev. Deicend,for you muſt be my torch-bearer, 
lef. What,muſt 1 hold a Candle to my ſhame? 
They in themlelves goodſoothare too too light. 
Why, 'tis an office of diſcovery Love, 
And I ſhould be obſcur'd. 
X Lor. So you are ſweet, of a boy:bur 
ven inthe lovely que a boy: but comeat once 
For the cloſe night doth play the run-away, c 
And weare ſtaid for at Beſſavio's feaſt. 
leſ. 1 will make faſt the doores and guild my ſelfe 
With ſome more ducats, and be with you ſtraight, 
Gra. Now by my hood, a gentile, and nolew. 
Loy. Beſhrew me bur 1 love her heartily, 
For ſhe is wiſe, if I can judge of her, . 
Andgaire the is, if that mine eyes be true, 
And true ſhe is,as ſhe hath prov'd her ſelfe: 
And therefore like her ſelfe, wiſe,faire, and true, 
Shall ſhe be placed in my conſtant ſoulc. 


Enter Teſrica. 


What,art thou come?on gentlemen, away, 
Our masking mates by this time for us ſtay, 


Emter eAnthenis, 


- Ant, Who's there? 
Gra. Signior «-+nthonte. 
ent. Fie,fic,Gratiavs, where are all the reſt? 
'T is ninea clocke, our friends all ſtay for you, 
No maske to night,the winde is come about, 
Baſſanio preſently will go A 
I have ſence twenty our to ſeeke for you. 
Gre. Iam glad on't, I deſire no more delighe 
Then to be under ſaile,and gone to night. Exenns. 


Emer portia with Movrocho,and both their traine;, 
Por. Go, draw aſide the curtaines,and diſcover 


The ſeverall Caskets te this noble Prince: 


Now make your choyſe. | 
Afor. The firſt of gold, who this __———_— 
Who chooſeth gaine what men 


Ex. 


ile carries, 

W ho chooſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſcrves, 

Thisthird, dull lead,with ing all as blunt, 

Who chooſethme, muſt give and hazard all ke hath» 

How ſhall I know if I dochooſe the right? The 
Po. 


oe OE TY 
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How ſhall I know if do chooſe the right. 
Por. The one of them containes my piFure Prince, 
If you chooſe that,then I am yours withall. 
Mer, Some God direct my judgement,let me ſee, 
I will ſurvay the inſcriptions,backe againe: 
What ſayes this leaden casket? 
Whochooſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath, 
Muſt give,for what? for lead, hazard for lead? 
This casket threatens men that Fazard all, _ 
Do it in hope of faire advantages: 
Agolden minde ſtoopes not to ſhowes of drofle, 
Ile then nor give nor hazard ought for lead. 
What ſaies the Silver with her virgin hue? 
Who chooſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves. 
As much as he deſerves,paulc there Arorecho, 
And weigh thy value with an even hand, 
If thou beelſt rated by thy eſtimation 
Thou doolt deſerve cnough, and yet enough 
May not extend fo faric as to the Lady: 
And yet to be afeard of my deſerving, 
Were but a weake diſabling of my icife. 
As much as I deſerve, why that's the Lady- 
1 do in birth deſerve her, and in fortunes, 
In graces,and in qualitics of breeding; 
But more then theſe, in love I do delcrve. 
What if I ſtrai'd as farther,but chole here? 
Let's ſce once more this ſaying grav'd in gold. 
Who chooſeth me ſhall gaiae what many men deſire; 
Why that's the Lady, all the world celires her: 
From the foure corners of the carth-they come 
To kiſſe this ſhrine, this mortall breathing Saint. 
The Hircanian deſerts; and the vaſte wiides 
Of wide Arabia are as throughfares now 
For Princcs to come view faire Portia. / 
The watcrie Kingdome, whoſe ambitious head 
Spers in the face of heaven,is no barre 
To ſtop the fortaine ſpirits,bur they come 
As ore a brooke to ſee faire Portse. , 
One of theſe three containes her heavenly picture. 
Is'tlike that Lead coptaines her? twere 10N 
Tothinke {o baſea thought, it were too groſic 
To rib her ſearecloath in the obſcure grave: 
Or ſhall Ithinke in Silver ſhe's immur'd 
Being ten times vndervalued to tride gold; 
O ſinfull thought,never ſorich a Iem 
Was ſet in worſe then gold t They have in England 
A coyne that beares the figure of an Angell 
Stampt in gold,bur that's iniculpt upon: 
But kere an Angell ina golden bed 
Lies all within. Delyver me the key; 
Here do Echooſe,andthrivel as I may-' - 
Por. There take it Prince, and ifmy formelye there 
Then I am yours. 
Mer. O hell 1 what have we here, a catrion death, 
Within whoſe empty eye there is a written. ſcroule; 


—_ 


þ 


—_— 


| 


| 


Mor. Cold indceede, and labour loſt, 
Then farewell heate, and welcome froſt: 
Portia adew, | have :0a griev'd a hearr 


To take a tedious leave:thus looſers part. Exit, 
Per. A gentle riddance:draw the curtaines,g0: 
Let all of his complexion chooſe me ſo. E xeunt. 
Enter Sau'armoand Solano. 
Flo. Cornets. 


Sa. Why man I ſaw Baſſanio y a 
With him 6 Granions oa Fae 
And in their ſhip I am ſare Lorenzo is not. 
Set. The villaine lew with outcries raii'd the Duke, 
Who went with him to ſearch Baſſawor ſhip. 
Sat. He comes to0 late, the ſhip was vnderfaile; 
But there the Duke was given to underſtand 
Thar in a Gondilo were {eene together 
Lorenz and his amorous leſſice. 
Beſides, Anthome certificd the Duke 
They were not with Baſſamoin his ſhip. 
Seb. | never heard a patſionfo contus'd, 
So ſtrange,outragious,and ſo variable, 
As the dogge /ew did utter in the ſtreets; 
My dayghrer, O my ducats, O my daughter, 
Fied with a Chriſtian, O my Chriſtian ducars! 
Luſtice,the law,my ducats,and my daughter; 
A {calcd bag, two ſcaled bags of ducats, 
Of double ucats,ſtolne from me by my daughter, 
Ana jewels,ewo rich and precious ſtones, 
Scolne by my daughter : juſtice, tinde the girle, 
She hath the ſtones upon her, and the ducats. 
Sal, W hy all the boyesin Venice follow him, 
Grying his acer yer tary his ducars, 
ct good Anthonzo looke he keepe his 
Or he ſhali pay for this, 206: 
Sat. Marry wel; remembred, 
Ireafon'd witha Frenchman yeſterday, 
Who told me, in the narrow ſeas that 
The French and Engliſh, there milcaried 
A veflcll of our countrey richly fraught: 
I thought upon Awrhomo when he told me, 
And wiſhe 1n ſilence that it were not his. 
Sol. You were bei: to tell Azrbenio what you heare, 
Yer do not ſuddaincly, tor it may grieve him. 
Sat. A kinder Gentleman treads not the earth, 
Ifaw Baſevio and Antbomo part, 
Baſſaxio told him he would make ſome ſpeede 
his returne:he anſwered,do not fo, 
Slubber not buſinefſe for my take Bafſanio, 
But ſtay the very riping of the time, 
And for the ewes bond which he hath of me, 
Let it-not enter in your minde of love: 
Be merry,and imploy your chicfeſt thoughts 
To courtſhip,and ſuch faire oſtents of iove 
As ſhall conveniently become you there; 
Andecven there his cye bing big with tcares, 
Turning his face, he pur his hand behinde him, * 
And with affection wondrous {-ncible | 


_ 


\ 


All that glifters is mot gold, He wrung Baſſo; hand,and ſo they parted. 
Often have you heard that told; | S«4. I chinke he onely loves the world for him, 
4 man bus life hath ſold I pray thee let vs go and finde him our 
And quicken his embraced heauinefle 
With ſome delight, or other- 
$4. Do we (0, Exeunt. 
Emer N qrriſſa and 4 Servityre; 
Fareyouwel,, your ſuite is cold, Ne, Quick,quick I pray —_— w the curtain — | 
BY 2 he 
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The Prince of Arragon hath ane his oath, 
And comes to his cle&ion preſently., 


Enter eArragon,his traine, and Portia. 
Flor. ( ornets. 
Por. Bchold, there ſtand the caskets noble Prince, 
If you chooſe that wherein I am contain'd, 
Straight ſhall our nupriall rights be ſolemniz'd: 
Bur if thou faile, without more ſpeech my Lord, 
You muſt be gone from hence immediately. _ 
er. I am cnjoynd by oath to obſerve three things; 
Firſt, never to vnfold toany one 
W hich casket *rwas I chole;next,if I faile 
Of the right casket,never in my life 
To wooe a maide in way of marriage: 
Laſtly,if I do faile in fortune of my choyſe, 
Immediately to leave you, and be gone. 
Por. To theſe injuntions every one doth {weare 
That comes to hazard for my woithleſle ſelfe. 
Ar. And (o have I addreſt me,fortune now 
To my hearts hope : gold,ſilver, and baſe lead. 
Who chooſeth me maſt give and hazardall he hath. 
You ſhall looke fairer cre I grve or hazard. 
What ſayes the golden chelt,ha,lct me ſee: 
Whochooſeth me, ſhall gaine what many men deſire: 
What many men defire,that many may be meant 
By the multitude that chooſe by ſhow, 
ot learning more then the fond eye doth teach, 
Which pries not toth'interior,bur lize the Martlet 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 
Eyen in the force and rode of caſualty. 
I will not chooſe what many men deſire, 
Becauſe I will not jumpe with common ſpirits, 
And ranke me with the barbarous multitudes. 
Why then to thee thou Silver treaſure houſe, 
Tell me once more, what title thou dooſt beare; 
W hochooſeth me ſhall get as much as hedeſerves: 
And well {aid ras; for who ſhall go about 
Tocoſen Fortune, and be honourable 
Without the ſtampe of merit, let none preſume 
To wearean undelerved dignity: 
O that cſtates, degrees, and ajhces, 
Were not deriv'd corruptly, and that clcare honour 
Were purchalt by the merrit of the wearer; 
How many then ſhould cover that ſtand bare? 
How many be commanded that command? 
How much low pleaſantry would then be 
From the truc ſecede of honor ? And how much henor 
Pickt from the chaffe and ruine of the times, 
To be new varniſht: Well,but _—_ choiſe, 
Who chooſeth me ſhall get as much as hedeſerves. 
I will aſſume deſert;give mea key for this, 
And inſtantly vnlocke my fortunes here. 
Por. Too long a panled for that __ you finde there. 
Ar. What's ,the portrait of a blinking idiot 
Preſenting me a ſcedule, 1 will reade it: 
How much vnlike art thou to Pertia? 
How much vnlike ny hopes and my deſervings? 
Who chooſcth me, ſha'l have as muchas he deſerves. 
Did 1 deſerve no more then a fooles head, 
Is that my prize,are my deſerts no better? 
Pe. To offend and judge are diſtinR oilices, 
And of oppoſed natures. 
eAr., \V hat is herc? 


DI 


The fier ſeaven times tried this, 


| Thee Merchant of Venice: 


f 


| Ihadatitle good en 


any flips of 


Seaven times tried that judgement 5s, 
That did never chooſe anus, 

Some there be that ſhadowe: kifſe, 
Such bave but 4 ſhadowes bliſſe: 
There be fooles alive Iwis 
Silver d o're,and ſo war this: 
T ake what wife you will to bed, 
1 will ever be your head: 


So be gone fir ou ave ſped. 


er. Still morc foole I ſhall appcare 
By the time 1 linger here, 
With one fooles head I came to woo, 
But I goaway with two. 
Sweet adue, Je keepe my oath, 
Paticntly to beare my wroath. 

Por. Thus hath the candle ſing,d the moath: 
O theſe deliberate fooles when they do chooſe, 
They have the wiſdome by their wit to looſc. 

Ner. The ancien ſaying isno hercſic, 
Hanging and wiving goes by deſtiny. 

Por. Come draw the curtaine I erriſſa- 


Enter Meſſenger. 
AMeſ. Whereis my Lady? 
Por. Here,what would my Lord? 
Hef. Madam,there is a-lighted at your gate 
A yong Venetian, one that comes before 
To ſignific th approaching of his Lord, 
From whom he bringeth ſenſible regreets; 
To wit(belides commends and curtcous breath) 
Gifts of rich valuc;yetlI have not ſcene 
Solikely an Embaflador of love, 
A day in Aprill never came ſo ſweete 
To ſhow how coſtly Sommer was at hand, 
As this fore-ſpurrer comes before his Lord, 
Por. No more I pray thee,l am halfe a-feard 
Thou wilt ſay anone he is ſome kintothee, 
Thou ſpend'ſt ſuch 54 Tl wit in praiſing him: 
Come-come Nerriſſa,torl long toſee 
Quicke Cupids that comes ſo mannerly. 
Ner. Baſſams Lord,love it thy will it be. 


eAtlus Tertins. 


Exennt. 


—— 


Enter Solanio and Salarine. 


Sel. Now,what newes on the Ryalto? 

Sal. Why yer itlives there uncheckt , that Authonzo 
hath a ſhip of rich lading wrackt on the narrow Seas;the 
Goodwins I thinke they call the place,a very $ 
fat,and fatall, where the carcaſſes of many a tall ſhip,lye 
buried,asthey ſay , if my goſlips report be an hoſt wo- 
man of her word. 
naps Cle, endinrntalarre Au wee 

napt Ginger, or $ c 
for the death of a third husband:bur __— , wichour 
rolixity, or croſſing the plainc high-way 
—_— eAnthenss,the honcit jO that 


to his name- yl 
Sal. Come, the full = "— 
Sol. Ha, what ſayeſt thou,why the cnd is, he hath loſt 
FE Sal.1 


ralke, that c 
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5. I would it might prove the end of his lolles, 

Sel. Let me ſay Amen betimes , leaſt the divell crofle 
my prayer , for here he comes inthe likeneſſc of a ew. 
How now Shylecks , what newes among the Merchants? 

. #Emoer$S , ( 
"__ knew,none ſo well , none {o well as you of 
my daughters flight | 
$41. t hat's certaine,T for my part knew the Tailor that 
made the wings ſhe flew withall. 
Sol. And Shylocke for his owne part knew the bird was 
flede'd,& thenirt is the complexion of them all to leave 


he 

Shy. She is damn'd for it» | 
Sal. That's certaine,if the divell may be her Tudge. 
Sby. My owne fleſh and blood tg rebell. 


Sol. Out upon it old carcion, rebels it ar theſe yeeres. 

Shy. 1 ſay my daughter is my fleſh and bloud. 

Sal. There is more difference betweene. thy fleſh and 
hers,then berweene Ier and Luorie , more betweene your 
bloods, then there is berweene red wine and renniſh:but 
tell us; doe you heare whether Anchors have had any 
loſle at ſea or no? _ 

Shy. There I have another bad match , a bankrout , a 
prodigall , who dareſcarce ſhew his head on the Ryalta, 
 abegger that was vid to come ſo ſmug uponthe Mart: 
let him look to his bond, he was wont to call me V turer, 
let him looke to his bond , he was wong ta. lend money 
tor a Chriſtian curtſie,let him looke to his bond. 

Sal. Why Iam ſure if be forfaire, thou wilt not take 
his fleſh, what's that good for? 

$hy. To baite fiſh withall , if it will feede nothing elſe, 
it will fecde my revenge; he hath diſgrac'd me , and hin- 
dred me haife a million, laught at my lofſes, mockr at my 
gaines, ſcorned my Nation,thwarted my bargaines, co0- 
led my friends, heated mine encmics,and what's the rea- 
ſor?1 am i /ew:Hath not a /ew.cyes2hath nota Jew hands, 
organs,dimentions, ſences, affeians, paſſions, fed with 
the ſatire foode, hurt with the ſame weapons, lubjeRt to 
the ſame diſeaſes , healed by the ſame meanes,warmed 
and cooled by the fame Winter and Sommer as a Chri- 
ſtian is2if you pricke us, do we not bleede ? if you tickle 
us, do we not laugh? if you poiſon us,do we not die ?and 
it you wrong us ſhall we not revenge? if we are like you 
inthe reſt, we will rm you in that.. If - yo 
a Chriſtian, what is his humility , revenge? If a { briftian 
wrong a ſew what ſhould Jus 2 pins be by Chriſtian 
example? why revenge. The villany you teach mel will 
execute , and it ſhall go hard but I will better the in- 
ſtruFion, + 
| Enter a man from Anthonio. 


Gentlemen, my maiſter Ambonio is at his houſe , and 
deſires to ſpeake with youboth, _ 
Sal. We have beene up and downetolecke him. 
Emer Tuball, : 
Sol. Here comes another of the Tribe, a third cannot 
be matcht,vnleſſe the divell himſclfe turne /ew. 
; Exenn Gentlemen. 
Shy. How now Txball, what newes from Genowe? halt 
thou found my daughter? | 
Ret I often came where I did heare of her,but cannot 


her, . 
| Shy. Why there, there, there, there , a diamond.gone 


| 


| 


— 


ous jewels: 1 would my daughter were dead at my foot, 
and the jewels in her care : would the were hearſt at my 
foote, and the duckets in her coifin : no newes of them, 
why 10?& I know.not hew much is ſpent in theſearch: 
why then loſle upon loſe, the theete gone with ſo much, 
and fo much to tinde the theefe, and no ſatisfation , no 
—_ » nor no ll Jucke ſtircing ,but what lights a my 
ſhoulders, no. ſighes bur a my breathing, no tcares but a 


. | my ſhedding, 


Twb. Yes, other men have ill lacke £00, Anthonie as I 
heardjinGenowa, | 

Shy, W har, what, what, ill lucke,ill luck e. 

_ Hath an Argoſie caſt away comming from Tri- 
pOis. 

Shy. I thanke God, I thanke God, is it true,is it true? 

_ ſpoke with ſome of the Saylers that eſcaped the 

Shy. I thanke thee good Tabal; good newes, good 
ms = Genowa. Pq _ 
_ 7». Your daughter ſpent in Genowa, as I h one 
night foureſcore roms 2h: . ; 

Shy. Thou ſtick'ſt adagger in me, I ſhall never ſee my 
gold againe, foureſcore ducats ata fitting,foureſcore du- 
cars, j * 4 

Tu. There came divers of «Anthonioscreditors in my 
_ to Venice, that ſweare he cannot chooſe but 

Cs 
_ Shy. Tam very glad of it , ileplague him, ile torture 
him,lam glad of it. 
Tab. One of them ſhewed nie a ring that hee had of 
your daughter for a Monkie. 

Shy. Out upon her, thou tortuteſt me Twbed, it was 
my Turkis , I had it of Leah when I was a Batcheler : I 
would not have given it for a wilderneſſe of Monkies. 

Tub. But Anthems is certainely undone 


Shy. Nay,that's true,that's very true, $0 Tubal, fee me 
an Orlicer, beſpeake him a fortnight before; 1 will have | 


the heart of him if he forteir, for were he oat of-Venice, 
I can make what merchandizel will:go T#bal;and meet 
me at our Sinagogue , gu good Txbal/, at our Sinagogue 
Twball. Exemun:* 
Evter Baſſanio, Portia,Gratiano,and all theiy trains. 
Por. I pray you tarrie, pauſe 4 day or two 
Before you hazard,for in chooſing wrong 
T loſe your company; therefore torbeare a while, 
There's ſomething tels me(but it is not love) 
I would not [ofec you, and you know your {elfe, 
Hate counſailes not in ſucha quallity; 
Bat leaſt you ſhould notunderttand me well, 
And yet a maiden hathno tongue,but thought, 
I would detaine you here ſome monthor two 
Before you venture for me. I could teach you 
How to chooſe right, but then Iam forſworne; 
So will I never be, ſo may you miſle me, - 
But if you do, youle make me wiſh a finne, 
That I had beene forſworne:Beſhrow your eyes, 
They have ore-looke me and devided me, 
One halfe of me is yours, the other halfe | 
Mine ownel would fay : bur firſt mine,then yours, 
And ſo all yours;O theſe naughty times + 
Put barsbetweene the owners and their rights. 
— yours,not yours(proveitſo) 
Let goto hell for it,not 1. - - 


colt me two thouſand ducats in Franckford,the curſe ne- | 1 ſpeake too long, but 'ris to peizethe time, 

| verfell upon our Nation till now,I never felt it tillnew, | To ich Ty out in 

twothouſand ducars inthat, and other precious , preci- | To ſtay you from cleion. 0 
as a Ba. LI 


- 
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Baſ. Let me chooſe, 


| ForasI am, I live upon the racke. 


Por. Vpon the racke Baſſanio,then confeſle 
W hat treaſon there is mingled with your love. 
Baſ. None but that uglic treaſon of miſtruſt, 
Which makes me feare the enjoying of my love: 
There may as well be amitie and life, 
'T weene ſnow and fire, as treaſon and my love, 
Por. I, but I feare you ſpeake vpon the racke, 
W here men enforced doe ſpeake any thing. 
Baſ. Promiſe me lifc,and ile confeſſe the truth. 
Por. Well then,confellc and live. t: 
Baſ. Confeſle and love 
Had beene the very ſum of my confeſſion: 
O happy torment, whcn my torturer 
Doth teach me anſwers for celiverance: 
But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 
Por. Away then, I am lockt in one of them, 
If you do love me,you will finde me out, 
Nerriſſa and the reſt,ſtand all aloote, == 
Let muſicke ſound while he doth tnake his choiſc, 
Then if helooſe he makes a Swan-lik.e end, 
Fading in muſique. That the compariſon 
May ſtand more proper,my eye ſhall be the ſtreame 
And watrie death»bed for him:he may win, 
And what is muſique then?Then muſique 1s 
Even as the flouriſh, when true ſubjets bowe 
To a new crowned Monarch:Such it is, 
As are thoſe dulcet ſounds in breake of day, 
That creepe into the dreaming brid 
And ſummon him to marriage. Now 
With no lefle preſence,but with much more love 
Then yong Alcides, when he did redceme 
The virginetribute,paied by howling Trey 
To the Sca-monſter:I ſtand tor ſacrifice, 
The reſt aloofe are the Dardanian wives: 
With blearcd viſages come forth to view 
The iſſue of th'expioit : Goe Hercules, | 
Live thou,L live with much much more diſmay 
I view the fight, then thau that mak'ſt the fray, 


Here muſicke. 


A Song the whilft Balſanio comments ou the 
Cackets to bimſelfe. 


es care, 


Tel me where is fancie bred, 
Or in the heart,or in the heag: 
How begot, bow nowrybed. 
It is engendred in the eyes, 
With gazing fed,and Fancie det , 
In the cradle where it les; 
Lit #: all ring Fancies knell, 
= begin i 
Al —. bell. 


Baſ.So may the outward ſhowes beleaſt theraſelves, 
The world is {till deceiv'd with ornament. 
In Law,what Plea ſo tainted and corrupt, 
But being ſcaſon'd with a gracious voice, 
Obſcures the ſhow of cvill ? In Religion, 
Whatdamned errorgbut ſome ſober brow 
Will bleſſc it, and approve it with atext, 
Hiding the groflnefſe with faire ornament* 
[There 1s no vice ſo fimple,bur aſſumes 
Some marke of yertue on his outward parts; - 


Mr 
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How many cowards,whoſe hearts arc all as falſe 
As ſtayres of ſand; weare yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercalerand frowning Mars? 
Whoinward ſearcht,havelyvers white as milke, 
And theſe aſſume bur valors excrement, 

To render them redoubted. Looke on beauty, 


} And you ſhallſce ris purchaſt by the weight, 


Which therin workesa miracle 1n nature, 
Making them lighteſt that weare molt of it: 
So are thoſe criſped ſnakie golden locks 
Which makes ſuch wanton gambols with the winde 
Vpon ſuppoſed faireneſſe,often knowne 
To be the dowrie of a ſecond head; 
The {cull that bred them in the Sepulcher. 
Thus ornament is but the guilded ſhore 
To a mott dangerous fea : the beautious ſcarfe 
Valling an Indian beauty; Ina word, 
The {ceming truth which cunning times put on 
Tointrap the wiſeſt.Therefore thou gaudy gold, 
Hard food for Aide, I will none of thee, 
Nor none of thee thou pale and common drudge 
'Tweene man and man:but thou,thou meager lead 
Which rather threatneſt than doſt promiſe ought, 
Thy palcneſſe moves me morethan cloquence, 
And here chooſe 1,joy be the conſequence. 

Por. How all the other paſſions flect to ayre, 
As doubtfull thoughts, and raſh imbrac'd deſpaire: 
And ſhuddring feare,and greene-cyed ealouſſe. 
O love be moderate, allay thy extaſic, 
In meaſure raine thy joy,ſcant this exceſſe, 
I feele too much thy bleſling,make it leſle, 
For feare I ſurfeit, 

Baſ. W hat finde I here? 


| Faire Portia counterfeit. What demic god 


Hath come ſo neere creation? move theſe cies? 

| Or whether riding on the balsof nine 

Seeme they in motion?Hereare ſever'd lips 

| Parted with ſuger breath,ſoſweet abarre 

Should ſunder ſuch ſweet friends: here in her haires 
The Painter plaies the Spider and hath woven 

A golden meſh t'intrap the hearts of men 

Faſter then gnats in cobwebs:hut her eyes, 

How could he ſce todothem ? having made one, 
Me thinkes it ſhould have power to ſtcale both his 
And ...ye itſelfe vnfurniſht: Yet looke how farre 
The ſubſtance of my praiſe doth wrong this ſhadow 
In vnderpriſing it, fo farre this ſhadow 

Doth limpe bekindethe ſubſtance. Here's the (croule, 
he continent,and ſummary of my fortunc. | 


You that cheeſe not by the view, 

| C ance 4s faire, and chooſe as truc, 
Sunce this fortune ſals to you, 
Becontent,and ſerke no new, 

Ifyou be well pleaſed with this, 

«7nd bold your fortune for your bliſſe, 
Turne you where your L ady is, 

end clanme her with a lovingkiſſe. 


Baf. A gentle ſcroule;Faire Lady,by your leave, 
I come by note to give, and toreccive; 
Like one of two contending in aprize 
That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes: 
Hearing ny univerſall ſhour, 
Giddy in ſpirit, ſtill gazing in a doubr 


it 
Whether thoſe peales of praiſe be his or no. 
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Sothrice faire Lady ſtand I even ſo, 
As doubtfull whether what I ſce be true, 
Yntill confirm'd, ſign'd, ratified by you. 

Por. You ſee my Lord Baſſians where I ftand, 
Such as I am;though for my lelfc alone 
1 would not be ambitious in my wiſh, 

To with my ſclfe much betrer,yet for you, 

1 would be trebled twenty times my lelte, 

Athouſand times more fairt,ten thouſand tunes 

More rich,that to ſtand hizhin your account, 

| might in vertues,beauties,livings, friends, 

Excced account:butthe full ſumme of me 

Is ſum of nothing:which to terme io groſle, 

I5an vnleſſoned girle, vnſchoul'd,vnpraRtiz'd, 

Happy inthis,ſhe is nor yet ſo old 

But ſhe may lcarne: happier then in this 

Shee is not bred (0 dull but ſhe can learne; 

Happieſt of all,is that her gentle ſpirit 

Commits it ſelfe to yours tobe direted, 

As from her Lord,her Governour, her King- 

My (clfe,and what is mine,to you and yours 

Is now converted. But now I was the Lord 

Ot this faire manſion,maiſter of my tervants, 
eene ore my icife: and even now,but now- 

This houſe,theſe ſervants, and this ſame my ſelfe 

Are yours,mny Lord, I give them with this ring, 

Which when you part from, looſe,or give away, 

Let it preſage the ruine of your love; 

And be my vantage toexclaime on you- 

Beſ. Maddam,you have bereft me ofall words, 
Oncly my bloud ſpeakes to you in my veincs, 
And there is ſuch confuſion in my powers, 

As after ſome oration fairel _ 

By a beloved Prince,there dot 1 appeare 

Among the buzzing pleaſed multude, 

Where every ſomething being blent together, 
Turnes to a wilde of nothing, fave of joy 

Expreſt, and not expreſt:burt when this ring 
Parts from this finger,then parts life from hence; 
O then be bold to ſay Baſſanw's dehd. 

Ner. My Lord and Lady, it is now ourtime 
That have ſtocd by and {ecne our wiſhes proſper, 
To cry good j0y,g004% joy my Lord and Lady. 

Gra. My Lord 54ſſanve, and my gentle Lady, 

I wiſh you all the joy that you can wiſh: 
For I am ſure you can wiſh none from mez 
And when your Honours meane to {olemnize 
The bargaine of your faith:I do beleech you 
Even at that. time I may be marricd too. 
Baſ. With all my heatt,{o thou canſt get a wite. 
Gre. I thanke your Lordſhip,you hauc got me one. 
My eyes my Lord can looke as (ſwift as yours: 
You {law the miſtres,] beheld the maid: 
You lov'd,I lov'd for intermiſſion, 
No more pertaines tome my Lord than you; 
Yeur fortune ſtoed upon the caskets there, 
Andfodid mine too, as the matter falls: 
For wooing heete vatill I ſwet againe, 
And {wearing till my very rough was dry 
With cathes of love,at laſt if promilc laft, 
[ got a promiſe of this faire one heere 
| To have her love: provided that your fortune 
Atchiey'd her milſtreſſe. 

Por. Is thistrue Nerriſſa, FI 

Ner. Madam itis 1o,ſo you ſtand pleas'd withall, 

Zaſ. And do you Gratiano meanc good faith? 
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That ever blotred pa 


Gra. Yes faith my Lord. | 
; Baſ. Our feaſt ſhall be much honored in your mar- 
riage. 
Gra, Weele play with them the firſt boy for a thou- 
ſand ducats. 
Ner. \W hat and fake downe? 


Gre. No, we ſhall ne're win at that ſport,and ſtake 
downe. 


| But who comes heere? Lorenzo and his Infidell? 


W har and my old Venetian friend Selerss? 
Enter Lorew x8, laſſica, and Salerie. 


Baſ. Lorenz.s and Salerio, welcome hither, 
If that the youth of my new tereſt heere 
Have power to bid you welcome: by your leave 
I bid my very tricnds and Countrimen 
Sweet Portia welcome. 
Pon, So do 1 my Lord,they are intirely welcome. 
Lor.I thanke your honor;for my part my Lord, 
My purpole was not to have ſecne you hcere, 
But meeting with Salers by the way, 
He did intreate mee palt all ſaying nay 
Tocome with him along. 
Sal. ididmy Lord, 
And have reaſon for it, Signior «Anthonio 
Commends him to you. 
Baſ. Ere I ope his Letter 
I pray youtell me how my good friend doth. 
Sal. Not ſicke my Lord,vnleſſe it be in minde, 
Nor well, vnleſſe in minde:his Letter there 
Will ſhew you his eſtate. 


OpgrrtThe Letter. 


Ora. Newiſa, cheere yond ſtranger,bid her welcome. | 


Your hand Salcrio, what's the newes from Venice? 
How doth that royall Merchant good eAnthonio; 
I know he will be glad of our ſucceſle, 
We are the [aſons,we have won the fleece. X 
Sal. I would you had won the fleece that he hath loſt. 
Por. There are ſome ſhrewd contents in yond fame 
Paper, 4 
Tha {teales the colour from Bſſiandh cheeke, 
Some decre fricad dead, elſe nothing in the world 
Could turne fo much the conſtitution 
Ofany conſtant man. W hat,worſe and worſe? 
With leave Beſſawol am halte your ſclte, 
And mult freely havethe halfe of any thing 
That this ſame paper brings you. 
Baſ. O ſweet Portia, 
Heere are a few of the vnpleaſant'ſt words 
per. Gentle Lady 
When I did firſt impart my love to you, 
I freely told you all the wealth I had 
Ran in my veines : I wasa Gentleman, 
And then I told you true:and yet deere Lady, 


| Rating my ſelfe at nothing,you ſhall (ce 


How much I was a Braggart, when I told you 

My ſtate was nething, I ſhould then have rold you 

That I was worſe than nothing: tor indeede 

I have ingag'd my ſelfe roa deere friend, 

Ingag'd my fiend tohis meere enemy. 

To feede my meanes. Heere isa Letter Lady, 

The paper as the body of my friend, 

And every word in it a gaping wound 

Ifluing life blood. Buris ittrue Salerie, . 
Hat 


| 
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Hath all his ventures faildl} what not one hut! This isthe foole that lends out money gratis. 
From Tripolis, from Mexicoand England, Iaylor, looke to him. | 
From Lisbon, Barbary ,and India, ent. Hcare me yet good Shylok, ; 
And not one veſſell icape the dreadfull touch Jew. Ile have my bond, ſpeake not againſt my bond, 
Of Merchant-marring rocks? | I have ſworne an oath that T will have my bond: 
Sal. Not one my Lord. "4k Thou call'dſt me dog before thou hadft a cauſc, 
- Beſides,it ſhould appeare, that if he had But fince I am adog, beware my phangs, 
The preſent money to diſcharge the Iew, The Duke ſhall grant me juſtice: 1 do wonder 
He would not take it:never did I know Thou naughty Iaylor,that thou att ſo fond 
A creature that did bcare the ſhape of man To come abroad with him at his requeſt. 
'So keene and greedy to confound a man- Ant. I pray thee heare me ſpeake. 
He plyes the Duke at morning and at might, les, Ile have my bond, I will not hearerhee ſpeake; 
And doth impeach the freedome of the {tate Ie have my bond, and therefore ſpeake no more. 
If they deny him juſtice. Twenty Merchants, ' {| le not be made a ſoft and duil-ey'd foole, * 
The Duke himſelte, and the Magnificoes To ſhake the head,relent,and figh, and yeeld 
Of greateſt port bave all perſwaded with him, ToChriſtian interceflors: follow not, 
But none can drive him from the envyous plea Ile have no ſpeaking,T will have my bond. Exit lew, 
Of forteiture,of juſtice,and his bond. Set. It is the moſt impenetrable curre 
Ieſ. When I was with him,T have heard him ſweare | That ever kept withmen. 
To Twball and to (bus, his Countri-men, Ant. Let him alone, 
That he would rather have Asthonio's fleſh, Ile follow him no more with bootleſle prayers: 
Then twenty times the value of the ſumme He ſeckes my life, his reaſon well I know; * 
That he did owe him:and I know my Lord, I oft deliver'd from his forfeitures 
If law, authority, ahd power deny nor, Many that have at times made mone tome, 
It will go hard with poore Anthoxio. Therefore he hates me. | 
Por. Is it your decre friend that is thus in trouble? Sol. Iam ſure the Duke will never grant this forfci- 
| Baſ. The deerelt friend to me,the kindeſt man, ture to hold. 
The beſt condition'd,and vnwearied fpirit An, The Duke cannot deny the courſe of law; 
In doing curtefies :and one in whom For the commodity that ſtrangers have 
The ancient Romance honour more appearcs With us in Venice,if it be denied . 
Then any that drawes breath in Italy. Will much impeach the juſtice of the State, 
Por. What ſumme owes he the lew? __- Since that the trade and profit of the citty 
Baſ, For me three thouſand ducats. Conſiſteth of all Nations. Therefore go, 
Por. What, no more? Theſe greefes and lofles have ſo bated mee; 
Pay him ſixethouſand,and deface the bond: That I ſhall hardly ſparea pound of fleſh 
Double ſixe thouſand, and then treble that, To morrow,to my Creditor- 
Before a friend of this deſcription Well apc mp Baſſanio come 
Shall loſe a haire through my Baſſ@vio's faulr. To ſee me pay his debr, and then I carenot. Friwn. 
Firft go with me to Church, and call me wife 


- Andthenaway to Venice to your friend: | Enter Portia, Nerriſſa, Lorenzo,leſſica, and 4 man of 
For never ſhall you lic by Por:4a: ſide Portias. 
Withan vnquict ſoule. You ſhall have gold 


To pay the = form twenty times over. Loy. Madam, although 1 ſpeake it in you preſence. 
pay 


Whenit is bring your true friend along, You have a noble anda true conceit 
My maid X err5ſſa, and my ſelfe meane time Of gad-like amity, which s molt ſtrongly 
Will live as maids and widdowes;come away, In bearing thus the abſence of your Lord. 
For you ſhall hence upon your wedding day: But if you knew to whom'you ſhewthis honour, 
Bid your friends welcome,ſhow a merry chews, How truea Gentleman you ſend releefe, 
Since you are deere bought, I will love you deere. How deerea lover of my Lord your husband, 
Bur let me heare theletter of your friend. I know you would be prouder of the worke 
; Then cuſtomary bounty canenforce you. 
Sweet Baſſanio , my ſhips have all miſcarried,,vy Credi- Por. I never did repent for doing good, 
tors grow crwell,rmy eftate is very low, my bid tothe lewis for- | Nor ſhall not now :for in companions 
feir,and fince in paying 5t,it 6s 1mppoſſible 1 foenld live all debes | That do converſe and waſte the time together, 
arecleerd berweeneyou and 1 , if [ might ſee you as my death: | Whoſe ſoulesdo beare an egal yoke of love, 
notwithit anding,oſe your pleaſure, if your lows ds not perſwade | There mult be needs a like proportion 
you 10 come, let not my letter. Of lyniaments,of manners andof ſpirit, 
| Y | Which makes methinke that this ancbowis 
Por. O tbye/diſpatch allbuſines and be gone. Being the boſome lover of my Lord, 
Baſ: Since I have your good leave to go away, Maſt needs be like my Lord. If it beſo, ® 
I will make haſt; bur till | come againe, » {| Howlittle is thecoſt I have beſtowed - 
No bed ſhall erebe guilty ofmy ſtay, In purchaſing the ſemblance of my ſoule, 
# Nor reſt he internoſer ewixt us tyaine. Exenn. | From out the ſtate of helliſh cruelty. 
Emer the Iew,nd Solawo, and Authenis,- | This comes too neere the praiſing of my ſelfe, 
and the Taylor. Therefore no more of it:heere other things 
Ie. Taylor,looketo him, tell not me of mercy, * Lorenzo I commit into your hands, 
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The husbandry and mannage of my houſe, 
Vntill my Lords returne;for mince owne part 
I have toward heaven breath'd a ſecret yow, 
To live in prayer and contemplation, 

Onely attended by Nerriſſ« hecie, 

Ynrill her husband and my Lords returne: 

There is a monaſtery too miles of, 

And there we will abide. I do defire you 

Not to denie this impoſition, 

The which my love and ſome neceſſity 

Now layes upon you. 

Lor. Madame, with all my heart, 

I ſhall obey you in all faire commands. 

Por, My p:ople doalready know my minde, 

And will acknowledge you and /eſſica 

In place of Lord Be" and my teife. 

So fare you well till we ſhall mcere againe. 
Lor. Faire thoughts & happy houres attend on youz 
Jef. 1 wiſh your Ladithip all hearts content. 

Per. I thanke you for vour wiſh,and am well pleas'd 
To wiſh it backe on you: faryouwell /eſſics. Exeunt. 
Now Balttazar,as | have ever found thee honeſt true, 
Solet me finde thee ſill:rake this ſame letter, 

And uſe thouall the indeavor of a man, 

In ſpeed to Mantua, ſee thou render this 

Into my coſins hand, Door Zelario, 

And looke what notes and garm<nts he doth givethee, 

Bring them I pray thee with imagin'd ſpeed 

Vnto the TraneR, tothe common Ferric 

Whichtradcs to V enice;walt no time in words, 

But get hee gone, | ſhall be there befoce thee. 

Bal. , I go with all convenient ſpeed. 

Po. Come on Nevrriſſa, I have worke in hand 
That you yet know nor of,wce'll ſee our hubbands 
Bafore they thinke of us? 

Ner. Shal they ſee us? 

Por. They ſhall Nerrsſſs : but in ſuch a habit, 

That they ſhall thinke we are accompliſhed 

With that we lacke; ll hold thee any wager 

When we are both accoutercd like yong men, 

lle prove the prettier fellow of the two, 

An d weare my dagger with the braver grace, 

And ſpeake betweene the change of man and boy, 

With a reede voyce,and turne rwo minting ſteps 

Into a manly ſtride;and ſpcake of frayes 

Like a fine bragging youth:and tell quaint lyes 

How honourablic Lakes ſought iny love, 

Which 1 denying,they fell :cke and dicd, 

I could not do withall:then Ile repent, 

And with for all that,that { had not kil'd them; 

And twenty of theſe puny lies lle tell 

That men ſhall ſweare I have diſcontinued ſchoole 

atwelve moneth:1 have within my minde 

Athouſand rai tricks of theſe bragging lacks, 

Which 1 will praiſe, 

Ner, Why . ſhall wee turne to men? 

Per, Fie, what a queſtions that, 

If thou wert nere a lewd intcrpreter? 

But come, le tell thee all my whole device 
hen I am in my coach, which ſtayes for us 

Arthe Parke gate; and therefore haſte away, 

For we muſt mcaſure.twenty miles to days 


Enter Clowne and leſſica. 
Clowne. Yes truly ; for loake you,the ſinnes of the Fa. 
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ther are to be laid upon the children,therefore 1 promite 
you, I teare you, I was alwaies plaine with you , and ſo 
now I ſpeake my agitation-of the matter:thercfore be of 
good cheere, for truly I rhinke you ace danmn'd , there is 
but one hope in it that can do you any good , and that is 
but a kinde of baſtard hope neither. 

teſ. And what hope isthat I pray thee? 

C low. Marry you may partly hope that your father got 
you not,that youarenor the lewes daughter, 

leſ. That were a kinde of baltard hope indeed , ſo the 
ſins of my mother ſhould be viſiredupon me. 

Claw. Truly then 1 teare you are damned both by fa- 
ther and mother , thus when I ſhun Swls your father, 1 
fall into Cherwars your mpther ; well, you are gone both 
WAICS« 


Jef. I ſhall be fav'd by my husband, he hath made me a 


Chriſtian. 


(7ow. Truly the more to blame he , we were Chriſti- 
ans enow betore , e'neas many as could well live one by 


| another:this making of Chrittians will raiſethe price of 


Hogs, if wee grow all tobe porke-eaters , wee {hailnot 
ſhortly have a raſher on the coales tor money. 


Enter Lorrenz.o. 


lef. Ile teil my husband Laveelet what you ſay, heere he 
comes- 
Lor.I ſhall grow jealous of you ſhortly Lancctet,if you 
thus get my wife ihtocorners? 
lef. Nay, you nee&noc feare us Lorenzo, Laxcelet and 
I are out , he tells me flatly there is no mercy for mee in 
| heaven,becaulc I am a Iewesdanghter:and hee tates you 
areno good member of the common wealth, for in con- 
verung Tcwes to Chriſtians, you raiſe the price of Pork. 
Lox. | ſhail an{were that better tothe Commonwealth 


than you can the getting up of the Negroes belly : the 


Mooce ts with childe by you Lawacetr. 

Clow. It is much that the Moore ſhould be more then 
reaſon: but if ſhe beieſſethenan honeſt woman, ſhe is in» 
deed more then I tooke h:r for. 


Lor. How every foole can play upon the word,I think 


] the beſt grace of witte will ſhortly rurne into filence,and 


diicourle grow commendable in none.onely but Parrats: 
g0 in firra,bid them re tor dinner? 
Clow. That is done fir, they have all ſtomacks? 

Lor. Goodly Lord,what a wi:te-ſnapper are you,then 
bid them prepare dinner. 

Claw. That is done too fir, onely cover is the word. 

Zor. Wiil you cover than fir? 

Claw. Not 10 fir neither, | know my dutyy _ 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occation , wilt thou 
ſhew the whole wealth of thy wit in an inſtant ; I pray 
thee vnderſtand a pline man 12 his plaine meaning 3 goe 
ra thy fellowes, bid them cover the table , ferve inthe 
meat; and we will come into dinner + 

(low. For the table fir, it ſhall be ſerv'd io, for the meat 


| fir,it ſhall be covered, for your comming in rodinner fir, 


why let it beas humors and conceits ſhall governe» 
Ex ( towne. 
Loy. O deare diſcretion, how his words are ſuted, 
The foole hath planted in his memory 
Cn ee et 
A tooles t in detter place, 
Garnidht like him, that for a rrickſie word 
Defie the matter: how-cheer'ſt thou leffics, 
And now good ſweet ſay thy opinion, 


1 


| 
| 


| 
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The Merchant of Uenice. 


How doſt thou —_— Lord Baſſiaws's wife? 
ef. Paſt all expceſſingJltt 15 very meete 

Th! Lord Faſiani livean upright life 
For having ſuch a bleſſing in his Lady, 
He findes the joyes of heaven heere on earth, 
And it on carth he do not meane 1t,it 
Is reaſon he ſhould never come to heaven? 
Why, if two gods ſhould play ſome heavenly match, 
And on the wager lay two carthly women, 
And Portia one:there muſt be elſc 
Paund with the other,for the poore rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Lo. Even ſuch a husband | 
Haſt thou of me, as ſhe is fora wite. 

leſ: Nay, but aske my opiniontoo of that? 

Loy. I will anone,firſt let us go todinner? 

lef. Nay, let me praife you while I have a ſtomacke? 
| Loy. No pray thee,lct it ſerue for table ralke, 
Then how ſom ere thou ſpeakit 'mong ether things, 
I ſhall digeſt it? 
| Jef. Well, Ile ſet you forth. 


eAfus Quartus. 


— ——_—_— 


Enter the Duke,the Magnificees, Anthonia,Baſſavio, 
and Gratiand* 


Duks. What, is eAnthonio heere? 
em. Ready,ſo pleaſe your grace? 
Ds. I am ſorry Hoe thee,thou art come to anſwere 
A ſtony adverſary, an inhumane wretch, 
Vncapable of pitty,voyd, and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 
Amt, I have heard 
Your grace hath tane great paines toqualific 
His rigorous courſe:but ſince he ſtands obdurate, 
And that no lawfull meanes can carry me 
Out of hisenvies reach,I do oppoſe 
My _ to his fury,and am arm'd 
Toluffer with aquictnefle of ſpirit, 
The tiranny and rage of his. 
Ds. Go one and call the Iew into the Court. 
Sal, He is ready at the doorehe comes my Lord. 


Enter Shyl ocke. | 

Ds. Make roome,and let him ſtand before our face. 
Shbylocke,the world thinkes, and I thinke fo too 
That thou but leadſt this taſhion of thy mallice 
To the laſt houre of act, and then 'tis thought 
Thou'lt ſhew thy mercy and remerſe more ſtrange, 
Than is thy ſtrange apparant cruelty, 
And where thou now exa&'ſt the k 
Which isa poundof this poore Merchants fleſh, 
Thou wilt not onely looſe the forfeiture, 
But touch'd with humane gentleneſſcand love, 
Forgive a moyty of the principall, | 
Glancing an eic of pitty on his lofſes 
That have of late ſo hudled on his backe, 
Enow to -m— Merchant downe; 
And plucke commiſeration of his ſtare 
From braſlic boſomes,and rough hearts of flint, 
From {tubborne Turkes and Tarters never traind 


£xennt. 


| 


| You may as well 


To offices of tender curteſie, 
Weall _ a _ anſwer _ Cy 
lew. I have our E Or woat purpoſe, 
And by our Loa Sabbath _ I ſworne 
To have the due and forteit of my bond. 
If you deny it,let the light 
Vpon your Charter,and your Cities freedome. 
You'l aske me why I rather chooſe to have 
A weight of carrion flefh, then to receive 
Threethouſand Ducats ? Ile not anſwer that: 
But ſay it is my humor ; Is it anſwered? 
What if my houſe be troubled with a Rat, 
And I be pleas'd to give tenthouſand Ducates 
To have it bain'd? What,are you anſwer'd yer? 
Some men thereare love not a gaping Pigge: 
Some that are madde,if they behold a Cart: 
And others, when the bag-pipe ſings i'th noſe, 
Cannot containe their Vrine for afteion. 
Maiſters of paſſion ſwayes it to the moode 
Of what it kes or loaths,now for your anſwer: 
As there is nv firme reaſonto be rendred 
Why he cannot abide a gaping Pigge? 
W hy he a harmleſſe Car? 
Why he a woollen bag-pipe:but of force 
Mult yeeld to ſuch inevitable ſhame, 
As to offend himfelfe being offended: 
Socan I givenoreaſon, nor I will not," 
More then a lodg'd hate, and a certaine loathing 
I beare Ambonis,that I follow thus 
A loofing ſuite againſt him?Are you anſwered? 
Baſ. T his is no anſwer thou vnfecling man, 
To excuſe the currant of thy cruelty. 
Jew. I am not bound topleaſe thee with my anſwer. 
Baſ. Do all men kil the thing they do not love? 
Tew. Hates an y man the thing he would not kill? 
Baſ. Every oftence is nota hate at firſt. , 
lew. What wouldft thou have a Serpent ſtingther 
twice? 
ent. I pray you thinke you queſtion with the Iew: 
Fo ſtand upon the beach, 
And bid the maine flood bate his vſuall height, 
Or evenas well vſe queſtion withthe Wolte, 
The Ewe bleate for the Lambe : when you behold, 
You may _ Arie __ hone 
To wagge their hi tomake nonoiſc 
When they are Gened with the guſts of heaven: 
You may as well do any thing moſt hard, 
As ſeeketo ſoften that,than which what harder? 
His Iewiſh heart. ThereforeI do beſeech you 
Make no more offers,vie no farther meanes, 
But with all briefe and plaine conveniency 
Let me have judgement, and the Iew bis will. 
Baſ. For thy three thouſand Ducates heere is ſix» 
lew. — DE thouſand Ducates 
Were in ſixe parts, and ey a Ducate 
I would not draw them, I cald have my bond? 
Dx. How ſhalt thou for mercy,rendring none 
lew. W hat judgement I dread doing no wronf 
You have among you many a purchaſt 
W hich like you Aﬀes,and your Dogs and 
You vſe inabje& and - 0 9 ve 
Becauſc your bought them. Shall 1 ay to you, 
Let them be free,marry them to your heires? 
Why ſweate they under burthens?Let their beds 
Be made as ſoft as yours: and let their pallats 
Be ſcaſon'd with ſuch Viands : you will anfwer 
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The ſlaves are ours. So do anſwer you-, 
The pound of fefh-which I demand of him 
Is deerely bought, 'tis mine,ard I will have it» 
If you deny me; he upon your Law, _ 
There isno force in thedecrees of Venice; 
I ſtand for ,udgcment,anſwer,Shall I have un? _ 
Ds. Vpoa my power 1 may diſmiſſe this Court, 
Ynleſle Be/ario a learned Doctor, 
Whom I have (ent for to determine this, 
Come hecre to day. 
$4. My Lord,heere ſtayes without 
A Meſſenger with Letters trom the Doftor, 
New come from Padua. 
Ds. Bring us the Letters, Call the Meſſengers- 
Zſ. Good. cheere Anthonio. W hat man , corage yet: 
The Iew ſhall have my ficſh, blood,bones,and all, 
Ere thou ſhalt looſe for me one drop of blood. 
Ant. } am a tainted Weather of the flocke, 
Mectcſt foc death, the weakeſt kinde of fruite 
Drops carliclt ro the ground, ſo let me; 
You cannot better be employ d Baſſaro, 
Then to live itill,and write mine Epitaph. 


Enter N erriſſe. 
Du.Came you from Padua trom Bellarw? 
Ne-. From both. G 
My Lord Bellarvo greets your Grace. 
Baſ; \W hy doſt thou whet thy knife ſo carneſtly? 
/ew. T o cut the forfeiture from that bankrour there. 
G-4, Not on thy ſoale : but on thy ſoule harſh Iew 
Thou mak'it thy knife keene : but no merrall can, 
N», not the hangmans Axe beare halfe the keenneſſe 
Of thy ſhurpe enuy. Can no prayers piercethee? 
lew, No,none that thou hoalſt wit enough to make. 
Gra. O be thou dama'd,inexecrable dogge, 
Aud for thy life let juſtice beaccugd: 
Thou almolt mak'ſt me waver in my faith; 
To hold opinion with Pytvagere, 
Thar ſoul;'s of animals infuiethemſelves 
latoche wankes of men. Thy curtiſh ſpirit 
Govern'd a Wolfe, who hang'd for humane ſlaughter, 
Even f-»m the galiowes did his fell foule fleet; 
And 1whi1'ſt thou layeſt in thy unhallowed dam, 
Intus'd it felfe in thee : For thy defires 
Are Wolviſh,bloody,'terv'd,and ravenous. 
lew. Till thou canſt raile the ſcale from off my bond 
Thou bur offend'ſt thy Lungs to ſpeale ſoloud: 
Repaire thy wit good youth,or it will fall 
Tocndleſſe ruine. I ſtand heere for Law. 
Ds, This Letter from Bellatiodoth commend 
A yong and Learned Doctor in our Court; 
Where is he? © | 
Ner. He attendeth heere hard by 
To know your anſwer,wherther you'} admit him- 
De, With all my heart. Somethree or tour of you 
Go give him curteous condudt to this place, 
Mecane time the Court ſhall heare Bellerives Letter, 


x ry 
Rome , bis name is Balthaſar : [ acquainted bim with the cauſe 
in Conreverſie , betiveene the [ew and Anthonio the CMer- 
chant: We twrn'd ore many Bookss together i bee is furxiſbed 


with my vch ber! 
neſſe whereef | cannot enongh commend, comer with hiny ac my | 


—— 


|| The attribute toawe and Majeſty, 


| importanity, to fill up your Graces requeſt m my ftead. Ibeſeech 


you , ket his lacks of years be no impedament to let him lacks « 


reverend eitumation: for 1 never knewe ſo youg 4 body,with jo | 
old a bead. [ leave him to your acceptance wiſe trial | 
— 


ſhall better publiſh his 
Enter Portia for Bak hazar. | 


De. Y ou heare the learn'd Bellario what he writes, 
And heere( I rake it)is the DoRor cue. 
Give me your hand : Came you trom old Bellerio? 
Por. 1 did my Lord. 
Ds. You are welcome:take your place; 
Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this preſent queſtion in the Court. 
For. 1 am entormed throughly of the cauſe. 
Which 1s the Merchant heere?and which the Iew? 
Ds. Anthonis an old Shylocke,both ſtand forth. 
Por. Is your name Shy/ocke. 
lew. Shylocke is my name. 
Por. Of a ſtrange nature isthe ſute you follow, 
Yet in ſuch rule,that the Venetian Law . 
Cannot impugne youas you do proceed, 
You ſtand withia his danger,do you nor? 
e-/1 nt. I, {0 he ſayes. 
Po. Doyou confeile the bond? 
An. I do. 
Por. Then muſt the Iew be mercifull. 
ew. On what compulſion mult I? Tell me that» 
For. Thequality of mercy is nor ſtrain'd, 
It droppeth as the gentle raine from heaycn 
Vpon the place beneath. Ir is twice bleſt, 
It bleſſeth him that gives,and him that takes, 
Tis mighticſt in the mightieſt, it becomes 
The throned Monarch better then his Crowne. 
His Scepter ſhewes the force of temporall power, 
, 
Wherein doth ſitthe dread and feare Of Kings: 
But mercy is aboue this ſceptred ſway, 
It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings, 
Iris an attribute to God himlſcife; 
And carthly power doth then ſhew likeft Gods 
When mercy ſcaſons Iuſtice. Therefore Jew, 
Though luſltice be thy plea, conſider this; 
That in the courſe of Iuſtice, none of us 
Should ſee ſalvation: we do pray for mercy, - 
And that ſame prayer,doth teach us all torerdecr 
The deeds of mercy? have ſpoke thus much 
To __ the juſtice of thy plea: 
W hich it thou follow, this ftri&t courſe of Venice 
Muſt needes give ſentence gainſt the Merchant there. 
Shy. My deedsupon my head,I crave the Law, 
The penalty and forfeite of my bond. . 
Por. Is he notable to diſcharge the money? 
Baſe Yes,heere I tender it for hi ninthe Court, 
Yea;twice the ſumme,it that will not ſuilice, 
I will bebound to pay it ten times ore, 
On forfeit of my hands,my head,my heart: 
Ifthis will not (whceir muſtappeare 3D 
That malice beares downe truth. And I beſeech you 
Wreſt once the Law to.your authority. 
Todo a right, do little wrong. 
And doe prerm divell of his will. 
Por. It be,there 15 no power in Venice 
Can altera deciee eftaiſhed: | 
'Twill be recorded for a Preſident, 
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And many anerror by the ſame example; 
Will ruſh into the ſtate: It cannot be. 
Tew. A Daniel come to judgement,yea a Daniel. 
O wift young Iudge, how do I honour 
Por. I pray you let me looke upon the bond. 
lew. Heere *tis moſt reverend Dofor, heere it is. 
Por, Shylocke, there's thrice thy mony offered thee. 
Sby. A: oath,an oath, I have an oath in heaven: 


| Shall 1lay perjury upon my ſoule? 


No not for Venice. 
Por. W hy this boad is forfeit, 
And lawfully by this the lew may claime 
A pound of fleſh, to be by him cur off 
Neereſt the Merchants heart ; be mercifull, 
Take thrice thy money, bid me teare the bond. 
Iew, When it is paid according to the tenure. 
It doth appcare you are a worthy Iudge: 


| Youknowthe Law, your expoſition 


Hath beene moſt ſound. I charge you by the Law, 
W hereof you are a well-deſerving pillar, 
Proccedeto judgement : By my ſoule I {weare, 
There is nopower in the tongue of man 
Toalter me:I ſtay heere on my bond. 
en. Moſt heartily I do beſcech the Court 
To givethe judgement. 
Por. Why then thus it is: | 
You muſt prepare your boſome for his knife. 
lew. O nob ludge, O excellent yong man. 
Por. For the intent and purpoſe of the Law 
Hath full relation to the ty, 
Which heere appeareth duc upon the bond. 
Iew.'Tis very true: O wiſe and upright ludge, 
How much moreelder artthou then thy lookes? 
Por. Therefore lay bare your boſome. 
lew. I, his breſt, 
So ſayes the bond, doth it not noble Tudge? 
Neereſt his heart, thoſe are the very words. 
F Fon It is ſo : Are thereballance hecre to weigh the 
elh? 
ew. T have them ready. 
Por. Have by ſome Surgeon Shylock on your charge 
To ſtop his wounds, leaſt he ſhould bleede to death. 
tew. Itis not nominated in the bond? 
Por. It is not ſo expreſt:but what of that?; 
'Twere good you do 1o much for charity. 
lew.1 cannot finde it, 'ris not in the bond. 
Por. Come Merchant, ELIAS thing to ſay? 
ent. But litle : I amarm'ed and well prepar” 
Give me your hand Baſſanis, fare you well. 
Greeve not that I am falne to this for you: 
For heercin fortune ſhewes her ſclte more kinde 
Then is his cuſtome. It is ſtill her uſe 
To let the wretched man out-live his wealth, 
To view with hollow eye , and wrinkled brow 
An age of poverty. From which lingring penance 
Of ſucha miſery,doth ſhe cut me off: W 
Commend me to your honourable Wife, + 
Tell her the proceſle of «Antbowis's end: 
Say how I lov'd you ; ſpeake me faire in death: 
And when the tale is told, bid herbe judge; 
Whether 6. mr tr Love: 
Repent not you that you ſhall your friend, 
And he repents not that he payes your debt, 
For ifthe [ew do cut but deepe 
Hepay it inſtantly, withall my hearr. 
| Baſ. Ambenie,l am marriedtoa mite, | 


4 
þ 


 T thanke thee lewk 


Which isas deereto me as life itſclfe, 

Bur life it ſelfe,my wife and all the world, 

Are not with me eſteem'd above thy life. 

I would looſe all, I facrifice them all 

Heere to this devill , todeliver you. 
Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for thar, 

If ſhe were by to heare you make the offer. 

Gre. I have a wife whom I proteſt I love, 

I would ſhe were in heaven,ſo ſhe could + 

Int: cat ſome power to change this curriſh Tew. 
Ner.” Tis well you offer it behinde her backe, 


| The wiſh would makeelſean vnquict houſe; 


ter 
lew. Theſe be the Chriſtian husbands:1 _— 

Wouldany of the ſtockeof Barrabas 

Had beene her husband,rather thena Chriſtian. 

We trifletime, I pray theepurſue ſentence. 

Por. A pound of that ſame merchants fleſh is thine, 

The Court awards it;und the law doth give it. 

{ew. Moſt rightfull I 
Por. And you muſt cut this fleſh from off his breaſt, 
The Lavw allowes it, and the Court awards it. 
lew. Moſt learned Indge,aſentence, come prepare, 
Fer. Tarry alittle, there is ſomething elſe, 

This bond doth give thee heere no jor of bloud, 

The words expreſly area of fleſh: 

Then take thy bond,take thou thy peund of fleſh, 

But in the cutting itzif thou doſt thed 

One drop of Chriſtian bloud,;thy lands and gopds 

Are by the Lawes of Venice conkiſl 

Vntothe ſtate of Venice. 

Gra. O opright ludge, 

Marke Iew, O learned ludge. 
Shy. Is that the law? 

Por. Thy ſcife ſhalt ſee the At: 

For as thou urgeſt juſtice, beaſſur'd 

Thou ſhalt have juſtice more then thou defireſt. 

Gra. O learned Iudge,marke Iew,alcarned ludge. 
lew. [ take this offer then,pay the bond thrice, 

And ict the Chriſtian go. | 
Baſ. Heere 1s the mony. _ 
For. Soft,the lew ſhall haveall juſtice,ſoft,nohaſte, 

He ſhall have nothing but the ty. 

Gra, O lew, an upright ludge, a learned I 
Por. 1 herefore prepare thee tocut off the fleſh, 

Shed thou no bloud,nor cutthou lefle nor more 

Bur juſt a pound of fleſh : if thou tak'it more 

Or leſſe then a juſt pound,be it ſo much 

As makes itlight or heavy in the ſubſtance, 

Or the deviſion of the twentieth part 

Of one ſcraple, nay if the {caledo 

Burt 1n te eſtimation of a TY 

Thou dieſt,and all thy goods are 
Gra, A ſecond Daniel, a Derietiew, 

Now infidell I have thee on the hip. 

Per. Why doth the Iew pauſe;take thy forfeiture. 
Shy. Give me my princi let me g0. 

Baſ. 1 have it ready for thee, heere it is. 

Per. He hath refus'ditiyrhe open Court, 


He ſhall have meerly and his 
Gra. A Deneel (til FT, s fecond Daniel, 


ng me thatword. 
Shy. Shall I not 


Por, Thou ſhalt havenothing burrhe 
Tobe taken ſoar thy perfll yew. © 

Shy. Why therrthe Devil give himgood of it: 
Tte ſtay nolonger queſtion. - Tn \ 
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Per, Tarry Iew, | Have by your wiſedome beene this day acquitted 
The Law hath yet another hold on you. Of greevous penalties, inlicu whereof, 
Itis enacted in the Lawes of Venice, Three thouſand Ducats due untothe Iew 
If it be proved againſt an Alien, We freely cope your curteous paines withall. 
That by «ire, or indirect attempts e-Frt. And (tand indebred over and above 
He ſceke the life of any Citizen, In love and ſervice to you evermore. 
The party 'gain(t the which he corh contrive, '| Por. He is well paid that is well ſatisfied, 
Shall ſcazc one halte his goods,the other halfe And l delivering you, am ſatisfied, 
Comes to the privy coffcr of the State, And therein dae account my ſelfe well paid, 
And the offenders lite lyes inthe mercy My mind was never yet more mercinary. 
Of the Duke onely, 'gainſt all other voyce. Ipray you know me when we meete againe, 
In which predicament I ſay thou ſtandlt : I wiſh you well, and ſo i take my leave.” 
For it appeares by manifeſt proceeding, Baſſ. Deare (ir, ot force [ mult attempt you further, 
Thar indirectly, and direRtly roo Take ſome remembrance ofus as atribuce, | 
Thou had conriv'd againſt the very life Not as a fee : grant me two things, b pray you 
Of the defendant : and thou haſt incur'd Not to deny ee, and to pardon me. X "y 
The danger formerly by me rehearſt. Por. You preſſe me farre, and therefore I will yeeld, 
Downe ther tore, and beg mercy of the Duke. Give me your gloves, lle weare them for your take, 
Gre. Begthat thou mailt have leave to hang thy ſelfe, | And for your loye Ile rake this ring from you, 
And yet thy wealth being forfeit to the ſtate, Doe not draw backe your hand, iletake no more,. 
Thou haſt not leftthe value of acord, And you inlove ſhall noc deny me this? 
Therc fore thou muſt be bang'd atthe ſtatescharge «| Baf. This ring good fir, alas it is atrifie, 
Dwk, That thou ſhalc ſee the difference of our ſpirit, | I will not ſhame my ſelferogive you this. / 
[ pardon thee thy life betore thou aske it ; Por, I will have nothing <lſc but onely this, 
For halte thy wealth, it is Anthonio's, Andnow methinkes I have a mind toit. ; 
The other halfe comes tothe generall ſtate, Baſ. There's more depends on this then on the valew, 
Which humbleneſſe may drive untoa fine. | The deareſt ring in Vetice will I give you, 
Por. | for the (tate, not for «Amhonio. ! And find it out by proclamation, | 
Shy. Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that, Onely for this I pray you pardon'me.' 
Youtake m, houſe, 'when youdoe takethe prop Por. | ſee fir you are liberall in offers, = 
That doth tataine my houſe : youtake wy lite Youtaught me firſt tobeg, - and now methinkes 
When you doe take the meanes whereby I live». | Youteach me how a begger ſhould beanſwer'd. 
Por, W hat mercy can yourender him Anthome? Baſ. Good fir, this ring was given me by my wie, 
Gra, A halter Grat#s, nothing elſe for Gods fake. And when ſhe put it on, the made me vow 
Ant. So plcaſe my Lord the Duke, and all the Court 1| That I ſhould neither fell, nor give, nor loſe it. 
Toquite the fine for one halte of his goods, Por. Thar (cule ſerves many men tofave their gifts, #4. 
Iam content ; fo he wiillet me have And if your wife be not a woman, 
The other halfe in uſe, to render it | | And know how well | havedeſery'd this ring, 
Vpon his death, unrothe Gentleman } Shee would not hold out enexy for ever | 
That lately ſtole his daughter. For giving it to me : well, peace be with you, Exexat. 
Two things provided more, that for this favour | Ant. My Lord Baſſanio, let him havethe ring, 
He picſentiy become a Chriſtian : | Let þis deſervings and my love withall 
The other, that he doe record a gift » | Be valuctl again{t your wives commandement. 
Heerein the Court of all he dyes poſleſt ' Baſ. GoeGraiens, run and over-tike him, 
Vnto his (oane Lerewze, and his daughter. . Give himthe ring, and bring bim if thou canſt 
Dwk. He ſhall doe this, or elſe I doe recant | Vato Anthenior houſe, away, make haſte. Exit Crats. 
The pardon that L late pronounced heere. Come, you and 1 will thither preſently, 
Por, Art thou contented Iew > what doſt tbou ſay ? | And in the morning carly will we both 
Shy. 1 am content, | Flye roward Belmont, come Anhonis. Exeunt. 
Por. Clake, draw a deed of gift, 
Shy. I pray yougive me leave to goe from hence, | Enter Portia, and Nerriſſa. 
I am nor well, fond che deed aficr mc, For. Enquire the ewes houſe out, give him this deed, 
And I will ſigne it. And let him ſigne it,we'll away to night, 
Dsk, Get thee gone, but doe it. And be a day before vur husbands home : 
. Gra. In chriltming thou (ſhalt have twogodfathers, This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 
Had | beene judge, thou ſhould(t have had tenmore, Enter Gratians. | 
Tobring thee to the gallowes, notto the font, Exit. | Gre. Faireſir, you are well ore-tane: » 
Dak, Sir | intrcat you with me home to dinner« My L. Baſevie upon more advice, 
Por. I humbly doe deſire your Grace of pardon, Hath ſent you heerethis ring, and doth inrreat 
I muſt away this night toward Padua, Your company atdinner, 
—_ , puny my nnd. Por. kg wcowes ware | 
Dwuk, I am lorry that your leyſureſcrves younot t His ring I doe accept moſt thankefully, 
| Anthonis greatific this gentleman, And (o | pray youtell him : furthermore, 
For in my mind, you are mych bound to him. I pray you ſhew my youth old Sbyleckes houſe. 
- SEEN pray y - 
Exit Duke and bu trame. Grati, That will I doe. 
| Baſſ. Moſt worthy gentleman, I and my freind: ” .. , Ner. Sir, I would ſpeake withyou: be : 
T . WET SS _—_ 


—_ 


182 


The Merchant of Venice. 


Tle ſee if I can get my busbands ring 

Which 1 did make him ſweareto keepe for ever. | 
Por. Thou maiſt I warrant, we ſhall have old ſwearing 

Tha: they did give therings away to men ; 

Bur weele out-facerhem, and out-ſweare them too : 

Away, make haſte, thou know'ſt where I will tarry- 
Nor. Come good fir, will you ſhew me tothis houſe. 


Exemnt. 


— 
G__ — 


- Aaui Quintus. 


”—— 


Enter Lorenzo and Iefſica, 

Lor. The moone ſhines bright+ 1n ſuch a night as this, 

When the ſweet winde did gently kafle thetrees, 
And they did make no noyic, in ſuch a night 
Trey/ms me thinkes mounted the Troian wall, 
And figh'd his ſoule toward the Grecian tents 
Where Creſſed lay that night. 

Hef. Taſach anight. 

Did Thisby fearefylly ure-trip the dewe, 
And ſaw che Lyons ſhadow cre himſclte, 
Aad ranne diſauayed away. 
Loren, In ſucha night 
Stood Dide with a Willow in her hand 
V ponthe wilde ſea bankes, and waft her Love 
To come againe to Carthage. 

Hef. In \uch a night 
Medea gathered the inchanted hearbs 
That did renew old Eſor. 

Loren, In ſach a night 
Did leſſica ſteale from the wealthy Tewe, 

And with an Vnthriit Lovedid runne from Venice, 
As farre as Belmont, 

leſ. And in ſuch a night. 

Did young Lorenzo (weare he lov'd her well, | 
Stcaling her ſoule with many vowes of faith, 
And ne'*re a true one. 

Loren. And in ſucha night 
Didpretty Jeſſica (like alictle ſhrow) 
Slander her Love, and he forgave it her. 

lef. 1 would out-night you did no body come : 
But harke, I hearethe footing of 8 man» 


Enter Meſſenger. 
Lor. Who comes ſo faſt in Gilence of the night ?, 
Mef. A friend. (friend ? 
Loren. Atriend, what friend ? your.name I pray you 
HMeſ. Stephans is my. name, and 1 bring word 
My Miſtreſſe will before the breake of day 
Be hcereat Belmont, ſhe doth ray about 
By holy croſſes where ſhe knerles and prayes 
For happy wedlocke houres. 
Loren. Who comes with her ? 
Meſe None but a holy Hermit and her maid : 
I pray you is my Maſter yet rezurn'd ? 
Lorex. He isnot, nor we have not heard from him, 
But go we in I pray thee Jeſſica, 
Andceremoniouſly let us 


repare 
| Some welcome for the Miſtredſe ofthe houſe. 


Emer Clowne. 
Cle. Sola, ſola : wo ha ho, ſola, ſola- 


——— 


Lorin, Who calls? 
('e.Sola,did you ſee M-Lorenzo, and M.Lorenza,ſola, 
Lor, Leave hollowing man, here. (fola. 
Clo. Sola, where, where ? 
Lor, Hecre? : 
Cle. Tell him ther's a Poſt come from my Maſter,with 
*his hoine full of good newes, wy Maſter wilibe here ere 
morning {weet lave. : 
Loren, Let's in, and there expe their comming» 
And yetno matter : why ſhould we goc in? 
My friend Stepheno (ignite pray you 
Within thc houſe, your Miftreſſe isat hand, 
And bring your muſique forth into thea + 
How ſweetthe moone-light fleepes upon tis banke, 
| Heere will we fit, and let the ſounds of Mi 'cxc 
Creepe in our cares ; ſoft ftilnes, and the night 
Become the rutches of {weet harmony : 
Sit Jeſſica, looke how the flocre of heaven 
Is thicke jnlayed w ith patterns of bright gold, 
T here's noc the ſmalle(t orbe w hich thou bcholdſt 
But in his motion like an Angell ſirg*, 
St] quiring 70 the ycung eyed Cherubins; 
Such harwony is in immortall ſoules, 
Bur u hiiſt 1 his muddy veſture of decay 
Doth greſly cloſe init, we cannot hearc it : 
Com hoe, and wake Diana with a hymne, 
With ſweeteſt tutches pearce your Miſtrefle care, 
And draw her home with muſicke. 
leſſi. lam never merry when I heare ſweet muſique» 
Play muck 
Loy. The reaſon is, your ſpirits are attentive: 
For doe but note a wilde and wanton heard 
Or race of youthfull and unhandled colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
| _ - _—_— condition of rheir bloud, 
they but heare perchance a trumpet ſound, 
Or any ayre of wulicke touch ther cares, 
You ſhall perceive them make a mutuall ſtand, 
Their ſavage cycsturn'dtoa modeſt gaze, 
By the ſweet power of mulicke : theretore the Poet 
Did faine that Orphews drew teares, fiones, and floods. 
Since naught ſo ſtockiſh, hard, and full of rage, 
Bur muſicke for the time doth change his nature, . 
The manthat hath no muſicke in himſclfe, 
Nor 1s net moved withconcord of ſweer ſounds, 
Is fic for treaſons, 1 s, and ſpoyles, 
| The motions of his ſpiritare dull asnight, 
And his affeRions darke as Erebws, 
Let no ſuch aan be truſted ; marke the muſicke. 


Enter Portia and Nerriſa. 


For, That light weſceis burning in my hall : 

How farre that little ca. dellthrow es his beames, 

So ſhincs a good deed in a navghty world, (dle? 
Ner, W he": the moone ſhowe we did not fee the cat» 
Per. Sudoth the greater glory dim the lefſe, 

Aſubſtirute ſhines brightly asa King 

Vnriila King bc by, and then his ltate 

Emprtics it 1. 45 dothaniniand brooke 

Into the n; co 04 waters : muſique, harke. Aluficks:” 
Nerv. It 1+ (06417 muticke Madam of the houſe. 
Po'- Noting is good | ſee without relpeR, 

Mechin> cs jt 1061nds muck iweeter then by day ? 
Ner. S ence bc{towes that vertne on 1t Madam, 
Fer. The Crow doth ling as ſweetly as the Larke R 

When 


_—_— 


| 


= 
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When —_— _ _ - _ . 
The Nightingale It ſhe 1d fing by day 
\When every Gooſe , would be thought 
No better a Mb Caf > n : 
How.many © on, {cafor 
Totherr right praiſe, and rrue perfeQon!: ah 
Peace, how the Moone fleepes with Endimion, 
And would not beawak'd 
Aunſicke ceaſes. 
Lor. That is the voyce, 
Or I am muchdeceiu'd of Portia. 
For. He knowes measthe blind a@ knouwes the Cuc- 
kow by the bad voyce ? were 
Loy. Decre Lady welcome home ? 
Por. We have beene praying for our husbands welfare 
Whichſpeced we hoperthe berrer tor our words, 
Are they return'd? 
Lor. Madam, they are not yet : 
But there 1s come a Meſfenger before 
Toignifie rheir comming. 
Por. Goe in Nervriſſa, 
Give order to my lexvants,that they take 
Nonote at alof our being abſent hence, 
Nor you Lorenzo, leſſica nor you. 
eA Tuckes ſounds. . 
Lor. Your husband is at band, I heare his Trumpet, 
We are no tell-tales Madarn, feare you not, 
. Por, This night me thinkes is bat the daylight licke, 
[tlookes a little paler, 'tis aday: © 
Such as the day is, when the Sun is hid. 


Enter Bgſſanio, «Anthonio, Gratians, and their 


Followers. 


Baſ. We ſhould hold day withthe Antipodes, 
If you would walke inabſcnce of the ſunne. 
For. Let me givelight, but lct me not belight, 
For alight wife doth make a heavy husband, 
And never be Beſſawe (o from me, 
But God fort all : you are welcome home my Lord. 
Baſ. I thanke you Madam, give welcome to my friend 
This is the man, this is Anthonio, 
Towhom I am fo infinitely bound. 
Per, You ſhouldinaliſcnce be much bound to hum, 
For as I heare he was much bound for you. 
| Azt. No more then Iam well acquirred of. 
Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our houle : 
It muſt ein other wayesthen words, 
Therefore [ ſcanc this breathing curteſie. 
Gra. By yonder Moone I ſweare you doe me wrong, 
Infaith I gave itto the Indges Clearke, 


| Would he were gelt that had it for wy part, 


Since you doe take it Love ſo muchat heart. 
+ A quarrell hoe _ —— ? 
«. About a hoope of Gold, a paltry Ri 
That ſhe did give me, whoſe Poeſic was 
For all the world like Cutlers Poetry 
Vpon a knife ; Love me, and leave me not. 

Nyer. What talke you of the Poeſie or the valew : 
You twore to me when I did give it you, 
tr —_— till the houre of death, 

t it ſhould lye with you.in your grave, - 
Though not for me, yet for your Ch oaths, 
You ſhould have beene reſpeRive and have kept it. 
Gave it a Iudges Clearke : but well I know 


” 


The Clearke will ne're weare haire en's face that had ir. © 


] Gre, He will, and ifheliveto bea man- 


p _ 
— 


Nor. It, ita Womanlive tobe a man. 

Gra. Now by thishand I gave it to a youth; 
A kind of boy, a lictle ſcrubbedboy, - 
No higher then thy (clfe, the tudges Clearke, 
A prating boy that begg'd it as a Fee, 
I could not tor my heart deny it him, 

Pay. You were too blame, I muſt beplaine with you, 
Topartſo lightly with your wives firſt gift, 
A thing (tucke on with oathes upon your finger, 
And ſo riveted withfaith unto your fleſh. 
I gave my Lovea Ring, and made him ſweare 
Never to part with it, and hcere he ſtands : 
I dare be {worne for him, he would not leave ir, 
Nor plucke it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world maſters. Now in faith Gratiane, 
You give your wife too unkind a cauſe of gricte, 
And twere to me I ſhould be mad atir, 

Baſ. Why | were beſt to cut myleft hand off, 
And {weare | loſt the Ring defending it. 

Gra. My Lord Baſſatio gave his Ring away 
Vntothe ludge that begg'd it, and indeed 


Deſery'd it too : and then the Boy hisClearke | 
That tooke ſome paines in writing, he begg'd mine, 
take ougbt 


And neither man nor maſter w 
+ Bur the two Rings. a 
Por. What ve you ? 
Not that I bopewitt you recale'd of me. - 
Baſ. If I could adde a lye untoa fault, 
I would deny it : but you ſce my finger 
Hath notthe Ring upon it, it isggone. * | 
Por. Andeven (o voide is your falſe heart of truth. 
By heavenT will ne'recome in your bed 
' Vntill Ifee the Rings 
Ner. Nor | in yours, till I againe ſee tine. 
Baſe. Sweet Portia, XxX 
If you did know to whom I gave the Ring, 
It youdid know for whom I gave the Ring, 
And would conceive for what [ gave the Ring, 
| And how unwilkingly I lett the Ring, 
When noughe wouid be accepred but the Ring, 


| You would abate the ſtrength of yourdiſpleaſure ? 


Por. If you had knowne the vertue oftheRing, 
Or halfe her worthineſle that gave the Ring, 
Or your owne honour to containe the Ring, 
Your would not then have parted withthe Ring : 
W hat man is there ſo much unreaſonable, 
If you had pleas'd to have defended it 
With any termes of Zeale : wanted the modeſty 
Tourge the thing held as a ceremony : 
N orr1ſ[a teaches me whatto beiceve, 
le dye for't, bur ſome Woman hadthe Ring ? - 
Baſ. No by mine honor Madam, by my foule 
No Woman had it, but a civill Doctor, 
W hich did refuſe three thouſand Ducates of me, 
And begg'd the Ring ; the which I did deny him, 


' | Andſuffer'd him to goediſpleas'd away : 


Even he that had held up the very life | 
Of my deere friend. Whar I ſay ſweet Lady? 
I was inforc'd to ſend it after him, 

I was beſet with ſhame and curtehe, 

——— — r—_ 

So much beſmeare jt. me good Lady, 

And by theſe bleſſed Candles of the night, 

Had you becne there, I thinke you would have begg'd 


Por, 


—_— 


ll —— 
—- 


The Ring of me, to give thee worthy Doctor, 
23 


— — 
i —— 
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Por. Letnotthat Doftor ere comeneere my houſe, 


Since he hath got the jewell that I loved, 

And that which youdid ſweare to keepe for me, 
«Wa, —_ as _—_ pou, 

He not deny him ing [ have, 

No, not my wage my busbands bed ; 
Know hia I ſhall, Iam well ſure of it. 

Lyc not a night from home. Watch me like A 
If you doenor, if I beleft alone, 

Now by mine honor which is yet mine owne, 
He have the DoRor for my bedfellow. 


Ner. And I bis Clarke ; therefore be well advis'd 


How you dor leave me to mine owne protection. 
Gra. Well, doe youſo : let not me take him then, 
For if I doe, ile marthe yong Clarkes pen. 
Ant. 1 amth'unhappy ſubje of thele quarrels. 
Por. Sir, grieve nor you, 
You are welcome  ramwnn> ng. 
Baſ. Portia, forgive me thiscentorced wrong, 
And in the hearing of theſe many friends 
I ſwearetothee, even by thine owne faire eyes 
Whercin [ ſce my ſelfe. 
Por. Marke you but that ? 
In both mine eyes he doubly ſees himſclfe : 
In each eye oneg{ſweare by your double elfe, 
And there's an oath of credit. 
Baſ. Nay, but heare me. 
Pardon thisfault, and by my ſoule I ſweare 
I never more will breake an oath with thee. 
Anth. I once did lend my body for thy wealth, 


rgus, 


Por. Sygeake not ſo groſſely, you arcall amaz'd; 
Heere is a letter, reade it at your 
It comes from Padua from Belarie. 
There you ſhall find that Portis was the DoRor, 
Nerriſſa there hes Clarke. Lorenzo heere 
Shall witneſſe I ſet forthas ſoone as you, 
And but ey'n now return'd: I have not yet 
Eutred my houſe. eAnrhonio you are welcome, 
And | have better newes in ſtore for you 
Than you expect : unſcale this letter ſoone, 
Therc you ſhall find three of your Argolies 
Are richly come our todainly. 
You ſhallnot know by.what itrange accident 
I chanced on this letter, 
Anth, 1am dumgbe. 
Baſ. Were you the Door, and Iknew you not ? 
Gra. Were you the Ciarke that isto make me cuckold ? 
Ner. 1, but the Clarke that nevex-meanes to doe 2t, 
| Vileſſe he live untill be bea mary 
Baſ. (Sweet Door) you ſhall be my bedfcllow, 
| When I am abſent, thenlye with my wife. 
Ant. (Sweet Lady) you have given me life and living 
| For heere I reade for certaine that wy ſhips 
| Are ſafely come to Rodes, 
| Por. How now Lorenzo? 
4 My Clarke hath ſome good comforts too for 
Ner. I, and ilc give them him without a 
There doe I give to yeu and /efſice 
From the rich lew, a ſpeciall deed _ 
After his death, of all he dyes poſlefl'd of. 


| 


you 


Which but for him that had _ husbands ring Loren, Faire Ladics you drop Mannainthe way 
Had quite miſcarricd. I dare be bound againe, Of ſtarved people. 
My ſoule upon the forfeir, that your Lord Por. It1s almoſt morning, - 
Wi'lnever more breake faith adviſcdly, And jet1 am ſure you are not ſatisfied 
Por. Then you ſhall be his _ give himthbis, Of theſe eventsat full. Let us goc in, 
| And bid him ir better then the ether, | And charge us there upon 1 ics, 
eAt. Hcere Lord Baſſanio, {wear to keepe this ring. ' And we will anfwerall things fai . 
Baſſ. By heaven ibis the lame TI gave the Door. Gra. Let it be lo, the firſt i 


Per. I had it ot him : pardon Baſſaris, 
For by this ring the DoRor lay with me. 

Ner. And pardon me my gentle Gratiano, 
For that ſame ſcrubbed boy the DoRors Clarke 


That my Nerrsſ« ſhall beſworne on, is, 
Whether till the next.night ſhe had rather ſtay, 
Or goeto bed, now beingrwo houres to day, 
But were the day come, 1 ſhould wiſh it darke, 


In liew of this, laſt night did lye with me. Till I were couching with the Doors Clarke, 
Grs, Why this is like the mending of high wayes Well, while live, Ile feare noother thing 
In Sommer, where the wayes are faire : So ſore, as keeping ſafe N#rriſe rivg. 
W hat, are we Cuckolds cre we have deſerv'd it? | FX xeat. 
FINIS, 
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eA tus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Orlando and Adam, 


Orlando. 

S685 1 remember Adew, it was upon this faſhion 
(E V bequearhed me by will, but a poore thouſand 
TAG Crownes, and as thou failt, charged my bro- 
ther on his bleſſing to breed me well : and 
begins my ſadnefle : My brother Iaques he keepes 
y of his profit; 

at home,or (to ſpeake 


there 
at choole, and report {| 


bexter, for beſides that they are faire with their feeding, 
they are taught cheir and to that end Riders 
deerely bir'd : but I (his brother) gaine nothing under 
him but growth , for the which his Animals on his 
dunghils are as much boundto him as I: beſides this no- 
thing that he fo plentifully gives me, the ſomething that 
nature gave me, his countenance ſeemes to take from 
me : he lets me feede with his Hindes, barres me the 
place of a brother, and as much as in him lyes,mives my 
gentility with my cducation. This is it Aders thar grieves 
me, and the ſpirit of my Father, which I rhinke 1s with- 
in me, begins to mutiny againſt this ſervitude. I will 
no longer endure it, though yet I know no wiſc remedy 
how to avoid it. 


Enter Olrver. 

Adam. Yonder comes my Maſter, your brother. 

Orlev. Goe apart eAdem, and thou ſhalt hcare how 
he will ſhake meup. 

0k, Now Sir, what make you heare ? 

Orla. Nothing : 1am not taught to make any thing. 

Oli, W hat marre you then fir ? 

Orla. Marry fir, I am helping you to marre that which 
= made, a poore unworthy brother of yours with id|c- 

c 


a Marry fir be better employed, and be naught a 
why, 

Orla. Shall I keepe your hogs, and cat huskes with 
them ? what prodigall portion havel ſpent,that 1 houſd 
come to ſuch penury ? 

Obs. Know you where you are fir ? 

Orts. O fir, very well : heere in your Orchard. 

Oh. Know you before whom fir ? 

Orla. I, better then him 1 am before, knowes me : 1 

now you are my eldeſt brother, and in the gentle con- 
dition of bloud you ſhould ſo know me : the courteſie of 
nations allowes you my better, in that you are the firſt 
borne, but the ſametradition rakes not away my bloud, 
were there twenty brothers betwixt us : I have as much 


ET 


| 


ger bruther the new Duke, and rhree or- foure loving | 
i ES 


of my father in me; as you, albeit I confeſle your com- 
ming before me is acerer to his reverence. 

Os. What Boy. (this- 

Orla, Come, come elder brother, you are too yong in 

O04. Wiltthou lay hands on ce villaine? 

Orla. 1 am no villaine : Iam the yongeſt forme of fir 
Rowland de Zojer, he was my father, and he is thrice a 
villaine that fayes ſuch a father begor vitaines: were thou 
thro, rilhie ther hd pl cuty range, for yin 
r , allthis ot ld cut , 
ſo, thou haft raild on thy felfe, 9-31 "'% 

Adam, Syveer Maſter be paticnt, for your Farhers re- 
membrance, teat accort. 

Ohs. Let me goc | ſay. I 


Orla. I will nottil! I pleaſe : yon ſhall heare me : my | 


father charg'd you in his will ro give me good educatt- 
on : you havetrain'd me like a pezant, obſcuring and 
hiding from me all gentleman-like qualieies : he fhirie 
of my father growes ſtrong in me, and I will no | 

endure it : therefore allow me wpmday ep as may 
comea gentleman, or give me the poore allottery my 
father Kit me by teſtamenc, with cha I'will gue buy my 


Oh. And what wil: thou doe ? beg when that is ſpent ? 
Well fir, ger you in. I will nor long be rroubled with 
you : you ſhall have ſome parr of your will, 1 pray you 
leave me. tp 

Orla. 1 willno further offend you, then becomes me 
for my good. 

Oli. Get you with him, you old dogge. 

eAdem, Is old dogge my reward: molt true, I have 
loſt my teeth in your ſervice : God be with my old ma- 
ſter, he would not haveſpoke fuch a word. Ex. Ort. Ad. 


Oh, Is it even fo, begin you to grow apon me? I will | 


phyſicke your ranckencfſe , and yet give no thouſand 
crownes neither : holla Dennz . 
Enter Dennu. 
Den. Calls your worſhip. 
Oti. Was not Charlesthe Dukes Wraftle heereto ſpeake 
with me ? | 
Den. So pleaſe you, he is heerear the doore, and im- 
portunes acceffe ro you. 
Oh. Call him in : *rwill be a good way : andto morrow 
the wraſiling 1s. 
Emer (barks. 


Char. Good morrow to your worſhip. 

Oti, Good Mounſicur Charles ; what'sthe new newes 
at the new Court ? 

Cher. There's no newes atthe Coorr fir, but the old 
newes: that is, the old Duke is banifhet by his yon- 


Lords 


tl 


nn On 


| 
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Lords have put themſclves into voluntary exile with 
him, whoſelands and revenues enrich the new Duke, 
therefore he gives them good leave to wander, 

Oli. Canyou tell if Roſalind the Dukes danghter be 
baniſhed with her Father ? 

Cha. O no; for the Dukes daughter her Coſen ſo 
loves her, being ever from their Cradles bred her, 
that he would have followed her exile, or have dicd to 
ſtay behin4 her ; ſhe is at the Court and no leſſe beloved 
of her Vncle, then his owne daughter, and never two 
Ladies loved as they doe. 

O45, Where will the old Duke live ? 

Cha. They ſay he is already in the Forreſt .of Arden, 
anda many merry men with him ; and there they live 
likethe old Robin Hoodof England : they ſay many yong 
Gentlemen flocke to him every day, and flect the time 
careleſly as they did in the golden world. 

Ols., What, you wraſtle romorrow before the new 
Duke? 

Charl. Marry docT fir : and I came to int you 
with a matter : I am given fir ſecretly nts that 
your yonger brother Orlando hath a diſpoſition to come 

dilguis'd againſt me to try a fall: ro morrow fir 1 
wraſtle for my credit, and he. that eſcapes me wirhout 
fome broken limbe, ſhall acquit him : your Erother 
is but young and tender, and for your love 1 would bee 
lothto foyle him, as I muſt for my owne honour if he 
come in: therefore out of my love to you, Icamehither 
to acquaint you withall, that cither you might ſtay him 
from his intendment, or brooke ſuch diſgrace well as hc 
ſhall runne into, in that it isa thing of his owne ſcarch, 
and altogether againſt my will. | 

Oh. Charles, I thanke thee for thy love to me, which 
thou ſhalt find I will moſt kindly requite : I had my 
ſelfe notice of my Brothers c heercin, and have by 
under-hand meanes laboured to difſwade him from it ; 
but he is reſolute. Ile tell thee Charles, it is the Alubbor- 

neſt yong fellow of France, full of ambition, anenvious 
emulator of every mans good parts,a ſecret and villanous 
contriver againſt me his naturall brother: cherefore uſe 
thy diſcretion, I had as liefe thou did(t breake his necke 
as his finger. And = wert ER to't; for if thou 
doſt him any ſlight diſgrace, or 1 oe not mightily 
grace ae thee, he will praftiſe y__ thee by 
poyſon, cntrap thee by ſome treacherous deviſe, and ne- 
ver leavethee till be hath tanethy life by ſome indireR 
meanes or other: for I aſſure thee, (and almoſt with 
teares I ſpeake it) there is not one ſo y and fo vil- 
lanous thisday living. 1 ſpeake but y of him, 
but ſhould I anathomize him to thee, as he 1s, I muſt 
rngy and weepe, and thou maſt looke pale and won- 


cr. 

Cha. 1 am heartily glad I came hither to you : if hee 
come to morrow, Ile give him his payment: if ever he 
gocalene againe, Ile never wraſtle tor prize more : and 


| ſo God keepe your worſhip. Exit. 


\ 06. Farewell good Charles, Now will I Qirre this 
Gameſter: I hope I ſhall ſceancnd of him; for my ſoule 
yetl know (nn 7 057 ws. more then he : yet 
'd, and yet learned, full ofnoble 

deviſe, of all Raw —y beloved|, and indeed 
ſomuchin the heart of the world, and "_y of my 
owne people, who beſt know him, that I am altogether 
iſpriſed : but it ſhall not be ſolong, this wraſtler ſhall 
cleare all : nothing remaines, but that I kindle the boy 
thither, which now Ile gee about. Exit. 


— 


Scana Secunda. 


— _—— —_— —  —— 


Enter Roſalind, and Chia, 


Cel. I pray thee Roſalind, ſweet my Coz, be merry. 

Roſe Deere (elia ; 1 ſhow more mirththen I am mi- 
ſtrefie of, and would you yet were merrier : unlefſe you 
could teach me to forgeta baniſhed father, you mult not 
my mee how to remember any extraordinary plea- 

ure. 

(#1. Heerein I ſcethou lov'ſt mee not with the full 
waight that I love thee ; if my Vncle thy baniſhed father 
had baniſhed thy Vncle the Duke my Father, fo thou 
hadſt beene {till with me, I could have taught my love 
to take thy father for mine ; ſo wouldſtrhou, if the truth 
of thy love to me wereſo righteouſly temper'd, as mine 


* 
_— 


- 15 to thee. 


Roſ. Well, I will forget the condition of my eſtate, to 
rejoyce in yours. 

Cel. You know my Father hath no child, but 1, nor 
none islike to have ; and trucly when he dics, thou fhalt 
be his heire? for!whathe hath taken away from thy fa- 
ther perforce, 1 will render thee againe in atfeRion : by 
mine honour 1 will, and when I breake that oath, lerme 
turne monſter : therefore my ſweet Roſe, my deare Roſe, 
be merry. ; 

Rof. From henceforth I will Coz, and deviſe ſports : 
let me ſee, what thinke you of _ in Love? 

Cel, Marry Iprethee doc, to make {port withall : but 
love no man in good carneſt, nor no further in ſportney- 
ther, then with ſafety of a pure bluſh, thou mailt in ho- 
nor come off againe. 

Roſ. What ſhall be our ſportthen? 

(#1. Letus fit and mocke the good houſwife Fortune 
_ = wheele,that her gitts may henceforth be beſtow- 

equally. 

Roſ. 1 would we could doe fo: for berbenefits are 
mightily miſplaced, andthe bountifull blind woman doth 
moſt miſtake in her gifts ro women. 

Cel. 'Tistrue, forthoſe that ſhe makes faire, ſhe ſcarce 
makes honeſt,and thoſe that ſhe makes honeſt, ſhe makes 
very ill fayouredly, 

Rof. hy now thou emu _ we ro = 
tures : Fortune reignes 1 gi world, not in 
lineaments of Nature. 


Enter (Towne, 

(el. No; when ane commer any 
ſhe not by Fortune fall into the fire ? though nature 
given us witto flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune ſent in 
this foole tocut off the argument ? 

Roſ. Indeed there is fortunetoo hard for nature, when 


fortune makes naturesnaturall, the cutter off of natures | 


wit. 

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortunes worke neither, 
but Natures, who perceiving our naturall wits too dull 
to reaſon of ſuch goddeſſes, ſcat this Naturall for 
our whetſtone: for alwayes the dulneſle of the foole, is 
the whetſtone of the wits. How now Witte, whither 
wander you? 

Clow, Miſtreſſe, you muſt come away to your father, 

Cel. Were you madethe meſſenger ? 

Cho.No by mine honour,but ences 


—— 


1 *-> = 


—_—— 
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Roſ. Where learned you that eath foole? 

Cle. Ofa cerraine Knight, that ſwore by his Honour 
they were good Pancakes, and ſwore by his Honour the 
Muſtard was naughe ; Now Ile ftand to it, the Pancakes 
were naughr, andthe Muſtard was 'good, and yet was 
notthe Knight forſworne . 

Cel. How prove youthat in the great heape of your 
knowledge ? ; 

Ref, 1 marry ,now unmuzzle you wifedome. 

Ch. Stand you both forth now : ſtroke your chinnes, 
and ſweare by your beardsthat 1 am a knave. 

Cel. By our beards (if we had them) thou art. 

Clo. By my knavery (ifI hadir) then I were: butif 
you {iveare by that that is not, you are'not for{worne:no 
more was this knight —q_ his Honour, for he ne- 
ver had any ; or it he had, he had ſworne it away before 
ever he ſaw thoſe Pancakes, or that Muſtard, 

Cel. Prethee, who is'tthat thou means't ? 

Clo. One that old Ferdericke your Father loves. 

Ref. My Fathers love is enough to honor him enough ; 
ſpeake no more of him, you'll be whipt tor taxation, one 


of theſe dayes. 
Cle. The more pitty that fooles may not ſpeake wiſe- 
ly, what Wiſemen doe fooliſhly. 


Cel. By my troth thou ſaieſt true : For, ſince the little 


wit that fooles have was filenced, the little foolery that | 
wiſe men have makesa great ſhew ; Here comes Moun | 


ficur Le Bew, 
Emter Le Bew. 


Roſ. Wirh his mouth full of newes. , 
Cel. Which he will pur on us, as Pigeons feed their 


young. 

Roſ. Then ſhall we benewes-cram'd. 

Cel. All the better : we ſhallbe che more marketable. 
Boon-jour Mounſier le Rew, what the newes ? 

Le Bes. Faire Princeſle, 

You have loſt much good ſport. 

Cel. Sport : of what colour ? 

Le Bew. What colour Madam ? How ſhall 1 anſwer 
you ? 

Roſ. As wit and fortune will. 

(%. Oras the deſtinies decrees. 

(el, Well faidgthat was laid on with a trowell, 

Ch. Nay, it I keepe not my ranke, 

Roſ. Thou looſeſt thy old {mell. 

Le Bew. You amaze me Ladies : I would have told 
you of good -wraftling, which you have lolt the fight of. 

Rof. Yet tell us the manner of the _—_ 

Le Bex. I will tell you the beginning : and if it (pleaſe 
your Ladiſhips, you may ſee the end, for the beſt is yer 
_ and heere where youare, they are comming to 

orme it. 

Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried. 

Le Bex, There comesan old man, and his three ſons. 

Cel. I conid matchthis beginning with an old tale. 

Le Bew. Three proper yong men,of excellent growth 
and preſence. 

Roſ. With bils on their neckes : Be itknowne unto all 
men by theſe preſents. 

Le Bex. The eldeſt of the three, wraſtled with {erik 
the Dukes Wralſtler, which Cherlerin a moment threw 
him, and broke three of his ribbes, that there is lirtle 
hope of life in him 3 So he ſerv'd the ſecond, and fo the 
third : yonder they lye,, the poore old man their Father, 


making ſuch pitrifulldole over them, that all the behol- 


Dr IT 


| ture would counfell you to a more<quall enterpriſe. We 


derstake his part with weeping, 

Rof. Alas. "+ 

Co. But what isthe ſport Mounſieur, that the Ladics 
have loſt > 

Le Bex. Why this that I ſpeake of, 

Clo. Thus men may grow wiſer every day. Ir is the 
firſt rime that ever 1 heard breaking of ribbes was ſport 
for Ladies. 

Cel. Or, I promiſe thee, 

Ro/. Butis thereanyelſe longsto ſeerhis broken Mu- 
ſickc in his ſides ? 13 there yet another doates upon rib- 
breaking? Shall we ſee this wraftling Coin? 

Ze Bex. You mult if you ſtay heere, for keere is the 
place appointed for wraſtling, and they arercady to per- 
forme 1t. 

Cel, Yonder ſurethey are comming. Let us now ſtay 
and (cet. 


Flouriſh. Enter Duke, Lords, Orlando, ( harks 
and eAttendantt. . - 


Dw#k, Come on, ſincethe youth will notbe intreated, 
His owne perill on his forwardneſle. 

Rof. Is yonder the man? 

Le Bew. Even he, Madam. 

Cel. Alas, he is tooyong : yet he lookes ſucceſſefully, 

D#. How now daughter,and Cofin : 
Are you crept hither to {ce the wraſtling ? 

Rof. IT my Licdge, fo pleaſe you give us leave. 

Ds. You will take little delight in it, I can tell you, 
there is ſuch oddes in the man : Inpitty of thec 
youth, I would faine diflwade him, but he will not be 
entreated. Speake to him Ladies, ſee.if you can move 


m. 
(*1. Call him hither good Mounſicur Le Bew. 
Dnk. Doe 10 : Ilc not be by. 


_—— 
————_— 


Le Bew. Mounſicur the Challenger, the Princeſſe calls 


Ou. 

Orla. I attend them with all reſpe& and duty. 

Ref: Young man , have you challeng'd Charles the 
Wraſtler ? 

Orl. No faire Princeſle : he is the general challenger, 
I come _ others doe, to try with him the ftrength of 
my youth. 

Cel, Yong Gentleman, i your ſpirits are too bold tor 


youryeares : you have {ecue cruell proofe of this mans | 


ſtrength, if you ſaw your {elfe with your eyes, or knew 
your {elte with your judgement, the feare of your adven- 


pray you for your owne ſake to embrace your owne ſafe- 
ty, and give over thisattewpt. 

Rofſ. Doe yong Sir, your reputation ſhall not therefore 
be miferifed ; we will makeit our ſuite tothe Duke,that 
the wraſtling mizht not goe forward. 

Orl. | beſeech you, puniſh me not with your harde 
thoughts, wherein I confeſie ine mach guilty tro deny ſo 
faircand excellent Ladies any thing. Bur let your faire 
eyes, and gentle wiſhes goe with me to iy triall; where- 
iniflbefoil'd, there is but one ſham'd thar was never 

ious : if Kid, bur one dead that is willing tobe fo: I 
doe my friendsno wrong, forT have none to la- 
ment me hs world no injury, forinit I bave nothing; 
onely in the world I fill upa place, which may be better 
ſupplyed, when I have made ir empty, 
Rof: The little ſtrength that I have, I would it were 


with you. 
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Cel. And mineto ecke out hers. Or. W hat paſſion hangs theſe waights upon my tongue 3 
Rof. Fare you well _ heaven T be deceiy'd in you» | cannot ſpeake to her, ewes Jconfarence. 
1 


Cel. Your _- _ with __ —— A — 
Char. Come, where is this yong gallant, that 1s 10 ner Le Be. 
defirous to lye with his mother end FE” O poore Orlands | thouart overthrowne 


. 5 will hath in it a more modeſt | Or Charles, or ſomething weaker maſters thee. 
q —_ _—_ fir, but his will hath in — _ _ _— dun = 
D#k. You ſhall try but one fall. Toleave this place ; Albeit you have deſerv'd 
Cha. No, I warrant your Grace you ſhall not entreat High commendation, true applauſe, and love ; 
him to aſecond, that have ſo mightily perſwaded him Yetſuchis now the Dukes condition, 


from a firſt, That he miſconſters all that you have done: 
Orla. You meanetomocke me aſter : you ſhould not | The Duke is humorous, what heis indecd 
have mockt me before : but come your wayes. m_ oy to _ —_— Ito _ = 
Reſ. Now Herenles, bethy ipeede yong wan, _ by n thanke you fir ; and pray on _—_ , 
Cel. 1 would 1 were inviſible ,to catchthe ſtrong - D _ of the two ——_ - o , 
; Ira . CIC was art 
wr + Oh x" yong man. Le Bex. Neither bo we judge by manners, 
Cel. Tf I had athunderbolt in mine eye, I can __ whack wo taller on = 3 
| 4 f. cr is er to. 
__ - 1;- -- no MOre. And heere detain'd by her uſurping Vncle 
k —_— I beſcech your Grace, I am not yet well = —_ _- i C - wa _— 
reath'd. ccrer then t ura : 
Duk. How do'ſt thou Charles? ButI cantell you, that of late this Duke 
Le Be. He _ ſpeake my Lord. _=_ _ dif plentare ng _ Neece, 
Duk, Beare him away : ounded upon no 0 
Wha thy name y a AW Bur that the people praiſe her for vertues, 
,_ Orlands my Liege, the yongeſt ſonne of Sir Row- { _ pitty ber tp her goed _ =; 
de Boyes, nd on my life hismalice y 
Dk, an iP chou had(t beene ſonne to ſome man elſe, | Will ſodainely breake : Sir, fare you well, 
SST 
t Idid find hi mine enemy : r c | . 
Thcu ſhovuld'it have better plcas'd me with this deed, Orl. 1 reſt much boundento you : tareyouwell, 
Had(ſt thou deſcended from another houſe : Thus muſt I from the ſmoake into the ſmother, 
But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth, From tyrant Duke, untoatyrant Brother, 
I would thou had'ſt rold me ot another Father, But heavenly Reoſaline. 
Exit. Duk, = 
Cel, Werel my _ _ would I doe this ? = —_ 7 — 
Orl. Tam more proud to be Sir Kowlands ſonne A. 
His yorgeſt ſonne, and would not change that calling SC&NG ertia 
To be adopted heire to Frearicke. | 
Roſ. My Father lou'd Sir Rowland as his ſoule, ps — 
Andall the world was of my Fathers mind, | Enter Celia, and Roſaline. 
r rave — PR—— — | Cel, Why Coſn, why Roſaline : Capid have mercy 
ve given cares unto entreatics, «, Why w : Carid have x 
Ere he ſhould thus have ventur'd, | Not a word > ; 


{e#. Gentle Coſcn, 
| Let usgoe thanke him, and encourage him : 
My Fathers rough ad envious diſpoſition 


Ref. Nor one to throw at adog. 
(*#. No, thy words are too precious to be caſt away 
upon curs, throw ſome of them at me ; come, lame me 


Stickes me at heart : Sir, you have well deſery'd, with reaſons. 
If you doe keepe your promiles in love, Roſ. Then there were two Coſens laid up, whenthe 
But juſtly as you have exccedcd all in promile, | one ſhould be lam'd with reaſons, and the other mad 
Your Miſtris ſhall be happy. without any. 
Roſ.. Gentleman, Cel. But is all this for your Father > 
Weare this for me : one out of ſuites with fortune Rof. No, ſome of it is for my childes Father : Oh how 
That could give _" bur that her hand lackes meane, | full of briers is this working day world. 
Shall we goe Coze Cel. T hey are but burs, throwne thee in 
(el. even well faire Gentleman, holiday bi if we walke ot in the redddenpaths, 


Orla. Can I not ſay, I thanke you? My better parts our ver =coates will catch them. 
Areallthrowne downe, and that which here lands up Roſ. | cents akechanyoree theſe burs are i | 


Isbut a quintine, a mecre liveleſſe blocke, | my heart. 

Roſ. Hecalls us backe : my pride fell with my fortunes | (7. Hemthem away. | 
Te aske him what he would : Did you call Sir ? Ry, 1 would try ifI could cry bem, and have him. 
Sir, ou have wraſtled well, and overthrowne Cel. Come, come, wraſtle with thy affeRions. | 
Morethen your enemies. Roſ. O they take wraltler then 

Cel. Will you goc Core? 4 wm h 


Rof. Have with you fare you well. _ Cel. O,a good withuponyou z you will try in time [1 


I — 


3 


—— 


| eAr3oubke i. 


189 


in deſpight of fall : but cuming theſe jeſtsour of ſervice, 


[ct us talc in good earneſt 2 Is it potlible onfuch 2 £0- 
daine, you ſhould fall into ſo ſtrong a liking with old Sur 
Keulavds yo.1gelt ſonne ? 

Roſ. The Duke my Father lov'd his Father deerely. . 

Cel. Doth it cherefore enſue chat you ſhould love his 
Sonne deerely ? By this kind of 4 I ſhould hate him, 
-b og father hatcd his father deerely ; yet I hate not Or- 
koſ. Nofaith, hate bim nor for my fake. 

({. Why ſhould I not ? doth he not deſerve well ? 


Emer Duke with Lord. . 
Ref. Let me love him for that, anddoe you love him 
Becauſe | doe. Looke, here comes the Duke. 
Cel, With his eyestull of anger. 
Dk, Miltris, diſpatch yoa with your ſafeſt haſte, 
And get you from our Court. 
Roj, Me Vockle | 
Euk, You Coſen, 
Witiuntheſe ten dayes if that thou beeſt found 
So necre our publike Court as twenty miles, 
Thoadieſt for it. 
Roj. I aoe beſcech your Grace 
Ler methe knowledge of my tault beare with me : 
f wich ay (clfe I hold intelligence,” 
Or have acquaintance with minc own defires, 
[f that I doc not dreame, or benot franticke, 
(As I dvetrult I amnor) then deere Voce, 
Never ſo much as inathoughr unborne, 
| Did | oftend your highneſſe, 
Duke. Thus docall Traitors, 
If their purgationdid conſiſt in words, 
They are as1nnocent as grace it {clfe 
Let it {Ace thee that I truſt thee not- 
Ref. Yet your miſtru(t cannot make mea Traitor ; 
Tell me whereo2 the likelihood depends ? 
Duk. Thou art thy Fathers daughter, there's enough, 
Roſ So was 1 when your highnetlc rooke his Dukdome, 
S@ was I when your highnefle baniſht him; 
Treaton is not inherited my Lord, 
Orif wedid derive ic from our friends, 
What's thar to me, my Father was no Traitor x 
Then good my Leige, miſtake me not ſo much, 
Tothinke my poverty is treacherous- | 
Cel, Deere Soveraigne heare me {peake. 
Dh, I ('elia, we ſaid her for your lake, 
Elſe had ſhe with her Father rang'd along. 
Cel, Idid notthen intreat to have her ſtay. 
It was your pleaſure, and your owne remorſe, 
I wastoo yong that time to value her, 
But noiy I know her : if ſhe be a Traitor, 
Whyfoam I; we ſtill have Nlept together, 
Roſe at an inſtant, learn'd, plaid, eaterogether, 
And whereſoere we went, like #nos Swans, 
Sull we went coupled and inſeparable. | 
Dk, Shee is roo ſubtile for thee, and her @oorhncs 
Her very filence, and her paticnce, 
tothe ny 94 94 pitty her : 
| Theuarta foole, the robs thee of thy name, - 
And thou wilt how more bright, and ſceme more vertu- 
When the 1s gone : then open rot thy lips, (ous 
Firme, and irrevocable is my doomve, 
Which I have paſt upon her, ſhe is baniſh'd. 
Cel, Pronounce that ſentence then on me my Leige, ' 
I cannot live out of her company. 


4 


| 


Dh. You area foole : you 'Neice provide your felfe, 
If you out-ſtay the time, _ mitons, f 
And in the greatneſſe of my word you dyc. 

Cel. O my poore Reſahiae, whither wilt chou goe ? 
Wilt thou change tather ? I will give thee mine : 
I charge thee be not thou-more gricu'd then 1 am, 

Ref. 1 have more cauſe. 

(+1. Thou haſt not Coen, 

Prethce be cheercfull ; know'ſtthou notthe Duke 
Hath baniſh'd me his daughter? 

Koſ. That he hath not. 

Cel. No, hath not? Reſalwmelackes then the love 
Which reacherfi thee thatthou and Lam one, 

Shall we be ſundred ? ſhall we part ſivcetgirle? 

No, let my Father ſceke another heire : 

Therefore deviſe with me how we may flye 
Whitherto goe, and what tobeare with us, 

And doe not fecke to take your charge upon you, 
Tobearc your griefes your {cife, and leave me out : 
For by this heaven (now at our forrowes pale ;) 

Say what thou cant, [le goe along with thee. | 

Ref. Why, whither ſhall we goe? 

Cel. Toſceke my Vocle in the Forreſt of Arden. 

Ref. Alas, whatdanger will it bero us, 

(Maidcs as weare) totravell {or farre? 
Beauty provoketh theeves ſooner then gold. 
(1. lle put my (elfe in poore and meane attire, 
+ —_ ——_ \mitch ay face, 
ike ou, ſo ſhall we paſſe along, 
And neverſte aſailants. ” 
Roſ. Were itnot better, 


k 


Becauſe that I am more then common tall, 


That Idid (uite me all points likea man, 
A gallant curtelax upon my thigh, 


A bore-ſpeare in my hand, and in my heart 
Lye there whac hidden womemetemoctmeuth 
Weele have a ſwafhing and a marſhall outfide, 
As many other manniſh cowards have, 
That doe outface it with cheir ſemblances. 
Cel. What ſhall I call thee when thouarta man ? 
Rof. le have no worſe anamethen /oves owne Page, 
And therefore looke you call me Ganimed, 
Bat what will you be call'd? 
Cel. Something that hath a reference to my ſlate : 
No longer (#4, but Aliens, 
Ref. But Coen, what if weafſaid to ſteale 
The clowniſh Foole out of youx Fathers Court : 
Would he not bea comfort to our travaile? 
Cel. Heelegoe alongore the wide world with me, 
Leaue me aloneto wooe him; Let"'saway 
And get our Iewels and our wealch together , 
Devilc the fitreſt rime, and ſafeſt way 


— O— 


Exit Duke,tfe. 


Tohide us from purſuite that will be made 

After my flight : now goe we in content | 

Toliberty, and not to baniſhment. Exennt. 
AtuSecundus. Scena Prima. 


| 


—_— 


© O— 


Emer Duke Senior : <Ampens, aud two or three Lord! 
F 


| orreſters, 
Dk, Sex. Now my Coe-mates,and brother incxile : 
Hath not old cuſtome made this life more ſweer 


1 


re 


_ —_— 


{ 
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Then that of painted pompe? Are nottheſe woods.. 
More free from perill Rake envious Court ? 

Heere fecle we not the penalty of Ade, 

The ſeaſons difference, asthe Icic phange 

And churliſh chiding of the winters winde, 

Which when it bitesand blowes upon my body 

Even till I hrinke with cold, I ſoule, and fay 

This is no flattery : theſe are counſcllors 

That feclingly perſwade me what 1 am: : 

Sweet are the vics of adverſity 

Which like the toad, ougly and venemous, 

Weares yet a precious lewell in his head : 

Aud this our life exempt-from publike haunt, 

Findes tongues in trees, bookes in the rifhning brookes, 
Sermons in ſtones, and good in every thing. 

Amen. 1 would not change it, happy is your Grace 
' That cantranſlate the tubbornneſle of fortune 

Into ſo quiet and ſo {ſweet a fule. 

Dak. Sen. Come, ſhall we goc and killus veniſon? 
And yet it irkes me the _ dapled fooles 
Being native Burgers of this deſert City, 

Should in their owne confines with forked htads 
Havethcir round hanches goard. 
I. Lord. Indeed my. | 
The melancholy Laqses grieves atthat, 
And in thatkind ſweares you doe more uſurpe 
Then doth your brother that hath baniſh'd you : 
To day my Lord of Amiens, and my (cite, 
Did ſtcale behind him as helay along 
Vnderan oake, whole anticke roope peepes out 
Vpen the brooke that brawles along this wood, 
To the which place a poore ſequeſtred Stag 
That from the Hunters ayme kad tanc a hurt, | 
{ Did come to ſh 3 and indeed my Lord 
The wretched aniwall heav'd forth ſuch groanes 
That thcir diſcharge did ſtretch his leatherne coat 
Almoſt to burſting, and the big round teares 
Cours'd one downe his innocent noſe 
' Inpictcous chaſe : and thusthe hairy toole, 
Much marked of the melancholly [aques, 
Stood on th'extremeſt verge of the ſwift brooke, - 
Augmenting it with teares. 
Dwk, Sen. But what faid /aques ? 
Did he not moralize this ſpectacle ? 

1. Lord. O yes, into a thouſand (imilies. 

Firſt, for his weeping into the needleſle ſtreame ; 
Poore Deere quoth he, thou mak'tt a teſtament 
As workdlingsdoe, giving thy ſum of more 

To that which had too much : then beingalone, , 
Left and abandoned of his velvet friend ; 

"Tis right quoth he, thus miſery doth part 

The Fluxe of company : anona carelefſc Heard 
Full of the , jumps along by him 31 
And never ſtayes to greet him : Iquoth /aque, 
Sweepe on you fat and greazy Cittizens, 

'Tis juſtthe faſhion ; wherefore doe you looke 
Vpon that poorcand broken bankrupt there ? 

Thus moft inveRively be pierceth through 

The body ofthe Country ,City,Court, 

Yea, and of this our life, ſwearingthar we 

Are meerc uſurpers, tyrants, and whars worſe 

To fright the Aximals, and to kill them up 

In their affign'd and native dwelling Hipoe: 

Dm. Sen, And _ you _ him in __ 

2. Lord. Wedid my Lord, weeping and commenting 
Vponthe ſobbing Deere, | 


0 


| Tloveto 


Dk. Sew, Show me the 

him in theſe its, 

For then he's full of matter. | 
I. Zor. Ile bring youto him ſtrait. 


” — 


Scana Secunds. 


—— — CC ———— 


Enter Dukg, with Lords. 


Dsk, Can it be poſſible that no.man ſaw them ? 
It cannot be, ſome villainesof my Court 
Are of conſent and ſufferance jn this. 

I. Lord, 1 cannot heare of any that did ſee her, 

The Ladics her attendants of her chamber 
Saw hera bed, and in the ing carly, 
They found the bed untreaſur'd of their Miſtris. 

2, Lord. My Lord;the royniſh Clowne,at whom ſo oft, 
| Your Grace was went tolaugh,isalſo miſſing: -. 

Hiſperiathe Princeſſe Gentlewoman ; 
Confeſles that ſhe ſecretly ore-heard £ 
Yourdaughter and her Coſen much commend 
The parts and graces of the W raſtler © 
That did but lately foile the ſynowy (berler, 
And ſhe belceves where ever they arc gone 


That youth is ſurely in CE epeny. 


Dak. Sendto his brother, 
If he beabſent, bring his Brother tome, 
Ile make him find him : doe this ſodainely ; 
And ler not ſcarch and inquiſition quaile, 
To bring againe theſe foolyſh runawayes. 


s, 


X xeun. 


Py H— 


——— 


Scena Tertia. 


——— - — —oC— 


Emer Orlands, and eAdam. 


on Who'sthere ? 
Aa. What my yeng maſter, oh my gentle maſter, 
Ohry ſweeteaiicr, Oyoumamory 
Of oldSir Rewlaed? why, what make you here ? 
Why are you vertuous > Why doe love you? 
And whercfore are you , ſtrong, and valiant ? 
Why would you be fo fond to overcome 
The bonay priſer ofthe humorous Duke ? 
Your prailc is come too ſwiftly home before you. 
Know you not Maſter, to ſome kind of men, 
Their graces ſcrve them butas enemies, 
No more doe yours : your vertues gentle Maſter 
Are ſanRiticd and holy traitorsto you : 
Oh what a woridis thi ECe focomely 
Envenoms him that beares it ? 

Orl. Why, whar'sthe matter ? 

Ad. O unhappy youth, 
Come not withthete doores : within this roofe 
The cnemy of all your graces lives 
Your brother, no, no brother, yetthe ſonne 
(Yetnetthe ſon, I will not call him ſon) 
Of him 1 was about tocall his Father, 
Hath heard your praiſes, and this night he meancs, 
Toburne the lodging where you ule to lyc, 
And you within it : if he faile of that 


— 


—  —  — 


__ 


V_ 


| Be comfort to my age ; here is the 


eA. _-—_ like it. 
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He willhave other meanes to cut you off ; 

{ loverhcard him : and his praQtifes : 

This is no place, this houſe 1s bur a butchery ; 

Abborre it, feare it, doe nor enter it. 
Orl. Why whither 4Ada#» would'ſtthou have me goe? 
Ads. No matter whither, for you come not here. 
Orl. What, would'!t thou have me goe and beg my 


Or with a baſe and boiſtrous Sword entorce (tood, 
A theeviſh living onthe common rode ? 
This 1 muſt doe, or know not what to doe : 
Yetthis I willnot doe, doc how I can, 
I rather will fſubje&t me tothe malice . 
Ofadiverred blood, and bloudy b,other. 
eAda. Bur doe notſo : Ihave five hundred Crownes, 
The thriſty hire 1 ſaved under you father, 
Which I did ſtore to be my foſter Nurſe, 
When ſervice ſhould in my old limbes lye lame, 
And unregarded age in corners throwne, 
Takethat, and he that doth the Ravens feede, 
Yea providently caters for the Sparrow, 
gold, 
All this I give you, let me be your {crvant, 
Thongh I looke old, yetT am ſtrong and luſty ; 
For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot, and rebellious liquors in my bloud, 
Nor did not with unbaſhfull forchead wo e, 
The meanes of weakenefle and debility, 
Theretore my age is a$sa luſty winter, 
Froſty, but kindly ; ler me goe with you, 
[le doe the ſervice of a y man 
In all your buſineſſe and neceſſities. 
Orl. Oh good oid man, how well in thee appeares 
The conſtant ſervice of the antique world, 
When ſervice {weate for duty, not for meede : 
Thouart not for the faſhion of theſe times, . 
Where none will ſweate, but for promotion, 
And having that doe cheake their (ervice up, 
Even with the having, itisnot ſo with thee : 
But poore old man, thou prun'ſt arotten tree, 
That cannot {o much asa bloſſome yeeld, 
In lieu of all thy paines and hasbandry, 
But come thy wayes, wee!e goe along together, 
Andere we have thy youthfull wages ſpent, 
Weele light upon ſome ſetled low content. 
Ada. Maſter goc 0n,and I will follow thee 
Tothe laſt gaſpe with truth and loyalty, 
From {eventy yeeres, till now almoſt foureſcore 
Here lived I, but now hive here no more, 
At ſeventcene yeeres, many their fortunes ſerke 
But at foureſcore, it istoo late a weeke, 
Yet fortune cannot reco me better 
Then to dye well, and not my Maſters debter . E&xexnc, 


——— __——— 


Scaena Quarta. 


Enter Roſaline for Ganimed, Celia for Aliena, and 
Clawne, alias T onchſtone. 


Reſ. O Iupiter, how merry are my ſpirits ? 
L. Icarenot for my ſpirits, it my legges were not 
eary, 
Roſe ; ee OT, opens my mans 
apprrell, and to cry likea [woman $ but 1 muſt comfort 


LO 


—_— 


the weaker veſſeIl, as doubtl-tand hoſe oughtto ſhow it | 


(clte coragious to ry-coate : 7 wood 
pet e : therefore couraze 
ki hn. DJ o , 3 b 


Cel, I pray you beare with me, Icangoe no fur- | 


ther. . 

Clo. For my part, T had rather beare with you, then 
beare you :yet | ſhould beare nocrofſe if 1 did beare you, 
for I thinke you have no money in your purſe. 

Roſ. Well, this is the Forreſt of p 4 wh 


Cle. I, now am I in Arden, the more toole I, when 1 | 


was at home 1 was in a better place, but Travellers muſt 
be conteat. 


Enter Corin, and Silvins, 


Ref. 1, be ſo good Towchfone ; looke you, who comes 
here, a yong man and arj old inſolemnetalke. 

Cor. That 1sthe way to make her ſcorne you ſtill, 

Sil, Oh (rin, that thou knew'ſt how I doe love her. 

( «r. 1 partly gueſſe : for 1 have lov'd cre now. 
Si. No Corin, being old, thou canſt not gueſle, 

Though in thy merry waſt as true a lover , 
As ever (igh'd upon a midnight pillow :; 
But if thy love wereerelike to mine, 
As ſure1thinke did never man love fo : 
How many actions moſt ridicalous, 
Haſt thou beene drawne to by thy faataſie ? 

{ #r. Intoa thouſand that I have forgotten. 

Sil, Ohthoudidſt then never love 5 barrily, 
If thou remembreſt not the lighteſt folly, 
That ever love did make thee runne into, 
Thou haſt not lov'd. 
Or if thou haſt notſate as I doe now, 
Wearying thy hearer in thy Milſtris praiſe, 
Thou haſt notlov'd. 
Or if theu haſt not broke from company, 
Abruptly as wy paſſion now makes me, 
Thou haſt not lov'd. 
O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. Exennt, 

Roſ. Alas poore Shepheard! ſearching of their wound, 
I have by hard adventure found mine owne. 

Cle. And I mine : I remember when I was in love, I 
broke my ſword upon a ſtone, and bid him take that tor 
comming a nights to /ave Smile, and I remember the ki(- 
ſing of her batlet, and the Cowes dugs that her pretty 
chopt hands hadmilk'd ; and 1 remember the wooing 


of a peaſcad inſtead of her, from whom 1 tooke two | 


cods, and giving her them againe, faid)with weeping 
teares,weare theſe for my ſake : we thatare true Lovers, 
runne into ſtrange capers ; but asall is morrall in nat-re, 
ſo is all nature in love, morrall 1n folly, 
Roſi Thou {| ny wiſer then thou art ware of. 
Cle. Nay, I ſhallne*re be ware of mine owne wir, Gll 
I breake my pry = 
Rof. love, Jove,this Shepheards paſſion, 
Is much upon my faſhion! *T 
(fs, And mine, but it growes ſometing fiale with 
me. 
(et. 1 ou, one of you queſtion yon'd man, 
If he for gold will givcus any foode, 
I faint almoſt rodeath. 
Cl. Holla ; 
Rof. Peace foole, he's not thy kiaſman. 
{'or. Who cals? 
Ch. Your betters Sir. 
Cor. Elſe are they very wretched. is 


—— 


| 


—_—_— 
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eAs you like it. 


Rof. Peace I ſay ; good even to you friend. 
Cor. And to you gentle Sir, and to you all. 
Rof. I prethee Shepheard, if that love or gold 
Can inthis deſert place buy entertainment, 
Bring us where we may reſt our ſelves, and feed : 
Here's a yong maid with travaile much opprefſled, 
And faints for ſuccour, 
Cor. Faire Sir, I pitty her, 
And wiſh for her ſake more then for mine owne, 
My fortancs were more able to releeve her : 
But I am ſhepheard to another man, 
And doe not ſheere the Fleeces that I graze ; 
My maſter is of churliſh diſpoſition, 
And little wreakesto find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hoſpitality. 
Beſides his Coate, his Flockes, and bounds of fcede 
Arenow on fale, andat our ſheep-coat now 
By reaſon of his abſence there is nothing 
That you will feed on : but what is, come ſec, 
And in my voyce moſt welcome ſhall you be, 
Ref. What is he that hall buy his flocke and paſture? 
Cor. That yong Swaine that you ſaw hcere but cre- 
while. | 
Tharlittle cares for buying any thing. 
Rof. I pray thee, if it ſtand with honeſty, 
Buy thou the Cotrage, paſture, and the flocke, 
And thou ſhalt have to pay for it of us. 7" "0 
Cel. And we will thy wages: 


{ I like this place, and willingly could 


Waſte my time in it. 

Cor, —_—_ the thing isto be ſold: 
Goe with me, if you like upon report, 
The ſoile, the profit, and this kind of life, 
I will your very faichfull Feeder be, 


And buy it with your gold right ſodainely. Exeunt. 


Scena Quinta, 


Enter, Amyens, Iaques, ard others. 


Pnder the greene woed tree 
who loves to lye with me, 
And turne bis merry Note, 
unto the ſweet Birds thy ote : 
Come hither, come hither, come hither : 
Heere ſhall he ſee no enemy, 
But Winter and rough Weather, 


Taq. More, more, I prethee more. 
Amy. It will make you melancholly/ Mounficur Jaqnes 
Tag. I thanke it : More, I pxethee more, 
I can ſucke melancholly out azatong, 
As a Weazel ſuckesegpes : More, I prethee more. = 
eAmy. My voyce is ragged, I know I cannot pleaſe 
YOu. | x 
Tag. I doe not defige you to pleaſe me, 
I rr mode wi , 
Come, mere, another ſtanzo : Call you'em anzo's? 
Amy. What you will Monnſicur Jagses. 
Tag. Nay, I carenot for their names, they owne mc 
nothing. Will you ſing. 
e Hm... More at your requeſt, then to pleaſe my ſelfe. 
lag. Well then, if ever 1 thanke any man, le thanke 


j you : burttatthey call complement is like ch'encounter 


of two dog-Apes. And when a man thankes me hartily 
methinkes 1 bave given hima peny, and he renders me 
the beggerly thankes. Come fing ;and you that will noe, 


hold your tongues. 
e-Zmy. Well, Ilecndthe ſong. Sirs, cover the while, 
beene all 


the Duke will drinke under this tree ; he bath 
this day tolooke you. 

1aq. And Thavebeeneal! this day to avoyd him : 
He is toodiſputeable for my company : - 
I thinke of as many mattersas he, but I give 


Hcaven thankes, and make no boaſt of them. 
Come, warble, come. 


Song. Altogether heere. 
tWho doth ambition ſounne, 
and loves to lvyes'th Suu, 
Seeking the food he eates, 
and pleas d with what he gers : 
Come hither, come hither, come hither, 


Heere ſhall he ſee. 


14g. lle give youa verſe tothisnote, | 
That I made yeſterday indeſpight of my invention, 
Aym. And ile ling it. 
lag. Thus it goes. = 
If it doe come to any man true Aſſe : 
Leaving renal e, 
A Flubborne will to 4 
Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame : 
Heere (hall he ſee, groſſe fooles as be, 
eAnd if he will come to me. 


eAjm. What's that Ducdame ? 
lag. 'Tisa Greeke invocation, to call fgoles intoacir- 


| cle. lie goe ſleepe if Ican: ifI cannor, le raile againſtal 


the firſt berne of Egypt. 
eAym. Aud Ile goe ſecke the Duke, 


His banketis prepar'd. Excun. 


Scena Sexta. 


mn —————_—_ 


ee em 


Enter Orlando, and «Adam. 


a—} ſire 


eAdaw. Deere Maſter, 1 can goe no further : 
O I dye for food. Heere lye I downe, 
And meaſure out my grave. Farwell kind maſter. 

Orl. Why how now Adam? No heart inthee! 
_ alitrle, —_— lictle, cheere thy ſclfe alittle. 
It this uncouth Forreſt yeeld any thing ſavage, 
I will either be food for it,or i infor foode tothee: 
Thy conceite is neerer death, thenthy powers. 
For my ſake be comfortable, hold death a while 
At the armes end: 1 will heere be withthee preſently, 
And if I bring thee not ſomething to cate, 
I will give thee leave todye : but if thou dieſt 
Before I come, thou art a mocker of my labour. 
Well faid, thou look'ſt cheerely, | 
And lle be with thee quickly : yet thou lieſt 
Inthe bleake ayre. Come, 1 will bearethee 
To ſome ſhelter, and thou ſhalt not dye + 
For lacke ofa dinner, 
If there live ——__ this Deſert, ©- * 


Cheerely good 4 Exeunt- 
Scar 


C_ 


= _— 


. 
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eA's.you like it. | 19] | 
——_ h 4s -—_ mc in my wo : Give me p_ (0 
, To ll through and through 
Scana Septima. Cleaterhe fan bode ay infected world, 


ines | If they will patiently receive my medicine. 
— } Ds. Sen. Ren I —_— what thon wouldſt do. 


Emer Dukg Sm. & Lord, luke ont-lawes. | Jaq, What, fora Counter, would I do,but good? 

Ds. Sen. I thinke he be transform'd.intoa beaſt, Dx. Sen. Moſt miſchecuous foule fin, in chiding fin ; 
For 1 can no where finde him, like a man, For thou thy ſelfe haſt bena Libertine, 

1. Lord. My Lord, heis but even now gone hence, As ſcnſaall as the brutiſh Ring it ſelfe, 

| Heere was he merry, hearing ofa Song, Andallth'imboſled ſores, and headed evils, 

Ds. Sen. If hecompatt of iarres, grow Muſicall, That thoa with licenſe of free foot haſt caught, 
\We ſhall have ſhortly diſcord in the Spheares : Would'{t thou diſgorge into the generall world. 
Goſceke him, tell himT would ſpeake with him. Tag. Why who cries out onpride, 

That can therein taxe any private partie : 
Enter Taques. Doth it not flow as hugely as the —_ 


1. Lord. Heſaves my labor by his owne approach. | Till that the wearie verie meanes do ebbe. | 
Ds. Sex. WEED now Monſicur, what a life is this | What woman inthe Citie dol name, 


That your poore friends muſt woo your companic, When that I fay the Cittie woman beares | 
What, you looke merrily. The coſt of Princes on unworthic ſhoulders ? | 
lag. A Foole,a foole : I met a foole i'th Forreſt, Whocan come in, and ſay that I meanc her, 
A motley Foole (a miſerable world:) When ſucha one as ſhe, ſuch is her neighbour ? 
As I do live by food, met a foole, . Or what is he of baſeſt funRion, 
Who laid him downe, and bask's him inthe Sun, Thar ſayes his braverie is not on my colt, [1 
And rail'd on Lady Fortune ia good termes, Thinking that I meanchim, but therein ſuites 
[n good ſer termes, and yet a motley toole. Hisfolly to the mettle of my = 
Good morrow foole (quoth 1: ) no Sir,quoth he, There then, how then, what then,let me ſee wherein | 
Call me not foole,till heaven hath ſent me fortune, My tongue hath wrong'd him : if it do him right, 
And then he drew a diall from his poake, . Then he hath wrong'd himſelfe : if be be free, 
And looking on it, with lacke-luſtre eye, | Why then my taxing like a wild-goeſe flies 
Saycs, very wiſely, itistenaclocke : Vnclaim'd of any man. But who comes here? 
Thus we may ſee (quoth he) how the world wagges: 
'Tis but an houre agoe, ſince it was nine, Enter Orlando. 
And after one houre more,'twill becleven, . Orl, Forbeare, and cateno more. 
And ſofrom houre to houre, we ripe, and ripe, lag. Why lI kavecate none yet. | 
Andthen from houre to houre, we rot, and rot, Orl. Nor ſhalt not, till neceſlitic be ſeru'd. | 
And thereby hangs a tale. When did heare lag. Of what kinde this Cocke come of ? 
The motley Foole, thus morall on the time, Ds. Sen, Artthou thus. bolden'd man by thy diſtres? 
” | —R_ n tocrow like Chanticleere, Or elſc a rule deſpiſer of good manners, 
That Fooles ſhould be ſodeepe contemplative : That in ciuility thou ſcem'ſt ſocmptie? 
- And 1did laugh, fans intermiſſion | Orl. Youtouch'd my veineat firit,the thornie point 


Aa houre by his diall, Ohnoble foole, 


Of barediſtrefle, that hath tane from me the ſhew 
A worthy foole : Motley'sthe onely weare. 


Of ſmooth civilitic : yetam I in-land bred, 


Ds, Sex. - What foole isthis? , And know ſomenourture : Bnt forbeare, I ſay, 
1 laq. O worthic foole : One that hath bin a Conrtier | Hedies that touches any of this fruite, . 
And ſayes, if Ladies be but young, and faire, Till I, and my affaires are anſwered. 
They havethe gift to know it : and in his braine, lag. And you willnot be anſwer'd with reaſon, 
Which isas dry asthe remainder bisket | I muſt dye. | 
After a voyage : He hath —_—_— cram'd | Dm. Sen. What would you have? 
With ebſervation, the which he vents Your gentlenefle ſhall force, more then your force 
ee! In mangled formes. O that I were a foole, | Moveusto gentleneſle. 
| lam ambitions for a motley coat. { Ori. Ialmeſtdic for food, and let mehave it. 
Ds.Sen. Thou ſhalt have one. Ds. Sex. Sit downe and feed, & welcome to our table 
ot Tag. It is my onely ſuite, Orl. Speake you ſo gently? Pardon me I pray you, 
Provided that you weed your better judgements | I chought thar all things had beefic ſavage heere, 
Ot all opinion that growes ranke inthem, And therefore put I on the,countenance | 
's Thatlamwiſe. I muſt have liberty Of ſterne command'ment. But what cre youare | 
Withall, as large a Charter as the winde, That in this deſert inacceſſible, 
To blow 6nwhom I pleaſe, for ſo foeles have : Vnder the ſhade of melancolly boughes, 
And they that are moſt gauled with my folly, Looſe, and negle the ing houres oftume? 
They moſt muſt laugh : And why fir. maſt they (@? If ever you have look'd on dayes : 
The why is plaine, as way to Pariſh Church : ifever where bels have knoll'd to Church ; 
He, thata fooledoth very wiſcly hit, If ever ſate at any good mans feaſt : | 
Doth very fooliſhly, although he ſmart . - -* | Ifeverfromyoureye-lids wip'd ateare, 
Sceme ſenſeleſſe of the bob, If not, | And know what*tisto pittie, and be pittied : 
The Wiſe-mans folly is anathomiz'd Lergentleyefſe my ſtrong enforcement be, ® | 
| Even by the ſquandring glances of the foole. Inthe which hope, I buſh, = hide wy Sword. 


 _ 
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; eAxyoulike it 


Ds. Sen. Truc is it, that we have ſcene bertet dayes, 
And have with holy bell bin knowld co Churchb, 
IS 

s, t : 
And therefore fir A in e; 
And take upon command, what helpe we have 
That to-your wanting may be minittred, 

Orl. Then but forbcare your food alittle while : 
Whiles (like a Doc) I goto finde my Fawne, 
And give it food. There isan old poore man, 
Who after me, hath many a weariec 
Limpt in pure love : till he be firſt ſuihic'd, 
Opprelt with two weake evils, age, and hunger, 
I will not touch a bir. | 

Ds, Sen. Go finde him our, 

And we will nothing waſte till you returne. 


Orl. Ithanke ond be bleſt for your good comfort. - 


Ds. Sen. Thou ſceſt ,weare not all alone unhappic ; 
| This wide and vniverſall Theater 
Preſcnts more wofull Pageants then the Sceane 
Wherein we play in. 
Ia. Allthe world'sa ſtage, 

And all the men and women, meerely Players; 

They have their Exits and cheir Entrances, 
And 6ne man in his time plaics many parts, 

His AR being ſeven ages. Ar firſtthe Infant, 
—_ ing in the Nurſesarmes : 

fry Po un xn aps Herr rg 
And ſhining morning face, creeping like 

illingly to ſchoole. And ms Lover, 

Sighing liks Furnace, with a wofull ballad 
Madeto his Miſtrefle eye-brow. Then a Soldier, 
Full of ſtrange oathes, and bearded like the Pard, 
Ielous in honor, ſodaine, and quicke mquarrell, 
Secking the bubble R 

Even in the Canons mouth ; the Tuſtice 
In faire round belly, with good Capon lin'd, 

With eyes ſevere,and beard of formall cut, 

Fall of wiſe ſawes, and moderne inſtances, 

And fo he playes his part. The Gxtage ſhifts 
Into the leane and ſlipper'd Pantaloone, 

Wirth {j cs on noſe, and pouch on ſide, 

His yeuthfull hoſe well ſav'd, a world too wide, 
For his (hirunke ſhanke, and his bigge manly voyce, 
Turning againe toward childiſh trebble pipes, : 
And whiltles in his ſound. Laſt Sccne of all, 

That ends this ſtrange eventfull hiſtoric, 

Is ſecond childiſhnefle, and meere oblivion, 

Sans teeth, ſans eyes, {ans taſte, ſans every thing. 


Enter Orlando with «Adam. 

D#.Sev. Wclcome :ſct done your vencrable burthen, 
and let him feed. 

Orl. I thanke you md{t for him. 

Ad. So had you neede, , 
I ſcarce can ſpeake to thanke you for my ſelfe. 

Ds, Sen. Welcome, fall too: I will not trouble you, 
As yetto queſtion you about your fortunes : 
Give us ſeme muſicke, and good Cozcn, ſing. 


Heigh ho, fing heigh be, unto the greene holy, 

Mol mend ip 6 emtng mel Loving ,neere folly: 
The beigh ho, the holly, 
This Life is moſt tally, 


Freizs, freize, thou bitter rhie that deft not bight ſo nigh 

Tho hens ſting is not ſo ſhary# 
the waters [1 "© 0 

by jay rr an , 


Heigh bo, ſing oc. 


Duke Sen, If that you were the good Sir Rowlands ſon, 
As you have — faithfully you were, 
And as mine eye doth his ctfigies witzeſle, 
Moſt truely linin'd, and living in your face, 
Be truely welcome hither : I am the Duke 
Thatloy'd your Father: the rcficuc of your fortune, 
Go tomy Cave, and tell me. Good old man, 
Thouart right welcome, as thy Maitcr is ; 
__—_ him by the arme : give we your hand, 
And letmeall your fortunes underſtand. 


* 


Exenn, 


eAtus Tertis. Scene Prima, 


—_—  — 


| 


| 


Enter D whe, Lords, & Olroer. 
Ds#.Not ſee him ſince? Sir ,fir, that cannot be : 

But were 1 not the better part made micrcic, 
I ſhould not ſee an abſentarg:ment 
Of my revenge,thou preſent : but looke to it, 
Finde out thy brother whereſcere he is, 
Sceke him with Candle ; bring him dead, or living 
Within this tweluemcneth, or turne thou no more 
To ſeceke a living in our Territoric. 
Thy Lands and all things that thou doſt call thine, 
Worth ſeizure, do we {r1zE into our 
Till thou canit quit thee by thy brothers mouth, 
| Of what we think e againſtthee. 

01. Ohthat your Highnefleknew my heart inthis : 
I never lov'd my brother in my life. 

Dake. More viliaine thou. Well, puſh him our of dores 
| Andlet my officers of ſuch a nature 
| Make an extent upon his Fouſe anc Lands : 


Do this expedicntly, and turne him going. Exenn, 


_—_— 


Scena S.cunda. 


Enter Orlando. 

Ort. Hang there my verſe, in witneſſe of my love, 
And thou thrice crowned of night ſurvey 
With thy chaſte eye, from _ heare above 
Thy Huncrefſc name, that my lik doth ſway- 
O Roſalmd, theſe Trees ſhall be my Bookes, 
And in their barkes my t lle charracer, 
That every eye, which in this Forreſt lookes, 
Shall ſee thy vertue witneſt every where 
Run,run Orlands, carve on every Tree, 
The faire,the chaſte, and unexpreſſive ſhe. 


Emer Corin & C lowne. 


fx. 


| Co. And how 


like youthis ſhepherds life Me Towrhfone? 


— A. 


— 


As youlike it, 


| 95 


Clow. Trucly Shepheard , in reſpec of it ſelfe, ir is2 
o00d life ; bur in reipeRt that it 13 aſhepheards lite, 17 15 
naught. Inre{peR that iris ſolitary, Tlike ir very welk: 
but in re{peA that it m_+ isa very vild life. Now 
in reſpeR it is in the belds, it pleaſerh me weil: burn 
reſpeRiitis not inthe Court, it1s tedious, As iris afpare 
life (looke you) it firs my humor well : but asthere 35nO 
more plentic init, it much againſt my flomacke- 
Has't any Philoſophic 11 thee ſhephearc? 

Car, No more, but that I know the more one :ckens, 
the worſe at caſe he1s : and that bee that wants mony, 
meanes,and coritenty 1S without three good friends. That 
the properrie of raine 15 to wet, and hre to burne ; That 

ood paſture makes far ſheepe : and that a great cuuſe of 
the night, islacke ofthe Sunne ; That hee that hath lear- 
ncd no wit by Nature, nor Arr, may complaine of good 
brezding, or comes of a very dull kindred. 

Clo. Such a one is a naturall Philoſopher : 

Was'rever in Court, Shepheard ? 

Cor. No truly, 

(ls, Then thou artdamn'd. 

Cor. Nay, I hope. 

{b. Truly thou artdamn'd; like an ill roaſted Egge, all 
on one ſide. 

(ar. For not being at Court ? your reaſon. 

Col. Why, if thou never was'tat Court, thou never 
faw'it good manners: if thou never ſaw'{t good manners, 
then thy manners muſt be wicked, and wickednes' is fin, 
and =_ damnation: Thouart ina parlous ſtate ſhep- 
heard, 

Cor. Not a whit Tow:hftone,thoſe that are good maners 
atthe Court, are as ridiculous in the Countrey, as the be- 
haviour of the Countrie 1s molt mockrable at rhe Court. 
You told me, you falure not atthe Court, bur you kiſle 
your hands; that courtecfic woule be unclanly it Courti- 
ers were ſhepheards. 

Ch. Inſtance, briefly: come, inſtance, 

Cor. Why we arc ſtill handling ouc Evyes, ard their 
Fels you know are greafic. 

Clo. Why doe not your Courtiers kands ſweate ? and 
is not the greaſe of Mutton, as wholeſcme asthe ſweat of 
a man? Shallow, ſhallow : A better inſtance | fay ; 
Come, 

(or. Beſides, our hand<arec hard. 

(7. Yourlips will teele them the ſooner. Shallow agen: 
amore ſoundcr in{tance, come. | 

Cor. And they arc ofcen carr'd over, with the ſurgery 
of our ſhcepe : and would you have us kifſe Tarre ? The 
Countiers hands are pcrtuanted with Civet. 

Clo, Moſt ſhallow man : Thou wormes meate in re+ 
ſpect of a good pecce of ficth ndreed : learne of the wiſe 
and perpend : Civer is.of a baſcr birththen Tarre , the 
_ uncleanly fuxe of a Cat. Mend the inſtance Shep- 

Cor. You have too Courtly a wit, for me, lle reſt, 

(ts. Wiltthou reſt damn'd? God helpe thee ſhallow 
man : God make incifion in thee, thou art raw. 

Cor, Sir, I am acrue Labourer, I carne that I cate : get 
that I weare ; owe no man hate, cnvic no mans tappinetle; 
glad of other mens good,content with my harme : and the 
greateſt of my pride , is to {ce my Ewes graze, and my 
Lambes ſucke. 

Clo. That is another ſimple fine in you, to bring the 
Ewes andthe Rammes together, and to offer to get 


| living, by the copulation of Cartle, to be bawd to a Bel- 


weather, and to betray a ſhee-Lambe ofa twelvemonch 


I es mmm. 


| Forreſt judge. 


to a crooked-pated old: Cuckoldly Ramme , our of all 
reaſonable match. If thou bee'tt not damn'd tor this, the 
divell himſclfe will have no (hcpheards, I cannot ſce elle 
how thou ſhouldit ſcape. 

(or. Heere comes young M. Genimed, my new Miſtriſ- 


fes Brother. 
Enter Roſalind, 
Roſ. From thee «5? to wejterne | nde, 
no jewel! is like lio(-linde, | 


Hr worth being mann: ec on the wnde, 
through all th: World beares Roſalinde. | 
All the piftures faveſt Linde, 
are but blatke ro Roſalinde : 
' Letnofacebe hept in muinde, 
but the faire of Roſalinde. 


| 
(lo; Ile rime you ſo, cight yeares together 3 dinners , 
and ſuppers, and {lreping hours excepred : itis the right 
Butter-womens ranke to Market. 
Roſ. Our Foole. 
Clo. Fora taſte. 
If a Hart dee lecke a Finde. 
Let him ſeeke ont Roſalind: : | 
If the Cat will after kinds, 
ſo be ſure will Koſalinde: 
Wintred garments muſt be lule, | 
ſo muit ſlender Roſalinde : | 
They that reap mit ſkeafe ana birde, 
then 19cart with R Y 
Sweeteſt nut, hath ſowreſt rinde, 
ſuch a nat us Koſalinde, 
He that ſweeteit roſe will finde, 
muſt fiade Loves pricke, Roſalmde. 


This is the very falſe gallop of Verſes, 
feR your ſcite with them ? 

Roſe, Peace youdulltoole, I foundthem ona tree. 

(te. Trucly the tree yeclds bad fruite. 

Rof. Ile graffe it with you , and then I ſhall it 
with a Medler : then it will be che earlieſt fruitith coun» | 
try : for you'l be rotten ere you be halfe ripe , and that's 
the right vertue of the Medler. 

Ch. You have faid : tut whether wiſcly or no, let the 


why doe you in- | 


Enter Celia with awriting. 
Ref. Peace, here comes my filter reading, ſtand aſide, 
Cel, Why ſhould this Deſert bee, 
for it 1s wnpeopled ? Nee : 
T onges [le hang on very tree, | 
that [ball crvill ſayings hee. 
Somehow briefe the Life of wan 
runs bus erring pilgrimage, 
That the ſtretching of a ſpan, ; 
buckles in hu ſunmme of age. 
Some of violated vower, 
rwaxt the ſoules of friend, and friend, 
But wpon the faireft bowes , 
or at every ſentence end ; 
Will [ Roſalinds write, 
teaching all that reade to know 
T he quinteſſence of every ſprite, 
nn 
Therefore heaven N ature chany'd, 
that one body befird 
With all Graces wi 4, 


4 | 


nature preſently 
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eAryoulkeit. 


Helens cheeks, but not his beart, | ' Roſ. Nay, but the divell take mocking : ſpeak : ſadde 
| Cleopatra's Majeftie : brow, and true maid: 
Atralanta's bettey part, Cel. V'faith (Coz) tis he, 
ſad Lucrecia's HModeFtie. Roſ. Orlando? 
Thus Roſalinde of many parts, Cel. Orlande. 
by Heavenly Synode was devis d, Ref. Alasthe day, what ſhall I do with my doublet and 
Of manie faces, eyes, and hearts, hoſe ? What did he when thou ſaw'ſt him ? Whart ſayde 
to have the touches drereſt pris'd. he? How louk'd he? Wherein went he? W hat makes he 
Heaven wonld that ſhe theſe gifts ſhould have, heere ? Did he aske for me? Where remaines he How 
and ] toltve and die her ſlave. parted he with thee > And when ſhalt thou ſce him a- 


Ref. O moſt gentle Jupiter , what tedious -hemilie of | gaine? Anſwer me in one word. 
Love have you wearied your pariſhioners withall,and ne- | Ce. You muſt borrow me Gargantuas mouth firſt ; 
ver cride, have your pariſhiones withall, and never cri'de, | £15 a Word too great for any mouth of this Ages ſize, to 
have patience good people. ſay IT and no, to thefe particulars, is more then to anſwer 


Cel. How now | backe friends: Shepheard go off a lit. | 1 a Catechiſme, | 
tle : go with him fircah. Ref, But doth he know that I am in this Forreſt , and 


Clo. Come ſhepheard , let us make an honourable re- { in mans apparrell? Looks he as freſhly, as he did the day 
treit, though not with bagge and baggage , yet with ſcrip | he Wra ted? 
and (crippage- Exit. Cel. Iris aseafie tocount Atomics as to reſolve the 
Cel. Did{tthou heare theſe verſes ? porr_ of a Lover : but take a taſte of my finding 
Rof. O yes, I heard themall, and moretoo , for ſome | him, and reliſh it with good obſervance. I found him 
ofthem had inthem more feete then the Verſes would | under atree likea drop'd Acorne. | 
beare. Ref. It may well be cal'd Tovestree, when it droppes 
{el That's no matter: the feet mightbearethe Verſes. | forth ſuchtruite, 
Ref. 1, but the fect were lame, and could not beare } (4. Give me audience, good Madam. 
themſelves without the verſe, and therefore ſtood lamely | Kof. Proceed. 
inthe verle. Cel. There lay hee firetch'd along like a Wounded 
1 Cel. But didſtthou heare without wondrivg, how thy | knight. 
name {hould be hang'd and carved upon theſe trees ? Roſ: Though it be pittie ro ſee ſuch a ſight ; it well be- 
Roſ: 1 was ſeaven of the nine _ out of wonder, he- | comesthe ground, 
| fore you came : for looke heere what I found on a Palme | Cel. Cry holla, tothe tongue, I prethee : it curyertes 
| tree ; I wasnever ſo berim'd ſince Pythegoras time that I | unſcaſonably. He was furniſh'd like a Hunter, 
} was an Iriſh Rat, which I can hardly remember. Rofſ. O ominous, he comesto kill my Hart. 
Cel. Tro you, who hath done this? (*1. 1 would ſing my ſong without a burthen , thou 


—— — 
————— 
- 


—— 
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| Roſ. Is it a man? bring'ſt me out of tune. 
| Cel. And achaine that you once wore,about hisneck : | Koſ. Do you not know Tama woman, when I thinke, 
| change you colour ? { I muſt ſpeake: ſweer, fay on. | 
| Rof. 1 pre'thee who? 
Cel. O Lord, Lord, it isa hard matter for friends to Enter Orlando & [aquer. 


mecete; but Mountaines may be remoov'd with Earth- } Cel. You bring me ont. Soft, comes he not neere ? 
Ref. *Tis be, \linke by, and note him. 


quakes, and ſo encounter. 
| Rof: Nay,but who isit? lag. Ithanke you for your companie, but good faith] 
| Cel. 1s it poſlible ? had as liefe have beene my ſelfe alone. 
| Ref. Nay, I pre'thee now , with moſt petitionary-ve- | Or4. And fo had I : bur yet for faſhion lake 
| hemence, till me whoit is. I thanke you too, for your ſocictic, 


| Cel. O wonderfull, wonderfull, and moſt wonderfull | ag. God bny you, let's meer as little as we can. 

| wonderfull, and yet againe wonderfull, and after that out | Orl. Idodehfire we may be better ſtrangers. 

of all hooping. Jag. Tpray you marre no more trees with Writing 
Roſ. Good my completion, doſt thou thinke though | Love-ſongs intheir barkes, | 

| I am capariſon'd like a man, I have adoublct and a hoſe 1n Or1. I pray you marre nomore of my verſes with rea- | 

| my diſpoſition? One inch of delay more, isa South-ſca | ding them ill-favouredly., 

of diſcoveric. I pre'thee tell me, who 1s ir quickely, and | Jag. Reſalinde is your loves name? Orl, Yes,lult, 

| ſpeake apace: 1 would thou couldſt ftammer , thatthou | 7g. Idonotlike her name. 

| might'ſ powre this conceal'd man out of thy mouth, as | Orl. There was no thought of pleaſing you when ſhe 

| Wine comes out of a narrow-mouth'd bottle : cither too | was chriſten'd. 

| much at once, or none at #ll, I pre'thee takethe Corke | Jag. Whar ſtature is ſhe of? 


| our of thy mouth,that I may drinke thy tydings. Or4. Tuſt as highas my heart. 

| (el. So you may puta man 1n your belly. lag. You arc Rl of prety anſwers: hav* 70u not bin ac- 

| Roſe. Is heof Gods making > What manner of man? | quainted with goldſmiths wives,& cond the our of rings 

| Is his head worth a hat? Or his chin worth a beard ? Orl. Not ſo: but Ianſwer you right paintedcloath, 
Cel. Nay, he hath butalitrle beard. from whence you have ſtudied you queſtions. —_ 


Roſ. Why God will ſend more, if the man will bee Jag. You have animble witz I thinke 'twas 
| thankefill; letme ſtay the growth of his beard , if thou | Arralamta's beeles. Will you fitte downe with me, and 
| delay me not the knowledge of his chin. | wee two will raile againſt our Miſtris the world, and all 
Cel. Itis young Orlando, that tript upthe Wraſtlers | our miſerie. 
heeles, and your heart, both in an inſtant. | Orl. Twill chide nobreatker in the world but my (elf 
| _agiot| WY !. 


— 


Fa 


C- 
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againſt whom I know no faults. 
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. The worſt fault yon have, is to be in love» 
ol 'Tisa faulr I will not change, for your beſt vertue:I | 
am wearie of you, : 

laq. By my troth, 1wasſecking for a Foole, when 1 
found you. | | 
Orl. He is drown'd in the brooke, looke but in,and you - 
(hall ſee him. 

Jag. There I ſhall ſce mine owne figure. _ 

Orl, Which I take to be cither a foolezor a Cipher. 

Jag Ile tarrie no longer with you, farewell good fignt- 
or Love. | 

Ol. 1 am glad of your departure: Adicu good Monſicur 
Meclanchollie- #2 . -3 6 

Ref. | wil ſpeake to him like a ſawcie Lackie, and un- 
der that habir play the knaue with him: do you heare For- 

Orl. Verie wel, what would you ? (reſter. 

Ref, 1 pray you, what I'ſtaclocke? ' 

Orl. You ſhould aske me what time o'day : ther'sno 
clocke in the Forreſt, 

Roſ. Then there is no true Lover inthe Forreſt , elſe 
ſighing every minute, and groaning every houre would 
deteRtthe lazic toote of time , as welas aclocke. .. 

Orl. And why not the ſwift foore of time? Had not 
that bin as proper ? | IT 

Roſ. By no meanesfir; Time travels indivers paces , 
with diverſe perſons; lle tell you who Timeambles with- | 
all, who Time trots withall, who time gallops withall,and 
who he (tands (ti!l withall, 

Orl. Iprethce, whom doth he trot withall? | 

Rof, Marry he trots hard with a young maid, between 
the contract of her marriage,and the dayit is folemnizdif 
the interim be but a ſennight, Times pace is{o hard, thar 
it ſeemesthe length of teaven yeare, 

Orl. Who amolestime withall > | 

Ro: With a Prieſt that lackes Latine, and a richman 


— 


that he laid tothe charge of women? 


Roſ. There were none principall, they were jall like 


one another, as halfe pence are, every one favit ſeeming 
monſtrous, ill his fellow-faylt came to matchir. 

Ort. I prethee recount ſome of them. 

* Ref. No: I will not caſt away my phyſick,but on thoſe 
that are ſicke, There isaman haunts the Forreſt, that a- 
buſes our yong plants with carving Reſalmd on their 
borkes; hargs Odesupon Hauthornes, and Elegieson 
brambles ; all (forfooth) deifying the name of Roſalind. 
If I could meer that Fancie-monger, I would give him 
ſome good counlell, tor he ſcemesro have the Quotidian 
of Love upon him. 

Orl.l am he thatis ſo Love-ſhak'd, I pray youtell me 
your remedic, 

Ref. There is none of my Vnckles markes upon you : 
he taught me how to know a man inloge; in which cage 
of ruſhes, I am ſure you are not pritoner. 

Orl. What were his markes ? ' 

Rof. A leane checke, which you have not : a blew eye 
and ſunken, which you have not: an unqueſtionable ſpi- 
rit, which you have nat: a beard negleRted,, which you 
have not : (but I pardon you for that, for ſimply your ha- 
= no beard,isa younger brothers revennew) then your 
boſe ſhould be ungarter'd, your bonnet unbanded , your 
fleeve unbutron'd, your ſhooe unti'de, and every thing 
about you, demonſtrating a carelefſe deſolation : but you 
are no {uch man ; you are rather point device in your ac- 
couſtrements, asloving your ſelfe, than ſeeming the Lo- 
\ ver ofany other. . (Love. 
| Ort. Faire youth, I would I could make thee belceve 


you Love beleeve it, which 1 warraat ſhe is aptcr to do, 
than to conteſle ſhe do's: that is one «f the points, in the 
which women till give the lietotheir conſciences. Bur 
in good ſooth, are you he that hangs the verſcs on the 


that hathno: the Gowt : for the one fleepes cafily be= 
cauſe he cannor ſtudy,and the other lives merrily,becauſe 


Trees, wherein Roſalindis fo admired? 
Orl. I ſweare to thee youth , by the whitc hand of Ro- 


he fecles nopaine : the one lacking the burthen of leane | ſatin, I am that he, that unfortunate he. 


and waltcfull Learning; the other knowing no bur- 
then of heavie tedious penuric. Theſe time ambles 
withall, 
Orl. Whom doth he gallop withall ? . 
Roſ. Withatheefe tothe gallowes: for though hee 
— as foot can fall,he thinkes umſelte roo ſoone 
t . 


Or. Whom ſtaies it (till withall? 

Reſ. With Lawiers inthe vacation : for they ſicepe be- 
eweene Terme and Terme, and then they perceive not 
how time moves. 

Orl. Where dwell you pretty youth? 

Roſ. With this Shepheardeſſe my ſiſter z heere inthe 
sirts of the forre(t, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

Ori, Are you native of this place ? 

*- Tay the Connie that you ſce dwell! where ſheeis 


Orl. Your accentis ſomething finer , than you could 
purchaſe in ſoremoved a dwelling. 

Rof. 1 have bintol4 ſoof many : but indeed, an old re- 
ligious Vncl.ta of mine taught me toſpeake, who was in 
tis youth an jnland man, one that knew Courtſhip too 
well: for there he fell inlove, I have heard him read ma- 
ny Leurs againſt it, and Ithanke God, Iam nota Wo- 
man to be touch'd with ſo many giddie offences as he hath 
generally tax'd their whole ſex withall, 


Roſ. Butare you ſo much in love,as your rimes ſpeake? 
Orl. Neither rime nor reaſon can expreſſe how auch. 


| Ref. Love is mecrely a madneſle, and Tell you , de- 


ſerves as well a darke houſe, and a whip, as madmen do: 
and the reaſon why they are not ſo puniſh'd and cured, is 
thatthe Lunacic is ſo ordinarie, thatthe whippers are in 
lovetoo: yet profeſſe curing it by counſeil. 

Orl. Did you ever curcany 10? 

Rof. Yes one, and in this manner. He was to imagine 
me his Loue, his Miſtris : and | fet him every dayto 
| wooe me, At whichtime would I, being buta mooniſh 
| youth, greeve, beeffeminate, changeable, longing, and li- 
king, proud, fantaſticall, apiſh, ſhailow, incontiar:t, full 
of teares, full of ſmiles ; for every paſſion ſomething, and 
for no paſſion truly any thing,as Lone and woinen arc tor 
the molt part, cattle of this colour : would now like him, 
now loath him: then entertaine him, then forſweare him; 
now weepe for him, then fpitat him ; that I drave my 
Suter from his mad humor of love, to a living humor of 
madnes, which wasto forſweare the full ſtreame of the 
world, and to hive ina nooke meerly Monaſtick: and thus 
I cur'd him, and this way will I take upon meto waſh 
your Liver as cleare as a ſound ſheeps heart,rhat there ſhal 
not be one {pot of loue in't. | 

Orl, 1 would not becured; youth. 


Orl, Can you remember any of the principall evils, 


mm. 


Rof. 1 would cure you, if you woald butcall me Roſe 


lind, and come cuery day tomy Coat, and wooe me. 
R 3 Ort, 


_—_. 


— — Mo 
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Rof. Me beleeveit? You may afſoone make her that | 


I 98 eA $y0u kke it. 


Orlan, Now by the faith of my love, I will; Tell mee 


where it is. 

Roſ. Go with meto it, and Ile ſhew it you: and bythe 
way, you ſhall tellme,where in the Forselt you live: Wull 
you goe e : 


Orl. With all my heart, good youth. ; 
Rof. Nay, you muſt call me Roſalind : Come ſiſter will 
you goe? Exennt. 


OC __— 


Scena T ertia. 


Enter Clowne, Audrey, & laques. 


Cle. Come apace good eAwarie, I will fetch up your 
Goates, Andre): and how Awadrieam I the man yet?Doth 
my {imple feature content you? 

And. Your features, Lord warrant us : what features? 

(70. Tag heere withthee,and thy Goates,asthe moſt 
capricious Poct honeſt Ovid was among the Gothes. 

lag. O knowledge ill inhabited , worſe then Iove ina 
tharck'd houſe. 

(ts. Whena mans verſes cannot beunderſtoed , nor a 
mans good wit ſeconded with the forward childe,under- 
ſtanding : it ſtrikes a man more dead then a greatreckon- 
ing 1n alittle roome : truly, I would the Gods had made 
thee poericall. 

And. do not know what Poeticall is:is it honeſtin deed 
and word: is ita true thing ? 

(7. Notruly: for the trueſt poctric is the moſt faini 
and Loversare given to Pactrie: and what they ſweare 1n 

Poctric, may be ſaid as Lovers, they do feigne. 
| e-«d. Do you wiſh thenthat the Gods had made mee 
Poeticall ? 

(tow. 1 dotruly : for thou ſwear'ſt to me thou art ho- 
neſt : Now if thou werta Poer, I might have ſome hope 
thou did(t feigne. 

And. Would you not have me honeſt ? 

C's. Notruly, unlefſe thou wert hard favour'd : for 
boneſtic coupled ro bcautic, 1s to have Honie aſawceto 
Sugar. 

Jag. Amaterial oole. 

And. Weil,l am not faire,and therefore I pray the Gods 
make me honeft. | 

C/o. Traly,and to caſic away honeftic apona foule ſlut, 
were toput good meate ito an uncleane diſh. 

F Axd. I am nota lat, though I thanke the Goddes I am 
oule. 

Clo, Well, praiſed bethe Gods, for thy fouleneſſe;Mlut- 
tiſhneſſe may come hereafter. But be it, as it may bee, 1 
will marriethce: and to that end , I have beene with Sir 
Oliver Mar-text, the Vicar of che next village , who hath 
promis'dro mecte me inthisplace of the Forreſt , and to 
couple us. 

Jag. 1 would faine ſee this meeting. , 

And. Well, the Gods give us joy. 

Ele. Amen. A man may if he weare of a fearfull heart, 
ſtagger in this attempt : for heere wee have no Temple 
—_ wood, no aſſembly but — But w 
though? Courage. As hornesare odious, they are neceſ- 
farie. Itisfaid, many a man knowes no end of his goods; 

ight: Many a man has good Hornes, and knowesnoend 
them. Well, that is the dowrie of his wife, 'tis none 
of his owne getting; hornes, even ſo poore men alone : 


No, no, thenobleſt Deere hath them as buge as the Raf. 
call : Is the ſingle man therefore bleſſed? No, asa wall'd 
Towne is more worthier then a vilage,ſo is the forehead 
ofa married man , more honourabic then the bare brow 
ofa Batcheller: and by how much defence is better then 
no $kill, by ſo muchisa horne more precious then to 
want. 


Enter Six Oliver Mar-text. 
Heere comes Sir Olzver: Sir Olrver Mar-text you are well 
met. Will youdiſpatchus heere under this tree , or ſhall 
we goe with youto your Chappell? 
O!. Is there none here to give the woman? 
Clo.1 will not take her on guift of any man. 

Ol. Trucly ſhe muſt bee given, or the marriage is mot 
lawtull, 

Tag. Proceed, proceede: Ile give her. 

Clo. Good cvengood M. what ye cal't: how doe you 
Sir, youare verie well met: godild you for your laſt com- | 
panie, I am veric glad to ſce you, even a toy in kand heere 
Sir : Nay, pray be cover'd. 

lag. Wil you be married, Motley ? 

Clo. As the Oxe hath his bow Gr,the horſe his curb,and 
the Falkon her bels, ſo man hath his deſires, and as Pige- 
ons bill, ſo wedlocke would be nibling. 

lag. And will you (being aman of your breeding) bee 
married under a buſh like a begger? Get you to Church, 
and have a good Prieſt that can tell you what marriage is: 
this fellow will but joyne you together, as they joyne 
Derm wan then one of you will prove a ſhrunke pannell, 

like greene timber, warpe,warpe. 

(0. lam not in the minde, nol better to be mar- 
ried of him then of another, for he is not like to marric me 
well : and not being well married, it will be a good excuſe 
for me hereafter, to leave my wite-, 

And let me counſcll thee. 

Ch.Come ſweete Andie, 

We muſt be married, or we muſt live in baudrey: 
Farewell good M. Ohwver ; NotO ſweet Over, O brave 
Oliver cave me not behind thee: But winde away ,be gone 
I fay, 1 willnot to wedding withthee. 

Ol. 'Tisno matter; Ne'rea fantaſticall knave of them 
all ſhall Aout me our of my calling. Exemnt, 


| —_— — 
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Scana (Quarta, 


— 


Emter Roſalind & Celia. 
Ref. Never talke to me, I will weepe. 
Cel.Do 1 prethee, bur yet haue the grace to conlider,that 
teares do not become a man. 
Ref. But have I not cauſeto weepe ? 
(el. As good cauſe as one would delire, 
Therefore weepec. 
Rof. His very haire 
Is of the difſembling colour. 
Cel. Something browner then Tudaſſes: 
Marrie his kiſſesare Iudaſſes owne children. * 
Rof.I'faith his haire is of a good colour. 
Cel. An excellent colour : 
Your Cheſſenut was ever the onely colour : 
Rof, And his kiſfing is as full of ſanRiric, 
As the touch of holy bread. | 


= lk 


S— > - ». Ot 


ſ'- 


oo 


| (+4. Hee hath 
| Nun of winters ſiſter 
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bt a paire of chaſt lips of Diana: 2 
kiſſes not more religioullic , 
the vety yce of chaſtitie is inthem. : 

Roſa. But wy did he ſweare he would come this mor- 
ning, and comes not ? 3, 

Cel. Nay certainly,there isno truth in him, 

Ref. Doe you thinke fo ? 

Cet. Yes, I thinke be is not a picke purſe, nor a horſe- 
ſtealer, bur for his verity in love, I dothinke him as con- 
cave a8 a covered goblet, or a Worme-caten nut. 

Rof. Not true in love ? 

Cel. Yes, when he is in, but I thinke he isnot in. 

Ref. You have heard him ſwearedowneright he was. 

Cel. Was, isnotis : beſides,the oath ofa Lover 15no 
ſtronger then the word of a Tapſter , they arc hoth the 
confirmer of falſe reckonings, he attends here inthe for- 
reſt on the Duke your father, 

Roſ. I met the Duke yeſterday, and had much queſti- 
on with him: he askt me _—_— I was; I told 
him ofa* good as he, ſo he laugh'd and let mee goe. Burt 
what talke we of Fathers, when there is ſuch aman as 
Orlando ? 

Cel.O that's a brave man, he writes brave verſes,ſpeakes 
brave words, ſweares brave oathes, and breakes them 
bravely, quite travers athwartthe heart of his lover;as a 

iſny Tilter, that ſpurres his horſe buron one (ide , 
war his ſtaffe like a noble ; bat all's brave that 
youth mounts, arid folly guides: whocomes heete? 


Entey Corm. , | 
=-_ Miſtreſſe and Maſter, you have oft enquired 
the Shepheard that complain'd of love, 
Whom you ſaw _ by me on the Turffc, 
Prayſing the proud difdainefull Shepherdefſle 
That was his Miſtrefle. 
{+1 Well : and whatof him ? ; 
Cor. lf you will ſee a pageant truely plaid 
Betweene the pale completion of true Love, 
And the red glow of ſcorne and prowd diſdaine, 
Goe hence a little and I ſhall conduct you 
If you will marke it. 
Roſ. O come, let us remove, 


Theſight of Lovers feedeth thoſe inlove : 


Bring usto this ſight ,and you ſhall ſay 


lle prove a buſic aRor in their play. E xeunt. 


— - a 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Silvinu and Phebe. 


Sil. Sweet Phebe doe not ſcorne me, do not Phebe 
Say that you love me not, but ſay not ſo 
Ia bicterneſſe ; the common exccutioner 
Whoſe heartth*accuſtom'd ſight of death makes hard 
Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck, 
Bur firſt begs pardon : will you ſterner be 
Then he that dies and lives by bloody drops? 


Enter Roſalind, Celia, and Corin, 
Phe, 1 would not be thy executioner, 
Iflicthee, for I would not injure thee : 
Thoutellſt me there is murther in mine eye, 


Tispretty ſure, and very probable, 


Cow 


T hat eyes thar are the frailſt, and ſofteſt things, 
Who ſhut their coward gates on atomyes, 
Should be called tyranes, butchers, murtherers. 
Now I do frowne onthee with all my heart, 
And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill the e: 
Nouw counterfeit toſwound, why now fall downe, 
Or if thou canſt not, oh for ſhame, for ſhame, 
Lye not, to ſay mine eyes are murtherers : 

ow ſhew the wound mine eye hath made in thee, 
Scratch thee but witha pin, and there remaines 
Some \carre of it : Leane but uponaruſh, 
The Cicatriceand capable imprefſure 
Thy Palme ſome moment keepes : but now mine eyes 
W hich I have darted at thee, hurt thee not, 
Norl amfure there is no force in eyes 
That can doe hurt. 

$4, O deere Phebe, | 
If ever(as that ever may beneere) 
You wet in ſome freſh checke the power of fancic, 
Then ſhall you knov7 the wounds inviſible 
That Loves keenearrowes make. 

Phe. Burtill chat time 
Come not thou necre me : and when thattime comes, 
Atflitme with thy mockes, pitty me not, 
As till that time 1 ſhall not patty thee. 

Ref. And why I pray you? who might bee your mother 
Thar you inſule, exulr, and all at once 
Over the wretched ? what though you haveno beauty 
As by my faith, I ſeenomore in you 
Then without Candle may goe darketo bed: 
Maſt you be therefore proud and pittileſſe? 
Why what meanes this? why do you looke on me ? 
I ſee no more in you then in the ordinaric 
Of natures ſale-worke? *ods my little life, 
I thinke ſhe meanesto tangle mine cyestoo : 
No faith proud miſtreſſe, hope not afterit, _ 
'Tisnot your inkie browes, your blacke'filke haire, 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your checke of creame 
That can entame wy ſpiritsto your worſhip z 
You fooliſh Shepheard, wherefore do you follow her 
Like foggy South, puiting with winde and raine, 
You areathouſand times a properer man 
Then ſhe a woman. *Tis ſuch foolesas you | 
That makes the world full of ill-favourd children: 
'Tis not her glaſſe, but you that flatters her, 
And out of you ſhe ſees her ſelfe more proper 
Then any of her lincaments can ſhow her : | 
But Miſtris, know your felfe, downe on your knees 
And thanke heaven, faſting for a good mans love ; 
For I muſt tell you friendly in your care, 
| Sell wherryou can, you arenot for all markets ; 
Cry the man merci, love him, take his offer, 


Foule is moſt foule, being foule tobe a ſcoffer. 
So take her to thee Shepheard, fare you well. 
Phe. Sweet youth, 1 pray you chidea yeere together, 
I had rather heare you chide, then this man wooe. 
Rof.Hees falne in love with your fouleneſſe,& ſhee'll 
Fall in love with my anger; It itbe ſo, as faſt 
As ſheanſweres thee with frowning lookes, ile ſauce 
Her with bitter words : whygooke you ſoupon me ? 
Fhe. For no ill will I beare you. 
Rof: I pray you do not fall in love with me, 
For I am falier then _ made = wine ; 
Befides, I like you not : if you willknow my houſe, 
'Tisatthe tuffc of Olives, here hard by: 
Will you goe Siſter ? Shephcard ply her hard: ST: 
ome 


—_ — 


200 


eAxyou lkeit. 


ComeSiſter : Shepheardeſſc, looke on kim better 
And be not proud, thoughall the world could ſee, 
None beſo abus'd in ſight as he. 
Come, to our flocke, Ext. 
Phe. Deed Shephcard, now I find thy ſaw of might, 
Whoever loy'd, thatlov'd not at firſt ſight? 
Sil. Sweet Phebe. 
Phe. Hah : whar ſayſt thou Si[vime? 
Sil. Sweet Phebepitty me. 
Phe. Why 1 am ſotry for thee gentle Silvins. 
Sil. Where ever ſorrow is,relicfe would be : 
If youdocſorrow at my gricfc inlove , 
By giving love your ſorrow, and my gricfc 
Were bothextermin'd. 
Phe. Thou haſt my love,is not that neighborly? 
Ss. I would have you. 
Phe, Why that were covetouſneſſe : 
Sitvins; the time was, that I hatcd thee; 
And yet it is not, that I bearethee love, 
Burt fince that thon canſt talke of love {o well, 
Thy company, which carſt was irkeſome to me 
I willendure; and Ile employ thee too : 
But doe not looke for turther recompence 
Then thine owne gladneſſe, that thou art cmployd. 
Sil. So holy, and fo perfeR is'my love, 
And inſuch a poverty of gracc, 
That I ſhall thinke it a molt plentious crop 
Togleane the broken cares atcer the man 
That the mainc harveſt reapes: looſe now and then 
A ſcattered ſmilc, and that Ile live upon. (while? 
Phe. Knowit thou the youth that fpoketo mee yerc- 
Sil. Not very well, but I have met him oft, 
And he hath bought the Cottage and the buunds 
Thatthe old Cariet once was Maſter of. : 
Phe, Thinke not 1 love him, thoughlI a skefor him, 
"Tis but apceviſh boy, yet hee talkes well, 
But what care I for words? yet words do well 
When he that ſpeakes them plcaſes thoſe that heare : 
It is apretty youth, not very pretty, 
But ſure hee*s proud, and yet hispride becomes him; 
Hee'll make a proper man: the beit thing in him 
Is his complexion : and faſter then histongue 
Did make offence, his eye did healc it up : 
He is not very tall, yet for his yearcs hee's tall: 
His leg is but ſo ſo, and yet 'tis well : 
There was a pretty rednefle in his lip, 
A little riper; and more luſtic red 
1 Then that mixt in his chezke : 'rwas juſt the difference 
Betwixt the conſtant red, and mingled Damaske. 
There be ſome women Si/vams, had they markt him 
Inparcellsas I did, would have goneneere 
To fall in love with him : but for my part 
I love him not, nor hate him not : and yet 
T have more cauſe to hate him then to love him, 
For what had he to doceto chideat me ? 
He ſaid minecyes vzere blackeand my haire blacke, 
And now Iam remembred, ſcorn'd at me : 
I marvell why I anſwer'd not againe, 
But that's all one : omirtance is no quittance z 
lle — ce 1 27a dp "yp 
Andthou ſhalt beare it, wilt thou Ss/[vims ? 
Sil. Phebe, with all my heart. 
Phe. Ile write it ſtrait ; 
The marter's in my head, and in my heart, 
. T will bebitter whbhie, and paſſing ſhort; 
Goae with me Silvixw. 


#' 


Exennt. 


| 
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Aﬀtus Quartus. ScenaPrimg. 


———— 


Enter Roſalind, and Celia, and [aques, 


+4 I prethee,pretty youth, let me be better acquainted 
with thee. 

Rof. T hey ſay you area melaricholly fellow. 

lag. 1 am fo: I doe love itberter then laughing. 

Ref. Thoſe that are in extremity of either, arc abhori. 
rable fellowes, and betray themſelves to every moderne 
ccn{ure, worſe then drunkards. 

Jaq. Why, 'tis good tobe fad and ſay nothing. 

Roſ. Why then tis good to be a polte. 

lag. I have neither theSchollers melancholy , which 
is emulation : nor the Muſitians , which is fantaſtical ; 
nor the Courtiers , which isproud : nor the Souldiers, 


which is ambitious: nor the Lawicrs, which is politicke; | 


nor the Ladies , which is nice ; nor the Lovers, which 
isall _ bur & melancholy of mine owne , com- 
pounded of many ſimples, extracted from many obj 
and indeed the ſundric contewplation of my tees, 
which wy otten rumination , wraps mc ina moſt humo. 
rous fadneſſe. Rh | 
Ref. A Traveller : by my faith you have reafon 
to be ſad : I feare you have fold your owne — , toſee 
other mens;then to have ſcene much,andto have nothing, 
ist0 havericheyesand hands. 
lag. Yes, I have gain'd my experience. 


Enter Orlands, | 

Rof. And your experience makes you ſad: I had rather 
havea foole to make me merrie, then experience to make 
me ſad, and to travaile for it too. 

Orl. Good day, and happineſſe, deere Roſalind. 

Ort. Nay then God buy you, and you talke in 
verſe. | Exit, 
Ro. Farewell Mounſier Travellor : looke you liſpe, 
and weare [trange ſuites; diſable all the benefits ot your 
own Countrie:be out of love with your nativity,& almoſt 
chide God for making you that countenance you are; 
or I will ſcarce thinke you have ſwam in a Gundello. Why 
how now Orlando,where have you bin all this while? you 
a lover? andyon ſerve me ſuch another tricke, never 
come in my ſight more. 

Orl. My faire Roſalma, I come within an houre of my 
promilc. | 

Ref. Breakean houres promiſe inlove ? he that will 
divide a minute into a thouſand parts, and breake buta 

rt ofthe thouſand part of a minute iv the affairsoflove, 
it may be ſaid of him that C»pid hath clapt him eth* ſhoul. | 
der, but Ile warrant him hearr bole. 

Orl. Pardon me deere Roſalind. 

Roſ. Nay,and yoube ſo tardy, come no more in my 
ſighc, I had as leife be woo'd of a Sraile. 

Orl, Of a Snaile? 

Ref. I, ofa Saaile : for though he comes {lowly , hee | 
carries his houſe on his head; abetter joynture I thinke 
then you make a woman : befides , hee brings his deſtinic 
with him. 

Orl. What's that? 

Rof. Why hornes:whichſuch as youre faite tobe be- 


blanke 


' holding to your wives for:but he-come armed in his for- 


tune, and prevents the ſlander of his wie. 
Orl. Vere, 
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Orl. Vertue is no horne-maker : and my Roſalind is 


vErtuous- | 

Reſ. And I am your Roſalind. 
Cel. Trpleaſes him to call you 
hind of a better lcere then you. : 

Roſ. Come, wooe me, wooe mee : fornow Iam ina 
holy-day humor , and like enough to conſent ; What 
would you ſay to me now , and I were your very, veric 
Roſaliade ? 

071. 1 would kiſſe before I ſpoke. 

Orl, Nay, you were better ſpeake firſt, and when you 
were gravel'd, for lacke of matter , you might take OC- 
caſion to kifle : verie good Orators when they are out , 
they will ſpit , and tor lovers , lacking (God warneus) 
marter, the cleanlic(t (hiſt is to kiſle, 

0rl. How if the kifle be denide ? ; 

Roſ. Then ſhe puts you to cutreatie , and there begins 
new matter. ; 

Orl. Who could bee out, being before bis beloved 
Miſtris ? | 

Ref. Marrie that ſhould youif 1 were your Miſtris, or 
I ſhould thinke wy honeſtic ranker then my wit. 

Orl. What, of my ſuite ? 

i Roſ. Not out of your apparrell , and yet out of your 
ſuite, | 
Am not I your Reſalinde? 

Ort, I take ſome joy to ſay youre, becauſe I would be 
talking of her. 

Roſ. Well, in her perſon, I fay I will not have you. 

Orl. Then in mine owne perſon, I doe. ; 

Ref. No faith, die by Attorney : the poore world is 
almoſt ſix thouſand yeeresold, andinail this time there 
was notany mandyed in his owne perſon ( videlicer ) in 
alove cauſe: Troilms had his braine daſh'd out witha 
Grecianclub, yet hee did what hee could to dic before, 
and he is one of the patternes of love. Leander, he would 
have liv'd many afaire yeere though Hero had turn'd 
Nun; if it had not beene for a hot Midſomer-night , for 
(good youth ) hee went but forth to waſh in the Hel 
le(pont, and being taken with the crampe, was droun'd,and 
the fooliſh Chroniclers of thatage, found it was Here of 
Seſtos. But theſeare all hes, men have dyed fromtime to 
tine, and wormes have catenthem, butnot forlove. 

Orl.I would not have my right Koſa/md of this mind, for 
I proteſt ber frowne might kil me. 

Ref. By this hand, it will not kill a flie: but come, now 
l wilibe your Reſalindin a more comming-on diſpoſition; 
andaske me what you will,l will grant it. 

Orl. Then love me Roſalind. 
= "4 Yes faith will1, Fridayes and Saterdayes, 


Orl.And wiltthou have me? 

Rof.1, and twentic ſuch. 

Orl.\W hat ſayeſt thou ? 

Roſ.Are you not good? 

Orl.] hope (0, 

Roſalind. Why then , can one deſire too much of a 
good thing : Come ſiſter , you ſhall bee the Prieſt , and 
| marrie us: give me your hand Orlands ; W hat doe you | 

RT 
- Pray thee Us. 

Cel. I cannot ſay the words. 

Ref. You muſt begin, will you Orlando. 
| Pr Goe too; will you Orlands, have to wife this Re- 


| Orl. twill. 


ſoz bur be hath a Roſs 


| 


b cha 


and the moſt unworthy ofher you call Roſalinde, that 


Rof.1 but when ? . 
Orl, Why now ,asfaſt as ſhe can marrie vs. | 
"Ix Then you mult fay , I take thee Reſalind'for 
©. , 1 (20 

Orl. I take thee Roſalind for wiſe. 

Roſe. I mightaske you for your Commiſſion, © - | 
But I doe take thee Orlando tor my husband : there's a 
girl goes before the Pricſt, and certainely"a Womans | 
thought runnes before her ations. - + + 

Orl, Sq do all thoughes, they are wing' 


d. * A 
Roſ. Now tcil me how long you would have her, 
you have poſleſt her? | 

Or. Forever,and a day. | " 

Rof. Say a day, without the ever: No, no Orlands,men 
are Aprill when they wooe, Lecember when they wed : 
Maidesare May when they are maides, but the sky chan- 
geS when they are wives : I will be more jealous of thee, 
then a Barbary cocke-pidgeon over his hen , more cla- 
morous then a Parra againſt raine, more new-fangled 
thenan ape, more giddy 1 my defires, rhena monkey: 1 
will weepe for nothing, like D:-@n in the Fountaine, and 
I willdoe that when you are diſpos'd robee merry: I | 
ua laugh like a Hyen , and that when thou art inclin'd 
ro : 

Orl. But will my Roſalind doe fo ? 

Rof. By my lite, ſhe will doc as 1 doe. 

Orl. O but ſhe is wile. 

Ro. Orelle(lie could not have the wit todoe this: the 
wilcr, the waywarder : make the doores upon a womans 
wit, and.it will out at the caſement : ſhut that, and 'twill 
our at the key-hole : ſtop that ,*twill flie withthe ſmoake 
out at the chimney, | 

Orl. A man that had a wife with ſucha wit, he might 
lay, wit whither wil't ? 

Roſ. Nay, you might keepe that checke for it,rill you 
met your Wives wit going to yonrneighbours bed, 

Orl. And what wit could wit have, ro excuſe that ? 

Koſ. Marty to ſay, ſhe cameto feeke you there:you ſhall 
never take her without her anſwer , unlefſe you take her 
without her tongue : O that worhan tharcannot make her 
fault her husbangs occafion, let her never nurſe her childe 
her ſeite, tor ſhe will breed it like a foole. 

Orl. For theſe two houres Roſalmd I willleave thee. 

Ro. Alas deere love,1 cannortlacke thee two houres. 

Orl.1 mult attend che Duke «t dinner, by two a clocke 
I will be with thee againe. 

Rſo. 1, goe your wayes,goe your wayes : I knew what 
you would prove, my freinds told me as much, and 1 
thought no lefle: that flattering tongue of yours wonne 
mee: *tis but ene calt away, and fo come death : two 0' 
clocke is your howre. 

Orl. 1 ſweet Roſalind. 

Rof. By my troth; and in good carneſt , and ſo God 
mend mee , and by all pretty oathes thatare nottlange- 
rous, if you breake one jor of your promiſe,or come one 
minate behinde your houre, I will thinke you the molt 
pathericall breake-promiſe, and the molt hollow lover , 


_— 


ts. Att 


may bee choſen out of the grofſe band of the unfaith- 
fu G therefore beware my cenſure , and keepe your pro- 
mile; 

Orl. Withno leſſereligion, then if thou wert indeed 
my Roſalind: foadicu. / | 
Roſ. Well, Time is the olde Tuſtice that examines all ſuch 
offenders, and let time try :adieu. Exit. 
{e«l. Yo have ſimply miſus'd our ſexe in your love- 

prare ;* 


_— ma 


A CO” 


7 


202 eAsyoutke it. 


| z we muſt have your doublet and heſe pluckt over 
your head, and ſhew the world what rhe bird hathdonc 
to her owne neſt. o79 

Roſ. Ocoz, coz,coz : my pretty 1ittlle coz, that thou 
didſt know how fahome deepe I am in loves but 
it cannot be ſounded: my affeRion hath an unknowac 
bortome, like the Bay of Portugall. FER. 

Cel. Or rather bottomlcſſe , that asfaſt as you poure 
affection in, it runs out. 

Roſ. No, that ſame wicked Baſtard of Fenws , that was 
begot of t ht, conceiv'd of ſpleenc , and borne of 
madneſſe, that blinde raſcally boy, that abuſes every oncs 

es, becauſe his owne are out, let him be , how 

I aminlove: ile tellthee eAtiens, 1 cannot be out of 
the ſight of Orland: Ile go finde a ſhaddow, and figh till 
he 


COMC, 
(et. And lle ſicepe. Exenat. 


PP —— 


Scena Secunda. 


* Wa — — — EE ee Sis 


Enter Iaqnes and Lords, ForreFi:rs. 


Taq. Which is he that killed the Deare? 

Lord. Sir, it was I. 

lag. Let's preſent him tothe Duke like a Romane Con- 
queraur,and it would do well to ſer the Deares hornes up- 
— _ "eee ry vicoric; have you no ſong 

orreſter for this purpoſe ? "4 

Lord. Yes Sir. . =p 

lag. Singit : *tis no matter how it bo in tune , ſo it 
make noyic cnough. 


Mauſicke, Song. | 
What ball be batve that kid the Deare ? 
His Leather thin, and bernes to weare : 
Then fing him bome, the reſt (hall beare this brthen; 
Take thox no ſcorne to weare the borne, 
It was acreit erethon waſt borne, 
Thy fathers father wore it, 
And thy father bore it, 
T he borne, the hore the Iuſth hore, 
It not 6 thing to lawgh to ſcorne, Exennm, 


— 
—— ——— _ - 


Sexna Tertia. 


OTOL ED—_ - 


Enter Roſalind and Celia. 
Ref. How ſay you now, 1s it not paſt twoa clocke? 
And heere much Orlande. | 
Cel. I warrant you with pure love, & troubled braine. 
Enter Silvins. 
He hath t'anc his bow andarrowes, and is gone forth 
To ſleepe: looke whocomes here. 
Si. My errand istoyou, faire youth, 
My gentle Phebe, bid me give you this : 
[knew wocchocommirs, bat asI gueſſe 
By theſterne brow,and waſpiſhaRien 
Which ſhe did uſc, as ſhe was writing of it, 
It bearesan angry tenure ; me, 
Tam bur as a guiltleſſe m , 
Reof-Paticnce her ſelfe would ſtastle at this letter, 


—_—— 


And play the ſwaggeret, beare this, beare all : 
Shce faies I am not faire, that 1 lacke manners, 
She calls me proud,& that ſhe couid not love me 
Were man asrare as Phenix : *od's my will, 
Her love is not the Hare that [did bunt, 
W hy writes ſhe ſoto me? well Shepheard, well, 
This isa Lerrer of your ownedevice. 

$4, No,l proteit, I know not the contents, 
Phebedid write it. 

Ref. Come, eome, you area foole, 
And turn'd intotheextremitie of love. 
I aw ber hand, (he hasa leatherne hand, 
A freefione coloured band : I verily did thinke 
That her old gloves were one, but twas her hands : 
She hasa huſwifes hand, but that's no matter: 
I ay ſhe never did inventrhis letter, - 
This isa mans invention, and his hand, 

Sl. Sure it is hers. 

Roſ. Why,tisa boyſterousand a cruell ſtile, 
A (tile for challengers: why,ſhe defies me, 


| Like Turketo Chriftian : womens gentle braine 
| Could notdrop forth ſuch giant rude invention, 


Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effe&t 
Then in their countenance ; will you heare the letter ? 
Sit. So pleaſe you, for I never hcard it yet : 
Yet heard too much of Pbebescrucltic. 
Rvſ. She Phebes me; marke how the tyrant writes. 
Read. Art thou god, ta (beapbeard twrn'd? 
T hat a maiden; heart hath burn'd? 
Can a woman _ thus. 
Sl. Call you this railing ? 
Rof. Read. godbead laid apart, 
War'ft thes —— heart ? 
Did youever hcare {uch railing ? 
Whiles the eye of man did wooe me, 
T hat conld do no vengance to me. 
—_— _ beaſt, 
If the ſcorne © bright ene 
Have ————_—_— love m one, 
Alacke, mw me, what 
Would they works in milde aſpeit? 
Whites 4 we, I did love, 
How then might your move? 
He that ri rd : ay 
Little knowes this love in ne : 
eAnd by bim ſeale up thy munde, 
Whether that thy youth and kinds 
Will the faithful offer take 
Of me, and all that I can make, 
Or elſe by bim my love denie, 
And then Ile Indie bow to die. 
Sil. Call youthis chiding? 
Cel. Alas poore Shepheard, 
| Ref. Doe you pitty him? No, he deſerves no pitty: 
91mg po —— —_— _ 1n- 
ment, an e {trings upon thee ? not to be cn- 
dur'd. Well, goc your way to her ; (for 1 ſce Love hath 
made thee a tame ſnake) and ſay this to her ; That if ſhe 
love me, 1 charge her tolovethee : if ſhe will not, 1 will 
never have her, unlefſe thou intreat for ber ; if youbee a | 
truclover hence, and nota word ; for here comes more 


company . Þ xit. Sil. 


Enter Oliver. 
Ohv. Good morrow, faire ones 
Where in the Purlewsof this Forreſt 


_— — ut ———— 
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ſheep-coat, fenc'd about with Olive-trees. When froni the firſt to laſt betwixt us two, 

Cel. Welt of this place,downe in the neighbor bottome | Tearcs our recountments had molt kindely bath'd, 
The ranke of Oziers, by the murmuring itreame As how I came into that Deſert place. | 
Left on your right hand, bring youtothe place z In briete, he led me tothe gentle Duke, 
Bar at this houre*the houſe doth keepe it lelte, Who gave me freſh array, and entertaingment, 
There's none within. 4 me unto my brothers love. 

04s. If that an eye may profit by a tongue, Who led me inſtantly unto his Cave; 


Then ſhould I know you by deſcription, _ 
Such garments, and ſuch yeeres : the boy 18 faire, 
Of femall favour, and beſ{towes himſfel 
Like a ripe fiſter : But the woman low 
And browner then her brother : zrenot you 
The owner of the houſe 1 did enquire for? . 
(. It is no boaſt, being ask'd,to ſay weare-, 
Orl. Orlaxdo doth commend him to you both, 
And tothat pn he = his aro 4 
He ſends this bl napkin are you 
Ref. lam: wha—_ we underſtand by this ? 
Ov. Some of my ſhame,if you will know of me 
What man I am, and how, and wby, and where 
This handkercher was ſtain'd. | 
Cel, 1 pray youtell it, dos 
06, When laſt the young Orlando parted from'You, 
He lefta promiſe to returne againe 
Within an houre, and pacing through the Forreſt, 
Chewing the food of ſweet and bitter fancie, 
Loe what befell : he threw his eye aſide, 
And marke what objeRtdid preſent it ſelfe 
Vnder an old Oake,whoſe bows were mels'd with age, 
And high rop bald with dric antiquitie: 
A wretched man,ore-growne with haire 
Lay ſleeping on his backe; about his necke 
A and guilded ſnake had wreath'd it ſelfe, 
Who with her head,nimble in threatesapproach'd 
The opening of his mouth; but ſodaindly 
Seeing Orlando, it unliok'd it ſeite, 
And with indented glides, did ſlip away 
Intoa buſh, under whoſe buſhes ſhade 
A Lyonneſle, with adders all drawne dri c, 
Lay cowching head on ground, with catlike watch 
When thatthe ſleeping man ſhould ftirre; for 'tis 
The roya/l diſpoſition of that beaſt | 
Toprey on nothing, that doth ſerme as dead : 
This ſeene, did h che man, 
And found it was his brother, his clder brother. * 
Cel. OT have heard him ſpeake of that ſame brother, 
And he did render him the moſt unnaturall 
Thatliv'd men. 
0h, And well he might ſo doe, 
For well I know he was unnaturall. 
Roſe But to Orlands : did he leave him there 
Food tothe ſuck'd and Lyonneſle ? 
0h. Twice did heturne his backe and purpos'd fo : 
But kindnefle, nobler ever then revenge, 
And Nature then his juſt occaſien, 
Whos rh befor hich hurtling 
quickely fell im; in whi 
From miGreble ſlumber 1 awaked. 
Cel, Are you his brother ? 
Ref. Was't you he reſcu'd? 
(*. Was'tyoathat did ſo oft contrive to kill him? 
0b. TwasI : but *tisnotI : Idoe not ſhame 
Totellyou what I was, ſince my converſion 
So mgm A les doing the thing Iam. 
. bloody napkin ? 
Obs, By and by : 


Qu 


There (tript himſelfe, and heere upon his arme 
The Lyonnefle had torne ſome Ro, 
W hich all chis while bad bled; and now he fainted, | 
And cride in fainting upon Re/alinde, 
_ 4 — » bound up his wound, 
ter ſome » bggng ſtrong atbeart 
He ſent me hither — ws , 
Totell this ſtorie, that you might excuſe 
His broken PR_ andto givethis napkin 
Died in his blood, unto the Shepheard youth, 
That he in ſport doth call his Roſalind. 
Cel. Why how now Ganimed, ſweet Ganimed. 
Oli. Many will ſwoon when they do looke on bloud. 
Cel There is more in it ” Coſen Ganimed. 
O48, Looke; he recovers, 
Rof. 1 would I wereat home. 
({#. Wee'llleade youthither: 
I pray you will you take him by thearme, _ 
Oli. Be of good cheere youth: youa man? 
"You lacke a mans heart. 
| Ro. 1doe fo, I contelle it : 
Ah, firra, a body would thinke this was well counterfei- 
ted, I pray youtell your brother how well I counterfeited; 
beigh-ho. 


OG. This was nor counterfeit, there is too great te- 
_— your complexion, that it was paifion of car- 


Rof. Counterfeit, I aſſure you. | 
_ Wellthen, take agoud heart ; and counterfeit to 
a man. 
Ref. So I] doe: but yfaith, I ſhould have beene a woman 


4 Come youlooke paler and paler draw 
, : 

homewards : fir, goe withus. —_ 

Ols, That will I: for I maſt beare anſwerebacke 
How you excuſe my brother, Roſalmd. 

Roſ. I (hall deviſe ſomething: but1 pray you commend 
my counterfeting to him : will you goe Þ 

Exenmn. 


__— 


Aus Quintus. Scana Prima. 


Emer Clowne and Awarie. 
(7%. We ſhall finde a time frdrie, patience gentle 
46d. Faththe cnongh 
ith the Prieſt was for all the 
| old genelemans ſaying, wn ; 
Claw, A molt wicked Sir Olrwer, Awadrie.,, a moſt vile 
XMar-text. But «Awarie,therc is a youth heere in the For- 
reſt layes claime to you. 


efwd. I, I know who 'tis: he hathno intereſt in me in 
the world : here comes the manyou meane.. 


| (. Tris meatanddrinketo meto fea Clowne, by 
[| ' my 
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m 
for : we ſhall be : we cannot bold. 
Will. Good cu'n Avavrey. 
eA#ud. God ye goodeu'n William. 
”M.. eu'n to you Sir, | 
Cle. Good cu'n gentle friend, Cover thy head, cover 


| thy head : Nay prethee be coucr'd. How olde are you 
Friend? 


will. Fiveand twenty Sir. 
Clo. Aripe age : Is thy nagze William? 
Will. William, ſir. 
(te. Afairename- Was't borne i'th Forreſt heere? 
Wil. I fir, I thanke 
Cho, Thanke God : A good anſwer: 
Art rich ? 
Will. * Faith fir, ſo, {0+ 
Ch. So,ſo, is good, very good, very excellent good: 
and yet it isnot, 1t 18 but ſo, ſo: 
' Art thou wile ? 
will. I fir, I have a prettic wit. 
Clo. Why, thou ſayeſt well] do now remember a ſay- 


knowes himſclfe to be a Foole. The Heathen Philoſo- 
her, when he hada deſire to cate a Grape, would open 
his lips when heputit into bis mouth , meaning there- 
by, that Grapes were made tocate, and lippes to open. 
Youdolove this maid ? 
Will. I do fir. 
' Cs, Give me your hand : Art thou Learned? 
Will. No fir. 
Col+ Then learne thisof me, To have, 1s to have, For 
it is a figure in Rhetoricke, that drinke being powr'd out 
ofa cup intoa glaſſe, by filling the one, doth empty the 
other. For all your Writers do conſent , that spſe1s hee ; 
now you are not ipſe for Iam he. 
will, Which he ſir? | 
Col. He fir; that muſt marriethis woman: Therefore 
you Clone, abandon : which ivin the vulgar, leave the 
ſocietic : which in the booriſh, is companie, of this fe- 
male : which in the common , is woman : which roge- 
ther, is, abandonthe ſociety of this Female, or Clowne 
thou periſheſt : or to thy better underſtanding, dyeſt ;or 
(towit) I killthee, make thee away,tranſlatetby life in- 
to death, liberty into bondage : I willdeale inpoy- 


with thee in faRion, I will ore-run thee with policy: 1 
will kill thee a hundred and fifty wayes , therefore trem- 
Aud.. Do good Filliam. ; 
Fill. God reſt yov merry fir. Exit. 


Enter Corm. 


Cer. Our Maſter and Miſtreſſe ſeckes you: come away, 


away» . 
Cle. Trip elwdry, trip Audry, I attend, | 
I attend. Srxewnt, 


_ Srons Secunda, 


— 


D— 


i 18 poll Ar Tn 
Orl. Is poſlib on ſo you 
ll ers love her? 


ſhould like her? chat, but ſecing, you 


troth, we that have good wits, have much to anſwer 


__ 


ing : The foole doth thinke he is wiſe , but the wiſeman 


ſon with thee, or in baſtinado, or in ſteele : I will bandy 


And loving woo? and wooing, ſhe ſhould graunt > Ang 
will you perſever to enjoy her ? 

Ol. Neither call the giddineſſe of it in queſtion; the po. 
vertie of her, the ſmall I » My ſodaine wooing, 
nor ſodaine ing: but ſay with me, I love Alena; 
ſay with her, that ſhe loves me ; conſent with both, that 
we may enjoy cachother : it ſhall be to your good : for 
my fathers houſe, andallthe revennew, that was old Sir 
Rowlands will I citate upon you, .and heere live and diea 
Sbephcard. 


Enter Roſalind. 


Orl. You have my conſent. 

Let your wedding beto morrow : thither will [ 
Invite the Duke, and all's contented followers : 
Go you, and prepare Alena; for looke you, 
Heere Comes my Roſalinde. 

Rof. God ſave you brother. 

OL, _ py ire —_— . 

Roſ-- Oh my deere Orlando, how it grecves meto ſee 
thee weare thy heart ina ſcarfe. ge 

Ort. Itis my arme, 

Roſ. I choughtthy heart had beene wounded with the 
clawes ofa Lion. 

Orl. Wounded it is, but witk the eyes of a Lady. 

Rof. Did your brother tell you how 1 
ſound, when he ſhew'd me your handkercher? 

Orl. I, and greater wonders then that. 

Roſ. O, 1 know where you are : nay, tis traez there 
wasnever any thing ſo ſodaine , but the fight of two 
Rammes, and {*/ars Thraſonicall bragge, of, I came, ſaw, 
and overcame. For your brother, and my ſiſter, no ſ00- 
ner met , but they look'd: no ſooner look'd, but 
lov'd ; noſooner lov'd, but they ſigh'd : no ſooner ſigh'd 
butthey ask'd one another the reaſon : no ſooner knew 
the reaſon, but they ſought the remedic : and in theſe 
degrees, have they madea paire of ſtaires to marriage, 
which they will climbe incontinent , or clſe be inconti- 
nent before marriage ; they are inthe verie wrath of 
a4, and they wall together. Clubbes cannot part 
t 


Orl. They ſhall be married ro morrow : and I will 
bid the Duke ro the Nuptiall, But O, bow bitter a thing 
it 1s,tc looke into ines h another mans eyes: 
by ſo much the more ſhall l to morrow be atthe height 
of heart heavineſſe, by how much 1 (hall thinke my bro» 
ther happie, in having what he wiſhes for. 

Reſ. Why then tomorrow, I cannot ſerve your turte 
for Roſalind ? A 

Orl. Icanliveno longer by thinking. 

Roſe. I will wearie you then no _-- with idle tal 

ing. Know of me then (for now I ſpeake to ſome pur- 

c) that I know youareaGentlemen of good conceit: 
I ſpeakenotthis, that you ſhould beare a good opinion 
of my knowledge : infomuch (I fay) Iknow yeuare: net- 
ther doe I labor mo—_ eſteeme then may in ſome 
little meaſure draw a from you, to doe your (elfe 
good, and notto grace me. Beleeve then , if you pleaſe, 
thatI can doe ſtrange things: I have fince I was three 
care old converſt with aMagitian , moſt profound in 
is Art, and yet not damnable. If you dolove Roſalinde 
ſoneere the heart, as your cries1: oat: when your 
brother tnarries Aliens, ſhall you marric her. I know ut 
to what ſtraights of fortune ſhe isdriven, and it 15 not 
impoſliblero me, if it appeare not inconvenient aye, 


rr ne 


—_— 
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to ſet her before your eyes to morrow, humane as ſheis, | Heere come two of the baniſh'd Dukes Pages, 


——_— 


and without any danger. Enter rwo Þ 
Orl. Speale ſt thou in ſober meanings? 1- Fa. Wel met koneſt Genes, 
Ref, By my life I do , which I tender deerly , though | (7s. By my troth well met:come, ſir, fit,anda ſong. 
I fay 1 am a Magitian : Therefore put you in your beſt a- 2. Pa. Weate for you,fit i'th middle. 
ray, bid your friends : for if you will be marricd to mor- 1. Pa. Shal we Clap into't roundly, without hauking, 
row, you ſhall : and to Roſalind if you will, or ſpitting,or laying weare hoarſe , which are the oncly 
Enter Solvins of Phecbe. prologues to a bad voice. 


| Looke, here comes a Lover of mine , anda lover of hers. 2. Pa. I faith, y'faith,and both in atune like two gip- 


Phe. Youth, you hae done me much vngentlenefſe, | ficson a horſe. 
Toe ſhew the letter that I writ to you. 


Rof. 1 care not if I have:it is my ſtudie ht was a Lover and hiclaſſe, 
To ſceme deſpightfull and vngentle ro you: With a bey and 4 he, and a hey nonins, 
You are there followed by a fairhfull ſhepheard, That «re the greene corne feild did paſſe, 
Looke vpon him,love him:he worſhips you. in the ſpring time ,the onely pretty rang time, 
Phe. Good ſhepheard , rell this youth what 'tis to love When Birds hey ding a ding ding. 
Sil. Itis to be all made of (ighes and teares, Sweet Lovers love the ſpring, 
And ſo am I for Phebe. e And therefore take the preſent time, 
Phe, And | for Ganimed.  Wiuh a hey, 4 ho, and a hey nonins, 
Or. And I for Roſ«hnd. For love is cr owned with the prime. 
Rof. And | for no woman. ; In ſpring tame ,Q+c. 
$4l. Its to be all made of faith and ſervice, 
And ſoam | for Phebe. Betweene the acres of the Riz, 
Phe. And 1 for Gammed. Wutha bey,and a ho, a bey nowino: 
Or. And 1 for Refalind. Theſe pretty Country folks would ty, 
Ref. And I for no woman. Inſpring time, oc. 
Sil. It is to be all made of fantaſie, ; 
All made of paſlion,andall made of wiſhes, This (avroll they began that houre, | 
All adoration,duty ind obſerbance, With a boy and 4 ho, a bey nonins, 
All humbleneſſe, all patience, and impatience, How that alife was but a Flower, 
All purity,a!l trialhall obſervance: In ſpring time Ce. 
Andſo am I tor Thebe, 
Phe. And ſoam I for Garimed. Cte.Truly youg Gentlemen,thouvh there was ho great 
Or. And ſo am I for Roſalind. matter inthe ditty,yct the note was very vntunable, 
Ref.” And fo am I1for no woman. I. Pa. youare deceiv'd Sir,we kept time , weloſtnor | 
Phe. If this be ſo,why blame yau me to love you? our time. 
Sil. Tf this be ſo,wby you me to love you? Cle. By my troth yes : I count itbur rime loſt toheare 
p Or. If this be ſo,why Blame you me to love you? ſuch a foolith ſong. God buy you , and God mend your 
Rof. Why do you ſpeake too, Why blame you mee to | voices. Cume eArdrie. E xexnt. 
love you. +». - 3 
: 0rl. To her,that is not —_ — _ a_ " Pr. = _—_—_— ow 
| Rof. Pray you no more of this , *tis like r ing 
Iriſh Wolves againſt the Moone:I will helpe you if 1 can: Scena <2 Ta, 
; I would love you if I could - To morrow mect me _ _ — —— —— 
ether : I will marry you , it ever I marry Woman , a 
fie be married tomorrow : 1 wilt Geiefie you-4 ever 1 _— a 
T fatisfi'd man,and you ſhall be married ro morrow. I will Ds.Sen, Doſt thou beleeve Orlends, that the boy 


content you, if what pleaſes you contents you , andyou | | 

ſhall be |__ ro —— : As you love {as bra 4 _——_ this that he =_ —_—_ Ja 

2s you love Phebemect,and as I love no woman,Ile meet; As thoſ _ do —— ue 0 not, 

ſo fare you well : I have left you commands . e they —_— know my Cares 
Ss). Ile not faile,if 1 live- Emer Reſelinde, Sil, & Þ 


i 


|- ; 4 | . Ref. Patience once more,whiles our compatt is vrg'd: 

[- | "x" arty " . Kaos, | £08 fay,if I bring in your Reſabbade, 

T: ; x © | You will beſtow her on Orlando heere? (hir. 

A — ——— —— Re ores 

t- . . ou will have her, whenI bring hir? 

Cc Scand Te rid. Or. Th [ of all kingdomes King. 

fe We - OT CE) | _” Ref. You ſay,you'l me, if I be willing. - 

e, I" Phe. That will I, ſhould I dy the houre after. 
* Emer (lowne and eAndrey- Ro: But if you do refuſe to me, 
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0 M is the j iy afuarey,to morow Phe. So is the bargaine. ; 
will we be married. © © P Ref: Yoou ſay that you'l have Phebeif the will. 

An. 1do deſire-it withall my heantand I hope itis no | $i. Though to have her and death,, were both oge 
45 he, to defareto be a waman of the world? | things F / 
| i bl Ro * 

— \ 


- - -  —-” we oe 


—_ 
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Rof. I have promis'd ts make all this matter even: 
Keepe you your word,O Duke, to $i ve your daughter, 
You yours Or/ando, to reccive his daughter: 

*Keepe you your word Phebe,that you'l marry me, 
Or elſe refuſing me,to wed this ſhepheard: 
Keepe your word Siuius,that you'l marry her 
If ſhe refuſe me, and from hence I go 
To make theſe doubts all even. Exit Roſ.and Celia 

Du. Se. I do remember in this ſhepheard boy, 
Some lively touches of my daughters favour. 

Or. My Lord,the firſt time that Lever ſaw him, 
Me thought he was a brother to your daughter: 
But my good Lord,this Boy is Forreſt borne, 
And hath bin tutor'd inthe rudiments 
Of many deſperate ſtudies,by his vnckle, 
W hum. he reports to be a great Magitian. 
Enter Clowne and Amuarey. 

Obſcured in the circle of this Fortelt. 

lag. There is ſure another flood toward,and theſe cou- 


ples are comming to the Arke. Here corhesa payre of 


very ſtrange beaſts, which in all tongues, are call'd 
Fooles. | 

Cho. Salutation and greeting to you all. | 

[aq.Good my Lord,bid him welcome: This is the Mot- 
ley-minded Gentleman, that I have ſo often met inthe 
Forreſt:he hath bin a Courtier he ſweares. 

Ce. If any man doubt that, let him put mee to my pur- 
gs , I have trod a meaſure , I have flattred a Lady , I 

ve bin politicke with my friend, ſmooth with mine 
enemie, I have vndone three Tailors , 1 have had fourc 
quarrels, and like to have fought one. 

ag. And how was that tane, up? 

Cle. Faith we met, and found the quarrel was upon 
the ſeventh cauſe. 

lag. How ſeventh cauſe ? Good my Lord , like this 
fellow. | 

Du. Se. I like him very well. 

Che. God'ild you fir,l deſire you of the like: I preſſe in 
heere ſir,amongſt the reſt of the Country copulatives to 
- ſweare , and to forſweare , accordingas marriage binds 
and blovd breakes : a poore virgin fir,an il favor'd thing 
1 fir, but mine owne, a poore humour of mine fir, to take 
that that no man elſe will : rich honeſty dwelslikea mi- 
= fir, in a poore houle, as your Pearic in your foule oy- 

Cre Bs 

D«.. Sen. By my faith,he is very ſwift,and ſententicus 

Clo. According to the fooles bolt fir,and ſuch duicer 
diſeaſes” - 

[aq- But for the ſeventh cauſe. How did you finde the 
1 quarrell en the ſeventh caule? 

('o. Vpon a lye , {even times removed : ( beare your 
body more ſeeming «4#dry Jas thus fir: I did diſlike the 
cut of a certaine Courticrs beard : he ſent me word,if I 
aid his beard was not cut well , hee was in the miride it 
was : this is call'd the retort courteous. IF I ſent him 
j word againe,it was not well cut, he wold ſend me word 
he cat it to pleaſe himſelfe:this'is call'd the quip modeſt. 
If againe, it was not well cut, he diſabled my judgment: 
this is called;the reply churliſh: If agai ne it was not wel 
| cut, he would anſwer I{pake not true : this iscall'dthe 
reproofe valiant. If againe, it was not well cut , he wold 
fay, I lie : this is call'd the counter-checke quarrelſome: 
and ſo to the liecircumſtantiall,and the lie dire. 

lag. And how oft did you ſay his beard was not well 
cut? | 

Clo, I durſt go no further then the lye circumſtantial: 


—_— _— 


.nor he durſt not give me the lie dire : and ſo wee mea- 
ſur'd ſwords, and parted. 

=> Can you nominate in order now , the degrees of 
the lie, 

(%. O fir, we quarrell in print , by the booke : as you 
have bookes for good manners : I will name you the de- 
grees. The firſt, the Retort courteous : the tecond , the 
Quip-modeſt : the third , the reply Churliſh:the fourth, 
the Reproofe valiant:the fift , the Counterchecke quar- 
relſome : the ſixt, the Lye with circumſtance : the ſea- 
venth, the Lye dire : all theſe you may avoyd , but the 
Lye dire& : and you may avoide that too, withan If. I 
knew when ſeven Tuſtices could not take up a Quarrell, 
but when the parties were met themſelves , one of them 
thought bur of an IF; as if you ſaide fo, then I ſaide ſo: 
and they ſhooke hands, and ſwore brothers. Your If , is 
the onely peace-maker : mnch vertue inif. 

lag. Ts not this a rare fellow my Lord ? He's as good 
a any thing, and yet afoole. 

Ds. Se. He uſes his folly like a ſtalking-horſe , and un- 

der the preſentation of that he ſhoots his wit. 


Enter Hymen, Roſalind, and ( lia. 
Still Mn ” 
Hymen, Then is there mirth in beavey, 
When cantbly things made eaven 
artone together. 
Good Duke receive thy danghter, 
Hymen from Heaven -- 2h 
Yea brought her hether. 
That thou might#t joyne his hand with big, 
Whoſe heart within bis boſome is. 
Roſ.To you T give my ſelfe, for I am yours. 
To you I give my ſclte, for I am yours- 
Du-Se. If there be truthin ſight,youare my daughter, 
Or. If there be truth in ſight,you are my Koſa 
Phe. If ſight & ſhape be tryg,why then my love adicy, 
Ref. Ile have no Fatherif yBu be not he: 
Ile have no Husband, if you be not he: 
Nor ne're wed woman, if you be not ſhe. 
Hy. Peace hoa:I barre confuſion, 
'Tis I muſt make conclufion 
Of theſe moſt ſtrange events: 
Here's eight that muſt take hands, 
To joyne in Hymens bands, 
IF truth holds true contents, 
You and you, no croſle ſhall part; 
You and you, are heart in heart; 
You,to his love muſt accord, 
Or have a Woman to your Lord. 
You and you,are ſure together, 
As the Winter to fowle Weather: 
W hiles a Wedlocke Hymne we ſing, 
Feede your ſelves with queſtioning: 
That reaſon, wonder may diminiſh 
How thus we met,and theſe things finiſh. 


Wedding & great Iunos erowne 
0 bleſedb bond of beerdand bed: 
Tis Hymen peoples towne, 
High wedlacke then be d: 
Honor high boner and renowne = 


To Hywmen, God of every Towne. 


Da. Se. O my deere Neece , welcome thou art t0 me, 
Even daughter welcome, inno lefſe degree. my 


—_ 
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Phe. I will not cate my word, now thou art mine, 
Thy faith, my fancic co thee doth combine. 


£mer ſecond Brother. 

2. Fro. Let me have audicnce for a word or two: 
Lam the ſecond ſonne of old Sir Rowland, 
That bring theſe tidings to this faire aſſembly. 
Duke Fredericke hearing how that every Cay, 
Men of great worth relorted to this torrelt, 
Addre(t a mighty power, which were on foote 
In his owng conduct, purpofely rorake 
His brother heere,and put him to the ſword: 
Andto the skirts of this wilde Wood he came; 
W here,mceting with an old Religious man, 
After ſome queition with him, was converted 
Both from his cnterprize, and from the »or'd: 
His crowne bequeathing to his baniſh'd Brother, 
And all their Lands reſtor'd to him againe 
That were with him cxil'd. This to be true, 
I do engage my litc. 

Ds#.Se. Wcicome yong man: | 
Thou offer'ſt fairely rothy brothers wedding: 
To one T _ with-held, and _ other 
A land it felte at ha potent Dukedome. 
Firſt, in this Forreſt, fer us do thoſe ends 
That hcere were well begun, and well begot: 
And after, every of this happic number 
That have endur'd ſhrew'd daics, and nights with us, 
Shal ſhare the good of our returned fortune, 
According to the meaſure of their ſtates. 
Meane time, forget this new-falne digaity, 
And fall into our Ruſticke Reveiry: 
Play Muſicke, and you Brides and Bride-groomes all, 
With mcaſure heap'd in joy,to th' Mcaſures fai', 

lag: Sir, by your patience ; it | heard ou r:ghtly, 
The Duke hath put on a Religious ite, 
And throwne into neglet the pompous Court. 


—_— 
Mm. m—_—__ 


| 2+ Fro. He hath. 
. 1aq. To him will I : out of theſe convertites, 


There is much matter to be heard, and learn'd: 

| You to your former Honox, Ibequeath; 

; Your patience, arxd your vertue, well deſcrves it. 
| You toalove, that your true faith doth mcrit: 

You to your land, and love, and great al:ics: 
| You to alongand well-delerved bed: 

' And you to wrangling,for thy lovin voyage 
* Is but for two monerhs vi tuall'd:So to yourpleafures, 
; 1 am for other,then for dancing meazuces, 

Da. $6. Stay, aques, ſtay. 

lag. Toe no paſtime, 1: hat you would have, 

Ie ſtay tro know, at your abandon'd cave. Exit. 

Da. Se. Procced, proceed, we wili begin theſc rights, 
As we dotruit, they'l end in true delights. 

Ref. |t 15 n0t the tafhion to ſce the Lady the Epilogue: 
but it 15 no more unhandſome , then to {ce the Lord the 
Prologue It it be true, that gocod wine needs no buſh, 
"tis true , that a good play needes no Epilogue. Yer to 
| good wine they do uſe good buſhes: & good piaics prove 
' the better by the helpe of good Epilogues : What acalc 

am [I in then, that am — ilogue , nor can- 

not infinuate with you in the be of a good play?I am 

not furniſh'd like a Begger , therefore to begge will nor 
| become mee. My way is to conjure you, and Ile begin 

with the Women. Icharge you(O women)for the love 
you beare to men, to like as much of this Play , as pleaſe 
you : And 1 charge you ( O men) for the love you beare 
ro women(as [ perceive by your fimpring, none of you 
hates ther )that beruweene you, and the women, the play 
may pleale. If I were a Woman, I would kife as many 
of you as had beards that pleas'd me, complexions that 
lik'd me, and oreaths that I defi*de not : And Iam ſure, 
as many as have good beards:, or good faces , or ſweet 
breaths, will for my kind offer, when 1 make curt'fe,bid 
| me tarewell. Exerunt. 


— — 
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eAflus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Begger and Heſteſſe, Chriſtopbero Sly. Then take him up, and manage wellthe jeſt: 
Carry him gently to my faireſt Chamber, 
Begger- And hang it round with all my wanton piQures: 
Le pheeze you infaith. Balme his foule head in warme diſtilled waters, 


Heft. A paire of ſtokes you rogue. And burne ſ\veer Wood to make the Lodging ſweet: 
Beg. Y are a baggage , the Sherare no | Procure me Mulicke ready when he wakes, 
Rogues. Looke in the Chronicles,we came | To make a dulcet and a heavenly ſound: 
. in with Richard Conqueror : therefore Pas- | And if he chance to ſpeake,be ready ſtraight 
ca: pallabris, let the world flide:Seſla. (And with a low ſubmiſſivereverence) 
Heft. You will not pay for the glaſſes you haue burſt? | $Say, what is it your Honor will command: 
Beg. No, not a denicre: 0 by S. lerommy, goc to thy | Let oneatrend him with a filver Baſon 
cold bed, and warme thee. Full of Roſe-water, and beſtrew'd with Flowers, 
Hoſt. 1 know my remedy , I muſt go fetch the Head- | Another beare the Ewer : the third a Diaper, 
borough. And ſay wilt pleaſe your Lordſhip coole your hands. 
Beg-Third, or fourth , or fift Borough , Ile anſwere | Some one be ready witha coſtly luite, 
him by Law. Ile not budge an inch boy:Let him come, | Andaske him what apparel he will weare: 
and kindly. Falles aſleep:. | Another tell him of his Hounds and Horſe, 
: | And that his Lady iournes at his diſaſc, 
Winde hornes. Enter a Lord from bunting with his tyaine. Perſwade him that he hath bin Lunaticke, 
+ Lo. Huntſman I charge thee, tender wel my hounds, | And when he ſayes he is,fay that he dreames, 


Brach Meriman,the poore Curre is imboſt, For he is nothing buta mighty Laid: 
| And couple (lewder with the deepe-month'd brach, This do, and do it kindly,gentle firs, 
Saw'ſt thou not boy how Silver made it good It wil be paſtime paſlling excellent, 
Atthe hedge corner,in the couldeſt faulr, If it be husbanded with modeſty, 
I would not loſe the dogge for twenty pound. 1. Eun, My Lord I warrant you we wil-play our part 
Hun. Why Belwanis as good as he my Lord, As he ſhall thinke by our true diligence 
He cricd upon itat the mecreſt loſle, Heisno lefle then what we ſay he is. 
And twice to day pick'd out the dulleſt ſent, Lor. Take him, up gently, ang to bed with him, 
Truſt me; 1 take him for the better dogge. And each one to hus orice when he wakes. 
Lord. Thou art a foole, it Eceho were as ficete, Sound trumpet!, 
I would efteeme him worth a dozen ſuch: Sirrah, go ſee what Trumpet'tis that ſounds, 
But ſup them well, and looke unto them all, Belike (ome Noble Gentlemanthat meanes 
To morrow 1 intend to hunt again” © (Travelling ſome journey )Jtorepoſe him hceere, 
Hmwn. I will my Lord. < | Emer Servingman. 
Lord. What's heerc?One dead, or dru doth he | How now?who is it? 
breathe? . Ser, An't pleaſe your Honor, Players 


2. Hwn, He breath's my Lord. Were he not warm'd | That offer ſervice to your Lordſhip. 
| with Ale, this were abedbur cold to ſleep ſoſoundly. 


Lord, Oh monſtrous beaſt, how like a ſwine helyes. Enter Players. 
Grim death, how foule and loathſome is thine image! 
Sirs,I will praiſe on this drunken man. Lox. Bid them come neere: 
Whatthinke you,ifhe were convey'd to bed, Now fellowes,youare welcome. | 
Wrap'd in ſweet cloathes:Rings = upon his fingers: Pla. We thanke your Honor. 
A molt delicious banquet by his bed, Lor. Do you intend to ſtay with me to night? 
And brave attendants neere him when he wakes, 2+ Pla. So pleaſe your Lordſhip to accept ' 
Would not the begger then forget himſelfe? Lor. With all my heart. This fellow 1 remember, 


1. Hmwv. Pclceve me Lord, I thinke he cannot chooſe. | Since once he plaide a Farmers eldeſt tonne, 
2. H.It would ſeem ſtrange unto him when he wak'd | 'Twas where you woo'd the Gentlewoman fo well: 
Lord. Even as a flatt'ring dreame, or worthles fancic. | I have forgot your name: but ſure that parr E 

; as 


_— 
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was aptly firred,and naturally perform'd. 
Sin. I thiake *twas Soto that your honor meanes- 
Lord. ' Tis very true,thou didſt it excellent: 
Well you are come to me in happy time, 
The rather for I have ſome ſport in hand, 
W herein your cunning Tan allilt me much. 
There is a Lord will heare you play to night; 
Burt I am doubtfull of your modeſties, 
Lealt(over-cying of his odde behauiour, 
For yet his honor never heard a play ) 
You breake into ſome merry pallion, 
And fo offend him:for I tell you firs, 
If you ſhould ſmile,he growes impatient. | 
Plai. Feare not my Lord, we can contain our iclves, 
Were hethe verieſt antickein the world. 
Lord. Go ſirra,take them to the Buttery, 
And give them friendly welcome every one, 
Ler them want nothing that my houlſe affoords. 
Exit one with the Players. 
Sirra go you to Barthelmew my Page, 
Andiee Lo dreſt in all ſuites like a Lady: 
That done, conduct him to the drunkards chamber, 
And call him Madam, do him obeifance: 
Tell him from me(as he will win my love) 
He beare himſefe with honourable ation 
Suchas he hath obſerv'd in noble Ladies 
Vntotheir Lords, by them accompliſhed, 
Such duty to the drunkard let him do: 
With ſotr low tongue, and lowly curteſie, 
And fay: W hat 1s't your Honor will command, 
Wherein your Lady,and your humble wife, 
May ſhew her duty,and make knowne her love. 
Andthen with kinde embracements, tempting kiſſes 
And with declining head into his boſome 
Bid him ſhcd teares,as being over-joyed 
To ſee her noble Lord reſtor'd to health, 
Who for this ſeven yeares hath eſteemed him 
No better then a poore and loathſome begger: 
And if the boy have not a womans guift 
Toraine a ſhower of commanded teares, 
An Onion will do well for ſucha ſhift, 
Which ina Napkin{being clole convei'd) 
Shall in deſpight entorce a watery eye: 
Seethis diſparch'd with all the haſt thou canſt, | 
Anon lle give thee more inſtructions. 
| Exu 4 ſervingman. 
I know the boy will well uſurpe the grace, 
Voice,gate,and ation of a Gentlewoman. 
[ long to heare him call the drunkard husband, 
And how my men will ſtay themiclyes from laughter, 
When they do homage to this ſimple peaſant, 
Ile into counſell them : haply my preſence 
May well abate the over-merry ipleene, 
Which otherwiſe would grow into extreames. 


Enter aloft the drunkgrd with attendants , ſome with apparel, 
Baſon and Ewer, & ather tenances, Lord. 

Beg. For Guds fake « pot of imall Ale. 

1.Ser, Wilt pleaſe your Lordſhip drink a cup offack? 

2. Ser, Wilt pleaſe your Honor taſte of theſe Con- 
ſerves? | 
| 3- Ser. Whatraiment will your honor weare today. 

Be. I am Chriſtophere Sly , call not mee Honour nor 

Lordihip: Inc're dranke ſacke in my life:and if you giue 
me any Conſerves, give me conſerves of Beefe:ne're ask 
me what raiment Ile weare, for I have no more doub- 


_—_— CT 


"”. 


| 
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lers then backes : no more ſtockings then legges: nor no | 


more ſhooes then feer , nay ſometime more teete then 
ſhooes, or ſuch ſhooes as my toeslooke through the 0- 
ver-lcather. 
Lor. Heaven ceaſe this idle humor in your Honor, 

Oh thata mighty man of ſuch deſcent, 
Of ſuch poſicilions, and ſo lygh eftceme 
Should be infuſed with fo foulea ipirit. 

Leg. What would you make me mad?Am not I Chri- 


Popher Shy, old Slics ſonne of Burton-heath, by byrth a | 


Pedler , by education a Cardmaker , by tranſmuration a 
Beare-heard , and now by preſent profeſſion a Tinker. 
AvSke Marrian Hacket the tat prove.” : of W incor, if ſhee 
know me not:if the {ay | am not xitii.d.on the force for 
ſheere Ale,ſcore me up for the lyingſt knave 1n Chriſten 
dome. What I am not beſtraught: het © $——— 
3+ Max. Oh this it 1s that makes your Lady mourne. 
2. Man, Ohthis is it that makes your ſeruants droop- 
Lord. Hence comes it, that your kindred ſhuns your 
As beaten hence by yuur ſtrange Lunacy. (houſe 
Oh Noble Lord, bethinke thee of thy birth, 
Call home thy ancient thoughts from baniſhment; 
And baniſh hence thee abje&t lowly dreames: 
Looke how thy 1ervants do attend on thee, 
Each in his «1hice ready atthy becke. 
Wilt thou have Mulicke?Harke Apollo plates, Muſick. 
And twenty caged Nighringalcs do ſing. 
Or wilt thou ſleepe? Wee'l have thee toa Couch, 
Softer and ſweeter then the lultfull bed 
On purpoſe trim'd up for Semiramis. 
Say thou wilt walke:we will beſtrow the ground. 
Or wilt thouride? Thy horſes ſhall bet:ap'd, 
T heir harneſle ttudded all with Gold and Pearle. 
Loſt thou love hawking?Thou haſt hawkes wiil ſoare 
Above the morning Larke.Or wilt thou bunt, 
Thy hounds ſhall makethe Welk in antiver them 
And fetch ſhrill ecchoes from the hotlow earth. 
I» Man. Say thou wilt courſe, thy gray-hounds are as. 
As breathed Stags:I ficeter ther: the Roe. (\witc 
2 M.Dolt thou love pictures? ve will fetch thee ſtrait 
Adonis painted bv a running brooke, 
And Citherea all in tedg £ hid, 
Which ſeeme to move and wanton with her breath, 
Even as the waving ſedges play with winde. 
Lord. Wee'l ihew thee /o, as ſhe was a Maid, 


And how ſhe was beguiled and a | 


As lively painted, as the deed was done. 

3. Mn. Or Daphne roming through a thorny wood, 
Scratching her legs, that one ſha!l ſweare the bleeds, 
And at that fight thal ſad Apollo weepe, 

So workmanly the blood and tcarcs are drawne. 

Lord. Thou arta Lord,and nothing buta Lord: 
Thou baſt a Lady farre more Bcaurtitull, 

Then any woman in this waining age. 


1. Man. And till the tearcs thar ſhe hath ſhed for thee, 


Like envious flouds ore-run her lovely tace, 
She wasthe faireſt creature in the world, 
And yet ſhe is infeciour tonone-. 

Beg. Am I a Lord and have I ſucha Lady? 
Ordo I dreame?Or have I dream'd ill now? 
I donot ſleepe:I ſee, I heare,l ſpeake: 

I ſinel ſweet ſavours,and I feele ſoft things: 
Vpon my life I ama Lord indeed, 

And nota Tinker, nor Chriltophero Sly. 
Wall,bring our Lady hither to our ſight, 
{malleſt Ale. 


S 3 1. Man 


- once againc a poto'th 


TheT, aming of the Shrew. 


i _ Wilt pleaſe your mightineſſe to waſh your 
nds: 


— 


ty, a Chriſtmas gambold, or a tumbling tricke? 
Lady. No my good Lord, it is more pleaſing ſtuffe, 


Oh how we joy to ſee your wit reſtor'd, 
Oh that once more you knew but what you are: 
Theſe fiſteene yeeres you have bin in a dreamec, 
Or when you wak'd,{o wak'd as if you flept. 
Beg. T hele fiftecne yecres, by iny fay, a goodly nap, 
Butdid I never ſpeake of all that time? | 
1- Afar. Oh yes my Lord, but very idle words, 
For though you lay heere in this goodly chamber, 
Yet would you ſay, ye werebcaten our of doore, 
And raile uponthe Hoſtecſſe of the houſe, 
Andſay you would preſent her at the Leere, 
Becauic ſhe brought ſtone-Iugs,and no ſcal'd quarts: 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 
Beg. I, the womans maide of the houte. 
3a. Why ſir you know no houſe,nor no ſuch maid 
Nor noſuch men as you have reckon'd up, 
As Stephen $ly,and old John N aps of Greece, 
And Peter Twrph,and Henry Pimpernel, 
And twenty more ſuch names and men as theſe, 
Which never were, nor no man ever ſaw. * 
Beg. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends. 
eAll. Amen, 


Enter Lady with «A ttendonts. 
Beg. I thanke thee, thou ſhalt not loſe by it» 
Lady. Hoy fares my noble Lord? 
Beg. Marry [ fare well, for heere is cheere enough. 
Where is my wife? 
La. Heere nobic Lord, what is thy will with her? 
Beg. Are you my wife,and will not cal me husband? 
My men ſhould call me Lord, 1 am your good-man. 
La. My husband and my Lerd , my Lord and husband 
I am your wife inall obedience. 
Beg. I know it well, what muſt I call her? 
Lord. Madam, 
Beg. eAlce Madam,or lone Madam? 
Lord. Madam, and nothing elſe,ſo Lords call Ladies. 
Beg. Madame wite,they ſay that I have dream'd, 
And {ſlept above ſome fifteene yeare or more. 
Laaj. 1, and the time ſeem's thirty vntome, 
Being all this time abandon'd from your bed. 
Beg.'Tis much, ſervants leave me and her alone: 
Madam undreſſe you, and come now to bed. 
La. Thrice noble Lord,let me intreat of you 
To pardon me yet for anight or two: 
Or if not ſo, untill the Sun be ſer. 
For your Phyfitians have expreſſcly charg'd, 
In perillto incurre your former malady, 
That I ſhould yet abſent me from your bed: 
I hope this reaſon ſtands for my cxcule. 
Beg. I, it ſtands ſo that I may hardly tarry ſo long; 
But I would be loth to fall into my dreamesagaine:[ wil 
therefore tarric in deſpight of the ficſh and the blood, 


Enter 4 Meſſenger. 
CHeſ.Your Honors Players hearing your amendment, 
Are come to play a pleaſant Comedy, 
For ſoyour doors hold it very meete, 
Seeing roo much ſadnefſe hath congeal'd your blood, 
And melancholly is the Nurſe of frenzie, 
Therefore they thought it good you heare a play, 
And frame your minde to mirth and merriment, 
Which barres a thouſand harmes,2nd lengthens life. 
Beg. Marry I will let them play , it is not a Comon- | 


| 


Beg. What,houſhold ſtuffe? 
Ledy. It is a kinde of hiſtory. 
Beg. Wellzwe'l ſee't: 
Come Madame wife fit by my ſide, 
Andlct the world lip, we ſhall ne*re,be yonger. 


Flonriſh. Enter Lucentio, and his man Trane. 

Luc. Tranzo, ſince for the great deſire I had 
Toſes faire Padua,nurſery of Arts, * 
Tam arriv'd for fruitfull ZLambardy, 
T he plealant garden of great /raty, 
And by my fathers love and leave am arn.'d 
With his good will, and thy good company. 
My truſty tervant well approv'd inall, 
Heere let us breath, and happly inſtitute 
A courle of Learning, andingenious ſtudies. 
Piſa renowned for grave Citizens 
Gave me my being,and my father firſt 
A Merchanc of great Trathcke through the world: 
Vincentio's cone of the Bentiveli), 
UVencentio's (onne, brought up in Florence, 
It ſhall become to ſerve all hopes conceiv'd 
Todecke his fortune with his vertuous deedes; 
And therefore Tram, for the time I ſtudy, 
Vertue and that part of Philoſophy 
Will Iapply,that treats of happineſle, 
By vertue {ſpecially to be atchiev'd, 
Tell me thy minde, for I have Psſalcft, 


| And am to Padwa come, as he thatleaves 


A ſhallow plaſh, to plunge himin thedeepe, 
And with 1acicty ſeckes ro quench his thirſt. 
Tra. Me Pardonato,gentle mailter mine: 
I am inall affected as your (elfe, 
Glad that you thus continue your reſolye, 
To ſucke the ſweets of ſweete Philoſophy. 
Onely(good maiſter)while we do admire 
This vertue,and this morall diſcipline 
Let's be no Stoickes,nor no ſtockes I pray; 
Or (o devote to Ariftorles checkes 
As Owad;bean out-caſt quite abjur'd; 
Balke Lodgicke with acquaintance that you have, 
And practiie Rhetoricke in your common talke, 
Muſicke and Pocſie uſe, to quicken you, 
The mathematickes,and the Metaphyſickes 
Fall tothem as you tinde your ſtomacke ſerves you: 
No profit growes, where is nopleaſure tanc: 
In bricfe fir, ſtudy what you moſt affeR, 
Luc. Gramercies Trame,well doſt thou adviſe, 
If Biondello rhou wert come aſhore, 
We could at once pur us inreadineſſe, 
And takea Lodging fit toentertaine 
Such friends(as time) in Padua ſhall beget, 
Bur ſtay a while, w har company is this? 
Tra. Maiſter ſome ſhew to welcome us to Towne. 


Emer Baptiſta with bis two dewghters, K atherina & Bianca, 


Gremio 4 P antalowne, a Shmiter to Branca. 
Lacen. Tranio, fl and by. 


Bep. Gentlemen, importune me no farther, 
For bow I firmly am reſoly'd you know: 
That is, not to beſtow daughter, 
Before I have a husband for the elder: 

If either of you both love Katherine, 


— 
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Becauſe I know you well, and love you wel, | 


Leave ſhall you have to court her ar your pleaſure. 
re. To cart her rather. She's too cough for me, 
There,there Horrenfio, will you any Wi ite? 
Kaz. 1 pray you fir,is it your will 
To make a ſtale of me amongſt theſe mates? 
Hor. Mates maid, how meane you that? 
No mates for you, 
Vnleſſe you were of gentler milder mould. 
Kat. I'faith fir, you ſhall never neede to frare, 
L-wis it is not halfe way to her heart: 
But if it were, doubt not, her care ſhould be, 
To combe your noddle with a three-legg'd ſtoole, 
And paint your face,and uſe you like a foole. 
Hor. From all ſuch divels,g00d Lord deliver us. 
Gre. And mee t00,g00d Lord. 
Tra. Huſht maiſter,heres ſome good paſtime toward, 
That wench is ſtarke mad, or wonderfull froward. 
Lac. But in the others ſilence dol lee, 
Maids milde bchauiour and {obricty. 
Peace Trans. 
ſr 4. Well ſaid Maiſter, mum , and gaze your fl. 
Zap. Gentleinen, that 1 may ſoone make good 
Whac 1 have ſaid, Bianca get you in, 
And let it not diſpleaſe thee good Branca, 
For I will lovethee ne're thelefle my girle. 
Kat. A pretty peate, it is beſt put hngerin the eye, 
and ſhe knew why. | 
Fia. Siſter content you, in my diſcontent, 
Sir, ro your pleaſure humbly I ſubſcribe: 
My bookes and inſtruments ſhall be my company, 
On them tolooke, and prattiſe by my lelte. 
Luc. Hearke Trane, thou mailt heare Adnervs ſpeak. 
Hor, Signior Baptiſta, will you be 1o ſtrange, 
Sorry am I that our good will cffe&ts 
Bianca's greete. 
Gre. W hy will you mew her ap 
(Signior Baptsſta)for this fiend of hell, 
And make her beare the pennance of her tongue? | 
Gap. Genticmen content ye : 1 am reſoly'd: 
Go in Branca. 
And for 1 know ſhe taketh moſt delight 
Ia Maſicke, inſtruments,and Poetry, 
Schoolemaiſters will I keepe within my houſe, 
Fit to inſtru her youth. If you Horten/io, 
Or (ignior Gremo you know any luch, 
Preferre them hither:for to cunning men, 
I will be very kinde aad liberall, 
To mine owne children;in good bringing up, | 
And fo farewell: Katberina you may ſtay, 


For I have more ro commune with Biance.  Oxit, 

» Kat. Why, and Itruſt I may gotoo,maylI not? 

Whar ſhall | be appointed houces,as though | 
(Belike)I knew not whatto take, | 
And whar ro leave? Ha. Exit. 


Gre. You may goto the divels dam:yonr gifts are 
ſs good hreere's none will holde you : Their love is not 
ſogreat Hertenſfso, but we may blow our nails together, 
andfaſt ir fairely out , Our cakes dough on both ſides. 
Farewell : yet for the love Ibeare my ſweet Bianes þ if 
I canby any meanes light on a. fit man to reach her that 
wherein ſhe delights, I will with him to her tather. 

Hor, So will I Signior Gremus : but a word I pray: 
Though the nature of our quarrell yet never brook'd 
parle, know now upon aduice, ittoucheth us both : that 
we may yet againe have acccfle toour faire Miſtris, and 


OO — mon 


be happie rivals in Biavcs'slove, to labour and effect one 
thing ſpecially. - * 

Gre. What's thatI pray ? 

Hor. Marrie ſirto get a husband for her Siſter, 

Gre. A husband : adivell, 

Hor. 1 ſay ahusband, 

Gre. I (ay, adivell : Think'ſt thou Hortenfio, though 
her father be very rich, any a manisſo verie afoole to be 
married to hell? 

Hor. Tuſh Gremio : though it paſſe your patience and 
mine to endure her lewd alarums, why man there bee 
good fellowes inthe world,and a man couldlightonthem, 
would take her withall faults, and mony envugh. 

Gre. | cannot tell:but I had as liefe take her dowric 


. withthis ondition;To be whipt at the hie crofle every 


morning. | 

Hor. Faith (as you ſay ) there's ſmall choiſe in rotten 
apples : come, fince this bar in law makes us friends , it 
ſhall be fo far forth friendiy maintain'd, till by helping 
Baptiſtas eldeſt daughter to a husband, c fer his younge lt 
free for a husband, and then have too't afreſh : Sweet 
Bianca, happy man be hisdole : he that runnesfaſteſt , 
getsthe Ring : How tay you ſignior Gremio ? 

Grem, | am agreed, and would I had given him the beſt 
horſe in Pad«ato begin his wooing that would through- 
ly wooe her, wed her , and bed hcr, and ridde the houſe 
of her. Come on. 

Exennt ambo, Manet Tranio aud Lucentio. 

Tra. I pray fir tel me, is it poſlible 
That love ſhould of a fodaine take ſuch hold. 

Lnc. Oh Treno, till T found itto betrue, 

I never thought it poſſible or likely. 

But ſee, while idely I ſtood looking on, 

I fouud the effeRt of Love in idlenefle, 

And now in plainnefſedo confefle to thee | 
That artto meas ſecret andas deere 

As Amnatothe Queene of Carthage was: 

Tra»40 | burne, I pine, I periſh Tremo, 

If I atchievenotthis young modeſt gyrle : 
Counſaile me Traxio, tor I know thou canſt: 

Aſſiſt me Tremo, tor 1 know thou wilt. 

Tra. Maſter, it is notime tochide you now, 
AﬀeQion is not: rated from the heart : 

Iflove touch'd you, nought remaines butſo, 
Redinne te captum quam queas mine. | 

Lac. Gramercics Lad : goforward, this contents, 
The reſt will comfort, for thy counſel's ſound ; 

Tra. Maſter, you look'd {o longly on the maide 
Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pithof all. 

Zac. Oh yes, I law ſweet beautie 1n her face, 


| Such as the hter of Agenor had, 
* That made great /oveto humble him to ber hand, 


When with his knees he kiſt the Cretan ſtrond, © - 

Tre. Saw you no more? Mark'd you not how her fiſter, 
Beganto ſcold, and raife up ſucha ſtorme? —G- 
That morrall cares might hardly endure thedin, 

Lac. Tranio, I aw her corrall lips to move; 
And with her breath ſhedid perfume theayre, 
Sacred and ſweet was all I ſaw in her. 

Tra. Nay,then'tistime to ſtirre him fron his trance ; 
I pray awake fir : if you love the Maide; | 

t ahd wits toatcheeve her. Thasit ſtands: 

Herelderfifterisſocurſtand ſhrew'd, 
That till the father rid his bands of her, © -- 
Maſter, your love muſt live a miideart hone, 
Andtherefore has he clolely meu'd her up, 


— 


Becauſe 
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Becauſe ſhe will not be annoy'd with ſuters. 
Luc. Ah Tamo, what a cruell Fathers he: 
But art thou not advis'd,he tooke ſome care 
Together cunning Schoolemaſters to inſtru her. 
Tra. I marry am I fir, and now 'tis plotted. 
Lac. 1 have it Trans. 
Tra. Maiſtcr,for my hand, 
Both our inventions meet and jumpe in one. 
Luc, Tell me thine firſt. 
Tra. You will be ſchoole-maiſter, 
And undertake the teaching of the maid: 
That's your device. 
Lxc. Itis:May it be done? 
T74. Not polſlible : tor who ſhall bare your part, 
And be in Padua hcere Uincentro's ſonuc, 
Keepe houſe,and ply his booke, welcome his friends, 
Viſit his Countrimen, and banquet them? 
Luc. Zaita,content thee: for I have ir fall. 
We haye not yet bin ſeene in any houſe, 
Nor can we be diſtinguiſh'd by our faces, 
For man or mailter:then it followes thus; 
Thou ſhalt be maiſter, Tramo in my ſted: - 
Keepe houſe, and port,and ſervants, as | ſhould, 
I will ſome other be,fome Fiorentme, 
Some X eapslntan,or meaner man of Piſa. 
* Tis hatch'd,and ſhall be ſ0:Tranio at once 
Vncaſc thee:take my Coulord hat and cloake, 
When ZBzondello comes, he waites on thee, 
But I will charme him firſt to keepe his tongue. 
Tra. $0 had yoa necde: 
In breefe Sir,fith it your pleaſure is, 
And I am tycd to be obedient, 
For ſo your father charg'd meat our parting: 
Be {crviceable to my ſonne(quoth he ) 
Alchough 1 thinke *twas inanother ſence, 
] am content to be Lacentso, 
Becauſe ſo well I love Lacentio. 
Luc Tram be (o, becauſe Lucemio loves, 
' Andlet me be a ſlave,tatchieve that maide. 
W hoſe ſodaine ſight hath thral'd my wounded eye, 


Enter Binodello, 


Heere comes the rogue. Sirra,where have you bin? 

Bion. Where have I beenc? Nay how now, where are 
you? Maiſter,ha's my fellow Trex {tolne your cloathes, 
or you ſtolne his,or both? Pray what's the newes? 

Lxe. Sirra come hitner, 'tis notimeto jelt, 
And thereforeframe your manners to the tume. 
Your fellow Tranio heere to fave my lite, 

Puts my apparrell, and my count'nance on, 
And I for my eſcape have put on his: 

For in aquarrell ſince I camea ſhore, 

I kid a man,and feare I was deſcried: 

Waite you on him, 1 charge you, as becomes: 
While 1 make way from hence tolave my lite; 
You vnderſtand me? 

Bon, 1 fir, ne'rea whit. 

Lxc. And nota jot of Tremo in your mouth, 
Traniois chang'd into Lucentio. 

Bios. The better tor him, would I were ſo too. 

Tra. So could I 'faith boy , to have the next wiſh af. 
ter , that Lwcentio indeede had Bapeiftes yongeſt daugh- 
ter. But firra, not for my ſake, but your mailters, I ad- 
viſe you uſe your manners diſcreetly in all kind of com- 
panies : When I am alone , why then I am Trano:but in 


« 


Your ancient truſty pleaſant ſervant Grams: 
Andrell me now(fſ{weet friend) what happy gale 


all places elſe, your maifſter Lacentio. 
Lnc. Trans let's go: 
One thing more reſts,that thy ſelfe execute, 
To make one *mong theſe wooers : if thou aske me why, 
Swhceth my reaſons are both good and waighty. 
Exennt, T he Preſenters above ſpeakes. 
| I. Ian, My Lord younod, you do not minde the 
Py- 
Beg. Yes by Saint Anne do I, a good matter ſurely; 
Comes there any more of it? 
Lad. My Lord,'tis but begun. 
Beg. 'Tisa very excellentpeece of worke, Madame 
Lady: would twere done. They fit and marks. 


Enter Petruchio,and his man Grumio. 
Pet. Verona, for a while I take my leave, 
To ſce my friends in Padxa;but of all 
My beſt beloued and approved tricnd 
Hortenſ10:8 I trow this is his houle: 
Heere firra Grams, knocke 1 tay. 
Gru, Knocke fir? whom ſhould 1 knocke ? Is there any 
man ha's rebus'd your worſhip? 
Per. Villaine 1 fay, knocke me heere ſoundly. 
' Orn. Knocke you heere fir? Why fir, what am I fir, 
that I ſhould knocke you heere ſi? 
Pet. Villaine i ſay , knocke me ar this gate, 
And rap me well,or lle knocke your knaves pate. 
Gru. My Mailter is growne quarrelſome: 
I ſhould knocke you firſt, 
And then I know after who comes by the worlt, 
Pet, Will it not be? 
Faith firrah, and you'l not knocke,lle ring it, 
He tric how you can Se/,Fa,and ſing it. 
He rings him by the eares, 
Gra. Helpe miſtris helpe,my mailter is mad, 
Fet. Now knocke when I bid you:ſirrah villaine. 
p Enter Hortenſio. 

Hor. How now,what's the imatrer?My olde friend 
Grumio, and my good triend Fetruchio ? How do you all 
at Verona? 

Per. Signior Hortenſio,come you to part the fray? Con- 
tutti le core bene trovatto, may I fay. 

Hor. Alla wſtra caſa ben venuto multo honorats ſignior mis 
Fetrachio. | 

Riſe Grzmio riſe, we will compound this quarrell. 

Gre. Nay tis no matter fir, what he leges in Latine, 
If this be not a lawtfu.l cauſe for me to leave his ſervice, 
looke you fir : Hebid me knocke him,& rap him ſound- 
ly fir. Well, was it fit for a ſervant to uſe his maiſtero, 
being perhaps(for oughtIfſece )rwo and thirty , a peepe 
out? Whom would ro God I had well knockt at firlt, 
then had not Gram come by the wort. 

Per, Aſcncelefle villaine:good Horten(io, 
I bad the raſcail knocke upon your gate , | 
And conld aot get him for my hcart to do it. 

Gre. Knockeat the gate? O heavens:\{pake you not 
theſe words plaine? Strra, Knocke me heere : rappe me 
heere : knocke me well , and knocke me ſoundly ? And 
come you now with knocking at the gate? 

Per. Sirra be gone, or taike not I adviſe you. 
Her. Petruchio paticace, I am Gramio'spledge: 
Why this a heavy chancetwixt him and you, 


Blowes youto Padxs heere,trom old YVeron«? 
Per.Such windas ſcatters yongmen through the worls, | 
0 
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Toſceke their fortunes farther than at home, 
Where ſmall experience growes but ina few- 
Signior Horrewfo, thus it ſtands with me, 
«Antonio my father is decealt, 
AndI havethruſt my ſelfe into this maze, 
Happily to wive andthrive,as belt 1 may: 
Crownesin my purſe I have,and goods at home, 
And ſo am come abroad to ſce the world. 
Hor. Petrachio, ſhall I then come roundly tothee, 
And wiſh thee to a ſhrew'd ill-favour'd wite? 
Thou'd(t thanke me bur alittle for my countell; 
And yer Ile promiſe thee ſhe ſhall be rich, 
And very rich:but th'art too much my friend, 
And Ile not wiſh thee to her. 
Per. Signior Hortenſio, 'twixt ſuch friends as wee, 
Few words ſurtice:and therefore, it thou know 
One rich'enough tobe Perrnchoo's wite: 
(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance) 
Be ſhe as foule as was Florentine Love, 
As o!d as Stbell, and as curſt and ſhrow'd 
As Secrates Z antippe,or a worle: 
She moves me not,or not removes atleaſt 
AﬀeRions edge in time. Were ſhe as rough 
As are the (welling eAdrieticke feas- 
l come to wive it wealthily in Fadxa: 
[f wealthily, then happily in Pads. | 
Grn. Nay looke you fir, hee tels you flatly what his 
minde is : why give him Gold enough , and marric him 
to a Puppet or an Aglet babie, or an old trot with ne're'a 
tooth in her head , though ſhe have as many dileales as 
ewoand fifry horſes, W hy nothing comes amiſſego mo- 
ny canes withall. 
Her. Petruchio, ſince we are (tept, thus farre in, 
[ will continue that 1 broach'd in jeſt, 
| can Petruchio helpe thee to a wife. , _ 
With wealth enough, and yong and beautious. 
Brought up as beſt becomes a Gentlewoman, 
Heronel Fan that is fault enough, 
Is, that the is intollerable curſt, | 
And (hrew*d,and froward,{o beyond all meaſure, 
That were my ſtate farre worſer then it is, 
| would not wed herfora mine of Gold, 
Pet, Hertenſio peace:thou knowlt not golds effect, 
Tell me her fathers name, and 'tis enough: 
Forl will boord her, though ſhe chide as loud 
As thunder,when the clouds in Autumnecracke- 
Her. Her father is Baptiſts Minola, 
An atfable and courteous Gentleman, 
Her name is Katherins CMamnotas, 
Renown'd in Padua for her ſcoldingtongue. 
Pet. | know her father,though I know not her, 
And h: knew my deceaſed father well: 
I will not fleepe H til I ec her, 
Andtherefore let me be thus bold with you, 
Togive you over at this firſt encounter, 
Vnleſle you will accompany me thither. TO 
Grs. 1 pray you Sir let him go while the humor laſts. 
A my word,and ſhe knew him as wel as I do,ſhe would 
tkinke ſcolding would do little good upon him. Shee 
may perhaps call him halfe a ſcore Knaves , or ſo: Why 
that's nothing ; and he begin once , hee'l raile in his 


\trickes. Jletcll you what fir , and ſhe ſtand him burati 


tle, he wil throw a figure in her face,and ſodisfigure.hir 
with it , that (hee ſhall have no more eyes to ſee withall 
then a Car : you know him not ſir. 4 


Hor, Tacry Perrachso, I muſt go withthee, 


" Toold Zaprit4 as a (choole-mailter 


* how the young folkes lay theirs head . j 


For in Bapriftas keepe my treaſure is: 
He haththe Iewell of my life in hold, 
His yongeſt daughter, beautifull Bianca, + 
And her with-holds hee from me. Other more 
Suters to her,and rivals in my Love: 
Suppoſing it a thing impolſlible, 
Far thote defets I have before rehearſt, 
That ever Katherine will be woo'd: 
Thrrefore this order hath Baptiita tane, 
That none ſhal have aczeflſe vnto Fience, | 
Tili Katherine the Curit, have got a husband. 
. Gre. Kathwine the cult, 
A title for a maide, of all titles the worſt. 
Hor. Now ſhall my friend Perrachio do me grace, 
And offer me ditguis'd in ſober robes, 


Well ſcene in Mulicke,to inltrut Biexcs, 
That fo I may by this deviccat leaſt 

Have lcave and leiſure to make love to her, 
And vnlufpected court her by her ſelfe. 


Enter Gremio and Lucentio as{qmiſed, 
97%. Heere's no knavery.Sce, to beguile the old folkes 


ter, maiſter,looke about you : Who goes there? ha. 
Hor. Peace Gramio, it is the rivall of my Love. 
Perrachso ſtand by a while. 
Grs. A proper (tripling,and an amourous. 
. Gre, O very well, | have perus'd the note. 
Hearke you fir, llc have them very fairely bound, 
All bookes of Love, ſce that at any hand, 
And ſee you reade no other Le&nresto her: 
You underſtand me. Over and beſide 
S1gnior Bapestas liberality | 
Ie mend it with a Largefle. Take your paper too, | | 
And let me have them very wel >= op | 
For ſhe is {weeter then perfume at, ſelfe "* | 
To whom they go to: what will ySu readeto her? 
£uc.'\W hat ere I reade to her, Ile pleade for you, 
As for my patron, ſtand you ſo aſſur'd; 
As firmely as your ſelfe were ſtill 1n place, 
Yeaand perhaps with more ſacc | words 
Then you;valefſe you were a ſcholler fir. 
Gre, Ohchis learning,whata thing it 1s 
Gru. Oh this Woodcocke,what an Alc it is. 
Pet. Peace firra. 
Her. Gre. mum:God fave you fignior Grew, 
Gre. And you are well met, Signior Hertenſie. 
Trow you whither Lam going? To Baptiſta Mineola, 
I promilt roenquire caretully 
About a ichoolemaſter for the faire Biancs, 
And by good fortune I havelighted wel 
On tins yong manzFor learning and behauiour 
Fit for her turne, well read in Poctric | 
Andethcr boookes, good ones, | warrant ye- 
_ Tis — 1 have meta _— 
Hath promiſt me to helpe one to another, 
A fine Muſfitianto inſtruct our Mitltris, 
So ſhal I no whitbe behinde in-duty 
To faire Bianca, ſo beloved of me. a 
Gre. Beloved of me,and that my,deeds ſhal prove. 
Gre, Andthat his bags (hal prove. 
Her, s, tis Now no tiwe tovent our love, 
Liſten rome, and if yuu ſpeake mefaire, 
Tle tell you newes indifferent good for either. 
Heere isa Gentle nan whom by chance I met 
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Vpon agreement from us to his liking, 
Will undertake to woocurlt Katherine, 
Yea,and to marry her, if her dowric plcalc, 
Gre. So {aid, {o done,1is well: 
Hortenſio, have youtold him all her faults? 
Pet. I know ſhe is an ir keſome brawiing ſcold: 
If that be all Maiſters, I hcarce no harme. 
Gre. No, ſay{t me fo, friend > What Countreyman? 
Per. Borne in YVerona,old Butomos {onne: 
My tather dead,my fortune lives for me, 
And I do hope, good dayes and long, to cc. 


Gre. Oh ftr,ſucha life with tuch a wife, were ſtrange: 


But if you have a ſtomacke, too'ta Gods name, 
You ſhall have me aſſiſting you in all. 
But will you woo this Wilde-cat? 

Pet, Will live? 

Grz. Will he woo her?I:or Ile hang her, 

Per. Why came I hither, but to that intent? 
Thinke you, a little dinne can daunt mine eares? 
Have I not in my time heard Lionsrore? 

Have I not heard the ſea, puft up with windes, 
Ragelike an angry Boare, chafcd with ſweat? 
Have I not heard great Ordnance in the field? 
And heavens Artilleric thundcr in the skies? 
Have not in a pitched battecll heard 

Loud larums,neighing ſteeds, & trumpets clangue? 
And Go you tell me of a womans tongue? 

That gives not halfe ſo great a blow to heare, 

As willa Cheſle-nut in a Farmers fire. 

Tuſh, ruſh, fcare boyes with bugs. 

Gr#. For he feares none. 

Gre, Hortenſio heacke: 

This Gentleman is happily arriv'd, | 
My minde preſumes tor his owne good,and yours. 

Hor. I promiſt we would be Contributors, 
And bcare his charge of wooing whatſocre. 

Gre. And fo we will,provi that he win her. 

Gr. I would I wet as ſure of a good dinncr. 


Enter Tranio brave, and Brendells. 
Tra.Gentl.menGed fave you-If I may be bold, 
Tell me I beſcech you, which is the readieſt way 
To the houſe of Signioc Baptiſta Mmola? 
Bro. He that ha's the two faire daughters:iſt he you 
meamc?., 
Tra. Even he Biond-llo. 
Gre. Hearke you (ir, you meane not her tom 
Tra. Perhaps him ww her (ir, what have you to do? 
Pet. Not her that chides fir, atapy hand I pray. 
774. 1 love nochiders ſir: Biondebo,lct's away. 
Luc. \\Vcll begun Tremo., 
Hoy. Sir, a word exe you go: 
Are you a ſutor to the Maid you talke of, yea or no? 
Tra. And if I be fir, 4s it any offence? 
Gre: No:if without more words you willget you 
hence. 3D. | ." 
Tra. Why ſir, I pray arcnotthe ſtreets as free 
For meas for you? - ' 
Gree. But ſois not ſhe- | 
Tr. For what rcaſon-I beſeech you. 
Gre. For this ccalon if you'l kno, 
That ſhe's the choiſe love of Signtor Gremie. 
#79». That ſhe's the choſen of (ignior Hortenſio. - 
77. Softly my Maiſters:If you be Gentlemen 
Co methis right: heare me with patience. 
Zaptijia 15a noble Gentleman, 


To whom my Father is notall unknowne, 

And were his daughter fairer then ſhc is, 
She may morc {utore have,and me for one. 
Fairc Zeaaes daughter had a thouſand wooers, 
Then weli one more may faire Bianca have, 
And to ſhe ſhall. Lacentis ſhall make one, 
Though Pars: came, in hope to ſpeed alone. 

Gre. W hat, this Gentleman will out-talke us all. 


Per. Horrtenſio,to whatend arcall theſe words? 

Nor. Sir, let me be {o bold as to aske you, 
Did you yct ever ſee Baptiitas daughter? 

Tra- No fir, but heare I do that he hath two: 
The one,as famous for a ſcolding tongue, 

As is the other, tor beautcous modeſtic. 

Peer. Sir, ſir, the firlt's for me, let her go by. 

Gre. Yea, Icave that labour to great Herewles, 
And letit be more then eAtriderrwelve. 

Pet. Str underſtand you this of me{inſooth) 
The yongeſt daughter whom you hearken for, 
Her father keepcs from all acceſle of ſutors, 
And will not promiſe her roany man, 

Vntill the elder ſiſter firſt be wed- 


— — — — — —— = 


*| The yonger then is free,and not before. 
Tra. 1t it be fo fir, that you are the man FY 


Muſt {teed usall, and me amongſt the reſt: 
And if you breake the ice,and do this (ecke, 
Atchieve the elder* {et the er tree, 
For our acceſlc, whoſe hap ſhall to have her, 
Will not ſo graceleſle be,to be ingrate. 

Hor. Sir you ſay well,and well you do conceive, 
And ſince you do profeileto bea ſutor, 
You muſt as we do, gratifie this Gentleman, 
To whom weall ret generally beholding. 

ſya- Sir, I ſhall not beflacke,in ſigne wherof, 
| Pleaſe ye we may contrive thisafternoone, 
And quaffe carowſes to our Miſtrefſe health, 
And do as adverſaries do in law, 
Strive mightily, hurt cate and drinke as friends. 


Her. T he motion's good indeed, and be. it ſo, 


Emer K atherina and Bianca. 


To make a bondmaide and aflave of me, 
That I diſdaine : butfor theſe other goods, 
Vnbinde my hands, lle pull them of my ſclfe, 
Yea all my raiment,to my petticoate, 
Or what on will command me, will I do, 
So well I know my dutic to my elders. 
Kate.” Of all thy ſuters heere I charge thee tell 
W hom thou lov'it beſt : ſee thou diflemble not. 
F1anca. Bcleeve me lifter, of all the men alive, 
I never yct beheld that ſpeciall face, 
W hich I could fancie, more then any other. 
Kate. Minion thoulycſt, Is't not Horten/io? 
Bien. It youaftct him ſiſter, heere I ſweare 
Ile pleade for you my felte, but you ſhall have him- 
Kate' Oh then bedlike you fancie riches more, 
You will have Grew#oto keepe you faire. 
Biez. Is it for him you do cavie me (0? 
Nay then you jeft, and now I well perccive 
You have but jcited with me all this while ; 
I prethee ſiſter Kate untie my hands. 


L«. Sir give him head, I know hee'l provea Iade. 


. Zxon. Oh exccllcnt motion:fellowes let's be gon. 


Perracho,1 (hall be your Ben venuro, E xount. 


Bia. Good ſiſter wrong me not,nor wrong your ſelfe, 


— — ——— —— —_ 
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| MKa. If that be jeſt, thenall the reſt was ſo.Smrilwts. 
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Enter Baptift a. 
Bay. Why how now Dame, whence growes this in- 
wor le 
Biaxca (tan , poore gyrle ſhe weepes : 
Goply thy Needle, meddle not with her. | 
For ſhame theu Hilding of adivelliſh ſpirit, 
Why doſt thou wrong her, that did ne're wrong thee? 
When did ſhe croſſethee with a bitter word? 
Kat. Her ſilence flouts me, and Ile be reueng'd, 
Flies after Bianca 
Bap, What inwy ſight ? Bimeaget thee in, Ext. 
Kat. What will youMet ſuffer me : Nay now I ſee 
She is your treaſure, ſhe muſt have a husband, 
I muſt dance bare-foot on her wedding day, 
And for your love to her, leade Apes in hell. 
Talke not to me,I will goe fir and weepe, 
Tull I can finde occaſionof revenge. 
Bap. Was never Gentleman thusgreev'd as 1? 


But who comes here. 


Enter Gremio, Lucentio, in the habit of a meane man, 
Petruchio with Tranio, with bu boy 
bearing a Lute and Books. 


Gre. Good morrow neighbour Baptiſta. ; 
Zap, Good morrow neighbour Gremio: God (ave you 


Pet. And you fir : pray have you not a daughter, 
cal'd Katerina, faire and vertuous? 
Bap. 1 have a fir, cal'd Katering, 
Gre. .You aretoo blaut, goto it orderly. 
Pre, You wrong me fignior Gremio, give me leave. 
lam a gentleman of Feroxe (ir, 
That hearing of her beauty, and her wit, 
Her affability and baſhfull modeſtic : 
Her, wondrous qualities, and milde behaviour, 
Am bold to (hew my ſelfe a forward gueſt 
Within your houſe, to make mine eye the witneſle 
Of that report, which I ſoofc have heard, 
And for an entrance to my entertainement, 
I dopreſent you witha man of mine 
Cunning in Muſicke,and the Mathematickes, 
To inſtruct her fully in thoſe ſciences, 
Whereof I know ſhe 1snot _ 
Accept of him, orelſe you do me wrong, 
po is Liczo, bai in Manna. 
Bap. Y'are welcome (ir, and he for your good ſake. 
Butfor tmy daughter Katerine, this I know, 
She isnot for your turne, the more my greete. 
Pet. Ice you donot meaneto part with her. 
Oreclle you like not of my company. 
Bap. Niſtake me not, I ſpeake but what I finde, 
Whence are you fir * What may I call your name, 
Pat, Petruchio is my name, Antonio's (onne, 
A man well knowne throughout all Italy. 
Bap. I know him well : yonare welcome for his ſake. 
Gre. IS tale Petruchio, I prayict usthat are 
poore petiti t00? Baccare, are mervay- 
Re 
Pet, Oh, Pardon me fignior Greme, 1 would faine bee 


Gre, I doubrirnorlir. Butyoa willcure 

our wooingneighbours : this isa gui 

Very graceful, Law fureof ito cxprſ rr 
The like kindnefſe my ſelfe, that have beene 

More kindely behokllagro yenthenany #».-( 


Freely give unto this yong Scholler, that hath 
Bcene long ſtudying at Rbewes, as cunning 
In Grecke, Latine, and other S, 
As the other in Muſicke and Mathematickes :, 
His name is Cambio : pray accept his leruices 
Zap. A thouſand thankes fignior Greneio : 
Welcome good Cambie. Bur gentle fir, 
Me thinkes you walke like a ftranger, - _- 
May I beſobold, to know the cauſe of your comming ? 
Tra. Pardon me fir, the boldneſſe is mine owne,' 
Thar being a ſtranger inthis Cittye here, 
Do makethy ſelfe a ſuitor to your daughter, : 
Vato Bianca, faire and vertuous : 
Nor is your firme reſolve unknowne to me, 
Inthepreferment of the eldeſt ſiſter. 


T his liberty is all that I requeſt, 
That upon knowledge of my parentage, 
I may have welcome 'mongft che reſt that woo, 
And tree acceſſe and tauour as the reſt, 
And toward the education of your daughters , 
I heere beſtow alimple inſtrument, 
And this ſmall packer ot Greeke and Latine bookes, 
If you accept them, thentheir worthis great : 
Bap. Zucentiois your name, of whence I pray: 
Tre. Of Piſa fir, fone to Uinſencio. 
Bap. A mightic man of Pseby report, 
T know him well : youare very welcome fir : 
Take you the Lute,and you the ſet of bookes, 
You ſhall go ſee your Pupils preſently. 


Holla, within. 
Enter 4a Servant. 
Sirrah, leade theſe Gentlemen 
Toy two daughters, and then tell them both 
Thelc are their Tutors, bid them uſe them well, 
We will go walke a little in the Orchard, 
Andthento dinner : you are palling welcome, 
And {© 1 pray youall to thinke yonr ſelves, 
Per. Signior Baptiſta, my bulineſle asketh haſte, 
And everic day I cannot come to wooe, 
You know my father well, and in him me, 
Left ſolic heirero al his Lands and goods, 
W hich I have bettered rather then decreaſt, 
Then «1! me, if 1 get your daughters love, 
What dowrie ſhall I have with her to wife. : 
Bap. After my death, the one halfe of my Lands, 
And 1n poſſeſsion twentic thouſand Crownes. 
Pet, And for that dowrie, Iie aſſure her of 
Her widdow-hood, be it that ſhe ſeurviveme 
In all my Lands and Leaſes whoſoever, 
Ler ſpec:alties be therefore drawne betyweene us, 
That covenants may be oneither. hand. _ 
Bap. 1, whenthe ſpecial thing is well obtain'd, 
That is her love : for tharisall inall. - ... | 
Pet. Why that isnothing : for 1 telhyou father, 
I am as peremptorie asſhe proud minded : 
And where/zgwo raging fires meere together, _ _ , 
They do confume theeinather feedes their furie. 
Though little fire growesgreat with Intle winde, 
Yet extreame guſts will blow out fircandall;- 
So Ito her, and ſo ſhe yeelds tome, 
"For Iam - and woo not like a babe. 
Bap. Well maiſt thou woo, and 
But be thou arm'd for ſome un word. 
Pet. I tothe proofe, as Mountaines are, for windes, 
That ſhake not, thougbthey blow lly. 
Emer Hortenſio with bus head broke. 
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Bap. How now my friend, why doſt thou looke ſo pale? 
Hor, For feare I promile you,if Tlooke pale. 
Hp. Whar,will my daughter prove agood Muſitian? 
Hor. I thinke ſhe'l ſooner prove a ſouldeer, 
Tron may hold with her, but never Lutes. 
Bap. W by then thou canit not break her to the Lute? 
Hor. Why no, tor ſhe hath broke the Lute to me: 
I did but tell her ſhe miſtooke her frets, 
And bow'd her hand to teach hey fingering, 
When(witha moſt impatient divelliſh ſpirit) 
Frets call you theſe?(quoth ſhe) Ile fume with them: 
And with that word ſhe ſtroke me on the head, 
And through the inſtrument my pate made way, 
And there I ſtood amazed for a while, 
As on a Pilloric, looking through the Lute, 
While ſhe did call me Raſcall,Fidler; 
And twangling Iacke , with ewenty ſuch vildetcarmes, 
As had ſhe ſtudicd to miſuſe me ſo. 
Pet. Now by the world,it is a luſty Wench 
Love herten times more then cre I did, 
Oh how T long to have ſome chat with her. 
Ba. Wel go with m_ and benot ſo _T 
Proceed in prattiſe with my yonger , 
She's apt todceracand chankefull tor good turnes: - 
Signior Petruchio; will you go with us, 
Or ſhall I ſend my daughter Kateto you. 
Exit. Mani Petruchis. 
Pet. I pray youdo. I will attend her heere. 
-{ And woo her with ſome ſpirit when ſhe comes. 
Say that ſhe raile, why then Iletell her plaine, 
She ſings as ſ\vcetly a$a Nighrtinghalc: 
Say that ſhe frowne, Ile fay ſhe lookes as cleere ' 
As morning Roſes newly waſht with dew: 
Say ſhe be mute,and will not ſpeake a word, 
Then Ile: commend her vyolubllity; 2958" 
And ſay ſhe vttereth piercing eloquence: t 
If ſhe do bid me packe,Ile give her thankes, 
As though ſhe bid me ſtay by hera weeke: 
If ſhe deny to wed, Ile crave the Gay 
When I ſhall aske the banes,and when be married. 
But heere ſhe comes,and now Petrachio ſpeake. 


Enter Katerina, 


Good morrow Kate,for thats your name I heare. 
Kat. Wedlhaye you heard , but ſomething hard of 
: hearing: "7389 
They call me Katevine,that do taike of me. 
Per. You lye infaith, for you are call'd plaine Kate, 
And bony Kee, and ſometimes'Kosthecurſt: 
But Kate,the Kare in Chriſtendome, 
Kate of Rate- anlmy ſuper-dainty Kate, 
For dainties are all K «tes, andtherefore Kate 
Take this of me,Kate of my conſolation, 
Hearing thy mildneſſe prais'd in euery Towne, © 
Thy vertues tpoke of and rhy-beauty founded, 
Yet notſo deepelv as to t g, On 
My ſelfe-am moov'd to wos thee for my wife. 
Kat. Moy'd, in good timeyet him that moy'd you 
hether + GA SEI | 
Remove you hence : I knew'youat the firſt ,- 
You werea mouable. 99s CO! be. 
Pet. Why zotat'sa mouable? 
Kar: A joy ditoole. © © 
Per. Thou haſt hit it:come fie on me. 
K<t. Aſſesare madetobeare, and ſoare- you, 


—  - 
— _— ——_— 


| 
| 


ae 


Ee... 


Pet. Women are made to beare, and ſo arc you. 
Kat. No 1uch Iade fir as you, it me you meane. 
Pet: Alas good Kate, I will not burthen thee, 
For knowing thee to be but yong and light. 
Kat. To light for ſuch a {waine as you to catch, 
And yet as heavy as my waight ſhould be. 
Pet. Should be,ſhouid:buzze. 
Kat. Welltane, and like a buzzard. 
Pe,Oh flow-wing'd Turtle,ſhal a buzzard take thee? 
Kat.1 tor a Turtle, as he takes a buzard. 
Pet, Come, come you Wally y faith you are too 


Kat. If I be waſpiſh,beſt beware my fling. 

Pet. My remedy is then to plucke it our. 

Kat. I, if the toole could finde it where it lies. 

Pet. W ho knowes not where a Waſpe docs weare 
his ſting?1n his taile. 

Kat. |n his tongue? 

Fer. Whoſetongue. 

Kat. Yours if you talke of tales,and ſo farewell, 

Pu, What with my tongue in your taile. 
Nay, come againc,good Kate, ] am a Gentleman, 

Kat. That Ile tric. | ſhe ſtrikes bin 

Pet. 1 (weare Ile cufte yori, if you ſtrike againe. 

Kat. So may youl 


oole your armes, 
If you ſtrike me, youareno Gentleman, 
And if no Gentleman, why then no armes. 
Pet. A Herald Kate? Oh put me in thy bookes. 
Kat. What is your Creſt, a Coxcombe? 
Pet. A combleſſe Cocke, ſo Kate will be my Hen. 
Kat.' No Cocke of mine, you crow too like a craven 
Per. Nay come K#e; come ; you mult not looke ſo 
{owre, k 
Kat.It is my faſhion when I ſec a Crab, 
Pet. Why heere's no crab, and therefore looke not 
ſowre. 
Kat. There is,therc is. 
Pet. Then ſhew it me» 
Kat. Had | aglaſſe, I would. 
Pet. W hat, you meane my face. 
Kat Wellaym'd of ſuch ayong one. 
Pet. Now by S. George Tam too yong for you. 


Ka. Yet you are wither'd. 

Pet. 'Tis with cares. 

Kat. I care not, 

Pet. Nay heaze you Kate, Inſooth you ſcape not fo, 

Kat. I chafe you it I tatrie. Let me go. | 

Per, No, nota whit, I finde ing gentle; | 
'Twas told me you were 5 coy,and ſullen, | 
And now 1 report a very lar, 
For thou art pleaſant, gameſome, paſſing | 


courteous, 

But ſlow in ſpeach, yet ſweetas ſpring-rune flowers- | 

Thou canft not frowne, thou canſt not looke a ſcancy, 

Nor bite the lip,as wenches will, 

Nor haſt thou pleaſure to be croſle intalke: 

Butthou with mildnefle entertain'{t thy weoers, 

With gentle conference, ſoft, and affable. 

Why does the world that Karedoth limpe? 

Ohſland'rous world: Kare like the hazle twig 

Ts ſtraight, and flender,and as browne in hne 

As hazle nuts, and {weeter then the kernels: 

Oh let me ſce thee walke:thon doſt nor halt. 
Kat, Go foole,and whem thou keep'it command- 
Pet. _ nn Cenve 

AsKare this chamber with ber princely gate; 

O be thou Dzes,and let her be Kare, 


0 . 
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And then let Kare be chaſte, and Ds» ſportfull. And kifle me Kate, we will be married a ſonday. - 
Kate, Where did you ſtudy all this goodly ſpeech ? E-xit Petruchio, and K atherine. 
Pet, It is extempor?, from my mother wit, Gre, Was ever match claptup ſo ſodainely ? 
| Kate. A witty mother, witleſle elſe her ſonne. Zap. Faith Gentlemen now 1 play a merchants part, 
; Pe. Am I not wile ? And venture madly on a deſperate Mart. 
Kat. Yes, keepe you warme. | Tra. Twas a commodity lay fretting by you, 
Pet. Marry fo I meanc {ſweet Katherine in thy bed : "Twill bring you gaine, or periſh nm 4 {cas 
a Andtherefore ſerting all this chat aſide , Bap. The gaine I ſecke, isquict methe match. 
Thus in plaine termes : your father hath conſented Gre. No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch: 
0 That you ſhall be my wife : your dowry greed on, But now Baptiſts, to your yonger daughter, 
And will you,nill you, 1 will marry you. Now 15 the day we long have looked for, 
Now Kaze, I am a hasband for your turne, I am your ncighbour, and was ſuter firſt. | 
For by this light, whereby Iſcethy beauty, Tra. Andlam onethat love Branca more 
Thy beauty that doth make me like thee well, Then words can witnefſe, or your thoughts can gueſſe, 
Thou mult be married to no man but me, Gre. Yongling, thou canſt nor love ſodeare as I 
_ _ Fre thy love doth freeze, 
Emer Baptifha. Gremio, Trane. re. But thinedoth try, 
iſe, G ” ap Skipper ſtand backe, 'ris —_ nouriſheth. | 
For I am he am borne totame you Kare, Tra. But youth in-Ladieseyes that fioriſheth. | 
And bring you froma wild Kat to a Kate Bap. Content you gentlemen, | will compound this 
| Conformable as other houſhold Kates: ' "Tis deeds muſt winthe prize, and he of both (ltrife, 
"= Heere comes your father, never make deniall, That can affure my daughter greateſt dower, 


[ mult, and will have Katherineromy wife. (daughter ? | Shall have Banca love, 
Bap. Now Signior Perrachie, how = you with my | Say fignior Gremss, what can you aſſure her ? 
Pet, How but well fir ? how but well? Gre. Firſt, as you know, my houſe within the Ciry | 
It were impoſſible I ſhould ſpeed amifle. (dumps? | Isrichly furniſhed with place and gold, 
Bap. Why how now daughter Katherine, in your Baſonsand ewersto lave her dainty hands ; 


Kat, Call you me daughter ? now I promiſe you My hangings all of :574ex tapeſtry :; | 
You have ſhewd atender fatherly regard, In Iuory cotcrs I have ſtuft my crownes : | 
ven Towiſh me wed to one halfe Lunaticke,' In Cyprescheſts my arrascounterpoints, 
eſo A mad+cap ruifjan, and af —_ 0. Coſtly apparell, tents, and Canopies, 
That thiakes with oathes to face the matter out. - | Fine Linnen, Turky cuſhions bolt with pearle, 
Pet. Father, *cis thus, your ſcltcand all the world - Valiens of Venice gold, in needle worke : 
not That talk'd of her, have ralk'damiſſe of ber : Pewter and brafle, and all things that belongs | 
If ſhe be curſt, ir is for pollicy, To houlc or houſc-keeping : then at my farme 
For ſhe'snot troward, but modeſt as the Dove, I have a hundred milch-kine to the paile, 
Shee is not hot, but temperate asthe morne, Sixe-{core fat Oxen ſtanding in my talls, 
For patience ſhe will prove a ſecond Griſe!, Andall things anfwerableto this portion. 
And Roman Lucrece "A her chaſtity : My fclfe am ftrooke in yeeres1- muſt conteſle, | 
And to conclude, we have greed ſo welltogether, And it | dye ro morcow this is hers, 
That upon ſonday is the wedding day. If whil'{t 1 live ſhe will be onely mine. 
Kat. ile ſee thee bang'd on ſonday firſt. (firſt. | Tre. That onely came well in : fir, liſttome, 


Gre, Harke Petrschio, ſhe (ayes ſhe'il ſee thee hang'd | I am my Fathers heyre and onely fonne, 
Tra. Is this your ſpeeding?nay then ighrour part, | If | may have your danghter to my wife, ; 


Ds Pet. Be patient gentlemen, I chooſe her for my ſeife, | Ie leave her houlesthree or toure as good 
If ſhe and I be pleey'd, what's that to you ? Within rich Piſe walls, asany one 
Tis bargain'd ewixt us twaine being alone, Old Signior Gremio has in Padua, 
That ſhe (ha!l till be curſt in company. Beſides, two thouſand Duckers by the yeere 
I tell you "tis iacredible to beleeve Of fruitful land, all which ſhall be her joynter. 
How much ſhe loves me z ohthe kindeſt Kare, ' What, have Lpinche you Sigaior Gremio ? 
Sh:e hung about my necke, and kiſle on kiſſe Gre. Two x pn Duckets by the yeere of and, 
Shee vi*q1o faſt, proteſting oath on oath, My Land amounts not to fo much inall ; 
That in atwinke ſhe won me to her love. That ſhe ſhall have, beſides an Argoſic 
Ohyou are novices, 'tisa world to ſee That now is lying in Marſellis roade : 
How tame when men and womenare alone, What, have I choakr you with an Argoſie ? 
A meacocke wretch can make the curftelt ſhrew : | Tre. Gremio, 'c15 knowne my father hath noleſſe 
Give me thy hand Kaze, I will unto Venice Then three great Argoſies, beſides two Galliafles | 
To buy apparcll 'gainſt the wedding day ; And tiwelvetite Galles, thele I will affure her, 
Provide the fealt father, and bid the gueſts, And twice as much what cre thou offreſt next. 
I will be fare my XK atherme ſhall be fine. Gre. Nay, I have offced all, I have no more, 
Bap. I know no: what to ſay, but give me your hands, | And ſhe can have no more then all I have, | 
God ſend you joy, Petruchio, *tis a match. If you like me, ſhe ſhall have me and mine. 
Gre. Tra.. Amen ſay we, we will be witneſſes. Tre. Why then the maid is mine fromallthe world 
Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen adicu, By your firme promile, Gremiois out vied. 
I will to Venice, ſonday comes apace, Bap. I muſt confeſſe your offer is the beſt, 
We will have rings, and things, and fine array, | Andlet your father make her the afſurance, 
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She is your owne, elſe you muſt pardon me : 

It rontheutd e before him, where's her dower ? 
Tra. That's buta cavill : he is old, I young- 
Gre, And may not yorg men dye as well as old? 
Bap. Well gentlemen, 1 am thus refoly'd, 

On ſonday next,you know 

My daughter Katherine is to be married : 

Now on the ſonday following, (hall Bianca 

Be Bride to you, if you make this affurance : 

If not, to Signior Gremo: ; 
And ſol take my leave, and thanke you both. Exit. 
Gre. Adieu good neighbour : now 1 feare thee not : 

Sirra, yong g , your father were a foole 

Togive thee all,and in his wayning age 

Set foot under thy table : tur, a toy, | 

An old Iralian foxe isnot ſo kind my boy. Exit 

Tra. A vengeance on your crafty withered hide, 

Yet I have fac'dit witha card of ten :. 

'Tisin my head to doe my maſter good : 

I ſee no reaſon but ſuppos'd Lucenrso 

Muſt get a father, call'd ſuppos'd Vancentse, 

And that'sa wonder : fathers commonly _ 

Do get their children: but in this caſe of wooing, =» 

A child ſhall geta fire,if 1 faile nor of wy cunning. Ex. 


—  — — — 


Aﬀus T crtius. 


Enter Lucentio, Hortentio, and Bianca. 
Lac. Fidler forbeare, you grow too forward Sir, 
{ Have you ſo ſoone torgot the catertainment 
Her filter Katherine welcom'd you withall? 
Hore. But wrangling pedant, this is 
The patroneſſe of heavenly bar : 
Then give me leave to have prerogatiye, 
And when in Mulicke we have { 
Your Lecture ſhall have lerfure for as mbetf; 
Lac. Prepoltcrous Aſle thatnever read ſa farre, 
To know the cauſe why muſicke was ordain'd ; 
Was it not to refreth the mind of man 
After his ſtudics, or tus uſuall paine ? 
Then give me lcaye to reade Phulotophy, 
And while I paulc, ſerve in your harmony. 
Hors, Sjxra, I will not beare theſe braves ofthine. 
Bian. Why gentlemen, you doe me double wrong, 
To ſtrive for that which reſtcth in my choyce : , 
I am no breeching (choller in the ſchooles, 3 
[le not be tied to houres, nor pointed times, 
But learne my Leflons as I pleaſe my felfe, 
And tocut offall itrife : heere {tit we downe, 
Take you your inſtrument, play you the whiles, 
His Lequre will be done cre you have tun'd. 
Hort. You'll leave his Leure when Iam in tune? 
Luc. That will be never, tune your 1 
Zian, Where left we laſt ? 
Luc. Hcere Madam : Hic lbat Sumois, bie off ſigeiatel- 
bu, bic fleterat Prians regia Celſa ſenu. 
Bia. Conſter them. 
| Luc. Hic 1bat, as I told you before, Simow, lam Lu- 
centio, hic eſt, ſonne unto UVixcentio of Piſa , Sigeia rel- 
bs, diſgumicd thus to get your love, hic feterar, and that 
Lucentiothat comes a wooing, naw 1s my man Trams, 
ia, bearing my port, c«//a ſexs that we might beguile 
= old Pantaloune. - ight 


| — 


Hot. Madam, my infiruments* in tune. 
Bian, Let's heare, oh fie, thetreble jarres, 
Lnc. Spit in the hole man, and tune againe. 
Zan, Now let me ſee if I canconſter it. Hic ibat þ- 
mou, 1 know younot,; hic eff ſigeis ref, 1 truſt younct, 
tic Reterat priami, take heed he heare us not, regia pre- 
{ume not, Ce/a ſens, deipaire nor. 
Hort. Madam, *tis now 1n tunic. 
Luc, All butthe baſe. 
Hort. The baſc is right, 'tis the baſe Þ nave that jars, 
Luc. How fiery and tor ward our Pedant is, 
Now for my life that knave doth court my loye, 
Pedaſcule, Ile watch you better yet z 
In ume 1 way belceve, yet I miſtruſt, 
Bian. Miſtruſt it not, for ſure Eacides 
Was e#jax cald ſo frem his grandfather. 
Hort. 1 mult belkeve my Maſter, clſeI promiſe you, 
I ſhould be arguing ſtill upon that doubr, 
But let it reſt, now Laoto you : 
Good wallcr take it not unkindly pray * 
That 1 have beene thus pleaſant with you both. 
Bian. You may goe walke, and give me leave a while, 
My Leſſons make no muſicke inthree parts. 
Lac. Are youſo formall fir, well I muſt waite 
And watch withall, for but 1 be decciv'd, 
Our fine Muſitian groweth amorous. | 
He, Madam, before you touch the inſtrument, 
Tolearne the order of my fingering, 
I mult begin with rudiments of Art, 
To teach you gamoth ina briefer ſort, 
More pleaſant, pithy, and cffeQuall, 
Then hath beene taught by any of my trade, 
+” there — - in writing fairely drawne. 
ian, % I aw gamoth | . 
Hor.Yet rcade hes ws of — et 
Bian, Gamoth I am, the ground of all accord : 
Are,toplcad Hortenfio's paſſion : 
Zeeme, Eianca take him for thy Lord 
( favt, that loves withall aftedion : 
D ſol re, one Cliffe, two rotes have T, 
Ela mi, ſhow pitty or I dye. 
Call youthis gamoth ? tut I like it not, 
Old faſhions picaſe me beſt, I am not ſo nice 
Tochange truc rules for old inventions. 


Emtey a Meſſenger. 
Nicke, Miſtreſſe, your father prayes you leave your 
And belpe to drefſe your liſters nk up, (bookes, 


Youknow to morrow isthe wedding day. 
Bian, Farcwell ſweet maſters both, I muſt be gone. 
Luc. Faith Miſtrefle then I have no cauſe to ſtay. 
Hor. ButlI have cauſeto pry into this pedant, 

Methinkes he lookes as chaagh he were in love: 

Yer if thy thoughts Biance be ſo humble 

Tocaſtthy wandring eyes on every ſtale: 


Seize thee that Liſt, ifoncel find thee ranging, 


Hortenſio will be quit with thee by changing. Exit, 
Enter Baptiſ|a, Gremio, Tranio, Katherine, Bianca, and & 


thers, attendants. 
Bap. Signior Lacentio, this is the pointed day 
That K atherine and Perruckio be warricd, 


And yet we heare not of our ſonne iv Law : 

What will be ſaid, what wall it be ? 

To want the Bri when the Prieſt attends 
To {peake the ceremonial rites of marriage? 
Whar ſayes Zacennoto this ſhame of ours? 
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Kate, No ſhame but — wa muſt oO be forſt 
To give my hand oppov'd againſt my heart 
tt mad-braine rudesby, full of ſpleene, 

Who woo'd 1n haſte, and meanes to wed at leyſure ; 
Itold you I, he wasa franticke foole, 

Hidiog his bitrer jeſts in blunt behaviour, 

And to be noted tor a merry man ; 

He'il wooe a thouſand, point the day of marriage, 
Make friends, invite, yes and proclaime the banes, 
Yet never meanes to wed where he hath woo'd : 
Now muſt the world peint at poore Katherine, 
And ſay, loe, there is mad Perrnchio's wite 
It it would pleaſe him come and marry her. 

Tra. Patience good Katherine and Baptifta too, 
Vpon my life Petruchio meanes but well, 
Whatever fortune ſtayes him from his word, 
Though he be blunt, I know him paſling wiſe, 

Though he be merry, yet withall he's b 

Kate. Would Kathtrine had never ſcene himthough. 

h Exit weeping. 

Bap. Goe girle, I cannot blame thee now to weepe, 
For (ch an injury would vexe a faint, 

Much more a ſhrew of thy imparient humour. 

E mter Brondel(o. 

Bion. Maſter, maſtcr, newes, and ſuch newes as you 
never heard of. 

Bap. Is it new and old too? how may that be? 

Bio. Why,isit not newes to heare of Perrmchio's com- 

Bap. Is hecome ? (ming ? 

Bie. Why no fir, 

Bay. What then? 

Bio. He is comming. 

Bap, When «will he be heere? 

Bio When he ſtands where I am, and fees you there, 
Tre. But lay, what to thine old newes? 

Bio, Why Ptruchiois comming, in a new hat and an 
old jerkin, a paire of old breechcs thrice turn'd; a paire 
of bootes that have beene caudle-calcs, one buckled, an- 
other lac'd : an old rutiy {word tance out ofthe Towne 
Amory, witha broken hilt, and chapeleſſe : with two 
broken points : his horſe hip'd with an old mothy fad- 
die, the (tirrops of no kindred : beſides poſleſt with the 
glanders, ard like to mole in the chine,troubled with the 
Lampa'k. infeted withthe faſhions,full of Windegalls 
ined with Spavins, raied with the Yellowes, paſt cure 
ofthe Fives, ſtarke ſpoyl'd with the Staggers, wne 
wi.h the Bots, Waid inthe backe, and ſhoulder-ſhotten, 
neere leg'd before, and with a balfe-chekt Bitte, and a 
headitall of ſheepes leather, which being reſtrain'd to 
keepe him from (tumbling, hath beene often burſt, and 
now repaired with knots: one guth fixetimes peec'd,and 
a wouans Crupper of velure, which hathrwo letters for 
her name, fairely fct doweein [tuds, and hcere and there 
ped with packthred, 

Bap. Who comes with him ? 

_ #0, Oh ir, bis Lackey, for all the world Capariſon'd 
like the horſe: with a linnen ſtocke on one leg, and a 
kerſey boot-boſe on the other, gartred with a red and 
blew liſt;an old hat,and the humor of forty fancies prickt 
n't fora feather : a monſter, a vety monſter in apparel, 
and not like a Chriſtian foot-boy, or agcntlemans Lacky. 

Tra, 'Tis ſome odde humor pricks him to this faſhion, 
Yet oftentimes he goes but meane apparel'd. 

Bap, Iam glad he's comes not hawſoever he comes. 

Bion, Why ſir, he comes not. 

Zap. Didſt thou nor ſay he comes? 


— 
Ce 


| Aon, Who, that Petruchio came ? 
Bap. I, that Perrxchio came (backe. 
Bien, No (ir, I fay his horſe comes with him oa his 
Bap. Why that's all one. | 
Bion. Nay by S. Jamy, 1 hold youa penny, a borſeand 
a man 1$ mure then one, and yetnot many 


Enter Petruchio, and Grumio. 


Pet. Come, where be theſe gallants ? who'sat home ? 
Bap. You are welcome fir. 
Per, And yet I come not well. 
Bap.* And yet you halt not. 
Tra. Not ſowellapparell'd asI wiſh you were, 
Pet, Were it better 1 ſhould ruſh in thus : 
But where is Kate? where is-my lovely Bride ? 
How does my father ? gentles methinkes you frowne, 
And wheretore gaze this goodly company, 
As if they ſaw ſome wondrous monument, 
Some Commer, or unuſuall prodigy ? ; 
Bap. Why fir, you know this is your wedding day : 
Firſt were we ſad, fearing you w ould not come, 
Now fadder that you come fo unprovided : 
Fye ,dotte this habit, ſhame to your citate, 
Aneyc-ſore toour folemne feſtival. 
Tre. And tell us what cccafion of impert 
Hath all ſo long detain'd you from your wife: 
And ſent you hither ſo unlike your felfe ? 
Per. Tedious it were totell, and harſh to heare, 
Suthceth 1 am come to keepe my word, 
Though in ſome part inforced todiſgreſle, 
Which at more leyſure I will fo excuſe, 
As you ſhall well be farisfied with all. | 
But where is Kate? I ſtay toolong from her. 
The morning weares, *tis time we were at Church. 
Tra. See not your Bride in theſe unreverent robes, 
Goe to my chamber, put on clothes of mine. 
Pet. Not 1, belceve me, thus ile vilit her, 
Bap. But thus Itruſt you will nor marry her. (words. 
Per. Good footh even thus : therefore ha done with 
To me ſhe's married, not unto my cloathes ; 
Could I repaire whac ſhe will weare in me, 
As I can change theſe poore accoutrements, 
"Twere well for Kare, and better for my ſclte. 
Bur what a foolc am 1 to chat with you, 
When 1 ſhould bid good rhorrow to my Bride ? 
And ſeale the title with a lovely kifle. 
Tre, He hath ſome meaniog in his mad attire, 
We will perſwade him be it poſlible, 
To put on better ere he goe to Church, © 
Bap. lle after hia, and ſee theevent of this Exit. 
Tre. But fir, Love concerneth us to adde _ 
Her fathers liking, which to bringrto paſle 
As before 1 imparted to your worthip, 
Iam rogeta man whatere he be, 
It skills not much, weele fic him to our turne, 
And he ſhall be Vaucentso of P3/a, 
And make affurance heere in Padua 
Of greater ſummes then I have promiſed, 
| So ſhall you quietly enjoy your ron» 
And marry ſweet Bianca with conſent, 
Lac. Were it notthat my fellow ſchoolemaſter 
Doth watch Zaxca's ſteps Hamreny : 
'Twere goed me-thinkes to our marriage, 
| Which ence perform'd, let all the world ſay no, 
Ile keepe mine owne deſpight of all the world. 
Tra. That by degrees we —_ tolooke into, 
2 
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And watch our vantage in this buſineſſe, 
We'll over-reach the grey-beard Gremo, 
The narrow prying father Minola, 
The quaint Muſician, amorous Litse, 
All for my Malters ſake Lucento. 
Enter 0s 
Signior Gremso, came you from the Church ? 
Gre. Aswillingly as ere I came from ſchoole- 
Tre. And isthe Bride and Bridegroom comming home? 
Gre. A bridegroome ſay you ? tisa groome indeed, 
A grumbling groome, and that the girlc ſhall finds 
Tra, Curſter then ſhe, why 'tis 1wpoſſible. 
Gre. Why hee's a devill, a devill,a very fiend- 
Tre. Why ſhe's a deyill, a devill, the devils damme. 
Gre. Tur, ſhe'sa Lambe,a Dove, afoole to him ; 
Tle te)l you fir Lucentio ; when the Prieſt 
Should aske if K atherine ſhould be his wife, 
I ,by goggs woones quoth he, and ſwore ſo loud, 
Thar all amaz'd the Prieſt let fall the booke, 
And as he ſtoop'd againe totake it up, 
This mad-braio'd bridegroome tooke bim ſuch a cuffe, 
"That downe fell Pricft and booke, and booke and Prieſt, 
Now take them up quoth he, if any liſt. 
Tra. Wharſaidthe wench when he roſe up againe ? 
Gre. Tremblcd and ſhooke : for why, he ſtamp'd and 
{ wore. 
As ifthe Vicar meanttocozen him: 
But after many ceremonies done, 
He calls for wine, a health quoth he, as if 
He had beenc aboord carowling to his Mates 
After a ſtorme; quaftt off the Muſcadell, 
And threw the {opsall in the Sextons face : 
Having no other reaſon, but that his beard 
Grew thinne and hungerly, and ſecm'd to aske | 
Him ſopsas he was drinking : This done, he tooke 
The Bride about the necke, and Kiſt her lips 
With ſuch a clamorous ſmacke, that at the parting, 
All the Church did eccho: and I ſecingthis, 
Came thence for very ſhame, and after me, - 
I know the rout iscomming; ſuch a mad marryage 
Never was beforc : harke, harke, I heare the minſtrels 
n- Mnfcke playes. 
Enter Petruchio, K ate, Bianca, Hortenſio, Baptiſt a. 
Per. Gentlemen and friends, | thanke you for your 
I know youthinke todine with me to day, (paines, 
And have prepar'd great ſtore of wedding cheere, 
But ſo it is, my haſte doth call me hence, 
And therefore heere 1 meanctotake my leave. 
Bap. Is'c poſſible you will away to night ? 
Pet. I muſt away to day before night come, 
Make itno wonder : if you knew my buſinefſe, 
You would intreat me rather goe then ſtay : 
And honeſt company, I thanke you all, 
That have beheld me give away my ſelte 
To this moſt patient, ſweer, and vertuous wife, 
Dine with my father, drinke a health ro me, 
For I maſt hence, and farewell to you all. 
Tre. Letus intreat you ſtay till after dianer. 
Per. It may not be. 
Gre, Let me intreat you. 
Pet. It cannot be. 
Kat. Let me intreat you. 
Pet, TI am content. _ 
Kat, Are youcontent to ſtay ? 
Per. Iam content you ſhall: entreat me ſtay, 
But yet not ſtay, entreat me how you can. 


Kate. Now if you love me ſtay. 

Pet. Grumio, my horic. 

Gra. I ir, they be ready; the Oates have eaten the 
horſes, 

Kate. Nay then, 

Doe whatthou canſt, I will not goe to day, _ 

No, nor to morrow, not till I pleaſe my {elfe, 

The dore 1s open fir, there lyes your way, 

You may be jogging whiles your bootes are greene : 
For me, lic not be gone till I _ ſelfe, 
'Tislike you'll prove a jolly furly groome, 

Thar take it on you at the firlt ſo roundly. 

Per. O Katecontent thee, prethce be not angry. 

Kat. 1 will be angry, what haſt thou to doe ? 
Father, be quiet, he thall ſtay my leiſure. 

Gre. 1 marry fir, now it begins to worke. 

Kat. Gentlemen, forward to the bridall dinner, 
I ſcea woman may be madea fools 
It ſhe hadnor a ſpirit to reſiſt. 

Pet. They ſhall goe forward Kateat thy command, 
Obey the Bride you that attend on her, 

Goe to the feaſt, revell and dominecre, 

Carowſe full meaſure to her maiden-head, 

Be madde and merry, or goe hang you ſelves ; 

But for my bonny Kate, ſhemuſt with me : 

Nay, looke notbig, nor ſtampe, nor ſtare, nor fret, 

I will be maſter ot what is mine owne, 

Shee is my goods, my chatrels, ſhe is my houſe, 

My houſhoid-ſtuffe, my field, my barne, 

My hortc, my oxe, my afſe, my any thing, 

And heere ſhe ſtands, touch her who ever dare, 

Ile bring mine action onthe proudeſt he, 

That ſtops my way in Padua; Grumio 

Draw forth thy weapon, we are beſet with theeves, 

Reſcue thy Miltreſſe if thou be a mar*, + 

Feare not ſweet wench, they ſhall n th thee Kare, 

Ile buckler thee againſt a Million. "Exennt, Þ. Ka, 
| Bap. Nay, let them goe, a couple of quict ones. (ing 

Gre. Went they not quickly, I ſhould dye with laugh- 

Tra, Ofall mad matchesnever was the like. 

Lac. Miſtreſſe, whar's your opinion of your ſiſter ? 

Bian. That being mad her {clte, ſhe's madly mated, 

Gre, I warrant him Perrschio is Katcd. 

Bap. Neighbours and friends,though Bride and Bride- 
For ro ſupply the places at the rable, (groome wants 
You know there wants no junkets ar the tcalt ; 

Lacentio, you ſhall ſupply the Brid#groomes place, 
And let $4ancatake her ſiſters roome, 
Tra. Shall ſweet Biancepradtiſc how to bride it? 
Bap. She ſhall Lacentio : come gentl:men lets goe- 
Enter Grumnio. Exemnt. 

Gru. Fye, fic on all tired Iades, onall mad Maſters,and 
all toule wayes : was ever man {o beaten ? was ever may 
ſoraide ? was ever man io weary? I am ſent before to 
makea fire, and they are comming after to warme them: 
now were not I a little pot, and ſoone hot ; my very lips 
might treeze to my reeth, my tongue tothe roofe of my 
mouth, my heartin my belly,cre I ſhould comeby a fire 
to thaw me, but I with blowing the fire ſhall warme my 
ſclfe : for conſidering the weather, a tallecaman then 1 
will take cold : Holla, hoa Cares. "a 


wl 


; Enter Carts. 
Cart, Who is thatcalls ſo coldly ? fs 
Gru. A picce of Ice : if theu doubt it, thon maiſlt 


flide from my fhoulder to my hecle, with »© 
greater 


— 
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' TheT; aming of the Shrew. 22] 


grater a run butmy bead and my necke. A fire good (ww | 


IM» 

{*r. Is my Maſter and his wife comming Grams ? 

Gre. OhI C241, and therefore fice, fire, caſt on no 
WAICT« 

Cur. Is ſhe ſo hot a ſhrew as ſhe's . 
| Grs, She wasgo0d Curtis before this froſt : but thou 
know ſt winter tames man, woman,and beaſt : for it hath 
tam'd my old maſter, and my new miſtris, and my ſelfe 
fallow Carts. 

Cur. Away you three inch foole, Iam no beaſt. 

Am I butthree inches? Why thy horne is a foot 

ſolong am I at the leaſt. But wilt thoa make a fire, 

or ſhall I complaine on thee to our miſtris, whoſe hand 

(ſhe being now at hand)rchou ſhalt ſoone feele, to thy 
cold comtort, for being flow inthy hot odice+ 

= I prethee good Gramis, tell me, how goes the 
world? 

Gre. Acold world Cartuiteyery office but thine,and 
therefore fire : doe thy duty, and have _"_ for 
my Maſtcr and miſtrisarealmoſt frozen to death. 

Cur. There's fire ready,and therefore good Grumio the 


newes. 
Grs. Why Iacke boy, ho boy, and as mach newes as 
thou wilt. 
Cur. Come, you areſo full of conicatching. 
bx Why therefore fire, for I bave caught extreme 
» Where's the Cooke, is ready, the houſe 
trim'd, ruſhes ſtrew'd, cobwebs twept,the ſerving men 
iotheir new fuſtian, the white ſtockings, and every ofti- 
cer his wedding garment on? Be the lackes fire with- 
- carers without, the Carpets laid, and every 
ng in order ? 
' Car. All ready : and therefore I pray thee what newes. 
Gre. Firſt know my horſe istired, my maſter and mi- 
ſtris falne out. = Car. How? 
Grx. Out of their ſaddles into the durt, and thereby 


—_ 
«. Let's ha'tgood Gramio. 

Grs, Lend thine care. 

Car, Heere. 

Grs, There, 

({*r. This 'tisto ferle a tale,not to heare atale. 

Gru. And therefore 'tiscal'd a ſenſible tale : and this 
Cuffe was but to knocke at your care, and beſcech liſt- 
ning :now I begin, Inprimis we.came downe a foule hill, 
my Maſter riding bebinde my Miſtris. 

Car. Both of one horſe ? 

Grw, What's that to thee ? 

Car, Why a horſe. 

Gre. Tell thou the tale : but hadſt thou not croſtme, 
thou ſhould(t have heard how her horſe fell, and ſhe un- 
der her horſe : thou ſhouldſt have heard in how miery a 

| how ſhe was bemoil'd, how he lefr ber with the 


you 
when he comes home. Burt what talke I of this? 
Callforth Natheniel, loſeph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter ,Su- 
£=/ep and the reſt : lettheir heads bee Nlickely comb'd, 


nn EE 


their blew coars bruſh'd, and their garters of an indiffe- 
rent knit, lot them curtſie with their left legges, and not 
preſume to touch a haire of my Maſters horie-raile, till 
kifſe their hands. Are they all ready ? 
#r, Theyare. 

Gre. Call them forth. 

Car. Doe you heare ho? you muſt meet my maiſter 
to countenance my Miſtris., | 

Gre. Why ſhe hatha face of her owne. 

Car. Who knowes nor that ? . 

Grs. Thou it ſeemes, that calls for company to coun- 
renance her. | 

Cur. Icall them forth tocredit her. 

Enter foure or five ſerving men. 

Grs. Why ſhe comes to bortow nothing of them. 

Na. Welcome home Grumio. 

Phil, How now Gramio. 

loſ. What Gramio. 

Nick, Fellow Gramie. 

Nath, How now old lad, | 


Gre. Welcome you : how tiow you : what you : fel- | 


low you: and thus much for greeting. Now my ſpruce 

companions, 1sall ready, and all thingsneate? 
Nat. All things are ready, how neere is our maſter ? 
Gre, E'ne at hand, alighted by this : and therefore be 

Not—— Cockes Paſſion, filence, 1 heare my Malter. 


Emer Petruchio and Kate. 


Pet. Where be theſe knaves ? What no man at doore 


To hold my ſtirrop, nor to take my horſe? 
Where is Nathaxiet, Gregory, Philip? 
All ſer. Hceere, heere tir heere fir. 
_ Fer, Heere —_— fir, heere fir, heere (irs 
ou -headed and unpolliſht groomes + 
What ? noattendance ? no regard ? no duty ? 
Where is the fooliſh knave 1 ſent before ? 
Grs. Heere (ir, as fooliſh asI was before, | 
Pet. ou pezant, ſwaine,yon horſon malt-horſe drudge, 
Did I not bid thee meete me in the Parke, £26 
And bring along the raſcall knaves with thee? . 
Gru. N atheniels coatefir was not fully made, 
And Gebrie fs purmpes wereall unpinkt i'th heele : 
There was no Linke to colour Peters hat, 
And Walters dagger was not come trom ſheathing : 
There wer# none fine, but Adem, Rafe, and Gregory, 
The reſt were ragged, old, and beggerly, 
Yet as they are, they come to meete you « 
Pet. Gae raſcalls,gocand fetch my ſupper in.Ex.Ser. 
Where is the life that late I led ? 
Where are thoſe? Sit downe Kate, 
And welcome. Soud, ſoud, ſoud, foud, 
Enter ſervants with ſupper, | 
Why when I ſay ? Nay good ſweet Kate be s 
with my boots, you rogues : you villaines, when ? 
It was the Friar of Orders gray, 
A1 be forth walked on his way. 
Out you rogue, you piucke my foote awry, 
Take that, and mend the plucking of the other, 
Be merry Kate : Some water heere : what hoa. 
"Fa Enter one with water. "i 
's my Spaniel Troilas ? Sirra, get you , 
anddidey cram Fer dinandl come per: 
One Ke that you mult kiſle, and be acquainted with. 
Where are my Sli Shall I have ſome water? 
Come Kare and and welcome heartily : 
You herſon villaine, will you let it fall? 


"CES 


— 


'*s = Kare. 


—— 
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The Taming of the Sbrew, 


Kate. Patience Ipray you, 'twas a fault unwilling» 
Pa. A horſon beetle-beaded flap-car'd knave 2 
Come Kate fic downe, I know you have a 
Will you give thankes, ſweet Kate, or elſe ſhall I ? 
What's this, Mucton ? 
I. Ser. I. 
Pet, Whobrought it ? 
Sex. I. 
Pet. 'Tis burnt,and fo is allthe meate :. 
What are theſe ? W here is the raſcall Cooke ? 
How you villaines bring it from the drefler 
And ſerve itthus to me that love it not ? 
There, take it to you, trenchers,cups, and all z _ 
You heedleſſe jolt-heads, and unmanner'd ſlaves. 
What, doe you grumble ? Ile be with you ſtraight. 
Kate. I pray you husband be not ſo dilquet, 
The mcate was well, if you were ſo contented. 
Pet. I tell thee Kate, *twas burnt anddricdaway, 
And Iexpreſſely am forbid to touch it : 
For it ers choller, planteth anger, 
And better *ewere that both of us did faſt, 
Since of our ſelves, our ſelves are chollericke, 
Then feede it with ſuch over-roſted fleſh : 
Bepatient, to morrow't ſhall be mended, 


And for this night-we'l faſt for company. 
Camel will bring thee to thy Bridall chamber. Exemnt 
Emter Servants ſeverally. 


Nath. Peter did(t ever ſee the like? 

Peter, He kilsher in her owne humor. 

Gru. Where is he ? 

Enter Curtu 4 Servant, 

Cer. In her chamber, makinga ſermon of continen- 

cy to her, and railes, and ;qu—_g—y gy 
oule) knowes nut which way to ſtand, to looke, to 
ſpeake, and fitsas one new riſcn from a dreame. Away, 
away, for he is comming hither. 
Emer Petruchio. 


Pet, Thus bave I politickely my reigne, 
And*'tis my wack ron: nw 
My Faulcon now is ſharpe, and paſſing empty, 
And till ſhe ſtoope, ſhe mult not be full gorg'd, 
For then ſhe never lookes upon her lure. 
Another way I have to man my Haggard, 
To make her come, and know her Keepers call : 
That is, to watch her, as we watch theſc Khtes, 
That baite, and beate, and will not be obedient z 
She cate no mrate to day, nor none ſhallcate. 
Laſt night ſhe ſlept not, nor to night ſhe ſhall not : 
As with the mcate, ſome undeſerved fault 
Ile find about the making of the bed, 
And heere Ile fling the pillow, there the boulfter, 
This way the Coverlet, another way the ſhcetes ; 
I, and amid this hurly I intend, 
Thatall is done in reverend care of her, 
And in concluſion, ſhe fhall watch all night, 
And if ſhechance to nod, Ile raile and brawle, 
And withthe clamor keepe her ſtill awake : 
This is way to killa Wife with kinducſſe, 
And thus Ile curbe her mad and headſtrong humor : 
He that knowes better how totame 8 ſhrew, 


"Now let him ſpeake, "tis charity to ſhew. Exi. 
; Emer Trams, Hortenfio, 

T4. Is't poflible friend Life, that miltris Fiancs 

Doth y wendy rr, 

Itell you fir, ſhe bearcs ave faire in hand. 


Her. Sir, to ſatisfic you in what I have faid, 


Stand by, and marke the manner of histcaching» 
Emter Bianca. —_ 

Zac, Now Miſtr is, profit nw ou 

Bian, W hat Maſter reade Oo firſt, olve ene that? 

Inc. I reade, thatT the Art to love. 

Zan. And may you prove fir Maſter uf your Art. 
_ While you ſweet deere prove Miſtrefle of my i 

i. . 

Her. Quickeproceeders marry,now tell mc I pray,you 
that durſt { _ that your miſtris B:ance 
Ley'd me in the World ſo well as Lucenrio. | 

Tra. Oh deſpi Love, unconſtant womankind, 
I tell thee Zifio this is wonderfull. 

Hor. Miſtake no more, I amnot Zo, 

Nora Mufician asI ſceme tobe, 

Bar one that ſcorne to live inthis diſguiſe, 
For ſuch a one as leaves a Gentleman, 
And makes a God of ſucha Cullion ; 
Know fir, that I am cal'd Hertenſio, 

Tra. Signior Hertenfio, I have oficn heard 
Of your entire affection to Biencs, 

And ſince mine eyesare witneſle af her lightneſſe, 
I will with you, if you beſocontented, 
Forſweare Bianca, and her love for cycr. 

Her. Sec how they kiffe and court: Signior Lacentio, 
Heere is my hand, and heereI firmely vow 
Never to wooe her more, butdoc forſweare her 
As one unworthy all the former favours 
Thar I have fondly flatter'd them withall. 

Tra. And heere I take the like untained oath 
Never to with her, ſhe would intreat, 
Fye on her, ſec how beaſtly ſhe court him. 

Hor. Would all theworld but he had quite foriworne 
For me, that I may ſurely keepe mine oxth- 


OS... 
re three dayes paſſe, whi as 'd me, 
As TI havelov'd pa rouddiſdainefull Haggard, 


And fo farewell ſigniot Lucentie, 
Kindneſle in women, not their Beauteous 
Shall win my love, andI rake my leave, 
In reſolution, as 1 (wore before. 
Tra. Miſtris Biaxca, bleſſe you with ſuch grace, 
— my Lovers bleſſed caſe : N 
ay, I have tane you napping gentle Love, 
And have fected you with Hortenſw. 
_ Tranio you jeſt, but bave you both forſworne 
mc 
Tra, Miſtris we have. 
Lac. Then weare rid of 
Tra, Tfaith he'll have a 
That ſhall be woo'd, and 
Bian. God give him joy» 
Tra. I, and "ll rame her. 
Bian. He ſayes ſo Trane. 
Tre. Faith ht is goneuntothe taming (choole. 
Bien. The taming ſchoole : what is there ſuch a place? 
Tre, I miſtris, and Peernchio is the maſter, 
Ln — —_— ws 
0 tame a ; chattering rongue. { 
Emer Biondello. 
Z:0n. Oh Maſter, maſter,] have watchtſolong, 
Papers. ys. wn ag 
ancient W, 
Will ſerve toe — 
Tra. What is he Biondello, 


Bio. Malter, a Marcantant, or a pedant, 


Widdow now , 
ina day. 


wY i... _ — 
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The Toming of athe Shrew. 


Ped. Sir at the farcheit for a week © or two, 
But then up farther, andas tarreas Rome, 
And ſo to Tiipoly, if God icnd me |.fe. 
Tre, What Countreyinan | pray ? 
Ped. Of Manna, 
Tre. Of Mantua Sir, marry God forbid, 
And come to Padua, careleiſe of your hte ? 
Ped. My life fir ? how | pray? for that goes hard. 
Tre. 'Tisdeath for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua, know you not the cauſe? 
Your ſhips are ſtaid at Venice, and the Duke 
For private quarrell 'twixt your Duke and him, 
Hath publiſh'd aid proclaim'd it openly : 
'Tis marvaile, but that you arc but newly; come, 
You might have heard it clſc 191d about. 
Ped. Alas fir, it is worſe for me the: {o, 
For | have bils for mony by exchange 
From Florence, and mult deliver them 
Tra. Well fir, to doe youcourtelie, 
This will I doe, and this I will adviſe you, 
Firſt tell me, have you ever beene at Pila ? 
Ped. 1 fir, in Pila bave I often beene, 
Pia renowned for grave Citrizens. 
Tra. them know you one Yincentio ? 
Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him : 
A Merchaur of i le wealth. 
Tra. He is my father fir, and ſooth toſay, 
In countnance ſoarewhat doth reſemble you. 
Bien. As much as an apple doth an oyiter, and all one. 
Tre. Tolave yourlife in this extremity, 
This favor will | doe you for his ſake, 
And thinke it not the warſt of all your fortunes 
That you are like to Sir Fincentio, 
His name and credite _—_—_ undertake, 
Andin my w—_ (hall A 
Looke you as you d, 
You indurend ——_— (hall _ itay 
Till you have done buſineſl in the City ; 
Ifthis be court'fie far, accept 


of it. 

Ped. Oh fir I doe, and will repute you ever 
Thepatron of my life aud liberty. 

Tra. Then goe with me, to make the matter 
{ This by the way I let you , 
My is heere look'd for cyery day, 
To paſſe aſſurance ofadowre in marri 
'Twixt me, and one Bapteff as Gantt hos : 

In al] theſe circumſtances Ile inſtruct you, 
Goe with me fir to cloath you as becomes you. £xeane. 


- 


fins Quartus, Scans Prims, 
—__ re" per 
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I know na what, and re ll 7. No, notorſootd Ldare not for my like. | 
In exc and countenance lurly hike a . . 4 de more my wrong,the more his ſpite appeares- 
'B*” And what of him Trans? Wha, did mers wn een me ? = | 
Tra, If he becredulous, andtruſt my tale, Beggers that come unto my fathers doore, 
Ile make him glad to ſecme Yincenes, intreaty haveapreſent almes, 
And give aſſurance to Baptifta Minela, , It not, elſewhere they meete with charity : 
As if he were the right Uincentio. But I, whonever knew how tointreare, 
Take me your love, and then ler me alone. Nor never necded that I ſhould i . 
Emer a Pedant. Am Rarv'd for meate, giddy eof fleepe-: 
Fed, God fave you fir. With oathes kept waking and wich brawling fed, 
Tre. And you (ir, youare welcome. And that which ſpights me more then © wants, 
Travaile you farre on, or are you at the farthell? Hedoes it under name of love ; 


AS who ſhould fay, if I ſhould ſleepe or cate 

'Twere deadly ſickneflc, or elſe preſene death. 

I prethee goe, and get me ſome repaſt, ; 

I care not what, fo it be holfome foode. 
Grs. Whar ſay you toa Neats foote ? 


Kar. 'Tis paſſing good, I prethee lct me have ir. 
Gr#: 1 feare it is too icke a meate. 
How ſay youtoa fat Tripe d? 


Kate. Tlike it well, good Grzzaia it me. 
#. I cannottell, I feare 'tis chollericke. 
W hat fay you to peece of Beefe and Muſtard? 
Kate. A diſh that I doe loveto feede upen. 
Gr». I, but the Muſtard istoo hotalirtle. 
Kate: Why then the Beefe, and let the Maſt ard ret. 
Gr#. Nay thea I will not, you ſhall have the Muſtard 
Oc cife you get no becfe of rune. 
Kate, Then both or one, or any thing thou wil. © 
_=_ = _ ry my the beefe. 
ate. oc get gone, ce deluding flave, 
Boats bums, 
That feed*ſt me withthe very name of meate, 
Sorrow on thee, and all the packe of you 
Thatrrinmph thus upon my miſcry 3 | 
Goe get thee gone, I lay. 


Enter Petruchio, and Hortenſio with mueate. 


Parr. How fares m1 Kate, what twecting all a mort ? 


Hor. Milſtris, whatcheere ? 

Kate, Faithas cold as can be, 

Pez. Placke up thy ſpirits, looke cheerefully upon me. 
Heere Love, thou ſcclt how dill | am, 
Todrefle thy meate my fclfe, and bring it chee. 

I am ſure ſweet Kare,thus k indncfte merites thankes. 
What, nota word ? Nay then, thou lou'it it not : 
And all my paines is ſorted to no proote. 
Heere take away this diſh. 

Kate. I pray youletic ſtand. 

Pet. The pooreſt ſervice is repaide with thankes, 
And ſo ſhall mine before you rouch the meate. 

Kate. I thanke you fir. . 


Hor. IE 
Come Miltris Kate 


, Ile beare you company. | 


Per. Eate it up all. H; , if thou loveſt me ; 
Much good doe x unto thy gentle heart ; 
K ate eate apace ; and now my Love, 
Will we returne unto thy Fathers 4 
And revell iras bravely as the beſt, | 
With ſilken coatsand caps, and golden Rings, ,L 
With Ruffes and Caffes, and Fardingales,and things : 
With Scarfes, and Fannes, and of beau cy, 
With Amber Bracelets, Beades, and all this knau'ry. 
With haſt thou din'd ? The Tailor faies thyleaſure, 
Thedeckethy body with his ruffling treaſure. 

Enter Tailor, 


| 


— 


| 


| 


224- 


Come Tailor, let us ſee theſe ornaments. 
Emer Haberdaſher. 

Lay forth the gowne. Whatnewes with you fir ? 
Fel. Heer isthe cap your Worſhip did beſpeake. 
Pet. Why this was moulded on a r, 

A Veluet diſh: Fie, fic, 'tislewd and filtby, 

Why *cis acockle ora walnut-ſhell, 

A knacke, atoy, atriche,a babics cap : 

Away with it, come have a bigger: 
Kate. Ile have no bigger, this doth fit the tume, 

And Gentlewomen weare ſuch caps as theſe. 

Pet, When youate gentle, you ſhall have one too, 
Her. That will not be in haſt. 
Kate. Why fir I truſt I may haveleave to ſpeake, 

And ſpeake I will. 1am no child, no babe, 

Your betters have indur'd me ſay my minde, 

And if you carmot, beſt you ſtop your cares. 

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 

Or elſe my heart concealing it will breake, 

And rather then it ſhall, I will be free, 

Even to the uttermoſt as I pleaſe in words. 

Pet. Why thou fſaiſt true, it is a paltry cap, 

A cuſtard coffen, a bauble,a ſilken pye, 

I love thee well in that thoulik'ſt itnot. 

| Kate. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap, 

And it I will have, or I will have none. 

Pet. Thy gowne, why I : come Tailor letus ſec't, 

Oh mercy God, what masking ſtuffe is heere ? 

W hat this ? a ſleeve? 'ris like a demi cannon, 


What, up and downe caru'd like an Tart? -- 
Heeres ſnip, and nip, and cut, and liſh and flaſh, 
Liketo a Cenſor ina barbers : 


Why what a devils name Tailor cal'{t thouthis ? 
Hor. Iſee ſhees like ro have neither cap nor growne. 
Tai. You bid me make it orderly and well, 
According to the faſhion, andthe time. 
Pet. Marry and did : but if you be remembred, 
I did not bid you marre it tothetime. 
Goe hop me over every kennell home, 
For you ſhall hop without my cuſtome fir : 
He none of it : kence, make your beſt of it, 
Kate, I never ſaw a better faſhion'd gowne, 
Morequeint, more pleaſing, nor mere 
Belike you meane to make a puppet of me. 
Pet, Why true, he meancs to make a puppet of thee. 
_ Sacſayes your Worſhip meancs to make a puppet 


Pet, Oh moſt monſtrous arrogance 
Thou lycf, thouthred, thou thimble, 
Thou yard three quarters, halfe yard, quarter ,naile, 
Thou Flea, thou Nit, thou winter cricket thou : 
Brav'd in mine owne bouſe with a skeine of thred: 
Away thou Ragge, thou quantity, thou remnant, 

Or I ſhall ſobe-mete thee with thy yard, 
As thou ſhalt rthinke on prating whilſt thou liv'|t : 
Itell thee 1, that thou haſt marr'd her gowne. 

Tail, Your —_ is decetv'd, the gowne is made 
Tuſt as my Maſter had direQ1on ; | 
Grumio gave order how it ſhould be done. 

Grs. Igave him no order, I gave him the ſtuffe. 

Tail. But how did you deſire it ſhould be made ? 

—— fir with needle and thred. 

Gs Act thing 

alt fac'd many 
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Gre. Face not me :thou haft brav'd wany wen, brave 
not me; I will neither be fac'd nor brav'd. 1 ſay untothe, 
I bid thy Maſter cut but the gowne, but I did not bid 


him cut ir to peeces. Ergo thoulieſt. 
T as, ye a © ro te reſtifie, 
Pet. Reade it. | 


Gr#, The note lyes in's throate if he ſay I ſaid ſo. 

Tal. Inprimis, a looſe bodied gowne. 

Grs. Maſter, if ever I faid bodied gowne, ſow 
me in the skirts of it, and beate we to death with a bot- 
rome of browne thred : 1 ſaid a gowne. 

Pet. Proceed, 

Tas. With a{mall compaſlt capes 

Grs, I confefle the cape. 

Tas. With a trunke ſleeve 

Gru, I confefſe two ſleeves, 

Tail. The ſleeves curiouſly cut. 

Pet. I there'sthe villany-. 

Gr#. Error i'th bill fir, error i'th bill? I commanded 
the ſleeves ſhould be cut out, and ſow'd up againe, and 
that Ile prove upon thee, though thy lictle finger be ar- 
med in a thimble. 

T45.This is true that I fay, and I hadthee in place where 
thou ſhould know it. 

Gre. 1am for thee ſtraight : take thou the bill, give 
me thy mete-yard, and ſpare not me. 
ry God-a-mercy Grumio , then he ſhall have no 

Pet, Well fir in breefe the gowne is not for me. 

Gre, You are i'th right fir, tis for my milſtris, 

Per. Goe take ic up untothy maſtersuſc. 

Gr. Villaine, not for thy life : Take up my Miſtreſſe 
gowne for thy maſters uſe. 

Per, Why fir, what's your conceit in that ? 

Gru. Oh fir, the conceit isdeeper then you thinke for: 
Take up my Miſtris gowne to his maſters uſe. 

Oh kie, fie, fic. : 

Pet. Hortenffo, ſay thon wilt ſee the Tailor paide : 
Goe take it hence, be gon, and ſay no more - 

Hor. Tailor, Ile pay thee for thy gowne to morrow, 
Take no unkindnefle of his haſty words : _ 
Away I ſay, commend me to thy Maſter. ExitT all 

Per. Well, come my Kate, we will unto your farhers, 
Even in theſe honeft meane habiliments : 
Our purſes ſhalll be proud, our $ 
For 'tisthe minde that makes the body rich. 
And asthe Sunne breakest the darkeſt clouds, 
So honor peereth in the meanelt habit. 

W hat is the lay more precious then the Larke, 

Becauſe his feathers are more beautifull? 

Or isthe Adder better then the Eele, 

Becauſe hispainted skin contents the eye? 

Ohno Kate : neither art thouthe worſe 

For this furniture, and meane array. 

Ifthouaccountedſt it ſhame, lay it on me, 

And therefore frolicke, we will hence forthwith: 

To fealt and ſportusat thy fathers bouſe, 

Goec call my men, andlet us ſtraightto him, 

And bring our horſes unto end, 

There will we mount, andthither walke on foote. 

Let's ſee, I thinke *tis now ſome ſevena clocke, 

And well _— come there by dinner time. 
Kate. Idareaſſure you fir,'tis almoſt two, 

And twill be ſupper time exe you come there: 

Pet. It ſhall be ſeven ere I goe to horle : 

Looke what I ſpeake, or doe, orthinke todoe, 
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You are ſtill croſſingit, firs let't alone, Weele paſſe the buſinefle privately and well : 
| willnot goeto day, and cre I doe, Send for your dai hter by your ſervant here, 
It ſhall be w hata clocke I ſay it Is. My Boy ſhall fetch the Scrivener preſently, 


Her. Why fo: thus gallant will command the tunne. _ | The worlt is this that at ſoſlender warning, 
You are like to have a thin and ſlender pittance. 


, Enter Tranio, and the Pedant dreft like Uincentio. Zap. It likes me well : 
Tra. Sirs, this i$ the houſe, picaſc it you that I call. Cambio hyc you home, and bid Bianca make her ready 
Ped. I what <lſc, and but I bedeceived, ſtraighe : 
Signior Bapriftamay remember me And if you willtell what hath hapned, 
Neere twenty yeeresa goe in Genoa. Lxcentsos | ather is arrived in Padua, 
Tra. Where we were lodgers, at the Pegaſus, And how ſhe's like tobe Laucenior wite, 
Tis well, and hold your owne in any caſe . $4n, 1 pray the gods the may with allmy heart; 
With ſuch auſterity as longeth to a father. Exit, 
Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 
Enter Buondelo, LL. Emer Peter. 
Ped. 1 warrant you : but fir here comes your boy, Signior Bapriffe, ſhall T Icade the way, 
'T were good he were {chool'd. Wecome, one meſle is like to be your cheere, 
Tre, Feare you not him : firra Biendelo, Come fir, we will better it in P3/e- 
Now doe your duty throughly I adviſe you : Zap. Itollow you. Exeunt, 
zine * | MCenTIO, 
_— p_ m—_— Enter Lucentio and Biondello, 
Tva, But haft thou done thy errand to Bapriffa? Bion. Cambio, 
Bon. 1told him that your cher was at Venice, Luc. W hat faiſtthou Biondelo? | 
Au that you look't for him thisday in Padua. Biond. You ſaw my Maſter winke and laugh upon 
Tre. T hart atalb fellow, hold thee that to drinke, you? 
Heere comes Baptiſta ; ſet your countenance lir. Luc. Biondello, what of that? 
Biond. Faith nothing : but has lefe me here behind 
Enter Baptifts and Lucentio : and Pedant booted to expound the meaning or morrall of his ſfignes and to» 
and bare headed. kens. 
Tra. Signior Baptsſta you are happily mer ; Lac. I pray thee moralizethem. | 
Sirg this is che gentleman 1told you of, Blion. Then thus : Baptifteis fate talking with the de- 
l pray you ſtand good father tome now, } cciving Father of a deceittull ſonne. 
Give me Bianca tor my patrimony. Zue. And what of him? | 


Fed. Soft ſon : fir by your leave, having come to Padua | Bien. Hisdaughter is to be brought by youto the ſup- | 


To gather in ſome debts, my fon Zacentio pers | 
Made me acquainted with a waighty cauſe | Zac. Andthen? ; : 
Of love betweene your daughter and himſelfe : Bon. Theold Prieſt at Saint Lukes Church is at your | 
And tor the good report I heare of you, command at all houzes. | 
And for the love be beareth to your daughter, Inc. And what of all this? 
And ſheto him ; to ſtay him not too long, Bion. I cannot tell, except they are buſied abont a coun- 
I am content in a good fathers care terfeir aſſurance : take you aſſurance of her, Cams provile- 
To have him match, and if you pleaſe to like $10 ad Imprimenaum ſolum, toth' Church take the Prieſt, 
No worle then 1 fir ſome agreement Clarke, and ſome {uihcient honeſt witneſſes : 
Me ſhail you find acdcrady and moſt willi It this be not that you looke for, 1 have nomore toſay, 
With &ne conſent to have hero beſtowed ; | But bid B:axce farewell for ever and a day. 
For curious 1 cannot be with you Luc. Hear itthou Biondelo. | 
Signi0r Baptiſta, of whom I. hcare ſo well. Bien, I cannottarry : I knewa wench married in an 
bp. Sir, pardon me in what Lhave to ſay, afcernoone as ſhe . went to the Garden for Parſeicey to 

Your plainncfle and your ſhoftneſſe pleaſe me well: ſtuffe a Rabit, and ſs may you (ir: and fo adew tir, my 
Righr truc it is your ſonne Lacemio here Maſter hath appointed meto goe to Saint Lakes to bid 
Dothlove my daughter ,and ſhe loveth him, the Prieſt be ready t>come againſt you come with your 

| Orbe:h diſſemble deepely their affections : appendix. : * Exu. 
A-d4therefore if you ſay no more then this, Luc. 1 may and will, if ſhe be ſo contented : 
That itke a Father vou will deale with him, She will be pleas'd, then wherefore ſhould I doubt : 
And paſſe my \dw aſuihicient dower, Hap what hap may, Ile roundly goe about her : 
The watch 1s made, and all is done, It ſhall goe hard if Cambio goe without her. E xit. 
Your lonne ſhall have my daughter with conſent- 

Tre. Ithanke you fir, 4 then doe you know beft Emer Petruchio, Kate, Hortenſio. 

Webe ated __ ſuch aſſurance rane, Pet, Come on a Godsname, once more toward our fa- 

| As (hall with either parts agreement ſtand. thers : 

Zap. Not in my houſe Lacevrio, for you know Good Lord how bright and goodly ſhines the Moone: 
Pitchers havecares, and I have many C—_ Kate, The Moone, the Sunne : it 1s not Moonelight 
Belides old Gremio is harkning (till, now. 

Ann ___ might be interrupted, Pet. 1 fay itisthe Moone that ſhines ſo bright. 
Tra, at my lodging, and it like you fir Kat. 1 know it is the Sunne that ſhines ſo bright. 
| There doth my father ly:andthere his night Pet. Now by my mothers ſonne, and that's my _ 
r 
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It ſhall be moone, or ſtarre, or what I1 liſt, 
Or ere 1 journey to your Fathers houſe : 
Goe on, and tctch our horſcs backe againe, 
Evermorc. crolt andcroft, nothing vat croſt, 

Hor. Say as he {ayes, or we ſhall never goe, 

Kat. Forward l pray, fince we have come ſo farre, 
And be it moone, or ſunne, or what your pleaſe ; 
And if you pleaſe to callit a ruſh Candle, 

Henceforth I yowe it ſhall be ſo for me. 

Pet. I ſay it is the Moone. 

Kat. IT know it is the Moone. 

Pet. Nay then you lye : itisthe bleſſed Sunne, 

Kate. Then God be blclt, itis the bleſſed ſunne, 
But ſunne it isnot, when you ſay it is not. 

And the Moone changes even as your mind : 
What you will have it nam'd, even that it 18, 
And ſoit ſhall be ſo for Katherme, : 

Hort. Petruchio, goe thy wayes,the ficld is won. 

Pet. Well, forward, forward,:hus the bowle ſhould 
And not unluckily againſt the Bias : (run, 
But ſott, Company 15 comming herc. 


| Enter V/incentio, 
Good morrew gentle Miltris, where away ; 
Tell me{weet Kate, and tell me truely too, 
Haſt thou beheld a freſher Gentlewoman : 
Such warre of white and red witbin her checkes : 
W hat ſtarres doe ſpangle heaven with ſuch beauty, 
As thoſe two eyes become that heavenly face ? 
Faire lovely Maide, once more good day to thee ; 
Sweet Katecmbrace her for her beauties ſake. 
R Hort, A will makethe man mad to make a woman of 
im. 
Kat. Yong budding Virgin, faire, and freſh,and ſieet, 
Whither away, or where isthy aboad ? 
Happy the Parents of ſo faire a child ; 
Happier the man whom favourable ſtars 
Alots thee for his lovely bedfcllow. 
Per. Why how now Kate, 1 thou art not mad, 
This 18a man old, wrinckled, faded, withered, 
Aad not a Maiden, asthou faiſt he 1s. 
Kate. Pardonold father my miſtaking cyecs, 
That have beene ſo bedazled with the ſunne, 
That every thing I looke onſeemerh greene ; 
Now I perceive thou art a reverent Father ; 
Pardon I pray thee for my mad miſtaking. 
Pet. Doe good old grandfire, and withall make known 
W hich way thou travelleſt, if along with us, 
We ſhall be joyfull ofthy company. 
Us. Faire Sir, and you my merry Miſtris, 
That with your ſtrange encounter much amaſde me : 
My name is call'd Fincentio, my dwelling Piſa, 
And bound Iam to Padss, there to viſite 
Aſonneof mine, which long I have not ſcene. 
Pet, What is his name? 
Vin. Lnucentio gentle fir. 
Pet. Happily met, the happier for thy ſonne : 
And now by Law, as well asreverent age, 
I may intitle thee my loving father; 
The ſiſter tro my wite, this Gentlewoman, 


| Thy Sonne by this bath married : wonder not, 


Nor be not grieved, ſhe 1s of good cltceme, 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth ; 
Beſide, ſo qualified, as may beſeeme 

The Spouſe of any noble Gentleman : 

Let me imbrace with old Yincentio, 
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And wander we to ſcethy honeſt ſonne, 
Who will of thy arrivall be full joyous. 
Vin. But is this true, or 1s it elſc your pleaſure, 
Like pleaſant travailorsto breake a jeſt 
Vpon the company you overtake ? 
Her. 1 doe aſſurethee father ſo it is. 
Pet, Come gocalong and ſee the trifth hercof. 
For our firſt merriment hath made thee jealous. Exemn, 
Hor, Well Perrmchns, this has put me in heart : 
Have to my Widdow, and it ſhe be froward, 
Then haſt thou taught Hortenſso to be untoward, Exit, 


Enter Bioudello, Lucentio and Bianca, Gremio # 
ont before, 


Bion. Softly and ſwiftly fir, for the Prieſt is ready. 

Lac. 1 fize Biondells, but they may chance to need thee 
at home, therefore leave us. Exit, 

Bion, Nay faich, lie ſee the Church a your backe, and 
then come backe to my miſtris as ſoone as I can. 

Gre, 1 marvaile ( ambiocomes not all this while. 


Enter Petruchio, Kate, Vincentio, Grumio 
with Attendants. 


Pet. Sir heeresthe doore, thisis Lycentios houſe, 
My Fathers beares more toward the Market-place, 
Thither mult I, and here Lleave you fir, 

TV. You ſhall not chooſe bur drinke before you goe, 
I rhinke I ſhall command your welcome here ? 
And by all likelyhood ſome cheereis toward. MKnocke. 

Grew. They're buſic within, you were beſt knocke 

lowder, 
Pedant lookes ont of the window. 

Fed, What's he that knockes as he would beat downe 
the gate? . 

Vin. Is Signior Zucentio within fir ? 


Ped. He's within fir, but notto be ſpoken withall. 
Vis, What if a man bring him a hundred pound or two | 
tomake merry withall. 
Ped, Keepe your hundred pounds to your ſclfe, he | 
ſhall need none fo long as I live. fx 
Petr, Nay, | told you your ſonne was well beloved in 
Padna : doe you heare fir, to leave frivolous circumſtan» 
ces, Ipray you tell ſignior Zzcentio that his Father 1s 
wry from Piſa, and ishereat the doore 10 fpeake with 

m. 

Ped. Thou lieſt, his Father is come from Padyua, and 
here looking out atthe window. * 

VYm. Artchou his father ? 

Ped. I fir, ſo his mother fayes, if I may beleeve her. | 

Pet. Why how now gentleman : why thisis flat knw | 
very totake upon you another mans name. 

Peda. Lay hands on the villaine, I belceve a meanes to 
coſen ſome body inthis City under my countenance. | 

Enter Biondello. 

Bion, I have ſeenethem 1m the Church together, God | 
ſend'em good ſhipping :but who is heere ? mine old Ma- | 
ſter Vancentio: now we are undone and brought to 00-| 
thing, 

Vm. Come hither crackhempe. 

Zion. 1 hope 1 may choole Sir, 

Vin. Come hither you rogue, what have you forget 
me ? 

Bion, Forgot you, no fir: I could not forget you, for 
I never ſaw you before inallmy life. 

Vin. What, you netorious villainc, didſt thou neve 

ſee thy Maſters father Vincentiod 
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Biow. What my old worſhipfull old maſter ? yes mar- 
ry ſir, ſee where helooks our of the window. 

Fin. Iſt ſo indeed? He beates Biondello. 

Bios. Helpe, helpe, helpe, here's a mad man will mur- 


der me. 
Peda. Helpe, ſonne, hclpe ſignior Bapriſts. 
Pet. Prethee Kate let's ſtand alide = the end of 


this controverſic. 
Emer Pedant with ſervants, Baptifla, Trans. 

Tra. Sir, what are you that offer ro beate my ſer- 
yant ? 

Vis. What amT fir : nay whatare you ir : oh immor- 
tall Goddes: oh fine villaine, a filken doublet, a vel- 
vet hoſe, a ſcarlet cloake, and a copataine hat : oh- Iam 
undone, Iam undone: whilelI play the good husband 
at home, my ſonne and my ſervant ſpend ail at the vni- 
verſity, 

Tre. How now, what's the matrer ? 

Bap. W hat isthe man lunaticke ? 

Tra. Sir, you {eeme a ſober ancient Gentleman by 
your habit : bur your words ſhew you amad man : why 
ſir, what concernes it yon, it I weare Pearle and gold : [ 
thanke my good father, I am able to maintainer. 

Yar, Thy tather ! ob villaine, he is a Saile-maker in 
Bergamo. ; 

Ba. You miſtake fir, you miſtake fir, pray what doz 
you thinke is his name? | 

Yin. His name, asif I knew not his names .T have 
brought bim up ever ſince he was three yeeres old, and 
his name is Trans. 

Ped. Away, away mad aſſe, bis name_is Lacentio, and 
he is mine onely ſonne and heire to the Lands of me fig- 
nior Vincentso. | o J 

Vin. Lacentio | oh he hath murdred his Maſter ; lay 
hold on him 1 charge you in the Dukes name : oh my 
ſonne, my ſonne : tell me thou villaine, where is my fon 
Lacentio ? 

Tra. Call forth an oificer : Carry this mad knave to 
the laile : father Baprifta, I charge you ice that he bee 
forth comming. 

Vin. Carry me to the Tailz ? 

Gre. Stay oxficer, he ſhall not goe to priſon. 

x Talke not ſignior Grenss : I lay be ſhall goe to 

rnons 
F Gre. Take heede fignior Baptiſta, leaſt you be coni- 
catcher in this buſinefle z I dare ſweare this 1s the right 
UVincentto. 

Ped, Sweare if thou dart. 

Gre, Nay, I dare not ſweare it. 

Tra, Then thou wert belt fay that I am not Zacen- 
tio, 

Gre. Yes, I knowthee tobe {ignior Zucentso. 

Bap, Away withthe dotard, tothe laile with him. 

Enter Biondello, Lucentio, and Bianca. 

Fan. Thus (trangers may be halld and abuſd : oh mon- 
ſtrous villaine. . 

Bun. Oh we are ſpoil'd, and yonder he is, deny him, 
forſweare him, or eile we are all done, 

Exit Biondello, Tranio, and Pedant as faſt as may be, 

Lac, Pardon ſweet father. 

Vin. Lives my {weet ſonne ? 

Ze, Pardon deere father. 

Zap. How halt thou offended, where is Lucentio. 

Zze. Here's Lacentio, tight ſonge to the right Uin- 
centia, , 
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Thar have by marriage made thy daughter mige. 

While counterfeit ſuppoles bleer'd thine cine. 
Gre. Here's packing with a witneſſe to deceive.us all, 
Vin, Where is that damned villaine Trexio, 

Thar tac'd and braved me inthis matter 10? 

Zap. Why, tell me isnotthis my Cambio ? 

Bran. Cambio is chang'd into Luventio. 

Luc. Love wroughtthcſe miracles. Bianeaslove | 
Made me exchangr ay tate with,Traws, -, +, «1+ 
While he did beare my countenance in the towne, _ -- 
And happily I have arriv'd ac laſt | 
Vato the wiſhed haven of my blifle : 

What Trane did, my {clic entorit him to ; 
Then pardon him ſweet Father for wy fake, 

Um. llelitthe villaines noſe that would have ſent me 

to the laile, | yo 


Bap. Bur do you heare ſir,have you married wy daugh- 


| ter withour asking my good will? 


Fm, Feare not Baptitts, we will content you, to : 
but I will into be reveng'd forthily villanie. wo 
Bap. And 1 to found the depth of this knavery. Zxir. 


Zae-Logke gf pgit Biancagthy father will got —___ ; 


i; 3 4} . +=: £xc 
Gre, My cake is dough, but Ile mamong the xc 
Our dr won ſhare of the tealt. ts 
Ka. Husband let's follow,to ſee aapot 13 adoe. 
Per. Fuſtkifle me Kare, and we wif, Y bis & 
Kat. Whatin the midſt of the ltreete ? ' 
Pet. Whatart thouaſham'd of me ?  ”, 
Kate. No fir, God forbid, but aſham'd to kiſle. 
Pet. Why then |e'rs home againe : Come Sirra let's 
away. | 
: Ka:.Nay, I will give thee a kiſſe,now pray thee Love 
d . F 
Per. Is not this well? come my ſweet Kate. 
Better once then never, for never too late, 


4 
"7 


i Aus Quintus. 


Exeunt. 
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Enter Baptifta, Vincentio, Gremio, the Pedant, Lucentioand 
Bianca, Tranio, Brendello, Grumio, and Widdow ; 
The Serving men with Tram bringing 
in 4 Zanguet. 
Zue. Atlaſt, though long, our jarring notes agree, 
And time it is when raging warre is Cone, 
Toſmile at ſcapesand perils overblowne : 
My faire Bianca bid my father welcome, 
W hile 1 with (elte fame kindnefle welcomethine : 
Brother Petruchio, ſiſter K aterins, | 
And thou Hortentio with thy loving Fiddow ; 
Feaſt withthe beſt, and welcome ro my houſe, 
My Banket is to cloſe our ſtomackes up 
After our great good cheere : pray you (it downe, 
For now we fit to chat as well as eate. 
Pet. Nothing bur ſit and (ir, and cate and cates 
Bap. Padus affords this kindneſle, fonne Petruchio, 
Pet. Paduaaffords nothing buc what 1s kind. 
Her. For both our ſakes I would that word were true. 
Pet. Noi for my life Hortentio feaves his Widow. 
Hor. Then never truſt me if I beaffcard. | 
Pet. You are very ſencible, and yet you miſle my 


ſence : 
I meanc Hortentio is afcard of you, 
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id, He that is giddy thinkesthe world turnes round, 
Per. Roundly replied. 
Kar. Miltris, how mecane you that ? 
Wid. Thus I conceive by him. 
Per. Conccives by me, how likes Hortentio that? 
Her. My Widdow ſayes, thus ſhe conceives hertale. 
Petr, Very 'well mended: kifſe him for that good 
Widdow. _ 
Kat. He that is giddy thinkes the world turnes round. 
I pray youtell me what you mcant by thar. 
Wid. Your husband being troubled witha ſhrew, 
Meaſures my husbands ſorrow by his woe : 
And now you know my meaning. 
| Kate. A very meane meaning. 
wid. Right, [ mcanc you« | 
Kat. And 1 am meane indeed, reſpeRing you. 
Per. Toher Kate. 
Hor. To her Widdow. 
Pet. A hundred markes, my Kate doe put her downe, 
Hor. That's my office. 
Pe.. Spoke like an Officer : ha tothee lad, 
; Drinkes to Hortentio. 
Bay. How likes Grewio theſe quticke witted folkes ? 
Gre. Belceve me fir,they But together well: 
Bien. Head, and but an haſty witty body, 
and horne. 
Bride, hath that awakencd you ? 
Bia. 1, but not frighted me, therefore Ile ſleepe a- 
ne. 
Pew? Ne that you ſhall not ſince you have begun: 
Haveat you for a better jelt or too. = 
Bian, Am I your Bird, I meane to ſhift my buſh, 
-And then purſue me as you draw your Bow. 
Youare welcome all. Exit Branca, 
Per. She hath prevented me, here ſignior Trame, 
This bird you aim'd at, though you hit her nor, 
Thereforea health to all that ſhot and miſt. 
Tri. Oh fir, Lacentio lipt me like his Gray-bound, 
Which runnes himſclfc, ad catches for his Maſter, 
Pet, A good {wift ſimile, but ſomething curriſh. 
Tra. *Tis well fir that you hunted for your ſelfe : 
'Tis thought your Deere does hold you at a bay. 
Bap. Oh, oh Perrachio, Tranio hits you now. 
Luc. Tthanke thee for that gird good Trans, 
Hor. Confeſſe, confeſſe, hath he not hit you here? 
Pet. A hasa little gald mel confeſle : 
And asthe leſt did glance away from me, 
'Tis ten to one it maim'd you too out right. 
Bap. Now in good ſadneſle ſonne Perrachse, 
I thinke thou haſt the verieſt ſhrew of all. 
Per. Well, I fay no: and therefore tor aflurance, 
Let's each one ſendunto his wife, 
And he whoſe wife is moſt obedient, 
Tocome at firſt when be doth ſend for her, 
Shall win the wager which we will propoſe. 
Hor: Content, what's the wager ? 
Lac, Twenty crownes- 
Pet. Twenty crownes- 
Ile venture ſo much of my Hawke or Hound, 
times ſomuch upon my Witfc. 
Lac. A hundred then. ; 
Hor. Content. 
Pet. A match,'tis done. . 
'Hor. Who ſhall begin? 
- Lc. That willI. 


IK x Biondelb,bid your Miſtris come to mc: 


Bio. I goe. | E xi, 
Bp. Sonne, Ile be your halfe, Bianca comes. 
Lac. lic have no balves : le bearc it all wy ſelfe, 
; Enter Biondello. | 
How now, what nowes ? 
Bio. Sir, my Miſtris ſends you word 
That ſhe is bufic, and ſhe cannot come. 
Pet. How ? ſhe's buſie, and ſhe cannot come : is that 
an anſwer? . 
Gre. I,and akinde onetoo : 
Pray God fir your wife ſend yon not a worſe, 
Pet. 1 hopebetter. 
Hor. Sirra Biondello, goe and intreat my wife to come 
to me forthwith. Exit Brondel, 
Petr. Oh ho, intreate her, nay then ſhe muſt necdes 
come. 
Hor, 1am affraid fir,do what you can, 
1 Emer Biondcllo. 
Yours will not be entreated : Now, where's my wife ? 
Bon. She (ayes you have ſome goodly leſt in hand, 
She will not come : ſhe bids you come to her. 
Pet. Worſe and worſe, ſhe will not come: 
Oh vild, intollerablc, not tobe indur'd : 
Sirra Grwmio, goe to your Miſtris, 
Say 1 command her come to me. 
Hor. 1 know her anſwer. 
Pet. What? 
Hor. She will not. 
Per. The fouler fortune mine, and there an end. 


Enter K aterina. 


Bap. Now by my hollidam heere comes Katerins, 
Kat. What is your will fir, that you ſend for me? 
Pet. Where Gyour ſiſter, and Hortenſios wite ? 
Kate. They fit conferring by the Parlor fire. 

Pet. Goe tetch them hither, if they denic tocome, 
Swindge me them ſoundly forth unto their husbands; 
Away Ifay,and bring then hither ſtraight. | 

Lwc. Here is a wonder, if you talke of a wonder. 

Hor, And fo it is : I wonder what it boads. 

Pet. Marry peace it boads, and love, and quier life, 
Anawfull rule, and right fi : 

And to be ſhort, whatnot, that's {weetand happy. 
Bap. Now faire befall thee Petrnchio ; 

The wager thou haſt won, and 1 will adde 

Vntotheir loſles twenty thouſand crownes, 

Another dowry to another daughter, 

For ſhe is chang'd as ſhe had never becne. 

Pet. Nay, 1 will win my wager better yet, 

And ſhow more ſigne of her obedience, 

Her new built vertue and obedience. 

Emter K ate, Bianca, and Widdow. 

Sce where ſhe comes, and brings your froward Wives 

As priſoners to her womanly perſwaſion : 

K aterine, that Cap of yours you not, 

Off with that bable, t ic underfoote. 

Wad. Lord let me never havea cauſe to figh, 

Till I be brought to ſach a filly paſſe, 

Bian. Fye whata fooliſh duty call you this ? 

Lac. 1 would your duty were as foolith too : 

The wiſdome of your duty faire Bianca, 

Hath coft me five handred crownes ſince ſupper time. 
Bien, The more foole you for laying on my duty. 
Pet. Katherme 1 Charge thee tell theſe bead-ſtrong WO | 

men , what duty they doe owe their Lords and huf- 


Wid. Come, | 


Exit, 


 % —_ 


-- 
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li | 
— Come on I fay, and firitbegin with ker. 


Wid. She ſhall not, We 
Per, 1 ſay the ſhall, and firſt begin with her. 


CO E——o—_— 


14, Come, come, yonr mocking : we will have no | To offer warre, where they ſhould knerle for peace ; 


Or ſ{ccke tor rule, lupremacie,and ſway, 
Whenthey are bound to ſerve , love, and obay. 
Why are vur bodies ſoft, and weake, and imooth, 
Vnapt to toyle and trouble in the world, 


Kate. Fie, fie, unknir that chreating unkinde brow, © | Butthat our ſoft conditions, and our hearts, 


And dart not ſcornefull glances from thoſc eyes, 


ound thy Lord,thy King,thy governour. 
hoe Stam CE mas 


Should well agree with our externall parts? 
Come, come, you troward and unable wormes, 
My trunde bath bin as bigge as one of yours, 


Canfoundsthy fame, as whirle winds ſhake faite buds, My heart is great, my reato haply more, 


in no ſence is meet or amiable. 
— mov'd, 1s like 4 tountaine troubled, 
Muddie, ill ſeeming, thicke,bereft of beauty, 
And while it is ſo, none fodry or thisltie 
Will daigne to ſip, or touch one drop of it. 
Thy husband is thy Lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy ſoveraigne: One that cares for thee, 
And for thy maintenance. Commits his body 
To painfull labour, both by ſea and land : 
To watchrhe night in ſtormes, the day in cold 
Whil'trhou ly'it warme at home, ſecure and lafe, 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 
Bur love, faire lookes, and true ence z 
Too little payment for ſo great a debt, 
Sach dutic as the ſubjeR owes the Prince, 
Even ſuch a woman oweth to her busband : 
And when ſhe is froward , peeviſh, ſullen, ſowre, 
And not obedient to his honeſt will, 
What is ſhe bur a foule contending Rebell, 


And graceleſſe Traitor to her loving Lord? ; - 


I am aſham'd that womenare ſo ſimple, 


To bandie word tor word, and frowne for frowne; 

But now I _ our Launcesare but ſtrawes: 

Our ſtrength as weake, our weakenefle compare, 

Thar ſeeming to be moſt, which we ideaiont are, 

Then vale your ſtomackes, for it is no boote, 

And place your hands below your husbands focte 3 - 

Intoken of which duty, ifhe pleaſe, | 

My hand is readie, may it do him caſe. 

Per. Why there's aweach ; Come on, and kiſſe me 
Kate. ; 
4 CZxc. Well gothy waycsold lad, for thou ſhalt ha't.. 

| Us. 'Tisa good hnorkeg, when children arc toward. 
£xe. Buta harſh hearing ,when womenarcfroward. 
Pet. Come Kate, wee'le to bed, 

Wethree are married, but yourwo areſped. __ - - 

ow [ wonne the wager, thoagh od earmny , 

being a winner, ve yoy good night. | 

| mY ____ Exit Patrichis. 

I Now goethy wayes, thou haſt ram'da curſt 
mon | gon 
| Lxc. Tis awonder,by your leave, he will betam'd ſo. 


FIN FS. 


| 


ALLS 
VVell, chacEnds V Vell: 


1 Aus primus. Scana Prima. 


_— 


- Enter young Bertram (onnt of Roſſiflion, his Mother, and \ andatcheeves her goodneſle, 
Helma, Lord Lafew, allin blacks. Lefew. Your commendations Madam get from her 
tcares. 
Mother, Ce. 'Tis the beſt brine a Maiden can ſeaſon her praiſe 
; N delivering my ſonne fronme, I buriea ſe- | in. The remembrance of her father never her 
cond husband. heart, but the tirany of her ſorrowes takes all livelihood 
Rof. r__ , weepe ore my | from herchecke. No more ofthis Helena, goe too, ne 
fathers dcath anew;but 1 muſt attend hisma- | more leaſt it be rather thought you affeR a ſorrow, then 
: jeſties command, to whom I am now in | to havee_ 
Ward, evermore in ſubjeftion. Hel. 1 docaffet aſorrow i but T haye it too, 
—_ ſhall find- of the King a husband Madame, | Laf. Moderate lamentations isthe right ofthe dead, 
you fir a father. He that ſo generally is atall times good, emceregreele the encnting: 
mult of neceflitie hold his vertue to you, whoſe worthi- | Ao. It the living be enemy to the greefe, the cxcefle 
nefſe would ſtirre it up where it wanted, rather thenlacke | makes it ſoone m6rrall. 
1 it wherethercis ſuch abundance. Rof. rommedr om rg 
1 Afe. What is there of his Majeſties amendment? Laſ: How wethat? 
Laf. He hath abandon'd his Phiſitions Madam, under | Co. Be thon bleſt Bertrame, and ſucceed thy father 
{ whoſepraftiſes he hath perſecuted time with hope, and | In manners as in ſhape : thy blood and vertuc 
finds no other advantage in the proceſſe , but onely the | Contend for Empire inthee, and thy 
loſing of hope by time. Share with thy birth-right. Love all, cruſt a few, 
AMo, nfl pales, whole til was lh 5 Doe wrong to none : beable for thine enemic 


had ! how ſada tis, whoſe skill was almoſt as | Rather in power thenuſc :and keepe thy friend 
great a$ his honeſtie, had it ſtretch'd ſo far , would have | Vnderthy owne lifes key. Be checkt for filence, 
made nature immortall , and death ſhould have play for | But never tax'd for ſpeech. What heaven more will, 
lacke of worke. Would for the Kings ſake hee were li- | That thee may furniſh, and my plucke downe, 
ving, Ithinkeit would be the death of the Kings diſeaſe. | Fall on thy hand, Farewell my = 
| Zaef. Howcall'd you the man you ſpeake of Madam ? 'Tis an unſcaſon'd Courtier, good my Lord 
Co. He was famous fir in his profeſſion , and it was | Aduiſe him. 
hisgreat right to be ſo: Gerard ar Nevber. Laf. He cannot want the beſt 
Laf. He was excellent indeed Madam, the very | That ſhall attend hislove. | 
| lately ſpoke of him admiringly, and nm was | Afe. Heaven blefſe him : Farwell Berraw, —Exv. 
Skilfullenoughts have liv'd Kill, if knowledge could be | Ref: Thebeſt wiſhes threcan beforg'din your thought 
ſer up againſt morrallitie. ; be ſervantsto you : be comfortable to my mother , your 
Roſ. Whatis it ( my good Lord ) the King languiſhes | Miſtris, and make much of her. 
of ? | Lef. Farewell prettie Lady, you muſt hold the credit 
Laf. AFiſtula my Lord. ns. 

Rof. T heard notof it before. _ O were thatall, I thinke not on my father, 
 Laf. 1 would it were not notorious. Was this Gen- { And theſe greatteares his remembrance more 
tlewomanthe Da .- > jr the res Tuner nab may — im. What was he like ? 

Ae. His ſole childe my Lerd, and bequeathed ro my | I have forgot him. My imagination 
over looking. I have thoſe hopes «nr pods that her | Carries no favour in't but Bertrams, 
i i I I am undone, there is noliuing,none, * 
makes faire gifts fairer : for where an uncleane mind car- | If Bertraw be away. 'T were all one, 
ries vertuous qualitics , there commendations goe with | That I ſhould love a bright particular ſtacre,' 
ety, theyare vertues and traitors too : in her they are | And thinke to wed it, he is ſoabove me 
| homer for chair Seaplenelie 3 ſhe derives her boneſtic, | In his bright radience and collaterall light, Ma li 


\ 


\> 


ll 


| Nature. To ſpeake on the part of virginitic, is toac- 
| ule your Mothers ; which 5 moſt infallible dilobedi- 


liſtance. 


| tound : by being ever kept ixi$ever loſt; 'tis too colda 
| companien ; Away with't. 


| yeares it wilijmake 
| and the 


Maſt! be comforted, not in his ſphere ; 
Th/ambition in my love thus plagues it ſelfe ; 
The hinde that would be mated by the Lion 


a 


eAllsWell, that End; Well. 
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aſt dic for love. * I was pretty, though a pla 
-» ſce him every houre nn and draw es 
His arched browes, tus hawking eye, his curles 
In our heactstable : heart roo capable 
Of every line and tricke of his tweet fauour. 
Butnow he's gone, a'1d my idolatrous fancie 
Muſt ſanRihe his Reliques. W ho come here ? 


E mer Parroller. 


One that goes with him : I love him for his ſake, 
And yet I know hima notorious Liar, 
Thinke him a great way foole, ſolic a coward, 
Yer thele fixt evils fit {o fir in him, 
That they take place, when Yertues ſteely bones 
Lookes bleake 1'ch cold wind: withall, full oft we fee | 
Cold wiſedome waiting on ſuperfluous follic, 

[@. Save you faire _ 

Hel. And you Monarch. 

P#. No. 

Hel. And no. 

initie? 


Par. Are you a—_— ing on vi 
Hel. 1: you have ſome {tat ſouldier in you : Let 
me aske you aqueftion. Man isenemie to virginitic,how 


may we it againſt him ? 
Par. Keepe him out. 
Hel. Bnt heaflailes, and our virginitic though valiant, 


in the defence yet is weake : u us ſome warkke re- 
Pay. There is none: Man ſetting downe before you, 
willundermine you, and blow you up. 
Hel. Blefie our poore Virginity from Vnderminers, 
and blowers up. Is there no Military policy how Vir- 
gins might blow up men? 


lier be blowne up : marry in blowing him downe againe, 
with the breach yourſelvesmade , you loſe your City, Ir 
is not politicke , inthe common-wealth ot Nature , to 
preſerve oats tic. Loſle of Virginire, is rationall cn- 
creaſe, and there wasnever virgin got, till virginitic was 
firſtloſt. That you were made of,is merrall tro make V ir- 
gins, Virgivitie; by being once lolt, may beeten tines 


_— 


Hel. 1 will ſtand for*ta little, though therefore I dic a 
Virgin. | 
There's little canberaid in't,”tis againſt therule of 


Par. 


Mmurthers itſelfe, and ſhould be — out 
of all fanctified limit , asadeſperate - —_— 
—_— Virginitic — mites, —_— _ —— , 

unes irfelte ro the very , with 
feed! pantry es, Virginirie is 
peruiſh, proud, ydte, madeof @f6love which is the, 
moſt ted fine inthe Cannon. Keepe'it not, you 
cannot chooſe but looſe by't, Out with't : withinten 
it ſe}[ferwogwhich is « increaſe, 
principall it ſelfe notmuch the worſe.” /Arway' 


might ove docfir, to Toeſeit to her owne 


ence, He that hangs himſelfe is a Virgins Virginitic 
hwayes « 


with'r. 
Hel. How 
liking 


_ 


Par. Virginity being blowne downe, Man will quick- |. 


|= UNIT 


——— 


_ Pe. Let inefee. Marry ill, tolike him that ne're it 
likes. * Tis a commoditic will loſe the glofle with lying : 
The longer kept, the leſſe worth : Off with't while 'cis 
vendible. Anſwer the time of requeſt, Virginitie like 
anaolde Courtier, weares her cap out of faſhion, richly 
luted, but unſutcable, juſtlikethe brooch and the tooth- 
pick, which were nor now : your Date is better in your 
Pycand your Porredge , then in yourchecke : and your 
virginitie, your old virginitic, is like one of our French 
wicher'd peares,itlookes ill, it eates drily , marry 'tis a 
wither'd peare ; it was formerly better , marry yet 'tisa 
wither'd peare., Will you any thing with it ? 

. Hel. Not my virginitie yet : 

There ſhall your maiter have a thouſand loves, 
A Mother, and a Miſtrifle, and atriend, 
A Phenix, Capraine, and an enemy, 
A =— Goddeſle, and a ſoveraigne, 
A ſellor, a Traitrefſe, and a Deare : 
His humbleſt ambicion, proud humility : 
His Iarring, concord : and his diſcord, dulcet: 
His faith, his {weet diſaſter : will a world 
Of pretty fond adoptious chriſtendomes 
That blinking Cupid gofips. Now ſhall he : 
I know not whathe ſhall, God ſend him well, 
The Courts a learning place, and he is one. 
Par. W hat one ytaith ? 
Hel. That I wiſh well,'tis pitty. 
Par. What's pity ? 3} 
Hel. That wiſhing well had not a.body in't, 

Which might be felr, chat we poorer borne, 

Whoſe bater ſtarresdo ſhut us upiin wiſhes. 

Might with effects of them followour friends, 

ſhew what we alone muſt thinke;which never 
Returnes us thankes. | | 


Enter Page, 
f & 
Page. Monſicus P s, 
My Lord calstor y . 31111 
Pw. Little Hein farewell, if can remember thee, 1 
will thinke of thee at Court. 
Hel, Monſier Poles, you were botneunder 
ble itarre. 
Par. Vnder Mars T. 
Hel. I eipecially thinke, under Adars.” 
Par. Why under Mears? 
Hel. The warres hath ſo kept you under;that you muſt 
needes be borne under Has. [ava | 
Par. When he was predominanr. 
Hel. When he was retrograde 1 thinke rather. 
Par. Why thinke you ſo ? ; eQG7H re 
Hel. You goſomugh back ward whenyou fight. +. 
Par. Thar's for advantzge. [4 > 12. ; Y 
Hel. . So'is running away, : 
When feare ſesthe ſaf:rys '' 
But the jon that your valour 


well. 7iks DI [3 M7 
Parol. 1 am fo: tall of -buſincfles, 'I cannot antwere 
thee acutehrz 1 will returne - QGour:ier, ia the 
ny ER ſerve to nataralize thee 5 ſo 
thou wilt be of the Courviers countell, andun- 
derſtand what advice ſhall-chruſtupon thee , clic thou 
dyc(t inthioe unchankefulnes, and thine ignorance makes 
thee away ,farcwell : 'When-thoa haitleplare ;y-thy 
remember, thy Friends : 


achaae- | 


and feare makes in 
you, isa vertue of a good- wing, and Fhke the weare: 


— 


| 


| 


. 
l 
' 


| 


praicrs : when thou haſt noge” | 
V 2 Ger 


a. . 
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eAlls W, ell that Ends I ell. 


Ger thee a good husband, and uſe him as he uſes thee: 
So farewcll. | Ext. 
Hel. Our remedies oft in our ſelves dolye, 
Which we aſcribe to heaven : the fated skyc 
Giues us tree ſcope, onely doth backward pull 
Our flow deſignes, when we our {clves are dull, 
W hat power 1s it, which mounts my love ſo hye, 
That makes me ſee, and cannot feede mine eye? 
The mighticſt ſpace in fortunc, Nature brings 
To joyne like, likes;aad kifle like native things. 
lmpoilible be ſtrange attemprsto tholc 
That weigh their paines in ſence, and do ſuppoſe 
W hat hath becne, cannot be. W ho cver ſtroue 
To ſhew her merit, that did miſle her love? 
(The Kings diſeaſe) my project may deceive me, 
But my intentsare tixt, and will not lcave me. Exit. 
Flowrsſh (ornets. 

Enter the King of France with Letters, and 

divers Attendams. 


King. The Florentines and Senoys are by th'cares, 
Have tought with equall fortune, and continue 
A braving warre. 

I. £9.G. Sotis reported fir. 

Ks. Nay tis moſt credible, we hecrereceive it, 
A certainty vouch'd from our Coſin eAuſtria, 
With caution,that the Florentine will move us 
For ſpcedy aide: wherein our deerelt friend 
Prejudicates the buſineſle, and would ſecme... 
To haveus make deniall. 

1. Lo. Fe His love and wiſcdome 
Approv'd ſo to your Majz{ty,may pleade 
For anpleſt credence. 

Km, He hath arm'd our an{wer, 

And Florence is deni'de before he comes: 
Yet for our Gentlemen that meane to ſee 
The Taſcas ſervice, freely have they leave 
To ſtand on either part. 

'  ®» Lo. E. It well may ſcrue 

A nurſſery toour Gentry,who are ſicke 
-Forbreathing;and exploit. 

King. What's he comes heere. 


Enter Betram, Lafe w, and Paroliet. 
1, Lo. G. It 'tis the Count Rofillion my good Lord, 


4 Yong PZertram. 


Ksng. Youth, thou bear'ſt thy Fathers face, 
Franke Naturerather curious then in haſt. 


| Hath wellcompos'd thee:Thy Fathers morall parts 


Maiſtthou inherit too: W clcomg to Paris. 
Ber. My thankesand duty are your Majeſties. 
Kin. | would 1 had that co | ſoundneſſe now, 
As when thy father, and my telfc,in friendſhip 
Firſt eride our ſouldierſhip:he did looke farre 
Intothe ſervice of the time,and was 
Diſcipled of the braveſt. He laſted long, 
- Buronus both did haggiſh Age iteale on, 
And wore us:our of act:It much repaires me: 
-To raike of your good father ;'in his youth 
He had the wit, which Lcan well obſerve 
. To day in out yong Lords;bur they may jeſt 
Till their owne ſcorne returne tot 
Erc they can hide their levitie in honours). 


|: Solikea Courtier, contempt nor bitterneſle - 


Were in his pride,or ſharpneſſe;if they were; 
His cquall had awak'd them, and his honour 
Clocke to it iclfe knew the true minute when 
Exception bid hun tpcake,andat this time 
His tongue obey'd his hand. Who were below him, 
Heus'd as creatures of another place, : 

And bow'd his cminent top totheir low rankes, 
Making them proud of his humility, 

In their poore p: aiſc he humbled:Such a man 

Mighr be a copie to theſe yonger times; 

W hich followed well, would demonſtratethem now 
But goers backward. 

Ber. His good remembrance ſir 
Lies richer in your thcughts, then on his tombe: 

So in approote lives not hisEpitaph, 
AS 1n your royall (pcech. | 

King. Would i were with him:he would alwaies ſay, 
(Me thinkes 1 hearc him now )his plauſive words 
He icatter'd not in cares,but them 
To grow thereand to beare:Let me nor live, 

This his good melancholly oft began 
On the Caraſtrophe and heele of paſtime 
W hen it was out:Let me notlive(quoth hee) 
After my flame lackes oyle,to be the ſnuffe 
Of yonger ſpirits, whoſe apprehenſive ſenſes 
A!l but new things diſdaine;whoſe judgements are 
Meere fathers ot their $ :whoſe conſtancics 
Expire before their fathions:this he wiſh'd. 
I > him,do after him wiſh too: 
(Since I nor wax nor honie can bring home, ) 
I quickly were diſſolved from my hive 
To give ſome Labourers roome. 
L.2-E. You'r loved Sir, 
They that lcaſt lend it you ſhall lacke you firſt. 

Ks. 1 fill a piace I know*t,how long iſt Count 

Since the Phylitian at your fathers dicd? 
He was nuchfam'd. 

Ber. Somne fix moneths ſince my Lord. 

Kin. If he were living, I wouldtry him yer, 
Lend me an arme:the reſt have worne me out 
With ſcverall applications: Nature and fickneſle 
Debate it at their lei{ure- Welcome Count, 

My ſonne's no dcerer. 
Ber, Thankc your Majeſty. 


Flowrsſh. 
Enter Counteſſe, Steward, and Clowne. 


Cow. I will now heare, what ſay you of this gentle- 
WOIman- 

Se, Maddam the care I have had to even your con- 
tent , I wiſh might be found in the Kalender of my palt 
endevours,for then we wound our Modelſtic , and make 
foule the cicarnetſe of our deſervings, whenof our ſelves 

. we publiſh them. 

Cow. W hat doc's this knave heere?Get you gone firra: 
the complaints I have heard of you do not all beleeve, 
'tis my flownefſe that I do not : For 1 know you lacke 

-not folly ro commit them , and have ability cnough to 
, make ſuch knaveries yours. 

Clo, 'Tisnor unknowneto you Madam , I am a poore 
fellow. 

Con. Well fir, 


E-xx. 


_ 
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of the rich are damn'd, but if I bave your Ladiſhips good | 
will rogoe tothe world, /zbel{the woman and I will doe as 
we may. | 

{oun. Wilt thou needes be a begger ? 

Cle. 1 doe beg your good will inthis calc. 

Cov, -In what caſe? ; 

Cle. In I:bels caſe and mine owne : ſervice is nv hert- 
tage, and I thinke I ſhall never have the bicfling of God, 
till | have iſſue a my bodie : forthey ſay bearnes are blel- 
fin gs. p 
ow, Tell methy reaſon why thou wilt marrie? | 

Cle. My poore body Madam requires it, Lam driven on 
by the fleſh, and he muſt goe that the divell 
drives. 

Cox. Is this all your worſhips reaſon ? 

Clo, Faith Madam I have a holic reaſons, ſuch as 
they are. 

Cov. May the-world know them ? 

Cle. I have beene Madam a wicked creature, as you and 
all ficſh and blood are, and indcede I doe marric that 1 
may r- pent, 

Cos, Thy marriage ſooner then thy wickedneſle. | 

{s. Tam out a friends Madam, and Ihope to have 
friends for my wives fake, | 

{#». Such friends are thine enemies knave. 

Clo. Y'arc ſhallow Madam in great friends, for the 
knaves come to doe that for me which lama wearic of : 
he that eares my Land, ſpares my tcame, and gives mee 
laveto Inne the crop: if I bee his Cuckold, hee's my 
drudge; hethat comforts my wite, is the cheriſher of my 
fleſh and blood ; he that cheriſheth my fleſh and blood , 
loves my fleſh and blood ; he that loves my ficſh and 
blood is my triend : ergo, he that kiſſes my wife is my 
tri:nd : it men could bee contented to be what they are, 
there were no feare in marriage , for yong Charbes the 
Puritan, and olde Poyſam the Papiſt, bow ſomere their 
hartesare ſcucr'd in Religion , their heades are both one, 
they may joule hornes together hike any Deare i'th Herd. 
 Cou, Wilt thou woes be a foule mouth'd and calum- 
nious knane? | 

Clo, A prophet I Madam, and I ſpeake thetruththe 
next way, for Ithe Ballad will repeate, which men full 
true (hall finde, your marriagecomes by deſtiny, your | 
Cuckow ſings by kinde. 

(on. Get you gone fir, Iletalke with you mote anon. 

Stew, May it picale you Madam , that hee bid Helen 
come to you, of her I am to ſpeake, 

Cox, Sirra tell my gentlewoman I would ſpeake with 
her, Hellen I meanc. 

(ts. Was thisfaireface the cauſe, quoth ſhe, 

Why the Grecians ſacked Troy, 

Fond done, done, fond was this King Priem joy, 

With that ſhe ſighed as ſhe icod, bs 

And gaue this tentence then, among nine bad if one be 

good, among nine bad if one be good, there's yet one 

good inten. | 

j (*, Whar, one good intenne? you corrupt the ſong 
rra, 


Clo. One good woman in ten Madam, which is a 
rifying ath'ſong : would God would ſcrue the world ſo 
all the yeere, weed finde no fault with the tithe woman 
if I were the Parſon, one in ten quoth a? and wee might 
have a good woman borne but orc every blazing ftarre, 
or at an earthquake, 'twould mend the Lotterie well, a 
man may draw his heart out cre a ONe+ 

(**%. Youle be gone ſir knave, and doe as I command 


—_ 


you ? 


Clos. That man ſhould beat a womans command , and 
yet n6 hurt done, though honeſtic be no Puritan, yet ic 
will doe no hurt, it will weare the Surplis of humilicic 
over the blacke-Gowne of a bigge heart : I am-goiag for- 
{ooth, the buſinefie is for Helen co come hither. 

Exit. 

Cow. Well now. 

: _ I know Madam you love your Gentlewoman in- 
eareiy, 

Cox, Faith I doe : her Father bequeath'd her to me,and 
ſhe her (elf: without other advantage,may lawfullic make 
title to as much love as ſhe findes, there is more owing 
her then is paid , and more ſhall be paid her then ſheele 
demand. | 

_ Stew. Madam, I was verielate more neere her then 1 

tninke ſhe wiſht me, alone the was, and did conmi incare 
tO her feite hzr owne words to her owne cares, ſhce 
thought, I dare vow for her,they toucht not any tira'ger 
{ence , her matter was, ſheloved your Sonne ; Fortune 
the ſayd wasno goddeſle, that had pur ſuch difference be- 
twixt their two eſtates: Lovenogod , that wouid not 
extend his might onely, where qualities were levell, 
Queene of Virgins, that wou'd ſuffer her poore 
Knight ſurpris'd wichout reſcuc inthe firſt afſauit or ran- 
ſomeatterward: This ſhe dcliver'd inthe n-0it burer 
touch of ſorrow that ere I heard Virgin exclaime mm, 
which I hcld my dutie ſpeedily to acquaint you withal!, 
ſichence in the loſſe that may happen, 1t concernes you 
{omncthing to know it. 

Cow. You have aiſcharg'd this honeltlie, keepe it 


. toyour ſclife , manic likehihoods inform'd mee ot this 


betore, which hung (fo tottring in the bajlance , that 
I could never belceve nor miſdoubt: pray you leave 
mee, ſtall this in your boſome, and Ithanke you 
for your honeſt care: 1 will ſpeake with you further 
anon, 

Exut Steward, 


Enter Heltew. 


Old, Cou, Even ſoit was with me when I was young: 
If ever we are natures theſe are ours, this thorne 
Dothrto our Role of youthrighlic belong 
Our bloud to us, this to our blood is borne, 
Itisthe ſhow, and ſeale of natures truth, 
Where loves (trong pallion is impreſt iz youth, 
By Our remembrancesof dates forgon, 
Such were our faults, or then we thought them none, 
Her eic is (icke on't, I obſerve her now + 
Hel. W hart is your pleaſure Madam ? 
Of.Cou. You know Hellen | am a mother to you, 
Hel. Mine honorable Miltris. 
Ol. (ou. Naya mother, why not amother ? when 1 
{ed a mother. | 
Me thought you ſaw a ſerpent, what's in mother 
Thar you tart ar ir? I fay I am your mother, 
And put you inthe Catalogue of thoſe 
That were enwombed mine, 'tis often ſcene 
Adoption ſtrives with nature, and choiſe breedes 
A natiue ſlip tous from forraine ſcedes:; 
You ne're oppreltme with a mothers groane, 
YetI ec to you a mothers care, 
{Gods mercic maiden) dos ircurd thy blood 
To fay I am thy mother ? what's the marrer, 
That this ditempercd mebngy of wet, 
3 = 
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The manie culour%d Iris rounds thine eye ? 
Why, that you art my daughter ? 
Hell. That 1am not- 
Otd.Con. 1 ay I am your Mother, 
- Hell. Pardon Madam. 
The Count Roſiliencannot be my brother : 
Iamfrom humble, he froaxhonourcd naine : 
No note upon my Parents, his all noble, 
My Maſter, my deere Lord he is, and 1 
His ſervantlive, and will his vaſſall dic : 
He muſt not be my brother. 
Ol. (ow. Nor I your Mother. 
Hel. You are my mother Madam, would you were 
So that my Lord your ſonne were not my brother, 
Indeed my mother, or were you both our mothers, 
I care no more for, then I doe for heaven, 
$01 were not his ſiſter, cant no other, 
But I your daughter, hc muſt be my brother. ; 
Old.Cox. Yes Hellen,you might be my daughter inlay , 
God (hield you mcane itnot, daughter and mother 
So ſtrive upon your pulſe ; what pale agen? 
My feare hath catcht your fondneſſe 1 now I {ce 
The miſtrie of your lovclineſſe, and finde 
Your ſalt teares head,nouw to ail ſence 'ts groſle :_ 
You love my ſonne, invention is aſham'd 
Againſt the proclamation of thy paſſion 
To ſay thou doſt not : therefore tell me truc, 
But tell me then 'tis ſo, for looke, thy cheekes 
Confeſle it 'ton to th'other, and thine eyes 
See it is ſo groſſely ſhowne in thy behaviors, 
That intheir kinde they ſpeake ir, onely linne 
And helliſh obſtinacic tye thy congue 
That truth ſhould be ſuſpected, ſpeake, iſt ſo? 
If it be ſo, you hauc wound a goodly clewe : 
If it be not, forſweare't how ere 1 charge thee, 
As h:aven ſhall worke in me for mine availc 
To tell me truely. 
Hel. Good Madam pardon mc, 
Cox. Do you lioue my Sonne ? 
Hell. Your pardon noble Miſtris, 
{-#. Loveyoumy Sonne ? 
Hell. Doe not you love him Madam ? | 
Cow, Goe not about ; my love hath in't a bond 
Whercof the world takes note : Come, come, diſcloſe : 
The ſtate of your affcRion, for your paſſions 
Have to the = >= d. 
Hell. ThenT fle 
Here on my knee, before high heavensand you, 
That before you, and next unto high heaven, I loye your 


Sonne : 
My frinds were poore but honeſt, ſo's my love : 
Be not , for it hurtsnot him 
That he is lov'd of me ; 1 follow him not 
By any token of preſum ſuite, 
Nor would I have him, till I doe deſerve him, 
Yet never know how _—_ mo 
I know I love in vaine, ſtrive agai : 
Yet in this kane cntieqa ls dive. 
I till inthe waters of my love 
And lacke not to looſe Rill ; thus /nd5es like 
Religious in mine error, I adore 
The Sunne that lookes upon his worſhipper, 
But knowes of him no more. My dcereſt Madam, 
Let not your hate incounter with my love 
For loving where you doe ; but if your ſelfe, 


Whoſc aged honor cites a vertuous youth, 


P—_ 


Did ever, inſotrue a flame of living, 
Wiſh chaſtly, and love deerely, that your Div 
Was both her felfe and love, O then give pitty 
To her whole ſtate is ſuch, that cannot chooſe 
But lend and give where ſheis {ure to looſe ; 
That ſcekes not to finde that, ſearch implics, 
But riddle like, lives ſweetely where ſhe dies- 

(on. Had you nor lately an intent, ſpeake truely, 
To goeto Park ? 

Hell. Madamel had, 

( ON. Wherxeforc? tell rrues 

Hel. I will tell true, by it ſelfe I ſweare ; 

You know my Father left me ſome preſcriptions 
Of rare and prov'd effeRts, ſuch as his reading 


And manifelt experience, had collected — 
For generall ſoveraigntie :and that he will'd me 

la heedefull'ſt reſervation to beſtow them, 

As notes, whoſe faculties incluſive were, 


More then they were in note : Amongſt the reſt, 
-_ is w—_— approv'd, fer downe, 

©Curet te languiſhings whereof 
The King is render'd loſt. 

Cow, This was your motivefor Pars, was it, ſpeak«? 

Hell. My Lord, your ſonne, made me to tkinke of this; 
Elſe Pars, and the medicine, andthe Ki 
Had from the converſation of my thoughts, 
Happily beene abſent then. 

ow. But thinke you Heller, 

If you ſhould tender your ſappoſed aide, 
He would receive it ? He is phifitions 
Are of a minde; he,that they cannot _ him : 
They, that they cannot helpe, how ſhall they credit 
A poore unlearned Virgin, when the Schooles 
Embowel'd of their ine, have lf off 
The danger to it (elfe. 

Hell. There's ſomething in't 
More then my Fathers skill, which was the great'ſt 
Of his profeſſion, that his good reccipr, 
Shall for my legacie be ſan&ified 
Byth' luckieſt ſtars in heaven, and would your honor 
But give me leave tg ſucceſſe, I'de venture 
The well loſt life of mine,on his Graces cure, 
by ſuch a day, and houre. 

Cox. Doo'it thou beleeve't? 

Hel. I Madam knowingly, 

Cow. Why Hellen thou (halt have my leave and love, 
Meanes and attendants, and my loving greeting s 
To thoſe of mine in Court, Ile lay at home 
And pray Gods _—_ intothy attempt : 
_ to morrow, and be ſure of this; 
What I can helpe thee to, thou ſhaltnot miſſe, F xewnt- 


eAttus Secundus. 


_— 
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| 
Enter the King with divers young Lords , taking leave for 
the Florentine warre ; Count Roſe, and 
: P errolls. Floriſh Cornets. 

King, Farewell yong Lords, theſe — 
Doe not throw from you, and you my Lords farewell : 
Share the advice betwixt you, if both gaive, all 
The guift doch ſtretch it ſelfe as ris receiv'd, 
And 1s for both. 

Lord.G. 'Tisour hope fir, 


Cc 
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Afer well centred ſouldiers,to returne 
And finde your grace in health. | 
King. No, no, it cannot be; and yet my heart 
Wl Ste confeils he owes the mallady 
That doth my life beſiege : farwell yong Lords, 
Whether [ live or dic, be you the ſonnes 
Of worthy French men : lct higher !raly 
(Thoſe bared that inherit bur the fall 
Ofthe laſt Monarchy) ſee that you come 
Not to wooe honour, but to wed it, when 
The braveſt queſtion ſhrinkes : finde what you ſceke, 
That fame may cry you loud; I fay farewell. 
L.G. Health at your bi ſcrue your Maieſty, 
King. Thoſe girles of Italy, rake heed of them, 
They 1: j our French, lacke language to deny 
Ifthey : beware of being Captiues 
Before you ſeruc. 
Fo. Our hartes receiue your warnings. 
King. Farewell, come hether to me. (us. 
1.49.6. Oh my ſweet Lord that you will ſtay behind 
Parr. 'Tisnot his faultthe ſparke. 
2.Lo.E. Oh'tis brave warces. 
Pwr. Molt admirable, I have ſcene thole warres, 
Reſſil. lam commanded here,and kept acoyle with, 


| Too young, and the next yeere,and'tis too carly. 


Parr. And thy minde ſtand too't boy, 
Steale away brauely. 

Reſſif. 1 ſhall ſtay here the for- horſe to a ſmocke, 
Creeking my ſhooes onthe plaine Maſonry, 

Till honour be bought up,and no ſword worne 
But one ro dance with : by heauen, Ile ſteale away. 
1.L0.G.Therc's honour inthethcft. 

Par, Commit it Count. 

2.Lo.E. I am your acceſlary, and {o farewell. 

Roſ. 1 grow to you, and our parting is atortur'd body, 

I-Lo.G. Farewell Captaine, 

2.L0.E. Sweet Monher Paroles. 

Par, Noble Hereesz my {word and yoars are kinne, 
good ſparkes and ln{trous, a word good metrals. You 
ſhall finde in the Regiment of the Spinij , one Captaine 
Spwhio his Cicatrice, with an Embleme of warre heere on 
'his ſiniſter cheeke ; it was this very ſword entrench'd ir; 
lay to him [I live, and obſcrue his reports for me. 

L2.G. We ſhall noble Captaine. 

A, CHarsdoate on you for his novices, what will ye 
? 

Ref. Stay : the King- 

Pay, Vie a more ſpacious ceremonie to the Noble 
Lords, you have reſtrain'd your ſclfe within the Liſt of roo 
cold an adieu:be more ſſive tothem ; for they weare 
themſelves in the cap of the time, there do muſter true 
gae ; eat, ſpeake, and more under the influence of the 
molt receiy'd ſtarre, and though the divell lcade the mea- 
ſure, ſuch are tobe followed : after them, and take a more 
dilated farewell. 

Rofſ. And I will doe ſo. 

Fe. Worthy felllowes,and like to proove moſt ſinewic 
{word-men. Exam. 


Emer Lafew. 
L.Laf. Pardon my Lord for mc and for my tidings. * 
King, Ileſce thee to ftand up. (pardon, 
L.Lof. Then heres a man flands that hath brought his 
I would you had kneel'd my Lord to aske me mercy, 
And that at my bidding you could ſo ſtand up. 
King. I would I had, fo I had brokethy pate 


yn 


And askt thee mercy for't. 
Will you be cur'd of your infirmity? 


Yes but you will, my noble grapes,and i 
My royall foxe could reach them 

t's able to breathe life intoa ſtone, 
Quicken a rocke,and make you dance Canary 


Is powertullto arayſe King Pippen, nay 
_—_— great Char/emainea pen in's hand 
write to her a love-line. 
Ks, What her is this? 


It ſeriouſly I may convoy my thoughts 
Inthis my light deliverance, have (| 


Thar done, laugh well at me. 

King. Now good Lafew, 
Bring 1n the admiration, that we with thee 
May ipend our wonder too, or take off thine 
By wondring how thou took'lt it. 

Laf. Nay, Ile fir you, 
And not be all day neither. 


Laf. Nay,come. your wayes. 
» Enter Helen. 
King. This haſte hath wings indeed- 
Laf. Nay, come your wa 
This is his Majeſtic, ſay your minde to him, 


That dare leave two together, fare you well. 


Hel. I my good Lord. 
Gerard ds —_— was my father, 
In what he did profeſſe, well found. 
King. Iknew him. | 


Knowing him is enough : on's bed of death, 
Many receits he gave me, chieflic one, 
Whichas the deareſt iflue of his practice 
And of his old experience,th'onelie darling, 
He bad me ſtore upzas a triple eye, 


Safer then caine ownc two : more denre 3 have th, 


And hearing your high Majeſtic is touche 


| 
With that malignant cauſe, whereio the honour | 
Of my deere fathers gift, ſtands cheefein power, | 


I come totender it, and my appliance, 
With all bound humblenefſe. 

King, We thanke you maiden, 
But may not be ſo credulous ofcure, 


( The congregated Colledge have concluded, 
Thar labouring art catnever ranſome nature 
From her inaydible cſtare : I ſay we maſt not 


To proſtitute our paſt-cu 

| Toempericks, or todiffever ſo 

Our great ſelfe and our credit, to eſteeme 

A ſenceleſle helpe, when helpe paſt ſence we 


Laf. Goodfaith a-crofſe,but my good Lord 'tis thus, 


King. No. 
L2£ O will you exreno grapermpn | foxe? 


:l have ſcene a medicine 
With ſprightly fire and motion,whote ſimple touch 
ff "'L 
Laf. _ doctor ſhe:my Lord, there's one arriy'd, 
If you will ſee her:now by my faithand honour, 


With one, that in her ſexe,her yeeres, profeſſion, 
Wiſedome and conſtancy,hath amaz'd me more 

Then I dare blame my weakeneſſe:wil you ſee her? 
For that is her demand, and know her buſineſlc ? 


King. Thus he his ſpeciall nothing ever prologues. 


A traitor you doe lovke like, but ſuch traitors 
His Majeſtic ſcldome fcares, Iam Creſſeds Vncle, 


King. Now faire one, do's your buſines follow us? 


Hel. The rather will 1 rw him, 


When our moſlearned Doors leave us, and 


oe cnr Are OG | 
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Exit, 


dceme. 
Het. My | 
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Hell. My dutic then ſhall pay me for my paines : 
I will nomore. enforce my oihceon you, 
Humbly intreating from your royall thoughts, 

A modeſt one to beare me backe againe. 

King. I cannot give thee lefle to be cal 'dgratefull : 
Thou thoughrtſt to helpe me, and ſuch thankesI give, 
As one neer death tothoſe that wiſh him live + 
But whatat full I know, thou knowlt no part, 

I knowing all my perill, thou no Art. 
Hell. What I can doe, can doe no hurt totry, 
Since you ſet up your reſt *gainſt remedie ; 
He that of greareſt workes is finiſher. 
Ofc doesthem by the weakeſt miniſter ; 
So holy Writ, in babes hath judgement ſhowne, 
When Iudges have bin babes ; great flouds have flowne 
From ſimple ſources : and great Seas have dried 
W hen Miracles have by the great'ſt beene denied. 
Oft expeRation failes, and molt ofcthere 
Where moſt it promiſes : and oft it hits, 
W here hope is coldeſt, and deſpaire moſt ſhifts. | 
King. 1 muſt not hearethee,fare thee well kind maice, 
Thy paines not us'd, mult by thy ſclfe be paid, 
Proffcrsnot tooke, reape thankes for their reward. 
Hell, Inſpired Merit ſo by breath is bard, 
It is not ſo with hun that all things knowes 
As 'tis with us, that ſquare our gaeſſe by ſhowes : 
But moſt it is preſumption in us, when 
The helpe of heaven we count the aRt of men. 
Deare fir, to my endeavors give conſent, 
Of heaven, not me, make anexperimente 
I am not an Impoltrue, that proclatme 
My ſelfe againſt thelevill of mine aime, 
But knovw 1 thinke, and thinke I know moſt ſure, 
My Art is uot palt power, nor you palt cure, 
King. Art thou ſo confident ? Within what ſpace 
Hop'ttthou my cure ? 
Hel. The greateſt grace lending grace, 
Ere twice the horſes of the ſunne ſhall bring 
Thcir frie torcher his diurnall ring. 
Eretwice in murke and occidentali dampe 
Moiſt Heſter hath quench'd her fleepy Lampe : 
Or fours and rwentie timesthe Pylots glafle 
Hath:old the theeviſh minures, how they paſſe : 
W hat is infirme, from your ſound parts ſhall flic, 
Health ſhalllive free, and lickneſle freely dye. 
King. V pon thy certainety and contidence, 


| Whardar'(t thou venture ? 


Hel. Taxc of impudence, 

A ſtrumpets boldncllc, a divulged ſhame 
Traduc'd by odious ballads: my maidens name + 
Seard otherwiſe, no worle of worſt extended 
With vildeſt torture, let my life be ended. 

"in. Me thinkes in thee ſome bleſſed ſpirit doth fpeak 
His powerfull ſound, wherein an weake : 
And what impoſhbility would flay 
In common ſenſe, ſence ſayesanother way : 

Thy life isdeere, for all that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath eſtimate : 
Youth, beauty, wiſedome, courage, all 
That happineſſe and prime, can happie call : 


" Thou thisto hazard, needs muſt intimate 


Skill infinite, or monſtrous deſperate: 

Sweet pradtiſer, thy Phyſicke I will try, 

That miniſters thine owne death if I die, 
Hel. If I breake time,or flinch in propertie 


| Of what I ſpoke, unpitcicd let me dic, 


—_— 


| 


Ry 


And well deſeru'd : not helping, death's my fee, 
But if 1 helpe, what doe you promiſe me. 
Km. Make thy demand. 
Hel. But will you make it even ? 
Kin, 1 by my Scepter,and my hopes of helpe. 
Hel. Then ſhalt chou give me with thy kingly hand 
What huband in thy power I will command : 
Exempred bc from me the arrogance 
To chooſe from forth the royall bloud of France, 
My low and humble name topropagate 
With any branchor image of thy ſtare : 
But ſuch a one thy vaſſel), whom I know 
Is tree for me to aske, thee to beſtow. 

Kin, Here 1s my hand, the premiſes obſerv'd, 
Thy will by my performance ſhall be ſery'd: 
Somake the choice of thine owne time, for I 
Thy reſolv'd Patient, on thee ſtill relye : 

More ſhould | queſtion thee, and more I muſt, 

Though more to know, could not be more to truſt ; 

Frem whence thou cam ſt, how tended on, but reſt 

Vnqueſtion'd welcome, and undoubted bleſt, 

Give me ſome helpe here hoa, if thou proceed, 

As high as word, my decd ſhall match thy deed: 
Exeunt. 


Enter (onnteſſe and Clowne. 


Lady. Come on fir , I ſhall now put you tothe height 
of your breeding, 

Clown. I will ſhew my felfe higbly fed, and lowly 
taught, I know my buſir.efle is but to the Court. 

Lady. To the Court, why what place make you ſpecis 
all, when you put off that with ſuch contempt , butto 
the Court ? 

Clo, Traly Madam, if God have lent a man any man- 
ners, hee may ecaſilicput it off at Court : he that cannot 
make a legge, put off s cap,kifle his hand and ſay nothing, 
has neither legge, hands, lippe, nor cap ; and indeed ſuch 
a fellow, to (ay preciſely, werenot for the Court, but for 
me, I have an an{were willſerve all men. 

Lady. Marry that's a bountifull anſwere that fitsall 
queſtions. 

(oe. Itislikea Barbers chaire that fits all buttockes, 
the pin buttocke, the quatch-buttocke, the brawn but- 
tocke, or any buttocke. 

Lady. Will your an{wereferve fitto all queſtions? 

Clo.As fitas ten groates is for the hand of an Atturney, 
as your French Crowne for your taffety punke, as Ti 
ruſh for Toms forefinger,asa for Shrovetueſdaya 
Morris tor May-day,as the naile to his hole, the Cuckold 
to his horne, as a{coldi to a wrangling knave, 
asthe Nuns lipto the Friers mouth, nay as the pudding 
to his Skin. | 

Lady, Have you, I ſay,ananſwer of ſuch fitneſle for all 
queſtions? 

Clo. From below your Duke, tobeneath your Conſta- 
ble, it will tit any queſtion. 

Ld). It muſt bee an anſwere of moſt monſtrons lize, 
that muſt fir all demands. 

Cho, But a trifile neither ingood faith, if the learned 
ſhould ſpeake truth of it : heereit is, and all chat belotgs 
tot. Aske mee if Iama Courtier, it ſhall doe you 0 
On learne. ” 

. To bee againe if we could : I wi 
foole in queſtion ” beplameobes the wiſer by your 


{wer. | 
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I ou ſir, are you a Courtier? 
Cho Lord fi theres a ſimple putting off: more, more, 
a hundred of them. : 
La. Sir I am apoere friend of yours, that loves you. 
{le. O Lord fir, thicke, thicke, ſpare not me. 

La. I thinke fir , youcancare gone of this homely 
me. O Lord fir ;nay put me too'r, I warrant you. 

La. You werelately whipt fir as I thinke, 

{s. O Lord fir, ſparenot me. ; 

Le. Doe you cry O Lordfir at your whipping , and 
ſpare not me? Indeed your O- Lord fir, is very ſequent to 
your whipping : you would anſwere very well toa 
whipping if you were but bound too't. 

r= I ne're had worſe lucke in mylife in my O Lord 
fir : 1 ſee things may ſerue long, but not ſerve ever. 

La. Iplay the noble huſwite with the tume, to cnter- 
taine it ſo merrily with a foole. 

{l. O Lord ir, why there*tferves wellagen. 

La. And end fir to your me *Yy Helkenthis, 
And urge her toa preſent anſwer backe, 
Commend mero my kini{men, and my ſonne, 
This is not much. 
Not much commendation to them. 
La. Not much imployment fer you, you underſtand 


Mc. 
Cle. Moſt fruitfully, I am there, before my legges. 
La. Halt you agen. Exennt, 


Enter Count, Laſew,and Paroles. 


Ol. Lf. They fay miracles arc paſt; and we have our 
Philoſophicall perſons, to make moderne and familiar 
things turall and cauſclefle. Hence isit, that vec 
make trilles of terrours, enſconcing our ſelves into fc: - 
ming knowledge , when we ſhould ſubmit our ſelves to 
an unknowne feare. 

Par, Why 'tis the rareſt argument of wonder,that hath 
ſhot out in our latrer times. 

Roſs And ſo 'tis, 

01. Lef. To be relinquiſht of the Artiſts. 

Par. So I ſfaybothot Galenand Paracelſns. 

O0L.Fal. Ofall the learned and authencicke fellowes, 

Per, Right (01 fay. 

Ol.Laf. That gave him out incureable. 

Par. Why there tis, ſo ſay Itoo. 

O0L.Laf. Not to be help d. 

Par. Right, as 'twere @ man afſur'd of a—— 

Ol. Laf. Vncertainelife, and ſure death. 

Par, Tuſt you ſay well : ſo would I bave ſaid. 

OL Laf. I may truely fay, it isa noveltictothe world. 

Pe. Itis indeed if you will have it in ſhewing, you 
ſhall reade it in what do ye call there. 

Ol. Laf. A ſhewing of a heavenly cfteRt in an carthly 


Attor. 
Par. That'sit, I would have faid, the very ſame. 
Ol.Laf. Why your Dolphin isnot luſticr: for mee 
' ay ſt that is the 
Par, 'ris»(trange, 'tis very ſtrange, ist 
breefe and the tedious of it, and he's of a moſt facinerious 


ſpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the=—— 
Ol.Laf. Very hand of heaven. 
Por. I,fol ſay. 
Par. And debile miniier re 
ar. cat power 
cendence, which ſhould indeed. giveaus a 


| be made, then onely the recou'ry of the king, asto "THER 


| OLLaf Generally thankefull. 


| Enter K ing, Helen, and attendants. ; 
the King, " 


he'sable to leade hera Carranto. 

Par, Mor ds vinager,is notthis Helen? 

Of. Laf. Fore God I thinke fo, 
\ King. Goecallbefore me all the Lordsin Court, 
Sit my preſeruer by thy patients ſide, 
Aud with this healthfull hand whoſe baniſht ſence 
Thon haſt repeal'd, a ſecond timereceyue 

The confirmation of my promig'd guitt, 

Which bur attends thy naming, 


Enter ; or 4 Lords. 
Fairs Maide ſens forth thine eye,this youthfull parcell 
Ot Noble Barchellors, ſtand at my beſtowing, 
Ore whom both Soueraigne power,and fathers yoice 
I haveto vſe; thy franke cleQion make, 
Thou haſt power to choole, and they none to forſake. 
Hel. Tocachof you, one faire and vertnous Miſtris; 
Fall when love pleaſe, marry to each but one. 
Old Fat. I'de give bay curtall,and his furnituee, 
My mouth no more were broken then theſe boyes, 
And writ as little beard. | 
King. Peruſe them well ; 
Not one of thoſe, but hada Noble father. 
She addreſſes bey to a Lord. 
Hel. Gentlemen, heaven hath mee , reſtor'd 
the king to health. 
All. We underſtand ir, and thanke heaven for you. 
Hel. I ama ſimple Maide, and therein wealthicſt 
Thar I proteſt, I fimply am a maide : 
Pleaſe1t your majcſtie, I have done already ; 
The bluſhes in my cheekes thus whiſper me, 
We bluſh chat thou ſhouldit chooſe, but be refuſed; | 
Let the whitedeath fit on thy checeke for ever, 
Wee'Ineere come there againe. 
King. Make choiſcand fee, 
W ho ſhuns thy love, ſhuns all his love in me. 
Hel. Now Dian trom thy Altar do 1 fly, 
And to imperiall Iove, that moſt high 
Do my lighes ſtreame : Sir, will you heare my ſuite? 
1.Lo. And graunt it. 
Hel. Thankesfir,all the reſt is mate. 
| Ol.Laf. 1 hadratberbeinthischoile,then throw + 
Hel. The honour (ir that fames 1n your faire eyes, 
Before 1 ſpeake too threatingly replyes ; 
Love make your fortunes twentie times above 
Her that ſo wiſhes, and her humble love. 
2. £0. No better if you plcalc. 
Hel. My wiſh receive, 
Which great love grant, and ſo I tike my leave. 
OlLaf. Doall they denie her ? And they were ſons of 
mine, I'de have them whip'd, os I would them to'th 
Turke to make Eunuches of. 
Ile never do you wrong for your owne ſake ; 
Bleſſing upon your vowes, andin your bed 
Finde faircr fortune, if you cre wed. 


— 


tran» 
uleto | 


Old Lef. Theſe boyes are boyesof Ice, they'le on 
| have 


Par. I would have ſaidir, you faid well : heere comes 


Of. Zaf. Luſtique, as the Dutchman fayes : Ile likea 
| maide the better while I have atooth in my head : why 


| 
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"eAllsWellthat Ends Well. 


have her : ſure they are baſtards to the Engliſh, the 
French ne're got em. ; 

La. You arc to young, too happic, and too good 
To make your ſelfe a ſonne out of my blood. 

4. ank Faire one, I thinke not 10. 

Ol. Lord. There's one grape yet, Iam ſure my father 
drunke wine. But if thou beſt noran aſſe,, Iam a youth 
of foarreene ; I have knownethee alrcady. 

Hel. T dare not ſay I take you, but I givc 
Me and my ſervicc, ever whil(t I live 
Into your guiding power : This is theman. . 

- ing. Why Wo young Bertram take her ſhee's thy 
witc. 

Ber. My wife my Leige ? I ſhall beſcech your highneſſc 
In ſuch a buſines, give me lcave to uſe 
The hclpe of mine owne eyes. : 

King. Know'lt thou not Bertram what ſhee ha's done 
for me ? 

Ber, Yes my good Lord, butnever hope to know why 
I ſhould marric her. 
| £ing.Thou knouw'ſt ſhce ha's rais'd mee from my ſick- 
| ly bed. 

Bey. But followes it my Lord, to bring me downe 
Muft anſwer for your raiſing ? I know her well : 

Shce had her breeding at my fathers charge : 
A poore Phyſirians daughter my wife ? Diſdaine 
Rather corrupt me ever. : 

King. Tis onely title thon diſdainſt in her,the which 
I can build up : ſtrange isit that our bloods 
Ofcolour, waight, and heat; pour'd all together, 

Would quite confound diſtinRion : yet ſtands off 
In differ:nces of mightic, It ſhe be 

All that is vertuous (1ave whatthou diſlik't) 

A poore phyſicians daughter, thou diſlik'f{t 

Of vertae for the name : but doe ror fo : 

From loweſt place, whence vertuous things proceed, 
The place is dignified by th'doers deede. 

W here great addition twell's, and vertue none, 
Itis a dropficd honour, Good alone, 

. Is good without a rame? Vilencſic isſo ; 

The propertie by what it is, ſhould go, 

Not by the title. She 1s young, wile,taire, 

In thelc, to Nature ſhe's immediate heire: | 
And theſe breed henour : that is honours ſcorne, 
Which challenges it {clfe as honours borne, 

And is not like the fire: Honours beſt thriue, 

When rather from our acts we them derive 

Then our fore-goers : the mecre wordsa flave 
Deboſh'd on every tombe, on every grave : 

A lying Trophee, and as ofc is dumbe, 

W here duſt, and damn'd oblivion isthe Tombe. 
Of honour'd bones indeed, what ſhould be ſaid? 
If chou canſtlike thiscreature, as a maide, 

I can createthe reſt : Vertuc, and ſhee 

Is her owne dower : Honour and wealth, from me. 

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will trivetodoo't..  - 

King. Thon wrong 'lt thy ſclte, it thou ſhonld'ſt Rtrive 
tochooſc. 

Hel. That you are well reſtor'd my Lord, I'me glad : 
Let the reſt go. 

King. My Honor'sat the ſtake, whichtodefeate 
rmarrntine power. Heere, take her hand, 


Shall weigh thee to the beame z That wilt not know, 
Iris in Vsto plant thine Honour, where 
Wepleaſe to have it grow. Checke thy contempr : 


Obey Our will, which travailes inthy good : 
Belecve not thy diſdaine, but 
Dothine owne fortnnes that obedient right 


Which both thy dutic owes,and our power claimes. 
Orl will throagh thee from my care tor cver 
Into the ſtaggers and careleſle lapſe 
Of youth and ignorance:both my revenge and hate 
Looling upon thee, inthe name of juſtice, 
Withour all termes of pittys Speake, thine anſwer. 
Ser. Pardon my gracious Lord : for I ſubmit 
My fancie to your eyes, whenlI conſider 
W hat great crcatien, and what doleofhonour 
Flies where you bid it : I finde that ſhe which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts, moſt baſe : is now 
The praiſed of the King, whoſocnnobled, 
Isas*cwere borne fo. 
King. Take her bythe hand. 
Aud tell her ſhe is thine z to whom I promite 
A coumerpoize : If nor in thy eſtate, 
A ballance gore replcat. 
Fer, | take her hand. 
Kin, Good tortune, and the favour of the King 
Smile upon the contract: whoſe Ceremonie 
$hali ſeeme expedient onthe now borne briefe, 
And be perform'dto night : the ſolemne Feaſt 
Shall more attend upon the coming ſpace, 
ExpeQing abſent friends. As thou lov'|t her, 
Thy love'sro me __ ; elſe, do's erre 
Paroles and Laſew Hay behind, commen. 


Laf. Doe you heanabenins ? A word with you. 

Par. Your pleaſure fir. 

Laf. Your Lord and Maſter did well to make his re- 
cancation. 

Par. Recantation? My Lord ? my maſter ? 

Laf. 1 :Is it nota Language 1 ſpeake ? 

Par. Amoſt harſh one, andnot to be underſtood 
W>3) bloudie ſucceeding. My Maſter ? 

Lef. Are you com:mpanion to the count Rofilien? 

Par. To Lan Count, ro all Counts : to what is man. 

Laf. To what is counts man : Counts maiſter is of at» 
other (tile. 

Par. You are too old fir : Letir ſatisfic you, you arc 
too old. 

Laf. I muſt tell thee firrah, I write Man: to which ti. 
tl- age cannot bring thee, 

Par, Whatl daretoo welldo, I dare nor do. 

_ Lef. 1 didthinke thee for two ordinaries: to bee a pre- 
tie wile fellow,thou didfi make tollerable vent of thy tra- 
vel,ic might paſſe : yet the {carffesand the bannerets 
bout thee, did manitoldly diflwade me from 
thee a veſlcll of too greataburthen. 1 have now 


Exeun, 


1 


| thee, when I loſe thee againe, Icarenor: yer anthou 


good for nothing but taking up, and thar th' oart ſcatce 


worth. 


"_s Hadſrhou notthe priviledge of Antiquitic upon, 
r 
thy felfe roo farre in anger, leaſt 


Lof. Doe not plunge 
thou haſten thy triall : which it, Lord have mercic on 


Proud ſcornefull boy, unworthic this good gift, thee fora hen, ſo my good window of Latrice fare thee 
That doſt in vile miſpriſion ſhackle up well, = caſement I needenot open, for 1 looke through 
My love, and her deſert : that canſt nor dreame, the. Give me thy hand. 

We poizing us in her defeRive ſcale, Pay. My Lord, you give me moſt egregious _> 
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All; Wellthat Ends Well, 


Laf. 1 with all wy heart, and thou art worthy of it, 

Par. I have not my Lord deſerv'dit. , 

Laf. Yes good faith , ev'ry dramme of it , and I will 
not bare thee a ſcruple, 

Par. Wcll, I ſhall be wiſcr. 

Lef. Ev'n as ſoone as thou can'ſt, forthou haſt to pull 
ata ſmacke a'th contrarie. If ever thou bee'ſt bound in 
thy skarfe and beaten, thou ſhalt finde what it istobe 
proud of thy bondage, I have a dcfire ro hold my acquain- 
tance with thee,or rather my knowledge, that I may lay 
inthe default, he is a man | know, ; 

Par. My Lord you dome molt inſupportble vexati- 


0. 
Laf. I would it were hell paines forthy ſake, ad my 
doing eternall : for doing I am paſt, as1 willby 
thee, in what motion age will giue me leave. — Ex. 
Par. Well, thou haſt a ſonne ſhall rake this diſgrace off 
me ; ſcuruy, old, filthy, ſcuruy Lord ; Well, I muſt 
be patient, there is no tettering of authoritie, Ilo beare 
him (by my life) if I can meete. him with any convent 
ence, and he were double and double a Lord. Ile have 
no more pitrie of his agethen I would have of »—lle 


beate him, and if 1 could but meet him agen. 
Enter Lafew. 

Laf. Sirra, your Lord and Maſter's married, there's 
newes for you: you havea new Miltris, RE, 

Pur. I moſt unfainedly beſcech your Lordſhippe to 
make ſome reſervativnot your wrongs. He is my good 
Lord, whom I ſerue above is my Malter. . 

Laf. Who? God. 

Fs, 1 ir, 


Lef. Thedivell it is, that's thy maſter. Why dooeſt 
thou garter upthy armesa this faſhion? Dolt make hoſe 
ofthy leeves ? Do other ſervants ſo? Thou werrt beſt ict 

| thy lower part where thy noſe ſtands. By mine Honour, 
if l were but two houres yonger, I'de beate thee ; mee- 
think'ſt thou art a offence, and every man ſhould 
beate thee : I thinke thaw wait created for men to breathe 
themſelves upon thee. 
Ts _ is _ and — meaſure my _ 
# + Go tolir, you were in /t i0ga 
kernell out of a Pomgranar, mn, we 7 no 
true traveller : you are more ſawcie with Lordsand hon- 
curable per{onages, then the Commiſſion of your birth 
ad vertue gives you Heraldry. You arenot worth ano- 
ther word,elſe I'de call you knave. I leave you. Exit. 


Enter Count Roſſilion, 


Pw. Good, 9 DITION good, very good, 
&t it be conceal'd awhile. 

Ref. Vndoae, and forfeited to cares for ever. 

Pe. What's the matter ſweet-beart ? 

Reſrill, Alrhbough before the ſolemne Pricſt 1 have 
{ , I will nor bed her. 

Po. What ? what ſweet heart? 

Roſ. O my Parroles, they have married me : 
lletothe Tuſcas warres, and never bed her. 

Par, France is a , and jt no more merits, 
The tread of a mans foot : too'th warres. ; 
, Roſe There's letters from my mother : What th'import 
s I know not yer. | 

Pe. I that would be knowne : too'th warres my boy, 

warres ; 


po _ 


| 


| 
| 
| 


| Shall furniſh me to thoſe Italian fields 


The King ha's done you wrong: but huſh 'tisſo, Exit. 


— 


He weares his honour in a boxe unſeene, 
That hugges his kickfie wickhie here at home, 
Spending his manlie marrow in her armes 
W hich ſhould tuſtaine the bound aud high curvet 
Of Marſes ficrie ſteed : to ocher R , 
France is a ſtable, we that dwell in't lades, . 
Therefore too'th warre. 

Rof. It ſhall beſo, Ile ſend hertomy houſe, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 

wheretore I am fled ; Write to the Ki 

That which I durſt not fpeake. Hispreſentgite 


— 


W here noble fellawes ſtrike : Warre isno ſtrife 
To the darke houſe, and the detected wife, 

Per. Will this Caprichio hold in thee, art ſure? 

Roſ. Gownth me to my chamber, and advize ine | 
Ile ſend her ſtraight away : To morrow; | 
Ile tothe warres, ſhe to her ſingic forrow. 

Par. Why theſe bals bound, ther's noiſe in it. Tis hard 
A young man married, isa man that's mard: 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely: go, 


Emer Heleva and Clowne. 


Hel. My mother greets we kindly, is ſhe well? 
Cle. She is not well, but yet ſhe has her health ; ſhe's 
inerrie,butyet ſhe is not well : but thankog be given | 
ſhe's very well , and wants notbing 1'th world ; bug yet | 
ſhe isnoc well, 
Hel. If ſhe be very well, what do's the ayle, that ſhe's 
not very well ? 

Cle, Troly ſhe's very well indeed, but tortwo things , | 
Hel, What tu othings ? | 
(tv. Onethat ſhe is notin heaven, whither God ſend 

her quickly : the other, thar ſhe's incarth, from whence 
God ſend hicr quickly. 


Emer Paroles. > | 

Pw. Bleſſe you my fortunate Ladie. 

Hel. 1 fir I have your good will to have mine f 
owne good tortune. | | 

Par. You had my prayersto leade them on, and to 
keepethem on, havethem ſtill, Omy knaue, how do's 
my old Ladic? | | 

(1. So that you had her wrinkles and I her maney, 

I would ſhe didas you ſay. 

Par. Why | fay nothing. 

(le. Marry youare the wiſer man: for many a mans 
ſhakes our his maſters undoing : ro ſay nothing, 

todo nothing, to know nothing, and to have nothing , 1s | 
mo_—_ your title, which is within a very 

Par. Away, tharta knaue. 

Clo. You ſhould have fayd fir before a knave, th'art a 
—_ that's before me th'art aknaue: this had beence 
truth fir. 

Par. Go to, thou arta wittic foole, I have found 
thee 


Cle. Did you finde mein your ſelfe fir, or were you | 


to finde me? ; 
The ſcarch fir was much Foole may | 


you find in you, even to the worlds pleaſure,” and the cn- 
creaſe of 


Par. A good knave ifaith, and well fed. 
Madam, my Lord will go away tonight, 


a M—_ 


- 
@——_—_ 


— 


A It's Well that anda well. 


] - 


Averie ſerrious buſineſle call's on him : ime, there can benokernell inthis light Nut : the ſoul, 
The great prerogative and rite of love, of this man is his cloathes : Truſt him not in matter «of 
Which as your due time claimes, he do'sacknowledge, | hcavie conſequence: I have kept of them tame, and know 
Bur puts it offto a compeli'd reſtraint: their natures. Farewell M , I have ſpoken bettey 


Whoſe want, and whoſe dclay, is ftrew'd with ſweets 
Whichthey diſtill now in the curbed time, 

To makethe comming houre oreflow with joys 

And e drowne the brim. 

Hel. What's his will elſe ? 

Par. That you will take your inſtant leave a'th king, 
And makethis haſt as your owne good proceeding, 
Strengthned with what Apo!ogie you thinke 
May make it probable n:edec. 

Hel. What more commands hee ? 

Pay. That having this obtain'd, you preſently 
| Attend his further pleaſure. 

Hel. Tn every thing I waite upon his will. 
Par. I ſhall report it ſo. 
Hel. I pray you come firrah. 


Exit Par. 
Exw. 


Erter Laſew and Bertram. 
Laf. But I hope your Lordſhippe thinkes nothim a 

ſouldier. 

Ber. Yes my Lord,and of veric valiantapproofe. 

Lef. Youhave it from his owne deliverance. 

Fer. And by other warranted teſtimonie. 

Lef. Then my Diall goes not true, I tooke this Larke 
for abunting- 

Ber. Ido — Lord, he is very great in know- 
, and accordingly valiant. 
* I have then finn'd againſt his expericnce, and 
tranſgreſt againſt his valour, and my ſtate that way is dan- 
gerous, ſince I cannot find in my hart to repent : Heere 
he comes, I pray you make usfriends, 1 will purſue the 
amltlic. 


Enter Paroles. 


P&. Theſc things ſhalll be done fir. 

Laf. Pray youſir who's his Tailor ? 

Pa. Sir? 

Laf. O I know him well, 1 Gr, he fir's a good worke- 
man, a very good Tailor. 

Ber. Isſhe gone tothe king? 

Par. Shec is. 

Ber, Will ſhe away to night ? 

Par. As you'le have her. 

Ber. I have writ my letters, casketted my treaſure, 
Given order for our horſe, and to right, 

W hch I ſhould take poſſeſſion ofthe Bride, 
Andere I do begin. 

: A good travailer is ſome thing at the latter end of 
a dinner, but on that lics three thirds, and uſes a knowne 
truth to paſſea thouſand nothings with , ſhould be once 
heard and thrice beaten. God ſave your Captaine, 

Ber. Is there any unkindnefle berweene my Lord and 
you Monſieur ? 

_—O_— not how I have deſerved to run into my 
Lords diſpleaſure. 
Lef. You have made ſhift to run into't, bootes and 
ſpurresand a\l : like him thar leapes into the Cuſtard, and 
out of it yeu'le runne againe , rather then ſuffer queſtion 
for your refidence. 

Ber.It may be you have miſtaken him my Lord. 

Laf. And ſhall doe ſocver, though I tooke him at's 
praycrs. Fare you well my Lord, and belceve this of 


with a . 
Dal tocher eons, aw have you bexr 


of you, then you have or will deſerve at my hand, but ye 
mult do good againſt evill, 

Pa. Anidlc Lord, I ſweare. 

Ber. 1 thinke ſo. 

Par. Why do younot know him? 

Ser. Yes, 1do know him well, and common ſpeech 
Gives him a wortby paſſe. Here comes wy clog. 


Enter Helena. -. 

Hel. ] have firas I was commanded from you 
Spoke with the King, and have procur'd his leave 
For preſent parting,onely he deſires 
SOIC private ſpeech wich you. 

Ber, 1 ſhall obay his will. 
You muſt muſt not mervaile Helenat my courſe, 
Which holds not colour with the time, nordoes 
The miniſtration, and required office 
On my particular. dI was not 
For {uch a buſineſſe, therefore am I found 
So much unſctled : This drives me to intreate you, 
Thar preſently you take your way for home, 
And rather guuſe then aske why intreate you, 
For my reſpects are better then they ſeeme, 
And my C—_—— inthem a neede 
Greater then ſhewe $it ſelfeat the firſt view, 
To youthar know them not. Thisto my mother, 
Twill be ewodaies ere 1 ſhall ſee you, 
I _ ou to your wiledome. 

el. Sir, I cannothing a 

But that Iam your molt obedient ſerves. 

Ber. Come, come, no moreof that. 

Hel. And ever ſhall 
With true obſervance ſeeke to ecke out that 
Whereia toward me my homely ſtarres have faild 


Tocquall my fortune. 
Ser. Letthat goe: wy haſte is very great, Farcyel!: 
Hie home. | 


Hel. Pray fir your Pardon. 
Ber. Well, what would you ſay ? 
_ Hel. I amnoe worthy ofthe wealth I owe, 
Nor dare I ſay 'tis mine: and yet it 15, 
But like a timorous theefe, moſt faine would ſteale 
W har law does vouch mine owne- 
Ber, What would you bave ? 
Hel. Something, and ſcarſe ſo much : nothing indeed, 
T would not tell you whatI would my Lord : Faith yes, 
Strangers and foes doe ſunder, and not kiſſe. 
Ber. 1 pray you ſtay not, bur in haſtto horſe, 
Hel. I ſhall not breake your bidding, good my Lord: 
Where are my other men? Monſieur: farewell, Ex# 
Ber. Go thou toward home, where I will neyer come, 
W hilt I can ſhake my ſword, or heare the drumme: 
A way, and for our flight. 


Par, Bravely, Goragio. 
Aus T ertins. 


Flowifb, Enter the Dus of Florence, the two French 


EI 


m——— 


OO 


| — 


_ 


All's Well that endi Well, © 


The reaſons of our ſtate I cannot yeelde, 
But like a common and an outward man, 
That the great figure of a Counſaile frames, 
By ſelfe unable motion , therefore dare not 
Say what I thinke of it,fince I have found 
My ſelfe in my incertaine grounds to faile 
As often as I gueſt. 
Ds. Be it his pleaſure. 
Fre, G. But I am ſure the yonger of our nature, 
That ſurfer on their caſe,will day by day 
Come heere for Phyſicke. 
Ds. Welcome ſhall they bee: 
And all the honors that can flye frotn us, 
Shall on them ſettle:you know your places well, 
When berrer fall, for your avaules they fell. 
Tomorrow to the field. 


Enter Conmteſſe and C lowne. 

Count, It hath happen'd all,as 1 would have had it,fave 
that he comes not with her. 

(le. By my troth 1 take my young Lord to be a yery 
melancholiy man. 

Cou. By what obſervancel pray you? 

Clo. W.hy he will looke upon his boote,and fing:mend 
the Ruffe and ſing , aske jons and fing , picke his 
tecth, and fing:1I a tan thee had this tricke of mo. 
lancholy hold a y Mannor fora ſong. 

Lad. Let me (char he writes, and when he meanes 
to come. 

Clo.I have no mind to /*bet fince T was at Court.Our 
o'd Ling and our {belra'th Country , arc nothing like 
your old Ling & your [befa'th Court:the brains of my 
Cupid's knock'd out, 'and I beginneto love , as an old 
ian loves money, with ao to 

Lad. W hat have we heere? 

(ls. in that have you there. 

A Letter. 
I have ſent you a danghter-in- Law , ſbee hath recovered the 
Kmg, and vndone me : | bave wedded her not bedded ber , and 
[worne 10 make the not cternall. Ton foal beave I amrunne 4- 
Way, krow it before the report come. If there be bredth 


Exit. 


—_— diſtance. My duty to yew. But onely ſhe, and ſhe deſerves 4 Lord a 
Towr unfortunate ſome, | That twenty ſuch rude boyes might tend npen, 
| Bertram. | And call her hourdy Miſtris. Who was with him? 
This is not well{raſh and vnbridled boy,) Fres. E. A ſervant onely , and a Gentleman : which 1 
To fiye the favours of ſo good a King, have ſometime knowne. | 
Toplucke his indignation on thy head, La. Paroles was it not? 
By the miſpriſing of a Maide too vertuous Fren. £.1 my good Lady, hee. 
Forthe contempt of Empire. Ls A vety tainted fellow,andfall of wickedneffe, 
' Emer Claw. My ſonne corruptsa well derived nature © - | 
oranges, bf vx" ae within between | With his inducement. 
two ſouldiers,and my yong Lady. Fren. E. Indeed good the fellow has a deale of 
Le. What is the matter. | . | that, too much, which holds him mucho have.: ; | 
Clo, Nay there is ſome comfort in the newes; ſome La Y'are welcome Twill intreate you 
comfort,your ſoane wil not be kild ſo ſoone as I thought | when you ſce my ſonne , to tell him that his ſword can 
he would. never winne the he looſes: more Ile intreate 
SE: X you 


h— 


_—_— 


A— 


- Thatthe firſt face 
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The fundamentall reaſons of this warre, La. Why ſhould he be kill'd? 
W hoſe great deciſion hath much blood let forth (7%. So lay I Madame, if he rumeaway , a1 heare he 
And morethirſts atrer- does, the danger is in ſtanding too'r; that's the loſſe of 

1. Lord. Holy ſeemes the quarrell men, though it be the- getting of children- Heere they 
Vpon your Graces part 2 and fearfull come will tell you more. For my part I onely heare your 
Onthe oppoſer. ; | ſonne was runaway. 

my T we mervaile much our Coſin France 
Would in ſo juſt a buſineſſe, ſhut his bolome Enter Bellen and two Gentlemen. 
Againſt our borrowing -= "8 : 

French E. Good my Lord, French E. Save you, good Madam. 


Hel. Madam,my Lord is gone, for ever gone. 
= _ not ſay ſo. 
e upon patience, ou Gentlemen, 
I have felt ſo many « _ of or ond greefe, | 
on neither _ the ſtart 
woman me vntoo't. W here 1s my ſonne I pray you? 
Fren. G. Madam he's gone to ſerve the Dukeof Hlo- 
rence, 
Wemet him thitherward, for thence we came: 
And after ſome diſpatch in hand at Courr, 
Thither we bend againe. 
Hel. Looke onghis Letter Madam, here's my Paſport. 


When thou canſt get the Ri finger, which never ſhall 
come off, and (hew me ul beer dec, hes [am 
_ then call we buchand:bmt inſuch « (then) I write a 
ever. 
This isa dreadfull ſentence. 
La. Brought you this Letter Gentlemen? © 
1, G. I Madam,and for the Contents ſake ate ſorry for 
our paines. 
Old. La. 1 prethee Lady have a berrer cheere, 
If thou engroſlelt, all the greefes are thine, 
Thou roblt me of a moity: He was my ſonne, 
But Ido waſh his tame out of my blood, 
And thou art all my childe. Towards Florence is he? 
Fren. G. 1 Madam. 
La. And to be a ſouldier! 
Fren. G. Such is his noble purpoſc,and belecy'r 
The Duke will lay ypon him all the honor 
That good convenience claimes. 
La. Returne you thither? 
Fren, E.I Madam, with the ſwifteſt wing of ſpeed. 
Hel. Till I have no wife, I have nothing in France, 
"Tis berter. 
Le. Finde you that there? 
Hel. I Madame. 


Fren-E. Tis but the bo'dnes ofhis hand happily,which f 


his heart was noreonfcnting to0. 
Lad. Nothing in France, uncill he have no wife: 
There's nothing heere that is too good for him 


LM 
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' you Written to beare along. 
Fren. G. We ſerve you Madam inthat and all your 
worthieſt affaires. 
La. Not ſo,but as we change our conrteſies, 
Will you draw neere? | 
Hel. Till I bave no wife | have nothing in France. 
Nothing in France untill he has no wite: 
Thou ſhalt have none Roſſillion,none in France, 
Then haſt thon all againc:poore Lord, is't1 
| That chaſe thee from thy Comncrie, cad expoſe 
Thoſe tender limbes of thine, to the event 
Of the none-ſparing warre? And is it I, 
That drive thee from the ſportive Court, where thou 
Was't ſhot at with faire eyes,tobe the marke 
Of ſmoakie Muskets?O youleaden meſſengers, 
Thar ride upon the violent fpecde of fire, 
Fly with falſe ayme,move the ſtill-piercing aire 
That ſtings with piercing, donot touch my Lord: 
Whoever ſhoots at him, I ſet him there. 
Who ever charges on his forward breſt, 
| Iamthe Caitiffe that do hold him too't, 
And h Ikill him nor, I am the cagſc 
{ His death was ſo effeced:Better'tw 
I met the ravine Lyon when he roar'd 
With ſharpe int of hunger: better"ewere, 
Tha: all the miſeries which nature owes * 
Were mine at once. No come thou home Roſſilson, 
Wo hence honor but of danger winnes a ſcarre, 
As oft it looſes all. I will be gone: 
My being heere it is, that holds thee hence, 
{ Shall I ſtay hceere to doo't?No, no, although 
The ayre of Paradiſe did fan the houſe, 
And Angels oific'd all:I will be gone, 
Thatpitrifull rumour may report my flight 
| To conſolats thine care. Come right end day, 
For with the darke(poore theefe)Ile ſteaie away, Exit, 


Flowriſh. Enter the Duke of Florence, Roſſilion, 
' drum andirnmpet:,ſoldier1, Parrolles, 


Dake. The Generall of our horſe thouart,and we 
Great in our hope, lay our beſt love and 


Vpon thy promiſing 
Ber. Sir it is 


A charge too heavy for my ſtrength, but 
Weel ſtrive to beare it for your worthy ſake, 
Toth'extreme Ay hazard. 
' Ds. Thengo forth, | 
And fortune play upon thy proſperous helme 
As thy auſpicious miſtris, 

Ber. Thus veryday 
Great Mars put my ſelfe into thy file 
Make me but like my thoughts, and I ſhall prove 
A lover of thy drume, hater of love. =@xexmt onnes 


Enter Counteſſe & Strward, 
'} Le. Alas/and would youtake theletter of her: _. 
| ro vomny: 
. Y Letter, 
pr ting 2a 0 \czangy 


That ber be cold ground 
ch adn wp fanke to fore ended, 


Exit. 


” 


AllmwellthatEnds well. 


| 


C 


| 


| We ſhalllooſeallthe ſight. 


Write,write,that from the bloody courſe of warre, 
My deereft Maiſter your deare ſonne may hie, 
Bleſſe him at bone in peace Whilſt 1 from farre, 
His name with <ealows fervonr ſanttific: 

His taken laboxrs bid him me forgine: 
I his deſpig brfull Tune ſent him forth, 
From Cowrtly fri th Camping foes to love, 
Where death and dogs the beeles of worth. 
He is 100 good and fare 


for death,and me, 
Whom 1 my ſelfe embrace,to ſat him free. 


Ah what ſharpe ſtings are in her mildeſt words? 
Rynardo, you did heverlacke advice ſo much, 
Aslctting her paſſe ſo:had I ſpoke with her, 
I could have well diverted her intents, 
W hich thus ſh& hath prevented. 
Ste. Pardon me , 
If I had given you thisat over-night, 
She might have beene ore-tane:and yet ſhe writes 
Purſuite would be bur vaine. 
Le. What Angell ſhall 
Bleſſe this unworthy husband,he cannot thrive, 
Vnleſſe her prayers,whom heaven delights to heare 
And loves to grant, repreeve hum fron: the wrath 
Of greateſt Iuſtice. Write, and write Rynaldo, 
Tothis unworthy husband of his wife, 
Let every word waigh heavy of her worth, 
That he does waigh teolight:my greateſt greefe, 
Though little he doe feele it,ſet downe ſharpely , 
Diſpatch the moſt convenient , 
When haply he ſhall keare that ſhe is gone, 
He will returne, and I maythat ſhee 
Hearing ſo much,will ſpeed her foote againe, 
Led hither by pure love:which of them 
Is deereſt to me,I have no skill _ 
To make diſtintion:providethis Meſſenger: 
My heart is heavy, and mine age is weake, 
Greefe would have teares,and { ids me ſpeake. 
Exenm, 


oA Tuckst afarre off. 


Evter old Widdow of Florence, ber daughter, Vielenta 
and Marina, with other 
Citizens. 


F4 


— 


Widdnw. Nay come, 


For if they do approach the Citty 


, 
Dia. They ſay,the French Count has done 
Moſt honourable ſervice. 
Wid. It isr | 
Thar he has taken their great'ſt Commander, 
And that with his owne hand he ſlew 
etproqmanegmd = on 
are gonea contrary way: harke 
You may know b their Trumpers. 4 
Maria. Come lets returneagaine, 
And ſuthce our ſelves with the of it. 
Well Dsans, take heed of this French Earle, 
The honor of a Maide is her name, 
And no Legacicis ſo rich 
—_— neighbour 
11 my wil | 
How you have beene ſolicited by aGentleman 
His Companion. 


Maid 


b: All s Well that ends W, all. 
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ments , oathes , tokens , andall theſe cngines of luſt , are 
not the things they go under-: many a maide hath beene 
{diced by them, and the miſery is example , that ſo 
recrible ſhewes in the wracke of maiden-hood , cannot 
for all that diſſwade ſucceſſion , but that they are limed 
with the twigges that threatens them. I hope I neede 
not to adviſe you further, but I hope your owne grace 
will keepe you where you are , though there were no 
further danger knowne ,, but the modeltie which is fo 
lolt, 

Da. You ſhall not neede to feare me. 

Enter Hellen. 

wid. I hope ſo :looke here comes a pilgrim , I know 

ſhe will lye at my houſe , thither they ſend one another, 


Re Tos. Apa 
Hel. To 5. s 
Where do the iotodes, I do beſeech you? 
wid. At the S. Francis heere befide the Port. 
Het. Is this the way? A march afarre. 
#44. 1 marry iſt. Harke you, they come this way: 
If you will tarry holy Pilgrime. 
But till the the troopes come by, 
I will condu& you where you ſhailbe lodg'd, 
The rather-for I thinke I know your hoſtefle 
Asampie as my {elfe, 
Hcl. Is it your felfe? : 
wid. If you ſhall pleaſe ſo Pilgrime. 
Hel. 1 thanke you, and will ſtay upon yourleiſuure. 
Wid. You camc I thinke from France? 
Hel. 1 did (0. 
wid. Heere you ſhall ſee a Countriman of yours 
That has done worthy ſervice, 
Hel. His name I pray you? 
De. The Count Reſſilion:know you ſuch a one? 
Hel. But by the care that hearcs molt nobly of him: 
His face I know not. 
Dia. W hat ſomere his is 
He's bravely taken heere. He ſtole from France 
As*tis reported:for the King had married him 
Againſt his liking. Thinke you it is (0? 
Hel. I ſurely, meere the truth, I know his Lady. 
D14. There isa Gentleman that ſerves the Count, 
Reports but courſely of her. 
Hel. What's his name? 
Dia. Monſicur Parrolles. 
Hel. Oh1 beleeve with him, 


In argument of praiſe , or tothe worth 


Of the great Count himſelfe, ſhe 1stoo meane 
To have her name repeated, all her deſerving 
[sa reſerved honeſty, and that 

[ have not heard examin'd, 

Dia. Alas poore Lady, 
'Tisa hard bondage to 
Of a dereſting Lord, 

Wid. I right good creatwe, whereſoere ſhes, 
Her hart waighes ſadly : this yong maid might do her 
A ſhrewd turne if ſhe vleas'd. 

Hel. How do you meanc? 

May be,the amorous Count ſolicites her 
Inthe unlawfall purpoſe. 

Wid. He does i y 

Aud brokes with all that can in ſuch a ſuite 


cone the wife 


Ns 


jo OT 


le queſtion her. God ſave you pilgrim, whither are you | 


"Moria. I know that knave , hang him, one Parrelles \) Corrupt the tender honour of a Maide: 
afilrhy Officer he is inthoſe ſuggeſtions tor the young | Bur ſhe is arm'd for him, and keepes her guard 
Earle, beware of them Diex« ; their promiles , entiſe- | In honeliteſt defence. * 


| 


| 


| 


| I would poiſonthar vile Raſcall. 


"= <1 


Drumme and Colours 
Enter Count Roſſillion, F arr olles avid the whole Army. 


Ma. The goddes forbid clſe. 

Wid. $0, now they come: | 
That is eAntonzothe Dukes eldeſt ſonne, | 
That &ca'me. | 

Hel. Which is the Frenchman 

Dia: Hee, | | 
That with the plume, 'tis a moſt gallant fellow; 

I would he lov'd his wife:if he were honeſter 
He were much goodlier. Is't not a handſome Gentleman ? 

Hel. 1 likc him well. 

Dsa. Tis pitty he is not honeſt:yonds that ſame knave 
Thar leades him to theſe places: were I his Lady, 


Hel. W hich is he? 
Dia. | hat lacke an-apes with ſcarfes. Why is he me- 
lancholly? . 
Het. Perchance he S hurt ith battaile, 
Par. Loole our drum? Well. 
Atar. He's ſhrewdly vext at ſomething. Looke he has 
ſpyed us. | 
Wid. Marry hang you- 
Aar. And your curteſie, for aring-carrier. Exit. 
Vid. The troope is paſt:Come pilgrim,l wil bring 
You, Where you ſhall hoft: Of injoyn'd penitents 
There's foure or five, to great S./«ques bound, 
Already at my houſe. 
Hel. | humbly thanke you: 
Pleaſe it this Matron,and this gentle Maide 
Tocate wizhus to night,the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me,and to requite you further, | 
I will beſtow ſome precepts onthis virgin, 
Worthy the note. 
Both. Wee'ltake your offer kindly. Exenm, 
Enter Count Roſſillion and the Frenchmen, 
as at firſt. 

Cap. E. Nay good my Lord put him toet'r:let him 
have his way. | 

Cap. 6. If your Lordſhip finde him not a Hilding, 
hold me rio more in your reſpe&t, 

Cap. E. On my life my Lord a bubble. 
Ber, Do you think: I am fo farre 
Deceived in him? 

Cap. E. Belecve it my Lord , inmine owne dire& 
knowledge , withour any malice , but to ſpeake of him 
as my kinſman , hee's a moſt notable Coward , an infi- 
niteand endlefſe Lyar , an hourely promife-breaker , the 
owner of no one good quality , worthy your Lordfhips 
entertainement. p ck dhe 

Cap. G.It were fit you knew him, lea ing too 
fare his vertue which he hathpot, he might 5. hex 
great and truſtic buſineſſe , in a maine daunger , fayle 


Ou-.s " 
- Ber. I would I knew in what particnlar ation totry | 


him. 
Cap. G .None better then to ler him ferch off his - 


drumme, which you hearc him ſo confidentlyundertake to 
d . 


0. ; 
G. E. I withatroop of Florentines will ſodainly far-. 
> of. prize 


_—_— 
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All's Well that ends Well. 


—_—_——__ 


prize him ; ſuch I will have whom 1 am ſure he knowes 
not from the enemie : wee will binde and hoodwinke 
him ſo, that he ſhall ſuppoſe no other but that he is car - 
ried into the Leager of the adverſaries , when we bring 
him to our owne tents : bee but your Lordſhip preſent 
at his examination , if he do not for the promute of his 
life, and in the higheſt compulſion of baſe feare, offer to 
betray you , and deliver all the intelligence in his power 
againſt you, and that with the divine forfeite of his ſoule 
upon oath , never truſt my judgement in any thing» 
Cap.G.O for the love of laughter , let him fetch his 
drumme , he ſayes he has a ftratagem for't : when your 


4 Lordſhip ſees the bottome of this ſucceſle in't , and to 


what mettle this counterfeyt lump of ours will be mel- 
ted,if you give him not Iohn drummes entertainement, 
your inclining cannot be removed. Heere he comes. 


Enter Parolles. 


(p. E. Ofor the love of laughter hinder notthe ho- 
w- - his deſigne, ler him fetch off his drumme zn any 


Ber. How now Monſiear ? This drumme ſticks fore- 
ly in your diſpoſition. 
Cap. G. A pox on't, lct it go, 'tis but a drumme. 

Par, But adrumme ! Iſt but adrumme ? A drum fo 
loſt. There was excellent command, tocharge in with 
our horſe upon our owne wings , and to rend our owne 
ſouldiers. 


C*p- G. That was not to be blam'd inthe command | 


of the ſervice : it was adiſaſter of warre that (ſar him 
ſelfe could not have prevented, if he had beene there to 
command. 

Ber. Well, wee cannot greatly condemne our ſucceſle: 
ſome diſhonor wee had.in the lofſe of that drum, bur it is 
not to be recovered. 

Par. It might have beenc recovered. 

Ber. It might, but it is not now. 
Par. It is to be recovered, bur that the merit of ſer- 


-vice is ſildome attributed tothe true and exatt perfor- 


mer, I would have that drumme or another , or bic ja- 
cet, 

Ber. Why if you have a ſtomacke:too't Monſicur : if 
youthinke your myſterie in ſtratagem ,; can bring this 
inſtrument of honour againe into his native quarter , bee 
magnanimous inthe cnterprize and goon, 4 will grace 
the attempt fora worthy exploit: it you ſpecde yell in 
it, the Duke ſhall both ſpeake of it, and extend to you 


| what further becomes his greatneſle, even tothe vtmoſt 
{ ſyllable of your worthineſle. 


Par. By the hand of a {ouldier I will undertake it. 

Ber. but you muſt not now ſlumber in it. 

Fax. Tie about it this evening, and I will preſently pen 
downe my dilemma's, encourage my ſclfe in my certain- 


| ty,put | ſelfe into my morrtall preparation:and by mid- 


night looke to heare further from me. 

Ber. May I bee bold to acquaint his grace you are gone | 
abour it. 

Par. I know not what the ſucceſſe will be my Lord, 
but the attempt I vow. 

Ber. I know th'art valiant, 
And tothe poſſibility of thy ſouldierſhip, 
Will ſubſcribe for thee : Farewell. 

Par. I love not many words. Exit. 
Cap» E. No more then a fiſh loves water. Is not this 
a ſtrange fellow my Lord , that ſo confidently ſeemes to 


—_— _—_— 


— 


undertake this bufineſfe, which he knowes is not te bee 
done , damnes himſelfe to do, & dares better be damad, 
then to doo't. 

Cap. G. You do not know him my Lord as wee doe, 
certaine it 'isthat he will ſteale himſelfe into a mans fa- 
vour, and for a weeke eſcape a great deale of diſcove. 
ries, but when you finde him our , you have him ever af- 
ecr, 

Ber. Why do you thinke hee will make nodeede at 
all of this that ſo ſeriouſly hee dooes addrefle hiaielte 
untoe 

(4p. E. None in the world, but returne with an in- 
vention , and clap upon you twoor three probable lies; 
but wee have almoſt unboſt him, you ſhall ſce hisfalito 
_ ; for indeede hee is not for your Lordſhippes re- 


— —— 


Cap. G. Weele make you ſome ſport with the Foxe 
ere wee caſc him. He was firſt ſmoak'd by the old Locd 
Lafew; when his diſguiſe and he is parted , tell mae what 
af] = you ſhall finde him , which you ſþall ſee this very 
night. 

Cap. 7.. I muſt golooke my twigges, 
He ſhall be cn -Ahnx 
Ber. Your brother he ſhall goalong with me. 

( *p. G. As't pleaſe your Lordſhip, Le leave you. 

Ber. Now will I leade you to the ———yp ſhew you 
The Laſſe I ſpoke of. 

Cap. E. But you ſay ſh's honeſt, 

Ber. That's all the fault : I ſpoke with hir but once, 
And found her wondrous cold, but Iſent to her 
By this ſame Coxcombe that we have i'th winde 
Tokens and Letters, which ſhe did reſend, 

And this is all I have done:She's a faire creature, 
Will yougo (ce her? 
Cap. E. With all my heart my Lord, 


Enter Helen, and Widdow. 


E xexnt. 


Hel. If you miſdoubt me that I am not ſhee, 
I know not how I ſhall aſſure you further, 
But I ſhall looſe the grounds I worke upon. 
Wid.Though my citate be falne,I was well borne, 
Nothins acquainted withtheſe bulſineſles, 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any ſtaining a&. 
Hel. Mor would I wiſh you. 
Firſt give metruſt , the Count he his my husband, 
And what to your {worne counſaile IT have ſpoken, 
Is1o from word to werd:and then you cannot 
By the good ayde that I of you ſhall borrow, 
Erre in beſtowing it. 
Wid. | ſhould beleeve yon, 
For you have ſhew'd me that which well approves 
Y*aregreat in fortune. 
Hel.Take this purſe of Gold, 
And lect me buy your friendly helpe thus farre, 
W hich I will over-pay,and pay againe 
W hen Ihave found it. The Crue he wooes your 
daughter, 
Layesdowne his wanton fiedge before her beauty, 
Relolvesto her:let her im fine conſent 
As wee'l dire her how 'tis beſt to beare it: 
Now his im blood will naught deny, 
T hat ſhee'ldemand:a ring the County weares, 
That downward hath ſucceededin his houſe 
From ſonneto ſonne, ſome fourc or five deſcents, a 
INCE 


—— CE 


_— 
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——_— 
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Since the firſt father wore it. This Ring he holds 
In moſt rich choice: yet in his idle fare, 
To buy his will,it would not ſeemetoo deere, 
How ere repented after. 
wid. Now 1 ſce the botfome of your purpoſe. 
Hel, You ſee it lawfull then, it is no more, 
But that your daughter erc ſhe ſeemes as wonne, 
Deſi es this Ring ; appoiats him an encounter, 
In fine, delivers meto fill the time, 
Her {clfe moſt chaſtly abſent:after this 
Tomarry her, Tie addethree thouſand Crownes 
To what is paſt — 
wid, I have yeelded: 
Inftrut my daughter how ſhe ſhall perſever, 
T hat time and place with this deceit fo lawful 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With Mdſickes of all ſorts,and ſongs compos'd 
To her vnworthineſſe:It nothing ſteeds us 
Tochide him from our ceves, for he perſiſts 
As it his life layon't. 
Hel. W hy then tonight 
Let us aſſay our plot, which if it ſpeed, 
Is wicked meaning in a lawfull deede; 
And lawfull meaning in a lawfulla&t, 
Where both nor ſinge,and yet a ſinfull fat. 
But ict's about it+ 


Altus Quartus. 


Enter ev ofibl Freechanas, with five or ſix other 
ſenldier 11n ambuſh, 


1. Lord E.-He can come no other way but by this hedge 

corner ; when you ſally upon him, {1 what terrible 

Language you will : though you ſtand ir not your 

ſaves , no matter : for we mult not ſceme to unde 

him, unlefſe ſome oneamong us,whom we mult produce 

for an Interpreter. 

1. Sol. Good Captaive,let me be th'Interpreter. 

Lox, E. Art not acquainted with him ? knowes he not 
voice? _ 

1. Sol. No ſir I warrant you. 

Lo. E. But what link wolfy haſt thou to ſpeake to us 
1ne? | 

x. Sol. E'n ſuch ay you ſpeake to me. 

Lo. E. He muſt thinke us ſome band of ſtrangers,i*th 

adverſaries entertainement. Now be hath a ſmacke of all 


neighbouring s : therefore we muſt every onc 
. Ges of a to know what we ſpeake 

one toanother:{o we ſeeme to know,is to know ſtraight 
our purpole : Choughs languago, gabble , and 
ac encaghs As for you interpreter , you mult ſeeme 
very politicke-Pur couch hoa, hecre he comes,to beguile 
tw © houres ina ſlcepe , andthento returne & ſweare the 
lies he forges. 


Enter Parroler. 
Par. Ten aclocke : Within theſe three houres "twill 
betime tagoc home, What ſhall I fay I have 


EIT 
It. inne tO mce, graces. 

late, knock'd.too. often at my doore:1 finde my tongue 
is too foole-hardy , but my heart hath the feare of Mars 


as 


before it, and of his creatures, not daring the reports of 
my tongue. 
Les. E. This is the firſt truth that ere thine own tongue 
was guilty of. 
Par. What the divell ſhould move mee to undertake 
the recovery ofthis drumme , being not ignorant of th: 
umpoſſibility , and knowing I had no ſuch purpoſe 21 
mult give my ſelfe ſome hurts, and ſay I gotthem in ex- 
ploit : yer _— ones will not carry it. They will ſay, 
j came you oft with ſo little ? And great ones I dare not | 
g1ve, wherefore what's the inſtance. Tongue,l muſt pur 
you into a Butter»womans mouth , and buy my ſelteano- 
_ of Bajazerbs Muic,, if you prattle mee into theſe pe- 
rils. 
Zo. E. Is it poſſible he ſhould know what he is,and be 
that he is. 
Par. I would the cutting of my garments would ſerve 
the turne,or the benkioned dry 4... ſword. 
£9. E. We cannot affoord you ſo. 
. Par. Or the baring of my beard, and to ſay it was in 
ratagem. 
- - hn. not do. 
«r, Orto drowne my cloathes,and fay I was ſtript. 
£s. E. Hardly ſerve. : by 
_ Par. Though IfworeT leapt from the window of the 
_ deep 
,E. How e? 
OED 
.E. cat oathes would ſcarſe make that be 
beleeved. o _ 
Pa.I would IT had any drumme of the cnemies,1 would 
ſweareI recover'd it. 
Zo. E. You ſhall heare one anon. ; 
Par. A drumme now of the enemies. 


Lo. FE. Throca moveuſus, cargo fg ge. 
jag. 


eAP. Carpo,carye, viliands 
cheats 
Do not hide mine eyes. 

Inter. b aches thronalds berkss. 
Par. I know you are the Murkss Regiment, 

And I ſhall looſe my life for want of language. 

If there be heere German or Dane, Low Dutch, 
Italian,or French,lert him ſpeake to me, 

Ie diſcover that, which ſhall undo the Florentine. 

Int. Boker vawoads, | underſtand thee, and can ſpeake 
thy tongue : Kere/ybenro (ir , betake thee to thy faith, for 
ſeventcene ponyards are at thy boſome. | 
Par. Oh. : 
Int. Oh ,pray,pray, 

Lo. E. Oſceor bidulthor volivercs. | 
Int. The Generall is content to ſpare thee yet, 

And hoodwiahthethon i eqns | 
To gather . y thou mayſt informe 
Something to ſave thy lite. 

Par. Oler me live, 

And all the ſecrts of our campe Ile hew, - 
Their force, their purpoſes: Nay, Le ſpeake that, 
Which you will Tr at. 
Ins. But wilt thoa faithfully? 
Par. If I do net, damne me, 
of ſhort eAlaruns wit his, 


—— dE 


_ 
F- 


—_— 
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th. 


"AllsWell that ends Well, 


Z. E. Gotell the Count Roſſilion and my brother, 
We have caught the woodcocke, and will keepe him 
Till we do heare from them. (awficd 
Sol. Captaine I will. 
L. E. A will betray us all unto our ſelves, 
Inferme on that. 
Foe. SOT will fir. 
Z, E. Till then le keepe bim darke and ſafely lockt.” 


Exit. 
Enter Bertrav,and the Maid called 


Diana. 
Ber They told me that your name was Fontybeh. 
Dia. No my good Lord, Diana. 
Ber. Titled Goddefle, 
And worth it with addition : but faire ſoule, 
In your fine frame hath love no quality? 
If the quicke fire of youth light not your minde, 
Youare no Maiden but a monument: 
When you are dead you ſhould be ſuch a one 
ne RE = maar ye are cold and fterne, 
And now you ſhould be as your mother was 
W hen your ſweet ſelfe was got. 
Dis, She then was honeſt. 
Zer.So ſhould you be. 
Dia. No: 
My mother did but duty, ſach(my Lord) 


' As you owe to your wite. 


Ber. No more a'that: 
I prethce do not ſtrive againſt my vowes: 
I was compell'd ro her, but I love thee 
By loves owne ſweet conftraint,and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of ſeruice. 

Dia. I ſq you ſerve us 

Till weſerve you:But when you have our Roſes, 
You barely leave our thornes to pricke our ſelves, 
And mocke us with our wane”, 

Ber. How have I ſworne. 

| Dia. Tis not the many oathes that make the truth, 


| Bur the plaine ſingle vow,that is vow'd truc: 


What is not holy,that we ſweare not by, 

But*take the high'ſt to witneſſe : then pray you tell me, 
IfI ſhould ſweare by Loves great attribute, 

Ilov'd you deerely, would you beleeve my oathes, 
When I did love you ili? This ha's no bolding 


| Toſweareby him whom I proteſt to love 


That I will worke againſt him. Therefore your eathes 
Are words and poore conditions, but unſcal'd 
Atlcaſt in my opinion. 

Ber. Change it, change it: 


1 Bcriot ſo holy crucll :Love is holy, 


And my Mtegrity ne're knew the crafts 
That you e men with:Stand no more off, 
But givethy ſelfe unto my ſicke defires, 
w_ then prorenty a _ ever 
My love as it beginnes, 0 perſever. 
Di4, I ſce that men make rope's in ſuch a ſcarre, 
That wee'l forſake our ſelves. Give me that Ring. 
Ber- Ile lend it thee my decre, but have no power 
To give it from me. 
Dia. Will you not my Lord? 
Ber. It is an honour longing toour houſe, 
DR downe from many Anceſtors, 
Which were the greatcſt obloquy i'th world, 
In me to looſe. 
Dis. Mine Honors ſucha Ring 


My chaſtities the lewell of our houſe, 


— pr 


—_— 


| When you have 


— 


A wite of me, though there my 


| him > his compery mann, this hee mig on 


hed downe from many Anceſtors, 
W hich were the greateſt obloquie i'th world 
In meetolooſe, Thus your owne proper wilt E 
Brings in the Champion honor on my part, 
Againſt your vaine aſſault. 
Ber. Heere, take my Ring, 
My honſe, mine honor, yea my life be thine, 
And liebe bid by thee. 
Dia. When midnight comes, knocke at my chamber 
window: 
Ile order take, my mother ſhall not heare. 
Now will I charge you in the band of truth, 


uer'd my yet , | 
Remaine there buten hand ml. ſpeake to me: 
My reaſons are moſt and you ſhall know them, 
When backe againe this Ring ſhall be deliver'd: 
And on your finger inthe night, Ile put - 
Another Ring, that what intime proceeds, 
May token to the future, our paſt deeds. 
Adiecu till then,then faile not : you have wonne 
be done. 
Fe, A heaven onearth I have won by wooing thee. Ex, 
Ds. For which,live long to thanke both heaven & me, 
You may ſo in the end. 
My mother told me juſt how he would woo, 
As ifſhefatcein's heart. She ſayes.all men 
Have the like oathes:He had {worne to my me 
When his wife's dead : therefore le lye with him 
When I am buried, Since Frenchmen are ſo braide, 
Marry that will, live and die a Maid: 
Onely inthis diſguiſe, I think't no ſinne, 
To coſen him that would unjuſtly winne. Exit. 
Enter the rwo French Capt aines, and ſore two or three 
Sowldiours. 
Cap. G. You bave not given him his mothers letter. 
Cap. E.I have deliv'red it an houre fince,there is ſom 
thing in't that ſtings his nature : for on the reading it, 
he chang'd almoſt inte another man. 

Cap. G. He has much worthy blame laid-upon him, 
for ſhaking eff ſo good a wife, and ſo ſweet a Lady. 

Cap. E. Eſpecially, bee hath incurred the everlaſting 
diſpleaſure of the King , Who had even tun'd his bounty 
to ſing happineſſe to hum. Twill tell you a thing , but you 
ſhall let it dwell darkly with i 

Cap. G. When you have ſpoken it*tis dead, and Iam 
the grave of it. 4 "_=_ ': 

Cap. E. Hee peruerted a young Gentlewoman | 
hecre bas of a moſt chaſte renown, and this night | 
he fleſhes his will in the ſpoyle of her honour : hee hath 
given her his monumentall Ring , and thinkes himſelfe 
made in the unchaſte tion.” | 

Cap. G. Now Goddelay our rebellion as we are our | 
ſelves, what things are we- 

Cap. E. Mecrely our owne traitours.. And as in the 
common courſe of all treaſons , we till ſee them reveale 
themſelves, till they attaine to their abhorr'd ends: ſo be 
that inthis ation contrives againſt his owne Nobility 11 
his proper ſtreame, ore-flowes himſelfe, 

Cap. G. 1s it not meant daqgnable in ns,to be Trum» 
pwn our unlaw full intenys ? We ſhall not the have 


uy tonight? 4 : 
Cap, .Noe till aker midnight: for hee isdicted tos 
houre. 

« G. That : I would gladly have 


| 


OW 
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a meaſurc ofhis owne ſudgements , wherein ſo curiouſly 
| he had ſet this counterfeit. ; 
Cap. E. We wil not meddle with him till he come; 
for his preſence mult be the —_— the other. 
(ap. G. In the meane time ; what heare you of thoſe 
Warres? 
Cap. E. I heare there is an overture of peace. 
({«p-G. Nay, I aſſure you a peace concluded. 
Cap. E. What will Ce Roſſillien do then? Will hee 
trayaile higher,or returne againe into France? 
Cap. G. I perceive by this demand, you are not altoge- 
ther of his councell. 
Cap: E. Let it be forbid (ir,ſo ſhould I be a great deale 
of his at. 
(. G+ Sir , his wife ſome two months ſince fledde 
from his houſe , her pretence isa pilgrimage to Saint /«- 
hk grand ; which holy undertaking, with moſt au- 
fere ſantimony ſhe accompliſht: and there reſiding,the 
tenderneſſe of her Nature,became as a prey to her greete: 
in fine ; made a groane of her laſt breath,& now ſhe ſings 
in heaven. 


jon E. = is this Ho « by "IF 

ap: G. The ſtronger part of it owne Letters 
which ; aw her | = even to the of her 
death : her death is ſelfe , which could her office 


to ſay, is come : was faithfully confirm'd by the Rector 
of the place. | 

Cap. E. Hath the Count all this intelligence? 

Cap.G. I,and theparticular confirmations,point from 
point, to the full arming of the verity. 

_ (ap. E. 1 am heartily ſorry that hee'l bee gladde of 


(«p. 6. How mightily ſometimes, we make us com- 
forts of our loſſes. 

Cap. E. And how mightily ſome other times, wee 
whe our gaine in teares , the great dignity that his 
valour hath here acquir'd for him , ſhall at home becn- 
countred with a ſhame as ample. 


Cap. G. The webbeof our life,is of a mingled yarne, 
good and i11 : our vertues would bee if 
our faults whipe them not, and our crimes deſpaire 
if they were not cheriſh'd by our vertucs. 

Enter a Meſſengty. 
How now 2 Where's your maiſter? 


Ser. He met the Dake in theſtreet fir , of whom hee 
hath taken a ſolemneleave: his Lordſhippe will next mor- 
ning for France. The Duke hath offcred him Letters of 
commendations to the King. | 

| : Cap. E. They ſhall bee no more then needfull there , if 
they were more then they can commend. 


Enter (ont Roſſilion. 
Ber. They cannotbe too ſweete for the Kings tart- 
| neſſe, heere's his Lordſhip now. How now my Lord, i'(t 
not after midnight? . 

Ber. I have te night diſpatch'd ſixteene buſineſſes , a 
moneths | a pecce, by an abſtra&t of ſuccefſe : I have 
congied with the Duke my adicu with his neereft; 
burkd a wife ,morn'dfor her, wricto my Lady mother, 
I am returning,entertain'd my rage / > 

Gulh magles, goon of diſpatch , many nicer 
needs : the laſt was the greateſt , butrhat T have not 


yet. 
Cap, E. If the buſineſſe bee of any ut, ,and this 


—_— "TIP FI"_ — _ — 


of your | 


—- 


\ Lordſhip. 


this councerfet module, hasdeceiv'd mee , like a 
meaning Propheſier. 


poore gallant knave. 


Cop. F. I havetold yonr Lordſhip already: The ſtocks 


ſtood, he weepes like a wenchthar had ſhed her milke, 
he hath confeſt himſclfe ro Morgen,whom hee ſuppoſes 
to be a Friar , from the time of his remembrancetothis 
very inftane diſaſter of Fis ſetting i'th ſtockes : and what 
thinke you he hath confeſt? 

Ber. Nothing of me, ha's a? 

Cap. E.His contellion is taken , and it (hall be read to 
his face, if your Lordſhip bein't, as I beleeve you are, you 
muſt have the patience to heare it. 


Emer P arrolles with bis Interyreter, | 

Ber. A plague upon him , mufeld ; he can ſay nothing 
of me : huſh, 

Cap. G. Hoodman comes: Portotartareſſe. 

Int: He calles for the tortures, what will you ſay with- 
our em. | 
Par. I will confeſſe what I know without conſtraint, 
If ye pinch me like a Paſty, I can ſay nomore, 

Int. Boths Chimm cho. 

Cap. Boblibindo chicur mare. 

Int, You are a mercifull Generall : Our Generall bids 
you anſwer to what I ſhail aske you out ofa Note. 
Per. Andtruly, as 1 hopeto live.* | 
In. Firſt demand of him , how many horſe the Duke 
is « What ſay you to that? ' 

Pe. Five or ſixe thouſand , but very weake and unſer- 
viceable : the troopesareall ſcattered , and the Comman- 
ders very poore rogues, upon my reputation aad credir, 
and as I hope to live. 

Int. $hali I ſet downe your anſwer ſo? 
Fe. Do, ile take the Sacranzent on't, how and which 
way you will : all s one to him. ) 

Ber. W hat a paſt-ſaving flave is this? 

Cap. G. Y'are deceiv'd my Lord. this is Monſieur Par. 
rolles the militariſt, that was his owne phraſe,thar 
had the whole theorick of warre in the knot of his ſcarf 
and theprattiſe in the chape of his dagger. 
Cap. E. 1 willnever truſt a man againe, for keeping his 
him, by wearing his apparell neatly. ” 
Int. Well, that's ſer downe. 

Per. Five or fix thouſand horſe I (ed, I will fay 
orthereabours ſect downe, for lle ſpeake'rruth. 
Cap.G. He's very neerethe truth inthis. 

Ber. But | con him northankes for't in the nature hee 
deliversit, | | 
Pax. Poore rogues, I pray you ſay- 
Int. Well;that's ſer downe. 

Par. I humbly thanke you 
Rogues are marvailous poore 


Whatſay yeu <o that? d 
Par. By my troth fir , if I wereto live this preſent 
houre, I will tell true, Ler'me ſee, Spario'a hundred and 


Ber. I meane the buſineſle is not ended, as fearing to 
heare of it hereafter : but ſhall we have this dialogue ber- 
weene the Foole and the Soldiour. Come ; _ forth 

Cap. &. Bring him forth,ha'sſate th ſtockesall night 


-: Ber. No matter , his heeles have deſery'd it ; inuſur- 
ping his ſpurres ſo long. How does he carry hbimſclfe? 


carrie him. But to anſwer you as you would be under 


""—_— 


ſword cleane , nor: belceve hee can have every thing in | 


true, | 
_ 


fir , 4 truth'sa truth, the | 
Int. Demiaurid of him of what ſtrengrhthey area foot. 


— 


W hy A 


ee. OO OI 


_ 


morning your departure hence , it requires 


— 


fifty, | 


i. 


| 


; 


| 


| 
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fifty , Sebaitian ſo many , (orambus ſo many , Jaques ſo 
many : Gailtien,Coſme,Lodowicke , and Grat!j , two hun- 
dred fifty each : Minc owne y , Chitopher , Van- 
word, Bentij, two hundred fifty cach : ſo that rhe multer 
file, rotten and ſound , upon my life amounts not ro fit- 
teene thouſand pole , halte of the which , dare not ſhake 
the ſnow from off their Caſlocks, leaſt they ſhake them - 
ſelves to peeces. 

Ber. W hat ſhall be done to him? 

Cp.G, Nothing , but let him have thankes. Demand 
——_ my conditions:and what crediteI have with the 

on 

Int, Well that's ſet downe:you ſhall demaund of him, 
whether one Captaine Deumaine beit h Campe, a French- 
man : what his reputation is with the Duke , what his 
valour,honeſty,and expertneſle in warres:or whet her he 
thinkes it were not poſſible with-wellwaighing ſummes 
of gold to corrupt him to a revolt. W hat {ay you to this? 
W hat do you know of it? 

Par. Il beſcech you let me anſwer to the particular of 
theintergatories. Demand them ſingly. 

Int. Do you kno this Captaine Dumaime? 

Par, I know him ,a wasa Botchers Prentize in Paris, 
from whence he was whipt for getting the Shrieves fool 
with childe, a dumbe innocent that could not ſay him 
nay« 
' Ber. Na our leave hold your hands, though I 
know his Bm forfeite to che next tile 2 ors 

Inter, \W ell, is this Captaine in the Duke of Florences 


Par. Vpon my knowledge he is, and lowſic. 

Cap. G. Nay looke not ſo upon me: we ſhall heare of 
your Lord anon. 

let. What is his reputation with the Duke? 

Par, The Duke kffowes him for no other, but a poore 
Officer of mine , and writ to me this other day, toturne 
him out a'th band. I thinke I have his Letter in my poc- 
ket. 

it. Marry we'll ſcarch, ; 

Par.In good fadneſle I do not know.,either itis there, 
or it is upon a file with the Dukes other Letters, in wy 
Tent. * 

' {nt.. Heere tis, hecre's a paper , ſhall I reade it to you? 

Par. I donot know if it be it or no. 

Bey, Our Interpreter do's it well. 

. Cap«G.- Excellently. 

Int. Dian,the Connts a fovlt aud fall of gold. 

., Par. That is not the Dukes letter fir : that is an ad- 

yertiſement to aproper maide in Florence, one Diena,to 

take heede of the allurement of one Count Reſſillion,a foo- 

lih idle boy : bat for all that very ruttiſh. 1 pray you ſir 
it up againe. 

Per. Nay, reade it firſt by your favour. 

Par. My meaning in'tI proteſt was very honeſt in the 
behalfe of the maid : for I knew the young Count to be a 
dangerous amd laſcivious boy , who is a whale to Virgi- 
nity, and devours up All the fry it finds. 

Ber. Damnable both-ſides rogue. 


Int. Let When he fweares oathes , bid bim droy gold, and 
” 


he ,be the ſcore; 
CS ey wel make it, 


er Dian) edlcherte 


AMeuere to mell with, boyes arent to kis- 


LO CET 


| 


| © ans If your life be ſaved, will you undertake to betray | 
orenunc? 


 _ Jut, Il whiſper withthe General , and knowe his | 


For count of this the ((oxnt a Foale I knew it, 
Who payes before but not when be does owe it. 
Thine as he row'd tothee in thine care, 
He ſhall bee whipe through th ch 

Ber. He e whi the Amy with this 
rime in's forchead. 0 : 

Cp. E: This is your devoted friend (ir , the manifold 
Linguiſt, and the army-potent ſouldicr. 

Ber. I could endure any thing before but a Cat , and 
he's a Cat to me. 

Int. I perceive fir by your Generals lookes , wee ſhall 
be faine to hang you. 

Par, My lite fir in any caſe : Not thatI am afraideto 
dye, but that my offences beeing many , I wocld repent 
out the remainder of Nature. Let me live fic ina dunge- 
on, ithitockes,or any where, ſo I may live. 

Int, Wec'le fee what may bee done, ſo you canfeſſe 
freel —_—y once ny to this _—_ D uma; 

ou have anſ{wer'd to his reputation wit Duke , aud 
bs his valour. What is his honeſty? 

Par. = _ ſteale firan Egge out -o a —_ 
rapes and raviſhments he els Neſſns. Hee $ 
not keeping af oaths , = is ſtronger then 
Hmcales, feawill lyc fir, with ſuch volubility , that you 
would thinke truth were a foole:drunkennelle is his 
vertue, for he will be ſwine-drunke, and in his le 
does little harme, fave to his bed-cloathes ben ties 
but they know his conditions, and lay him in ſtraw. 1 
have bur little more to ſay fir of his honefly, he ha's eve- 
ric thing that a! honeſt man ſhould not have ; what an 
honeſt man ſhould haveghe has nothing. 

cp - I _ x love —_ _ 

er. Tort cription of thine honeſty ? A 
on him -S _— =—_ and more a Cat. "Y 

Int. Wat ſay you to his expertneſſe in warre? 

Pare Faich fir, ha's led the drumme before the Eng- 
liſh Tragedians :to belic him I will not, and more of his 
ſouldicrihip I know not, except in that Country , he had 
the hongur to be the Oilicerara place there called Adve- 
exd, to in{trut for the ing of files. 1 would doe the 
man what honour I can, but of this I am not certaine. 

Cp. G- He hath out-villain'd villany fo farre, that the 
raritic redeemes him. 

Ber. A pox on him, he's a Cat ſtill. 

Int. is qualiticsbeing at this poore price , I neednot 
to aske you, if Gold will corrupt him torevolr. 

Par.Sir , for aCardecue he will ſell the fee-ſimple of 
his ſalvation, the inheritance of it, and cut th'intaile from 
Ay and a perpetuall ſucceſſion for it perpe- 


RF. 
Int. What's his Brother , the other Captain Dumaine? 
(*p- E. Why do's he aske him of me? 

Int. V/ hat's he? 

Par. E'ne a Crowath ſame neſt : not altogether ſo 
greatas the firſt in , but greatcra great deale in 
evill. He exccls his Brother fora coward, yet his Brother 
is reputed one of the beſt that 18. In a retreate hee out« 
runnes any Lackey , marry in comming on , hee ha'sthe 


the H 


Fe. 1, and the Captaine of his horſe, Count Reſſlion- 


UrCc. 


pro | | 
rn. mug mr —— /«l prnheburm ſuppo 


_—— 


OR— 


_—_— = _ 


bo 
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| 


ſition of that laſcivious yong boy the Count , have I run 
into this danger : yet who would have ſuſpetted an am- 
baſh where I was taken? ; ' 
[nt. There is no remedy fir, but you muſt dye : the 
Generall{ayes , you that have fo traitorouſly dilcovered 
the ſect ers of your wy , and made ſuch peſtiferous re- 
ports of men very nobly held, can ſerve the world for 
no honeſt uſe:therefore you mult dye. Come headeſman, 
of with his head. 

?&. O Lord fir let me live , or let mee ſee my death. 

Int. That ſhall you , and take your leave of all your 
friends: 
So looke about you, know you any heere? 

{oxn. Good morrow noble Capraine. 

Le. E. God bleſſe you Captaine Paroles, 

(#p- G. God fave you noble Captaine. 

Le. E, Captaine , what grecting will you tomy Lord 
Lafew?T = = _ - p 

Cap. G. Captaine will you give me aCopyo 
the no you ps Sts in behalte of the Count 
Roſſilion , and I were nota very Coward, I'de compell it 


of you, but fare you well. Exennt. 
Int. You are undone Captaine all but your ſcarte , that 
has a knot on't yet. 


Par. W ho cannot be cruſh'd with a plot? 
ht, 1f you could finde out a Country where but wo- 
men were that had reccived ſo much ſhame , you might 
begin an impudent Nation, Fare = well fir, I am 
Fraxce go, we ſhall ſpeake of you there. Exit, 
Par. Yet am1 thankfull : if my heart were great 
'Twould burſt at this: Captaine Ile be no more, 
But I will cate , and drinke, and fleepe as ſoft 
As Capraine ſhall. Simply the thing I am 
Shall make me live:who knowes himſelfe a braggart 
Let him feare this;for it will come to paſſe, . 
That every braggart ſhall be found an Adle. 
Ruſt ſword,coole bluſhes, and Paroles live 
Sateſt in ſhame : being tool'd, by fool'ry thrive; 
There's place and meanes for cyery man alive. 
lle after them. 


Enter Hellen, Widdew, and Diana. 


Hel. That you ay well perceive I have not 
wrong d you, 

One of the greatelt in the Chriſtian world 

Shall be my ſurety:forewhoſe throne 'ris necdfull 

Ece I can perfe&t mine intents,to kneele. 

Time was I did him a deſired oilice 

Deere almolt as his life , which gratitude 

Through flinty Tartars boſome would peepe forth, 

And anſwer thankes. 1 duly am inform'd, 

His grace it Maſe(his,to which place 

We have convenient convoy:you muſt know 

lam ſuppoſed dead,the Army breaking, 

My husband hies him home, where heaven ayding, 

And by the leave of my good Lord the King, 

Wee'l be before our welcome. 

Wid. Gentle 
You never had a ſervant to whoſetruſt 
Your bufines was more welcome. 
Hel. Nor your Miſtris 

Ever a friend, whoſe thoughts more truly labour 

Torecompence your love:Doubt not but heaven 

Hathbrought me up tobe your daughters dower, - 


As it hath fated her to be my motive 


C 


— 


And helper to-a hnsband. Bur O ſtrange men, 
That canſuch feet uſe make of what they hate, 
W hen ſawcy truſting of the coſin'd tho! 
Defiles the pirchy mght, ſoluſtdoth play * 
With what it toathes, for that which is away, 
But more of this heereafter: you Dies, 
Vnder my poore inftruftions yet muſt tuffer ET. 
Something ir my behalte. a zL 

D:a.Let death and honeſty 
Go with your impofitions, I am yours | 
Vpon your will to tuffer. 

Hel. Yerl pray you: | 

But with the word the time will bring on ſummer, 
When Briars ſhall have leaves as well as thornes, 
And beas ſweet as ſharpe: we muſt away, 
Our Wagon is prepar'd, and time reviues us, 
All's well that ends well, ſtill that fines the Crowne; 
Whatere the courſe, the end is the renowne” =Exennt. 


Enter Clowne, old Lady, and Lafew. 


Laf. No, no, no, your ſonne was miſled with a ſhipt 
taffata fellow there , whoſe villanous ſaffron would have 
made all the unbak'd and dowy youth ofa nation in his | 
colour : your daughter - in-law had beene alive ar this 
houre,and your ſoune heere at hom, more aduanc'd by the 
King,then by that red-tail'd humble Bee 1 ſpeake of. 

La. I would I had not knowne him, it was the death 
of the moſt verruous gentlewoman,that ever Nature had 
praiſe for creating. If ſhe had partaken'of my fleſh and 
colt mee the deercſt groanes of a mother, 1 could nor 
have owed her a morerooted love. 

La. Twas a good Lady , 'twas4 good Lady. We may 
= a thouland fallers ere wee light on ſuch another 


| 


Clo, Indeed fir ſhe was the ſweete Margerom of the 
faller, or rather the hearbe of grace. 
Lf. They are not hearbes you knave, they are noſe- 

hearbes. 

Cs.T am no great N abuchednezar fir, I have not much 
Skill in grace. 

La. W hether doeſt thou profeſſe thy ſelfe, a knave or 
a foole? 

Ch. A foole firat a womans ſervice, anda knave at a 


mans. 

Za, Your diftinion. 

Che. 1 would couſen the man of this wife, and do his 
ſervice. 

La. So you werea knave at his ſervice indeed. 

Cle. And I would give his wite my bauble fir todo her 
ſervice. | 

La. 1 will ſubſcribe for thee , thou art both knaye and | 

"A 

(te. At your ſervice. 

La. No, no,no. 

Cle. Why fir, if I cannot ſerveyou, I can ferveas great 
a prince as youare- 

La. Whoſe that, a Frenchman? | 

Che. Faith ſir 8 has an Engliſh maine, but his filnomy 
is more hotter in France then there. 

Le. What prince is that? 

Cle. The blacke prince fir,alias the prince of darkeneſſe 
alias the divell. 

La. Hold thee, there's my purſe, I give thee not this to 
-— _ from thy maſter thou talk'ſt off, ſerve him 


Claw. | 


tet. 


—_—_—. 


a. 
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agreat firc,and the maiſter I ſpeake of ever keeps a good 


fire, but ſure he is the Prince of the world , let his No- 


'bilitic remaine in's Court. Tam for the houſe with the 


narrow gate, which I take to bee too little for pompe to 
enter : ſome that hunible themſelves may , but. the gag- 
ny will be too chill and tender, and theyle bee for the 


| flowrie way that leads to the broad gate ,.and the great 


fire. 

La, Go « Sug I begin to bee a weary of thee and 
I tell thee ſo before, becauſe I would not fall out with 
thee, Go thy wayes, let my horſes be well look'd to, 
without any trickes. 
Ch. If I put any trickes upon cm fir , they ſhall bee 
Tadcs trickes , which aretheir owne right by the law of 
Nature. Exmu. 
Laf. A ſhrewd knave and an unhappy. 
Lady. Soa is. My Lord that's gone made himſclfe 
much ſport out of him , by his authority hee remaines 
heere, which he thinkes isa pattent for his ſawcineſle, 
and ind:<d he has no pace, but runnes where he will. 
Laf. Ilike him vycll , 'tis not amiſſe:and I was about 
to tell you , ſince I heard of the good Ladies death,and 
that my Lord your, ſonne was upon his returne home. I 
moved the King my maiſter to ſpeake in the behalfe of 
my daughter, which in the minprity of them both , his 
Miajcſty out of a ſ{elfe gracious remembrance did firlt pro- 
pate , his Highneſfſe hath promis'd me to doe it , and to 

oppe up the diſpleaſurc he hath conceived againſt your 
ſonne ,t 
like it? | 

La, With very much content my Lord, and I wiſh it 

happily effeted. 

La. His Highneſle comes poſt from CMarſelis, of as 
able þody as when he number'd thirty , a will be hcerec 
to morrow, or Lam deceiv'd by hjm that in ſuch intelli- 
gence hath feldome fail'd. 
| £4. Irejoyces me, that 1MhopeT ſhall ſee him ere I die. 
T have letters that my ſonne will be heere to night:T ſhal 


e is no fitter matter, Huw do's your Ladyſhip 


| beſeech your Lordſhip ro remaine with mce, till they 


meete together. 
Laf. Madam , I was thinking with what Manners I 
might ſafcly be admitted. 
F La. You necde but plcade your honourableprivi- 
ledge.” 
'La. Lady of that I have made a bold charter , but I 
thanke my God, it holds yet. 


Enter C lowne. 


Cle. O Madam, yonders my Lord your ſonne with a 
patch of yeluet on's tace,whether there be a ſcar under't 
or no, the Veluctknowes, bur'tis a goodly patchof V cl- 
vet, his left checke is achecke ot two pile and a halfe, 
but his right cheeke is worne bare. 

La. Aicarre nobly got: 
Ora noble ſcatre, is a good liv'ry of honor, 
So belike is that. 
(e. Burt it is your carbinado'd face. 
La. Letus go ſce 
Your ſonne I pray you, long to talke 
With the yong: ſouldier. 
(Faith there's a dozen of em,with delicate fine hats, 
and moſt courtcous 'feathers, which boy the head , and 


| nodatcvery man. 


| | E xexnt 


| Ch. Tama woodland fellow ſir, thatalwaies loved | 


| 


| 


eAtus Quintus, 


Enter Helen, Widdaw , and Diana, with 
iwo Attendants. 


' Hel. Butthisexcceding poſting day and night, 
Muſt wear your ſpirits low, we cannot helpe it. 
But ſince you have made the daies and nights as one, 
To weare your gentlelimbes in my affaires, 

Be bold you do to growgin my cequitall, 

As nothing can unroorte you. In happy ume, 
Emer a gentle Aſtranger. 

This man may helpe me to his Majeſtics care, 

If he would ipend his power, God fave you lire 

Gent, And you. | 

Hel. Sir, I have ſcene you in the Court of France, 

Gent. I haye beene {ſometimes there. 

Hel. 1 do preſume ſir,that you arc not falne 
From the report that goes upon =— goodneſle, 

And therefore goaded with moſt ſharpe occaſions, 
Which lay nice manners by, 1 put you to 

The uſe of your owne vertues, for the which 

I ſhall continue thankefull, *' 

Gent, W hat's your will ? 

Hel. Thar it will pleaſe you 
To give this poorc p_ tothe King, 

Andayde me with that ſtore of power you have 
To come into his prelence. 

Gen. The Kings not heere. 

Hel. Not heere ir ? 

Cen. Not indeed, 

He hence remov'd laſt night, and with more haſt 
Then is his uſe. 

Wid. Lord how we looſe our paines. 

Hel. All's well that ends well yet, 

Though time ſceme ſo adverſe, and meanes unfit 3 
I do beſcech you, whither is he gone? 
ent. Marrie as 1 take it to Roſſilen, 

W hither I am going. 

Hel. I do beicech you fir, 

Since you are like to {ce the King before me, 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand, 

W hich Ipreſume ſhall you no blame, 
But rather make you thanke your paines for it : 
I will come after you with what good ſpcede 
Our meanes will make us meanes, 

Gent. This Ile do for you. 

Hel. And you ſhall finde your ſelfe tobe wellthankt 
what ere falles more. We muſt to horſe againe, Go,go, 
provide. , Exenat, 

Enter Clowne and Parrolt s. 

Par, Good M. Lavatch give my Lord Lafew this let- 
ter,l have crenow fir beene berter — to you, when 
I have held tamiiiaritic with freſher cloathes : butI am 
now fir muddied in fortunes mood, and ſmell ſomewhat 
ftrong of her ſtrong diſpleaſure. *' 

Col. Truely, Fortunes diſpleaſure is but flntriſh ifit 
ſmell ſo ſtrongly as thouſpeak'ſt of : I will hencefoorth | 
cate 0 Fiſh of Fortunes butt'ring. Prethee allow the 
winde. 

Per. Nay younecde not to ſtop your noſcſir: I ſpeak } 
but by a Mctaphor. 

Cle. Indeed fir, if your Metaphor ſtinke, I will top 
my noſe,or againſt any mans Metaphor. Prethee get =- 
further. + ”. 


SO <7 > - 3 =" 
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ar. deliver 'me this paper.. 

/ No ou ſtand away:a paper from fortunes 
clole Roole , tg give toa Nobleman. Looke heere hee 
comes himſclig. 

Enter Lafew, 

{ts. Heere isa of Fortunes ſir, or of Fortunes 
Cat , but not a Muſcat ; 'that ha's falne intothe uncleane 
fſh-pond of her diſpleaſure , and as be ſayes is muddied 
withall. Pray.you fir, uſe the Carpe as you may , for hee 
lookes ke a poore decayed, ingenious, foolih , raſcally 
knaye- I do pittic his diſtreſſe 1 my ſmiles of comfort, 
2nd leave him to your Lordſhip. 

Pw My Lord,lam a man whom fortune hath cruelly 
(cratch'd. 


Lat. And what would yeu have me to do? 'Tis too late 


to paire her nailes now W hercin have you played the 
knave with fortune that ſhe ſhould ſcratch you, who of 
her ſcife is a good Lady,& would not have knaves thriue 
long under her?There's a Cardecue for you : Let the lu- 
ſ:ces make you and fortune fricnds ; I am for other bu- 


Par. I beſcech your honour to heare mee one ſingle 


word. _w_— 

Lif. You begge a ſinglepeny more : Come you ſhall 
ha't, ſave your word. ; 

Par. My name my good Lord is Parelles. 

Laf. You begge more then word then. Cox my paſ- 
ſion, give me your hand: How does your drumme? 


?«r. O my good Lord, you were the firlt that found. 


Lf. Was I inſooth? And I was the firſt that loſt thee. 

Per. It lies in youmy Lord to bripg me in lome grace 
for you did bring.me out. . 

Laf. Out upon thee knave , doeſt thou put upon mee 
© ence beck 10g 
thee in grace , and the other brings thee out.The King's 
comming 1 know by his Trumpers. Sirrah , inquire fur- 
ther after me, I had calke of you lait night , though you 
are a foole and a knave, you ſhall cate,go to,follow. 

Par, 1 praiſe God for you. 


Flowriſh, Emer King, old Lady, Laſew the rwo French 
Lords with attendants, 
Kin, Weloſt a Iewell of her,and ourcſteeme 
Was made much poorer by it: but your ſonne, 
As mad in folly,lack'd the ſence to know 
_ ks home. 
» Tis paſt my Liege, 
And beſeech four Ser ro make it 
Naturall rebellion, done 1th blade of youth , 
When oyle and fire,too ſtrong for reaſons force, 
Ore-beares it, and burnes 0n. 
Kin, My honour'd Lady, 
I have forgiven and forgotten all, 
my rev were high bent upon him, 
And watch'dthe time to ſhoote. 
« This1 muſt ſay, 
But firſt I mypendache Lord 
Did to his Majeſty, his Mocher,and his Lady, 
Offence of mighty note;but to himſelfe 
og of all. He loſt a wife, 
ole beauty did aſtoniſh the ſurvey 
Of richeſt eyes: whoſe words all cares tooke captive, 
Whole deere perfeRion, heartsthat ſcorn'd to ſerve, 


oltice of God andthe divel : one brings | 


Humbly call d Miſtris. 
Makes the remembrance deere. Well,call him hither, 
Wearereconcil'd,and the firſt view ſhall kill 
All reperition:Let him not aske our pardon, 
The nature of his great offence is dead, 
And deeper then oblivion, we do burie 
Th'incenſing reliques of it. Let him approach 
A ſtranger, no ;and informe him 
So *tis our _ he ſhould 
Gene. [ my Licge.' 
Kim. What fayes he to your daughter; 
Have you ſpoke? þ 
Laf. All that he is,hath referenceto your Highnes. 
Ki. Then ſhall we have a match. I haveletters ſent 


me, that ſers him high in fame. 


Emter Count Bertram, 

Zaf. He lookes well on't 

Kim.1 am not : day of ſeaſon, 
For thou maiſt ſer a ſun-ſhine, and a haile 
In me at once: Butto the brighteſt beames 
Dittrated cioudsgive way, fo ſtand thouforth, 
The time is faire againe. 

Ser. My high repented blames 
Deere Soveraigne pardon to me. - 

Km. All is whole, = 
Not one word more of the confumed time, 
Let's take the inſtant by the forward topy 
For weare old, and on our quick'ſt decrees 
Th'inaudible,and noiſcleſſe toot of time 
Steales, ere we can cffet them. You remember 
—— of this Lord? 

wr. Admiringly my Licge at firſt 

I ſtucke my choice _ hn my heart 
Durſt make too 4 heraald of my tongue: 
Where the im of mine eye enfixi 
Contempt his {cornfull Perſpectivedid lend me, ' 
Which warpt the line of every other favour, 
Scorn'd a faire colour,orexpreſt it ſtolne, 
Extended or contracted all 1008 
Toa moſt hideous object T hence it came. 
Thar ſhe whom all men prais'd, and whom my ſelfe, 
Since I have lolt, have lov'd, was in mine eye 
The duſtthat did offend it. 

Kin, Wel excus'd: 
That thoa didfi love her, ſt:ikes ſome ſcores away 
From the great compt:bur love that comes toolate, 
Like a remorſefull pardon lowly carried 
To the great ſender, turnes a ſowre offence, 
Crying, that's good that's gone: Our raſh faults, 
Make triuidll price of icrious things we have, 
Not knowing them,untill we know their graves 
Oft our diſpleaſuresto our ſclves uajuſt, 
Deſtroy our friznds,and after weepe their duſt: 
Our ownelove waking, crics to ſee what's done, 
While ſhamefull hate ſleepes outthe afternoone. 
Be this ſweet Helens knell,and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for faire 
The maine conſentsare had, and heere wee'l ſtay 
To {ce our widdowers ſecond marriage day: 
Which better then the firſt, O deere heaven bleſſe, 


- Or, crethey meere in me, O Nature ceaſſe. 


Lf. Come on my ſonne,in whom my houſes nume 
Muſt be diſgefted: give a tav@ur from you 
To ſparkle inthe ſpirits of my daughter, 


to. 
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Al Wellthat ends Well. IJ 


That ſhe may quickly come. By my old beard, 
And ev'ry haire that's on't, Helew that's dead 
Was a ſweet creatute:ſuch a ring as this, 
The laſt that ere I tooke her leaveat Cotut, 
I ſaw upon her finger. 
Ber. Hers it was not. 
Kin. Now pray you let me ſee it. For mine eye, 
While I was Heningafi was faſten'd too't: 
This Ring was mine,and when I gave it Helen, 
I bad her if her fortunes ever ſtoode 
Neceſlitied to helpe, that by this token 
I would relecve her. Hat you that craftto reave her 
Of what ſhould ſtead her moſi? 
Ber, My gracious Soveraigne, 
How ere it pleaſes you to take it ſo, 
The ring was never hers. 
Old La. Sonne, on my life 
I have ſeene her weare it, and ſhe reckon'd it 
Ar her lives rate. 
Lafe.T am ſure I ſaw her weare it. 
Ber. You are decciv'd my Lord, the never ſaw it: 
In Florence was it from a caſement throwne mee, 
Wrap'd ina paper, which contain'd the name 
Of her that —_ it:Noble ſhe and thought 
I ſtood ingag'd, but when I had ſubſcrib'd 
To mine owne fortune, and inform'd her fully, 
I could not anſwer inthat courſe of Honor 
As ſhe had made the overture,ſhe ceaſt 
In heauy fatisfation, and would never 
Reccivethe Ring againe. 
Kin. Plans himicife, | 
That knowes the tint and multiplying medicine, 
Hath not in natures myſterie more ſcience, 
Then I have in this Ring. ' Twas mine, *twas Helens, 
W ho ever gave it you:then if you know 
That yoy are well acquainted with your {elfe, 
Confille 'twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got.it from her. She call'd the Saints to ſurcry, 


\ That ſhe would never put it from her finger, 
-{ Vanleſſe ſhegaveitto you ſelfe in bed, 


Where you have nevcr come: or {cnt it us 
Vpon her great dilalter, 

Ber. She never ſaw it. 

Kin. Thou ſpeak'(t it falſcly:as 1 love mine Honor, 
And mak'ſt conjeurall feares rocome intome, 
Which I would faine ſhut out, if it ſhould prove 
That thou art ſo inhuman, *twill not prove fo, 

And yet I know not, thou didſt hate her 
And ſhe is dead,which nething but to cloſe 
Hereyes my ſcife, could win me to beleeve, 
More thento ſee this Ring. Take him away, 
My fore-palt proofes,how ere the matter 
Shal raxe my teares of little vanity, 

Having vainly fear'd too little. Away with him, 


| wee'l ſift this matter further. - 


Ber. If you ſhallprove 


| This Ring was ever hers, you ſhall as eaſie 
| Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence, 


Where yet ſhe never was- 
Enter a Gentleman, . 

* Kin, Tam wrap'd indiſmall chinkings. 

Gen, Gracious Soveraigne. | 
Whether I have beene too blame or no, I know not, 
Here's a petition from a Florentine, 
W ho hath for foure or frveEremovescome ſhort, 
Totender it her {elfe. I andertooke it, 


es 


' Lay a more nobicthought 


bo ck _— — this = 
w 
v og ner — ping 
Withan importing vi me 
Ina ſweet wry Arr Cconcerne 
Your Highneſle with her ſelfe, 
Upon his ft = when his wife 
many proteſt ations to marry me 's Wife wes 
"and, (din ef Aw the Count Re. 
filin a Widdower , bis vowes ave forfeited to mee, and ny 
benors payed to bins. He flole from Florence taking no leave, 
and 1 follow bim to his (ornerey for Juſtice : ( it me,0 
on wantpar ry iy rank aver 4 


a Maid is undone. 
A Diana Capilet, 


Laf. 1 will buy mea ſonne in Law ina feare,and toule 
wy for this. Ile none __ him. __ 
wv. The heavens have thought well on thee Lafew 
To bring forth this diſcou'ry, ſeeke theſc futors: ; 
Go ſpeedily, and bring againe the Count. 
; Emer Bertram. 
T am a-feard the life of Hellen(Lady ) 
Was fowly ſnatch. ; 
Old Le. Now juftice on the doers. 
& »*. 1 wonder fir, wives are = —— ou, 
tharyou fiye them as weare i 
Yet you Gefirrto marry- What woman's that? * 


Enter Widdow ,Diana,and P arrolles, 


Dia.l am my Lord a wretched Florentine, 

Derived from the ancient Capilcr, 

My ſuite, I dou know, 

And therefore know how firre 1 may be pictied 
Wid. I am her Mother fir, whoſe age and honour 

Both ſuffer under this wedring, 

And both ſhall ceaſe, without your Ie. 

Ks, Come hither Count,do you know theſt Women? 
Ber. My Lord, [ neither can nor will denic, - 

But that 1 know thein,do they charge me further? 
Dia. Why do you looke ſoſtrangeapon your wite? 
Fer. $hc's none of mine my Lord. 

Dia. It you ſhall marrie 

You giveaway this hand, and that is mine, | 

You give away heavens vowes,and thoſe are mine: 

You giveaway my ſelfe, which is knowne mine: 

For I by vow am1oembodicd yours, 

That ſhe which marries you, muſt marric me, 

Either r_ none. . 

Laf- Your reputation comes too ſhort for my dangl- 
ter, you are n0 husbandfor her. 
Ber. My Lord,thisis afondand deſperate creature, 

Whom fomerime Ihave laugh'd with:Ler your highoes 

upon mine ur, 

Then for to thinke that I would finke it heere. 
Ki. Sir for my thoughts, you have them ill ro friend, 

Till your deeds gaine them fairer:prove your honor, 

Then in my thought it lies. 

D:an. Good my Lord, 
Aske him upon his oath, if bedo's thinke 
He had notmy virginity. 

Kin, Whar ſaiftthouto her? 


He mught have bought meat a common price. 


'& 
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Doe not beleeve him. O behold this Ring, y ocall Companion is this ? | 
Whoſe yen validiry Par. Iama poore man, and at your 'Majeſties com- 
Did lacke a : yet for all that mand. 
Hegave it toa Commonera'th Campe _ He'sa good drumme my Lord, but a naughty O- 
It ] be one. OT, 
Bown. He bluſhes, and*tis hit : Dia. Doe you know he promiſt me marriage? 
Of ſfixepreceding Angeſtors, that Iemme Par. Faith I know more then lle ſpeake. 
Confer*d by teſtament torch ſeqvent iſſue Xs. But wilt thou not ſpeake allthou know'ſt ? 
Hath it beene owed and worne. This is his wife, Par. Yes10 = your Majeſty : I did goe betweene 
That Rings's a thouſand proofes. them as I ſaid, but more then that he loved her, for in- 
Kin. Me thought you ſaid deed be was madde for her, and talkt of Sathan, and of * 
You ſaw one heerein Court could witneſle it. Limbo, and of Furies, and I know not what: yer 1 was in 
Dia. 1did my Lord, but loatham _ ——_ that credit with them at that time, that I knew of their 
So bad an inſtrument, his name's Parrelles. going to bed, and of other motions, as promiſing ber 
Lf. 1 ſaw the manto day, if man he be. marriage, andthings which would derive me ill willto 
Ki. Find him, and bring him hither. ſpeake of, therefore I will not ſpeake what I know. 
Ref. What of him ? Kin, Thoa haſt ſpoken all already, unleſſe thou canſt | 
He's quoted for a moſt perfidious flave ſay they are married,burthou art too fine in thy evidence, 
With all the ſpots *th world, taxt and deboſh'd, therefore ſtand aſide. This Ring youſay was yours- 
Whole nature fickens: but to ſpeake a truth, Dia. 1 my good Lord. 
Aml, or that or this, fot what he'll utter, Kin. Where did you buy it ? Or who gave it you? 
That will ſpeake any thing, Dia. It was not given me, por I did not buy it. 
Kin. She hath that Ring of yours. Kin. Who lentit you ? 
Roſ. T thinks ſhe has ; certaine it is 1 liK'd her, Dis, It wasnot lent me neither. 
And boorded her i'th wanton way of youth : Kis. Where did you find it then? 
She knew her diſtance, and did angle of me, Dia. I found it note 
Madding my cagerneſſe with her reſtraint, Kin, 1f it were yours by none of all theſe wayes, 
Asall impediments in tancies courſe How could you give it him? | 
Are motives of more fancy, and in fine, D144. I never gave it him. 
Her inſuit comming with her mederne grace, Laf. This woman's an cafic glove my Lord, ſhe goes 
Subdu'd me to her rate, ſhe got the Ring off and on ar pleaſure, | 
And I had that which any inferiour might Kin. This Ring was mine, 1 gave it his firſt wife. 
At Marker price have bought. Die. It might be yours or hers for ought I know. 
Dis. I muſt be patient ! Kin.Take her away, I doe not like her now, 
Youthat have turn'd off a firſt ſonoble wife, Topriſon with her : and away with him, 
May juſtly dyer me. I pray you yet, Vnleſſe thou telſt me where thou hadit this Ring, 
(Since you lacke vertue, 1 will loſe a husband) Thoudieſt within this houre. 
Send for your Ring, I will returne it home, Dia, Ile never tell you. 
And give me mine againe- Kin. Take her away. 
Ref. 1 have itnot, | Di. lleputinbaile my liedge. 
Kin, What Ring was yours 1 pray you? Kin. I thinke thee now ſome common Cuſtomer. 
Dias, Sir much like the ſame upon your finger- Dis. By love ifever I knewman "TWAS YOU. 
Kin, Know you this Ring, this Ring was his of late, Kin. c haſt thouaccuſde bimall this while? 
Dia. And this was it I gave him beingabed. Dia. Becauſe he's guilty, and he is not guilty : 
Kiz. The tory thea gocs falſe, you threw it him He knowes I am no Maid, and he'l {weare too't ; 
Out of a Caſemene. Ne ſcare Tam a Maid, and he knowes not. | 
Dia. I have ſpoke the truth. Enter Poles. | Grear Kjng I ara no ſtrumper, by my life, 
Roſ. My Ford, I doe confeſſe the ring was I am either Maid, orel(e this old mans wife. | 
Km. You boggle ſhrewdly, every Cachier you: | Ki; She does abuſe our cares, topriſon with her, 
be Is this the man you ſpeake of ? : Dia, Good mother fetch my bayle. Stay Royall fir, 
Die. I, my Lord. The Ieweller that owes the Ring is ſent for, 
Km. Tell me firrah, buttell me true I charge you, = | And he ſhall ſurety me. Bur for this Lord, 
"I | orcret ncorecetny Tekegear) = | Tiraghyerbenevr hard mech 
Which on your ju | Ile yet he never me, quit 
od, By himand CITES whe now you? He knowes himſelfe my bed he hathdefil* 
Par. Soplcaſe your Majeſty, my maſter hath beene an | Audatthattime he got his wife with child : | | 
honorable Gentlemen, Trickes hee hath had in him, | Dead though ſhe be,ſhe feeles her yong one kicke: 
which Gentlemen have. | So there's my riddle, one that's dead is quicke, 
x Km, — Did he love this | And new behokdthe meaning» | 
Oman 
Pay, Faith fir hedid love ber, but how | | Enter Helen and Widgdow, | 
Kin, How 1 pray you? nt 3 ; 
Par. He did love her fir, as a Gent loyeta Womans Kin. 1s there no cxorcilſt . 
Kin, How isvhat ? | | Beguiles the truer Otfice of mine eyes 7 
Per. He lov'd her fir, and lov'd her not. © | Is'treall that Iſce? | 
po | Kin, Asthou art aKnave and no Knave, whatan equi- | Hel. Nowy good Lord, Try 
— [ 
— — —_ 
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'Tis but the ſhadow of a wife you ſee, King. Let us from pointto point this ſtory knoyw, 
The name, and hot the thing. To maketheeven truthin pleaſure flow : 
Roſ. Both, both, O pardon. * » | If thou beeſt yeta freſh uncropped flower, 
| Hel. Oh my good Lord, when I waslike this Maid, | Chooſe thouthy kusband, and Lie pay thy dower, 
T tound you wondrous kind, there is your Ring, For I can gueſlc, that by thy honelt ayde, 
And looke you, heerc's your letter : this it ſayes, Thou keeplt a wite ter ſelfe, thy ſeltea Maide. 
When trom my fing-r you can get this Ring, Of that and all the progiefle more and ice, 
And is by me with child, &c. This is done, Reſoldv'dly more lealure ſhall expreſle : 
All yet ſeemes well,and if it end fo meete, 


Will you be mine now you are doubly wonne ? 
Ref. If ſhe my Liege can make me know this clearely, | The bitter paſt, more welcome is the ſweer. 
, Floxriſh. 


Ile tove her dcarcly, cver,cver dcarely. 
Hel. If it appeare not plaine; and prove untrue, | 
Deadly divorce ſtep berweene me aud you, He Kings a Begger, now the play ts done. 
O my deere mother, doe I fee you living ? ell is well nds of thus ſuite be worne , | 
Laf. Mine cyes ſmell Onions, I ſhall weepe anon : T hat you expreſſe Content : which we will pay, 
Good Tom Drumme lend me a handkercher. With ftrife to pleaſe you, day excecdirg day : 
be your patience then, and yours our parts, 


' $o I thanke thee, waite on me home, Ile make ſport with | Oxr: 
thee ; Let thy curtlies alone, they are ſcurvy ones. Your gentle hands lend us, and tak onr Hearts, Excunt omn, 


—_—_— 


— 
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eAtus Primus. Scena Prima. 
mer Orſino Duke of Ilyria, (Curio, and other 
df Sa Scena Secunda. 
Dake, | 
F Mulicke be the food of Loue, play on, Enter Viola, a ( aptaine, and Saylore. 
Give meexceſlc of it : thatfurtetiing, : | 
The appetite may ſicken, and ſodye; Vis, What Country (Friends) is this? 
That {traineagen, it had adying fall : Cap. This is Illyria Lady, 
O, it came ore my care, like the ſweet ſound Vio. And what ſhould I doe in Illyria? 
Thar breathes upon a banke of Violets ; My brother he is in Elizium, | 
Stealing, and giving Odour. h, no more, Perchance he is not drown'd : What thinke you ſaylors? | 
Tis not ſo ſweet now, as it was betotc. Cap. Itis perchance that you your tcife were ſaved. 
þ.O ſpirit of Love, how quicke and freſh art thou, Vo. O my poore brother,and ſo perchance may he be. 
{| That notwithſtanding thy capacity, (*p. True Madam, and to comfort you with chance. 
Receiveth asthe Sea . Nought enters there, Aſlare your {elte, after our ſhip.did {plic, 
Ot what validity, and pitch ſoere, When you, and thoſe poore number faved with you, |} 
But falles into abatement, and low price, Hung on our driving boate : I ſaw your brother 
Evenin a minute ; ſo full of ſhapes 1s fancy, Molt providentin perill, binde himiclfe, | 
That i: alone is high fantaſticall. (Courage and hope both teaching him rhe practiſe) 
Cur. Will you goe hunt my Lord ? To aſtrong Maſlte, that liv'd upon the ſea ; 
Dy. What Curio? Where like 0r5ow 0n the Dolphines backe, 
Car. The Hart. I ſaw him hold acquainta::ce withthe waves, 
D#. Why (© | doe, the Nobleſt that I have: Solong as I could ſee. 
O when mine eyes did (ce Orvis hirit, Uie. For ſaying fo, there's Gold : | 
Me thought ſhe purg'd the ayre of peſtilence 3 Mine owne eſcape unfoldeth to my hope, 
That in{tant was I turn'd intoa Hart, Whereto thy ſpeech ſerves for authority 
Aud my deſires like fell and crucll hounds, The hike of him. Know'ſt thouthis Country? 
Ece ſince purſuc me, How now what newes from her ? Cap. I Madam well, for 1 was bred and borne 
Not three houres travaile from this very place? 
Enter Valentine, Ute. Who governs heere? 
Ual. So pleaſe my Lord, 1 might not be admitted, Cap. A noble Duke in nature, as 1n name. 
But trom hcr handaaid doe returne this anſwer : Vie. What is his name ? 
The Element ir ſclfe, till ſeven yeares heate, Cap. Orſino. 
Stall no: behold her face at ample view : Vio. Orfino | | have heard my father name him. 
Bute a Cloyltreſle ſhe will vailed walke, He was a Batchellor then. 
And wacer once a day her Chambers round Cap. And fo is now, or was(o very late : 
With eye-ofreadiog brine : all this to ſeaſon = For but a moueth ago [ went from hence, 
A broth-rs dead love, which ſhe would keepe freſh And then 'twasfreth in murmure (as you know 
And laſting, in her ſad remembrance. W hat great ones doe, the lefſe will prattle of ) 
Ds. O the that hath a heart of that fine frame That he did ſecke the love of faire Obwie. 
Topay this debt of love but to a brother, Vie. What's ſhe? 
How will ſhe love, when the rich golden ſhaft (ap. A vertuous maid, the daughter of a Count, 
| Hath kill'd the flocke of all affetions elſe | That di'd ſome twelvemonth fince, then leavidg ber | 
That live in her. When Liver, Braine, and Heart, In the proteRion of his ſonne, her brother, | 
Theſe (overaigne thrones, zre all ſupply'd and fill'd Who ſhortly alſo di'd : for whoſe deere love 
Her ſweet perfeRions with one ſelfe ſame king; (They fay) ſhe had abjur'd the fight 
x Away before me, to ſweet beds of Flowres, | And company of men. 
Love-thoughes lye rich,when canopy'd with bowres. Uie. O that I ſerv'd that Lady, 
Exennt, | And might not be delivered to the world | 
| OT Ty - 
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 Twelke Night, or, What you will, 


Till I had made mine awne occaſion mellow 
What my eftateis. 
{«p. That were hard tocompaſle, 
Becauſe ſhe will admit no kind of ſuite, 
No not the Dukes. : 
Vio. There is a faire behaviour in thee Captaine, 
And though that nature, with a beautcous wall 
Doth oft cloſe in pollution : yet of thee 
I will belceve thou baſt a mind that ſuites 
With this thy faire and ourward character, 
I prethee (and Ile pay thee bounteouſly) 
Conceale me what I am, and be my ayde, 
For ſuch diſguiſc as haply ſhall become 
Theformeof my intent. Ile ſerve this Duke, 
Thou ſhalt preſent me as an Eunuchto him, 
It may be worththy paines : for I can ſing, 
And ſpeaketo bim in many ſorts of Mulicke, 
That will allow me very worth his ſervice. 
W hat elſe may hap, to time I will commit, 
Onely ſhape thou thy ſilence to my wit. 
Cap. Be you his Eunuch, and your Mute Ilebe, 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine cyes not ſee. 
Vis. I thanke thee: Lead me on, Exennt. 


Scena Terta, 


—}_ 


Enter Sir T oby, aud Maria. 
Si To, What a plague meanes my Neece to take the 
death of her brother thus? I am ſure carc's an enemy to 


Mar. By my troth fir Toby, you muſt come in earlyer 
anights : youe Colin, my Lady, takes great exceptions 
to your ill houres. 

To. Why let her except, before excepted. 

Mar. 1, but you mult contine your ſclfe within the 
modeſt limits of order. | 

To. Confine? Ie confine my ſelfe no finer then I am: 
theſe cloathesare good enough to drinke in, and fo be 
theſe boots too : and they be not, letthem hang them- 
ſelves in their owne ſtraps. ' 

Mar. That ng and drinking will undoe you : I 
heard _—_— talke of it yeſterday : and of a fooliſh 
knight that you brought in one nighthere, to be her 

To. Who, Sir eAndrew Agze-cheeke ? (wooer. 
Ma. I be. 

To. He's astall a man as any's 1n Ilyria. 

Ma. What's that toth*purpoſe ? 

To. Why he ha's three thouſand ducats a yeere. 

Aa. 1, but he'll have but a yeare inalltheſe ducates : 
He's a very foole, andaprodigall. 

Ta. Fye, that you'll ſay ſo: he playes o'ch Viol-d 
boys, and ſpeakes three or foure languages weeds 
word without booke,& hath all the good gifts of nature. 

Mar. He hath indeed,almoſt naturall: tor beſides that 
hce'sa foole, he's a great cr: and but that he hath 
the gift ofa Coward, to allay the guſt be hath in quarrel- 
ling, 'tisthought among the prudent, he would quickly 
have the gift of a grave. 

Tob. By this jhand they are ſcoundrels and ſubſtrac- 
tors that ſay ſo of him, Whoare they ? 

Mar. They that adde moreover, he's drunke nightly 
in your company. _*' 

To. With drinking healths to my Neece: Ile drinke 


| 


to her as long asthere isa paſſage in my throat,and drink 
in /lria : he's a Coward and a. Coyſtrill that, will noe 
drinke to my Neece, till his braines turne o'rh toe, like 
' pariſh top. What werich ? Caftilano vaigo: for here 
comes Sir Andrew Agne face, 
_ Enter Sir eAndrew. 

end. Sir Toby Belch. How now Sir T oby Belch ? 

To. Sweet lir Andrew, 

eAnd. Bleile you faire Shrew. 

Mar. And you too fir. 

Tob. Accolt Sir Andrew, accoſt, 

eAnd. What's that? 

To. My Nceces Chamber-maid. 

An. Good Miſtrisaccoſt, defire better acquaintance, 

Ma. My name is Hay hr, 

And. Good miſtris Aſavy, accoſt. 

To. You miſtake knight : Accoſt, is front her , boord 
her, wooe her,aflayle her. 

Av. By my troth | would not nndertake her in this 
company. Is that the meaning of Accoſt? 

Mar. Fareyouwell Gentlemen, 

To. And thou let part ſo Sir eAndrew, would thou 
mightſt never draw ſword agen. 

And. And you part ſomiltris, I would I might never 
draw {word agen ; Faire Lady, doe youthinke you have 
focles in hand ? 

Ma, Sir, 1 have not you by*th hand. * 

An. Matry but you ſhall have, and heeres m y had, 

Mar. Now fir, thought isfree: I pray you bring your 
hand to*ch Butrry barre, and kt irdrinke. 

_ ». Wherefore ({weet-heart?) What's .your Meta- 
10r ? 
. Mar, I's dry fir, 

An. Why Ithickeſo: Jam not ſuch an afſe, but I 
can keepe my hand dry. But what's your jelt ? 

Ma. A dry jclt Sir. 

end, Are you full ofthem ? 

Ma. I Sir, I have themaz my fingers ends: marry now 


I _— your hand, Iam barren. Exit Maria. 
To, O knight, thou lack*ſt a cup of Canary ; when 
did I ſez thee 10 put downe ? 


And. Never 1n your life I thinke, unlefle youſece Ca 
nary put downe : me thinkes ſometimes I have no more 
wit then a Chriſtian, oran ordinary mans ha's : but 1 
ama great cater of beete, and1 belceve that doesharme 
tomy wit. 

To. No queſtion. 

An. And I thought that, 1'de forſiycare it. Ile ride 
home to morrow fir Toby. 

To. P my deere knight ? 

An. What is purquey ? Doe,or not doc? I would 1 had 
beſtowed thar time in the tongues, that I have in fencing 
dancivg, and beare-bayting : O had I but followed the 
Art 


$. 
To. Then hadſt thou had an excellent head of haire- 
An. W hy, would that have mended my haire? 
To. Paſt queſtion, for thou ſee(t it will not coolke my 
An, Burt it becomes me well enough, doſt not? (nature 
Te.Excellent,it hangs like flax on a diſtaffe:and 1 hope 

toſcea huſwife take thee between her legs, & ſpinit off. 
Av.Faith Ile bome to morrow fir Toby, your niece will 

not be ſeene,or if ſhe be it”s four to one,ſhe'l none of me? 

the Count himſelfe here hard by, wooes her. 

| To. She'll none&th Count, ſhe'il not march above her 
degree, ncither ineſtate,yeares,nor wit : I have heard he 


| ſweare. Tur there's life in't man. 


P —_ 


as. So #c  - £# ac. 


ens, \ 


”+ 


. 


_—_—_ 


Twelft Ncight, or What you will, 


end. Le ſtay a moneth - I am1ia fellow o'th 
mind 1'th world : 1 delight in Maskes and Re- 
yells ſometimes alt 2 
To. Art thou at theſe kicke-chawſes Knight ? 


Ard. As any man in Illyria, whatſoever he be, under 
the degree of my betters,and yet 1 will not compare with 
an old man. ; | 

Te. What isthyexcellence in a galliard, knight ? 

And. Faith, I can cutacaper, 

Te. And I cancutthe Mutton too'r. 

And. And I thinke [ have the backe-tricke, ſimply as 
ſtrong as any manin Illyria, 

To. W hereforeare theſe things hid? Wherefore have 
theſe gifts a Curtainebefore 'em? Arethey like ro take 
duſt, like Miſtris Afals piture ? Why dot thou not goe 
to Church in a Galliard, and come home ina Carranto? 
My very walke ſhould bea ligge : I would notſo much 
as make water bur in a Sinke-a : What dooeſt thou 
meane ? Is ita world ro hide vertues in? 1did thinke by 
the exccllent conſtitution of thy legge, it was form'dun- 
der the (tarre of a Galliard. 

And. 1,'tis , and it does indifferent well in a 
dam'd colour'd ſtocke. Shall we fit about ſome Revels ? 


Tanria ? 

And. T awrus ? That fidesand heart, 

Te. Nofir, itis leggs and thighes : let me ſee thee ca- 
per. Ha, higher: ha, haz excellent. Exeunt. 


—c-w- 


—_— 


Scena (Quar Las 


_—_—_—— 


Enter Valentine, and Viola in mans attire. 
Ual. It the Duke continue thete favours towards you 
Ceſari0,you are like robe much advanc'd,he hath known 


_— — —— 


| you but three dayes, and already you are no ſtranger. 


Us. Youcither feare his humour, or my negligence, 
that you call in queſtion the continuance of his love, Is 
he inconſtant fir, un his favours? 

Vat. No velceve mc. 

Emer Duke, Curio, and Attendants, 
Vie. I thanke you : here comes the Count. 
Duh, Who law Ceſaris hoa ? 
Vu. On your attendance my Lord heere. 
D x. Stand you a-while aloote. Ceſare 
Thou knowſt nolefle, bur all : 1 have unclaſp'd 
To thee the booke even of my ſecret {oule. 
Therefore good youth, addreſſe thy gate unto her, 
Benot deni'd accefle, ſtand at her doorcs, 
And tell them, there thy fixed foot ſhall grow 
Till thou have audience, 
Vue. Sare my Noble Lord, 
If he be ſo abandon'd to her ſorrow 
As itis ſpoke, ſhe never will admit me. 

Ds. Be clamorous, and leapeall civill bounds, 

Rather then make roy a PPE 

Ute. Say I doe ſpeake with her (nm w 

Dak, O then, unfold 7 w9a6—j4 a love, 
My ee her with 6iſcourſe of my deere faith ; 
It ſhall become thee well toa& my woes ; 

She will attend it better inthy youth, 
Then ina Nuntio's of more graveaſpeR. 
Us. I thinke not (o, my Lord: 
Dak, Deere Lad, beleevent ; 


——— 
LS 


To. What ſhall we doeellc : were we not borne under | 


| 


For they ſhall yer belye thy happy yceres, 
That ſay thouart a man : Diana li 
Is not more ſmooth, and rubious : thy ſmall pipe 
Is as the maidens organ, ſhrill, and ſound, 
And all is ſemblative a womans part, 
Iknow thy conſtellation is right apt 
For this affaire : ſome foure or five attend him, 
All if you will : for I ay ſelfe am beſt 
When leaſt in company : proſper well in this, 
And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 
To call his tortunes thine. 

Us, le doe my beſt 
To wooe your Lady : yet a barrefall ſtrife, 
Whoere I wooe, my ſclte would be his wife, £xemnr. 


—_ > —— ——_— — 


— — 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Maria, and ( lowne. 

Car. Nay, cither tell me where thou haſt bin, or I 
will not open my lips'ſo wideasa bris!)e may enter, in 
way of thy excuſe;my lady wil hang thee for thy abſence. 

Clo Let her hang me; hethar is well hang'de ia this 
world, ncedsto feare no colours. 

Ma. Make that good. 

Clo. He ſhall ſec none to feare, 

Mar. A goodlenton anſwer : I can tell thee where 
that ſaying was borne, of 1 feareno colours, 

Clo. Where good miſtris Mary ? 

_ OMe. Inthewarres, and thac may you bebold toſay 
in your foolery. 

Cho. Wc<ll, God give them wiſedome that have it : 
and thoſe that arc too'es, ct them ule their talents, 

Marx, Yet you will be hang'd for being ſo 10ng ab- 
ſent, or be turn'd away : 15 not that as good as a hanging 
to you ? | 

Ch. Many a good hanging, preventsa bad marriage ; 
and for turning away, lct ſummer it out» 
© Afar, Your are relolute then ? 

Clo. Not ſoneither, bur I am reſolv'd on two points. 

AMar. That if one breake, the other will held : or if 
both breake, your gask.ins fall. 

Cle. Apt in goud faith, very apt : well goe thy way,if 
fir Toby would icave drinking, thou wertas witty a piece 
of Eves fleſh, asany 1a |Ilyria, 

Mar. Peace you rogue, no more o'that : here comes 
wy Lady : make your excuſe w:lely, your were beſt. 

Enter Lady Ola, wth Malvolso, 

Clo. Wit, and'r be thy will,put me into good fooling: 
thoſe witsthat thinke they bave thee, do very oft prove 
fooles ; and I'that am ſureIlacke thee, may paſſe for 1 
wiſe man. For what ſayes 2 uwapedas, Better a witty 
foole, then a fooliſh wit. God blefle thee Lady. 

Ol. Take the toole away. 

Cle. Doe youngt hare feilowes, rake away the Lady. 

OL Goetoo, y arcadry foole ; Me no more of youtbe- 
fides you grow diſ-honeit. 

Ch. Two faults Madona, that drinke and good counſc ll 


will amcnd:for give the dry toole drinke.then is the foole | 
| notdry:Þid the diſhoneſt men mcnd himſelte, it he mend, 


he is nolonger diſhoneſt ; if he cannor, let the Rotcher 
mend himany thing that's mended is but parch'd:vertue 
—_— 
1 but t with vertue, t thi c 
Sillogiſme wall ſerve, (0: if it will not,” what rewedy > 
| Y 3 Ag 


OT 


_ 


i, 


ant 


| 
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T welfe Night, or, What you vill, 


As there is no true Cuckold but calamity, ſo beauties a 
gower;The Lady bad take away the foole,therefore Ifay 
ine, take her away. 

Ol. Sir, I bad them take away you. 

Ch. Miſpriſion in the higheſt degree. Lady,Cuculies 
won faciz monachum : that's as much toſay,as I wearenot 
motley in my braine : good Aſadona, give me leave to 
prove you a foole, 

Ol. Can you doe it? 

Clo. Dexteriouſly ,good Madone. 

Of. Make your proote. 

Cle. I muſt catechize youfor it CHadons, Good my 
Mouſe of vertue anſwer mc, 
a Well fir, for want of other idleneſle, Ile bide your 
roofe. 

- Clo. Good Madona, why mournſt thou ? 
Ol. Good foole, for my brothers death. 
(1s. I thinke his ſoule is in hell, Madone. 
OL. 1know his ſoule is in heaven, foole. 

({te. The more foole (adona) to .mourne for your 
Brothers ſoule, being in heaven. Take away the foole, 


Gentlemen. 
Of, Whatthinke you of this foole Malveks, doth he 


not mend ? | 

Mal. Yes, and ſhalldoe, till the pangs of death ſhake 
him : Infirmity that decaics the wiſc,dothever make the 
better foole. | 

Clo. God ſend you fir, a ſpeedy Infirmity,for the bet- 
ter increaſing your folly : Sir Toby will be {worne that 
Iam no Fox,but he will not paſle his word for twopence 
that you are no foole. 

Ol, How ſay you tothat Malvolic ? 

Mat. I maryell your Ladyſhip takes delight in ſuch 
a barren raſcall: I ſaw him put downe the other day,with 


Ol. By mine honor halfe dranke. What is heat the 
gate Colin ? 

To. A Gentleman. 

O1. AGentleman What Gentleman? 


To. 'Tisa Gentleman here. A plague o'theſe pickle | 


herring : How now Sot, 
| (. Good Sir Toby. 
O01, Cofin, Coſin, how haye you come ſo carely by 


this Lethargy ? 
y, I defie Letchery : there's one at the 


Tob. Letc 
gate. 

Ol. I marry, what is he? 

To, Lethim be thedivelland he will, 1 care not: give 
me faith lay I. Well, it'sall one. Exit, 

O01, Whar'sa drunken man like, fool ? 

(4. Like a drown'd man, afoole, and a mad man : 
Onedraught aboue heate, makes bim a foole, the ſecond 
maddes him, and a third drownes him. 

Ol. Goe thou and ſecke the Crowner, and let him fit 
omy Cez: for he's inthe third degree of drinke : he's 
drown'd : goe looke after him. 

(te: Heis but mad yet AMadena, and the foole ſhall 
looke to the madman. 

Emer Matvolio, 

Mal. Madam , yond young fellow {weares hee will 
ſpeake with you. 1 told him you were ficke, hetakes on 
him to underſtand ſo much,and therfore comes to ſpeake 
with you.I ro!d him you were aſleepe be ſecmes to have 
a fore knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to 
ſpeake with you. What isto be ſaid to bim Lady, he's 

ortified againſt any deniall, 

Ol. Tell bim, he ſhall not ſpeake with me. 

Mal. Ha's beene told fo ; and be fayes he'll and at 
your doore like a Sheriffes poſt, and be the ſupporter to 


an ordinary foole, that has no more braine then a ſtone. \ a bench, but hell ſpeake with you. 


Looke younow, he's out of his gard already: unlefle you 
h and miniſter occaſion to him, he is gag'd.I proteſt 

I taketheſe Wiſemen, that crow 1o at theſe ſet kind of 

fooles, no better then the fooles Zanies. 

OL. Oyou are ficke of ſelfe-love Malvolis, and taſte 
with adittemper'd appetite. To be generous, guitlefle, 
and of free diſpolition, isto take thoſe things for Bird- 
bolts, that you deeme Cannon bullers : There isno ſlan- 
der in anallow'd foole, though he doenothing bur rayle; 
nor norayling, ina knowne diſcreet man,though hedoe 
nothing but reprove. 

(le. Now Mercury indue thee with leaſing, for thou 
ſpeak'ſt well of fooles, 

Emer Maria. 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate, a young Gentle- 
man, muchdeſireste ſpeake with you. 

Ol. From the Count Orſino, is it ? 

Ads. Iknow not (Madam) 'tis 2 faire young man,and 
"I ho of my people hold him in delay 

OL. Who of my min ? 

Ma. Sir Toby Madam, your kinſman. 

01, Fetch him off I pray you, he ſ{peakesnothing but 
madman : Fye on him. Goe;you 'Malvelio ; If it be a 
ſuite from the Count, I am ficke, or not at home. W hat 

you will, to diſmiſſe it. Exit Malvo, 
Now you ſee fir, how your fooling growes old, and 
diſlike it. | 

Cle. Thou haſt ſpoke for us (fades) as if thy eldeſt 
ſonne ſhould be a : whoſe ſcull, Iovecramme with 
braines, for heere he comes. Emer Sir Toby, 
One of thy kinhas a moſt weake Pig-water. 


| 


Ol. Whatkind o'man is he? 

Mal. Why of mankind. 

Ol. What manner of man? 

«Mat. Of very ill manner: he'll ſpeake with you, will 
you, or no. P 

O01, Of what perſonage, and yeeres is he ? 

Mal, Not yer old enough for a man,nor yong enough 
fora boy :asaſquaſh is tis a peſcod, or a Codling 
when ris almoſt an Apple : Tis with him in ſtanding wa- 
ter, betweene boy and man. He isvery well-favour'd, 
and he ſpeakes very ſhrewiſhly : One would thinke his 
mothers milke were ſcarſe out of him, 

O/. Let himapproach: Call in my Gentlewoman. 

Mat. Gentiewoman, my Lady calls. Ext, 

Emer Maria, 

01. Give me my vaile : comethrow it ore my face, 

We'll once more heare Or/mos Embaſlic. 

Emter Viola. 

Vis, The honorable Lady of the houſe, which is ſhe? 
Ol. Speake to me, I ſhall anſwer for her : your will 
Vie. Moſt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchable beau- 
- Ipray youtell me if this be the Lady of the houſe, 
or I never ſaw her. I would be lcath to caſt away wy 
ſpeech : for beſides thatit is excellently well pend,l have 
taken great painesto con it. Good Beauties, let me {u- 
ſtaine no ſcorne ; Iam very comptible, even tothe leaſt 


ſiniſter viage. 

Ol, Whence came you fir? 

Uo. I can ſaylittle more then I have ſtudicd, andthat 
queſtion's out of my part. Good one, give me 


part 
modeſt aſſurance, if you be the y of the houſe, w_ 


; 


i 
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Imay inmy ſpeech. 

(> hy oynnyy Arr : 

Jie. Nomy profound heart : and yet (by the very 
$of malice, I ſ{weare) 1 am not that 1 play. Are you 


| the Lady of the houſe ? 


01. ItI doe not uſurpe my ſelfe, Iam. 

Vis. Moſt certaine, if you are ſhe, youdoe nſurp your 
ſeife : for what is yours to beſtow, is,not yours to re- 
ſerve. Butthis is from my Commiſſion : 1will on with 
my ſpeech in your praiſe, and then ſhew you the heart of 
my me 

os Come to what is important in'c : 1 forgive you 
the praiſe. M_, 

Vie. Alas, I tooke great paines to ſtudy it, and tis Poe- 
ticall 


04. Itis the more like to be feigned,l pray you keepe 
itin.I heard yoa were ſawcy at my gates,and allowd your 
approach rather to wonder at you, then to heare you. If 
you be not mad, be gon: if you have reaſon, be breete : 
*is not _ time of Moone with me, to make one info 
skipping a dialogue. | 

Me. Will yookans ſayle fir, here lyes your way. 

Vie. No good ſwabber, Iamto hull here a lirtle lon- 
ger. Some mollification for your Giant, ſweet Lady; 
tell me your mind, I am a meſſenger, ; 

01, have ſome hiddeous matter to deliver, 
when the curteſie of it is ſo fearetull. Speake your orice. 

Vie, Italone concernes your care : | bring no over- 
ture of warre, no taxation of e ; I hold the Olyffe 
in my hand : my words are as full of peace, as matter. 

Of. Yet yenbain rudely,. What arc you? 

What would you? 

Vie. The rudenefſe that hath appear'd in me, havel 
learn'd from my entertainment. Whar I am, and what I 
would, areas ſ{ccret asa maiden-heard : to your cares, 
Divinity ; toany others, prophanation. 

O01, Give usthe alone. 

We will heare this divinity. Now fir,what is your text? 

Vie. Molt ſweet Lady. 

Ol. A comfortable do&ring, and much may be faid of 
it. Where lyes your Text ? 

Vas. In boſome. 
| OL. Inhisboſome? In what chapter of his boſome ? 

' Vie. Toanſwer by the method,inthe firſt of his heart. 
Ol. O, | have read it; it is herelie. Have you no more 


to lay ? 

Yoo Good Madam, let me {ce yoar face. 

Ol Have you any Commiſſion from your Lord, to 
negotiate wi ma you arenow our of your Text: 
but we willdraw the Curtaine, and ſhew you the picture, 
| — fir, ſuch a one I wasthis preſent : Iſt not well 

one ? 

Vi. Excellently done, it God did all. 

- 'Tisin graine fir, 'twill endure winde and wea- 


Vie. 'Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white, 
owne {weet, and cunning hand laid on z 

Lady, you are the cruell'(t ſhe alive, 
If you will leade theſe graces tothe grave, 
| And leave the CN 

04. O fir, I willnot beſo hard-hearted : 1 will give 
outdiversſcedules of my beauty. It ſhall be Inventoried 
and every particie and vtenſile labell'd tomy will: As, 


Were you ſent hither topraiſe me ? 


| 


I thanke you for your paines : {| 


ltem rwolippes indifferent red, Item two 
withlide tocheai:lrem ene necke,cne chin,and lo fork? | 


i. 
I 


Vie. I ſee you what you are, youare too proud 3 
But if you were the divell, you are faire : 
+ n—_ maſter loves you : O ſuchlove , 
recompenc'd, though you were crown' 
The Hofbomty, : E- 
Ol, How dees he love me? 
Vio, Withadorations, fertill teares; S- 
With groanes that thunder love, with ſighes of fire. 
Ol. Your Lord does know my mind,1 cannot louc him 
Yet I ſuppoſe him vertuous, know bum noble, 
Of greatettate, of freſh and (tainelefle youth ; 
In voyces well divulg'd, free, learn'd, and valiant, 
And indimenfion, and the ſhape of nature, 
mnoparts 3 Bur "_ —_— him 2 
ce mig tooke his anſwer oC. 
Vis. If I did love you inmy rn 
With ſuch a ſuffring, ſucha deadly life : 
In your deniall, I would find no ſence, 
I would not underſtand it. 
Ot. Why, what would you? 
Fio. Make mea willow Cabine at your gate, 
And call upon my ſoule within the houſe, 
Write loyall Cantons of contemned love, 
And ſing them lowd even inthe dead of night : 
Hollaw your name to the reverberate hilles, 
And wake the babling Goſſip of the ayre, 
Cry out Olivia : O you ſhould not reſt - 
Berweene the elements of ayre, and carth, 
But you ſhould pitty me. 
O4. You mightdoe much : 
What is your Parentage? 
Us. Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well : 
I am a Gentleman. 
Of. G:t youto your Lord: 
oro _ = him ſend no more, 
V e) you come to me againe, 
Somers how he takes it ; Fare you well: 
- this for ." 
, Iamno teede-poaſt, ;k , 
My Maſter, not my ſclte, wm rn 
Love make his heart of flint, that you thall love» 
And let your fervour like my Maſters be, 
Plac'd in contempt : Farwell cruelty. 
Ol. What is your Parentage 
Above my fortunes, yet my tate is well : 
A me, 
t ,thyli actions irit, 
Doe give thee fve-feld blazon : nottoofalt : {; ſoft, 
Vnleſſe the Maſter were the man. How now ? 


Even ſoquickly may one catch the ? 

Mecthinkes I feele thi jou perttions 

With an inviſible, and ſubtle ſtealth _ 

To creepe 10 at mine eyes. Well, let it bes 
CHMalvelio, 


What hoa, 
Enter Malvolio. 
Mal. Heere Madam, at your ſervice- 


OL. Runne after thatſame —_— 
The Counts man : be lefethis Ringbehind im, 
Would I, or not : tell him, Ilenone of it. 
Deſire him not to flatter with his Lord, 

Nor hold him up with hopes, I am not for him 2 
Ifthat the youth will come this way tomorrow, 
lle give him reaſonsfor't : bye thee CAlalvolis, 
Madam, I will. 

Ol. Idoe I know not what, and feareto find 
Mine eye too greata flatrerer for my mind: 


—_— kk. 


Ex. 


Exit. 


Fate 


——_— 


gn 
- 


———_—. 


* 
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T welfe N(night, or, What you will, 


TR — 


Fate, ſhew thy force, our ſelves we doe not owe, 
What is decreed, muſt be : and bethis ſo. | 
Finn, Altus privms. 


— 


Atlus Secundus, Scena Prims, 


— — 


Enter Antonio, and Sebaſtian. 

eAv. Willyou ftay no longer : nor will you not that I 
goe with you? ; 

Seb. By your patience,no : my ſtarres ſhine darkely 
over me ; the malignancy of my fate, mightperhaps d1- 
ſtemper yours , therefore I ſhall crave of you your leave, 
that I may beare my evills alone. It were a bad recom- 
pence for your love, to lay any of them on you. 

An, Let me yet know of you, whither you are bound. 

Seb. No ſouth (ir, my determinate voyage 1s MEcre 
extravagancy- But I perceive in you ſo excellent a touch 
of modeſty, that you will not extort from me, wha* I am 
willing to keepe in : therefore it charges me 1n manners, 
the rather toexpreſſe my {elfe : you muſt know ot mec 
then Antonio, my name is Sebaftien (which I call'd Rodo- 
rigo) my father wasthat Sebaſtian of Meſſalne, whom | 
know you have heard of. He left behind him, my lelfe, 
anda fiiter, both borne in an houre: if the Hcavens hid 
beene pleaſ'd, would we had fo ended. But you fir, al- 
ter'd ar, for ſome houre before you tooke mc. from the 
breach of the ſea, was my filter drown'd. 

An. Alasthe day! 

Seb. A Lady fir,though it was ſaid ſhe much reſem- 
bled me,was yet of many accounted beaucifull:but though 
I could not with ſuch cſtimable wonder over-farre be- 
leevethat, yet thus farre I will boldly publiſh her, ſhe 
| borea mindthatenvy could not but call faire : Shee 1s 
| drown'd already br with ſalt water, though I ſeeme to 
1 drowne her remembrance againe with more. 
| et. Pardon me ir, your bad entertainment» 

Seb. Oo good Antomo, forgive me your trouble. 
1 Avwr. It you will not murther me for my love, let me 
| be your ſervant. 

Seb. If yon will notundoe what you have done, that is 
killhum, whom you have recouer'd, defire it not. Fare 
ye wellat once, my boſome is fall of kindnefle, and | 
| am yer ſo ncere the manners of my mother, that upon the 
leaſt occaſion more, mine eyes will tell tales of me ; 1am 
bound to the Count Orfino's Courrt, farewell. Exv. 

en. The gentlenefle of all the gods goe with thee : 

I have many enemies in Or/mo's Court, 

Elſe would I very ſhortly ſee thee there : 
But come what may, TI doe adore thee ſo, 
That danger ſhall ſecme ſport, and 1 will goe; 


ah a. 


Exit. 


Scens Secunda. 


L-_- be 


| Enter Uiols, and Malvolio, at ſrverall deores. 
= Were got you cu'nnow, with the Countefſe O- 
. 
Uis, ven now fir, on a mederatepace, I have ſince 
ariv'd but biher Ot 
-- Adal. She returnes this Ring to you (fir) you might 
| ne” hs Gmned wamggey, wages > vane = 
| She adds moreover, that you ſhould pat yourlerd 


[5 
= I 
te. 


A 


A ——— 


into a deſperate aſſurance, ſhe will none of him. And one 

_ __ —_— never ſo hardy to come x 

in his affaires, itbeto re our Lords 

of this : receive itſo. a 
Vio. She tooke th: Ring of me, Tlenone of it. 
Hal. Comeſir, you peeviſhly threw it to her : and 

her will 1s, it ſhould be 1o return'd :If it be worth too. 

ping for, there it ly es, in your eye : it not, beit histhar 

tins 1t. Ex, 
Vis. Ileft no Ring with her: what meanes this Lady? 

Foitune forbid my out-ſide have not charm'd her : 

She made good view of me, indeed ſo much, 

Thar ſure me thought ker eyes had loſt her tongue, 

For ſhe did ſpeake in ſtarts diſtractedly. 

She loves me ſure, the cunning of her paſſion 

Invites me in this churliſh meflerger : 

None of my Lords Ring ? Why he lent her none # 

I am the man, ifit be ſoas tis, 

Poore Lady, ſhe were better love adreame : 

Diſguiſe, 1 ſe thou arta wickednefle, 

Whercinthe pregnant enemy does much. 

How caſic nh the proper falſe 

In womens waxen hearts to ſettheir formes : 

Alas, our frailty 1s the cauſe, not we, 

For ſuch as we are made, if ſuch we be: 

How will this fadg. ? My maſter lovesher deerely, 

And I (poore monlter) fond aſmuch on him : 

And ſhe (miſtaken) ſeemes to dote on me : 

W har will become of this? As Iam man, 

My ſtate 15 deſperate for my maiſters love ; 

As I am woman (now alas the da 

What thr'ftiefle Fghes ſhall poore Ohrwis breathe ? 

O time, thou mult untangle this, not I, 

It 15 too hard a knot for me tunty, 


_—— — — — — — = —_—_—_— _— 


Scena Tertia. 


—_ 


: Emter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. «+ 

Tob. Approach Sir eAndrew; not to be a bedafter 
— is to be up betimes,and Dikiewlo ſwrgere,thou 

ow | 

And. Nay by my troth I know not : but1 know, to 
be up late, isto be up late. 

To. A alle concluſion: I hate it asan unfill'd Canne, 
To be up atter midnight, and to goe to bed then is carly: 
lothatrogoeto bed , is tro gocto bedbe- 
times. Does not our lives confitt of the foure Ele- 
ments ? 

en. Faithſothey ſay, but I thinke it rather conſiſts 
of cating ard drinking. 

To. Thrart a (choller ; let us therefore cate and drinke, 
Marias lay,a toope of wine. 

Emer Clowne. 

And. Heere comes the foole yfaith. 

Clo. How now my hearts: Did you never ſee the Pic- 
ture of we three ? | 


Ts. Welcome afſe, now let's have a catch. 
bud ether honforty ling Thad oct ops ends 
had rat | ings 1 och 2 legge, andio 
ſweeta breath tofing, as leans waſt 
= _—_——— haſtnight, when thou ſpok _ 

ogroygromitns, aprany the Equino® tiall 
Luenbus : 'twas very good yfaith : I ſentthee _— 


—SOC 


— 


———_—— 
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isno W hip-ſtocke. My has a white hand, andthe 
Mermidons are no bottle-alc houſes. . 

Av. Excellent : Why this is the beſt fooling, when 
all is done, Now a ſong. 

To, Come on, there is ſixe pence for you. Let's have 
a ſong. 

= There's ateſtrill of me too: if one ge 
Cle. Would you have a love-ſong, or a ſong of good 
life ? 

To, Aloveſong,a love ſong. 

An, 1, I- I care not for life. 

Clowne ſings. 
O Miftris mine where are you roming ? 
0 ſtay and beare, your trne loves coming, 
T hat can ſing both high and low, 
Trip no further pretty ſweeting, 
Tourney s end in lovers meeting, 
Every wiſe mans ſonne doth know. 

An, Excellent good, i taith. 

To. Good, 

(los What 4 love, "tis not heereaſter, © 
Preſent mirth, bath preſent laughter : 
What's to come, us fill unſure. 

Indelay there tyes no , 
oo brſſe me f nc and rw enty : 
Tomths a ſtuffe will not endure. 

An, A mellifluousvoyce, as I am true knight. 

To. Ac 10us breath. 

en, Very tweet, and c 10s ifaith. 

Te. To heare by the noſe, it 1s dulcet in contagion. 
But hail we make the Welkin dance indeed? Shall we 
rowze the night-Owle ina Catch that wilidrawe three 
ſoules out of one Weaver ? Shall we doe that ? 

And, And you love me, let's doo't : I am dogge at a 

Catch 


Cle. Byrlady fir, and ſome dogs will catch well, 
_ Moſt certaine w- Let our Catch be, =_ _ 
s. Hold , thow Knave knight, | Ccon- 
frain'd in't, oY callehee Knave,Knight, 

eAn. *Tisnotthe firſt time 1 have conſtrained one to 
ll me knave. Begin foole : it begins, Hold thy peace, 

(fs. T ſhall never _— | hold my peace. 

An, Good faith ; begin. ( arch ſung. 

Enter Maria. : 

Mar. What a catterwalling doe you keepe heere? If 
my Lady have not call'd up ber Steward Malvoko, and 
bid him turne you out ef doores, nevertruſt me. 

Te. My Lady's a ( atayen, we are politicians, Malvolies 
aPeg-a-ramſic, and Threemerry men be we. Am not I 
confanguinious?” Am TI not of aer blood : tilly vally. La- 


dy ! There dwelt a man in B , , Lady, 
Clo, Beſhrew me, the knight's in admirable fooling. 
Az. I, he do's well enough if he be diſpol'd, and ſo doe 
ang grace, but I doe it more 
na N 
To, O the rwelfe day of December, 
| Ae, For the love 0'God peace. 
Emer Malvolio, 
Ual. My maſtersare you mad ? Or what are you? 
Have youno wit, watiners, nor honeſty, but te gabble 
ke Tinkers at this time of night? Doe yee make an Ale- 
bouſe of my Ladies houſe, that ye ſqueak out your Cozi- 
ers Catches without any miti or remorle of yoyce ? 


—— 
— 


Isthere no reſpeR of place, perſons, nor time in you ? | 


Cle, 1 did = 4907 A erra for Ma/veliornole | 


To. Wedid keepe time fir in our Catches. Snecke up. 

Aa. Sw Toby, I muſt beround with you- My Lady 
bad me tcll yoa, thatthough ſhe harbors you as her kint- 
man, ſhe's nothing ally*d to your diſorders. If you can 
ſeparate your ſelfe and your mildemeanors, you are wel- 
cometothe houſe : if not, and it would pleaſe you to take 
leave of her, ſhe is very willingto bid you tarewell. 

To. Farewell deere heart, fince I mult needs be gone. 

Mar. Nay good Sir 7a | 

Clo, His eyes doe ſhew his dayesare almoſt done. 

Ad. 1s't even (0? 

To. But I will nevery dye. | 

Ch. Sir Toby there you lye. ' 

Mad. 'Thisis mach credit to yous' 

To. Shall | bid bim goet 

Clo. What and if you doe ? | 

To. Shall [ bid bim poe, and (pare not ? 

Clo. O no, no, no, no, you dave not. | 

To. Our o'tune fir, ye lye: Artany more then a Stew. 
ard ? Doſtthou thinke becauſe thou art yertuous, there 
ſhall be no azore Cakes and Ale ? © 

Che. Yes by S. e Anne, and Ginger ſhalt be bet y'th 
mouth too, 

To. Ttarti'thright. Goe fir, rub your Chaine with 
crums. A ſtopect Wine Maria. 

Mat. Miſtris Mary, if you priz'd my Ladyes favour 
at any thing more then conmempr, you would not give 
meanes for this uncivili rule ; ſhe ſhall knovw of ic by this 
hand. Exits 
Mar. Goe ſhake your earcs. 

An. "Twere as goodadeed as todrinke when a mans 
, to challenge him the field, and then to breal.c 
e wich him, and make a foale of him. 
To. Doo'c knight, Ile write thee a —n— or Ile 
deliver thy indignationto him by word of mout 

Mar, Sweet Sir Toby be patient for to night ; Since 
the youth of the Counts was today with my Lady, ſhe is 
much om of quiet. For Mounſieur Aatvelio, let me alone 
with him: If 1 doe not gull him intoan ayword,and make 
him a common recreation, doe not thinke I have wir c- 
nough tolye ſtraight in my bed : I know I candoe it, 

To. Poſleſle us, poſſe us, tell us ſomething of him. 

Har, Marry fir, ſometimes he isa kindof Puriraze. 

An. O, if | thought char, Ide beate him like a dogge. 

To, What for being a Puritan, thy exquilite reaſon, 
deere knight, 

An. I haveno exquiſite reaſon for'e, butI have reaſon 

enough. 

Me. The dis'll a Puritarte that he is, or any thing 
conſtantly but a time-pleaſer, an affeRtion'd Aﬀe, that 
Cons State without booke,and utters it by great ſwarths. 
The beſt perſwaded of himſcife:{ocram'd(as he thinkes) 
with excellencies, that it is his ground of faith, that all 
that looke on him, love him: and on that vice in him, will 
my r find notable cauſe to worke. 

Mar. 1 will drop in his way ſome obſcure Epiſttes of 
love, wherein by the colour of his beard,the ſhape of his 
legge, the manner of his gate, the expreflure of his eye, 
forehead, - etion, he (hall find _—_ mo 
feelingly perſonated, I can write very like my Lady 
your Neece, n—— 4 matter we can hardly make 
diſtintion of our 

To. Excellent, I ſmei[a device. 

An. I hav'tin my noſcrov. 

Ts. He ſhall thinke by the Letters that thou wilt d 
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thatthey come from my Neece, and that ſhe's in love 
with him. 
Mw. My purpoſe is indeed a horſe ofthar colour, 
An. And your horſe now would make him an Afe. 
IHMar. Aſſe; I doubtnot. ' 
en, O twill be admirable. 
Mar. Sport royall I warrant you : 1 know my Phy- 


ficke will worke with bim, 1 will plant you two,and let 


rhe Foole make a third, where he ſhall find the Letter : 
obſerve'this conſtrufti6n of ir :For thisnight to bed,and 
dreame on theevent. Farewell. Ext. 

To. Good night Penthiſilea. 

An. Before me ſhr'sa good wench. = 

To. She's a beagle, trac bred, and one that adores me; 
what o'that ? 0 

An. 1 was ador'd once too. 6 

To. Let's to bed knight : Thon hadſt neede ſend for 
more money. 

An. TFI cannot recover your Neece, I ama foule way 
Our. 

To. Send for money knight, ifthou haſt her not 1'th 


end, call me Cur. , 


An. If I doe not, never truſt me, take it how 
.To, Come, come, Ile goc burne ſome Sacke,tis too late 
to goe to bed now : Come knight, come — 
| | xennt. 


— 


Scena (Quarta, 


——— 


Emer Dake, Viola, Curio, and ethers. 
 D#.Give me fome Muſicke; Now gocd morrow:(friends 

Now good Ceſ@ri9, butthat peece of fong,. | » | 

That old and Anticke ſong we beard laſt night ; 

Methought it did releeve my paſſion much, * 

More then light ayres, -and recolleed termes + 

Of theſe molt briske and giddy-paced times, 

Come, but one verle. | 

C#.He isnot here (fo pleaſe your Lordſhip) that ſhould 
ling it; 

Ds, Who was it ? 

Car. Fete the Iciter my Lord, a foole that the Lady 
Oliviaes Farher tooke much delight in. He is about the 
houſe. 

Dw#k. Secke him out, and play the tune the while. 


Cnſicks player, 


Come hither Boy, if ever thou ſhalt love 
In the ſweet pangs of it, remember me ?, 
For ſuch as 1 am, all true Lovers are, 
Vnſtaidand skittiſh in all morions clſe, 
Save in the conſtant image of the creature 
That is beloy'd. How doſt thou like this tune ? 
Vie. It givesa very ecchotothe ſeate 
Where love is thron'd. 
Ds. Thou doſt ſpeake maſterly, 
My life uporyc, yong though thou art, thine eye 
Hath ſtaid ſome favour that it loves : 
Hath it not boy ? 
Uso, Alittle, by your faver. 
Du. What kind of woman iſt? 
Vie. Of your compleQtion. 
Ds. She is not worth thee then. W hat yeares ifaith ? 
Vie. About your yeares my Lord. q 
Ds, Too eld by heaven: Let ſtill the woman take 


will. | 


An elder then her ſeclfe, ſo weares ſhe to him : 
So {wayes ſhe levell in her husbands heart : 
For boy, however we doe praiſe our ſelves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirme, 
More longing, wavering, ſooner loſt and worne, 
Then womens are. 

Vio. 1 thinke it well my Lord. 

Dx. Then let thy Love be yongerthen thy ſelfe, 
Or thy aftcion cannot hold the bent : 
For women arc as Roſes, whole faire lowre 
Being once dilplaid, doth fall that very houre. 

Vie. Andlothey are : alas, thatthey are ſo: 
To dye, cven when they toperfeftion grow . 

Lnter Curio, and Clowne, 

Dwk, O fellow come, the ſong we had laſt night : 
Mark it C eſ#ri0, it is old and plane ; 
The Spinitersand the Knitters in the Sun, 
And the free maids that weave their thred with bones, 
Doe uſero chant it : it is filly ſooth, 
And allies with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age. 

Cle. Are you ready Sir ? 

Dak, Iprethee ſing. 


Come away , come away death, 

And mn ſad cypreſſe let me be laid, 

Fye away, fie away breath, 

I am ſlam by a faire cruel maid. 
My forowd of white, fincke all with Ew, O prepare 
My part of death no one ſo true did (bare it, (it, 


. Not a flower, not a flower ſweet | 
On my blacks coſſin, let there be ſrewne : 
Not a friend, not a friend greet 
Ay poore wn where my bones (hall be thr awne : 
A thouſand thouſand ſighes to ſave, lay me O where 
Sad true lover never find my grave, to weepe there. 


Ds. There's for thy paines. 

Clo, No panes fir, I take pleaſure in ſinging fir. 

Ds. 1lc pay thy pleaſure then. 

Clo. Trurly fir, aud pleaſure will be paid one time, or 
another, 

D#k. Give me now leave, to leave thee. 

Dk. Now the m God proteR thee, andthe 
Tailor wake thy doublet of c le Taffata, for thy 
mind isa very Opall. I would have men of ſuch conſtans 
Cy put to Sea, that their buſinefſe might be every thing, 
and their intent every where, forthat's it, that alwayes 
makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewell. Exit, 

Dak, Let all the reſt give place : Once more Ceſario, 
Get thee to yond ſame ſoveraigne cruelty : 
Tell her my love (more noble then the world) 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands, 
The parts that fortune hath beſtow'd upon her,” 
Tell her I hold as giddily as Fortune : 
But 'tis that miracle, and Queene of lems 
That natureprankes her in, attratsmy ſoule, 

Vis. But if ſhe cannotlove you fir. 

Ds. Itcannot be ſoanſwer'd, 

Us. Sooth bat you muſt. 

Say that ſome Lady, asperhappes there is, 

Hath for your love as greatapang of heart 

As you have for Olsvia: you cannot love her : 
You tell her ſo : Muſt ſhenotthen be anſwer'd? 


Dak, There 1s no womans ſides ad 
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Can bide the beating of ſo ſtrong a paſſion, |_ 
As lovedoth give my heart : no womans heart 
So bigge, to bold ſo much, they lacke retention, 
Alas' their love may be call'd re, 
No motion of the Liver, but che Pallat, 
That ſuffer turter, cloyment. and revolc, 
But mine is all as hangry asthe Sea, 
And can diſgeſt as much, make yo compare 
Betweene that love a woman can bearc me, 
And that I owe Olivia, 

Jie. Ibat 1 know. 

Dx. What doft thou know ? 

Us. Too well whatlove womento men may owe : 
In faith they are as true of heart, as we. 
My father had a daughter lov'd a man 
As it might be perhaps, were Ia woman 
1 hould your Lotdſhip. 

Dwk, And what's her hiſtory? 

Jie. A blanke my Lord : ſhe nevet told her love, 
But let concealment like a worme 1'th budde 
Feede on her damaske cheeke : ſhe pin'd in thought, 
And with a greene and yellow melancholly, 
She fate like Patience 0na Monument, 
Smiling at greefe. Wasnot this love indeed ? 
We men may ſay more, {weare more;butindeed 
Our ſhewes are more then will : for ſtill we prove 
Much in our vowes, bur little in our love. 

Ds. Burt di'd thy ſiſter of her love my Boy? 

Fie. T amall the daughters of my Farhers houſe, 
And a'lthe brothers too : and yet 1 know not, 
Sir, hall | cothis Lady ? 

Ds. I that's the Theame, 
To her in haſte ? give her this Tewell : fay, 


Thy love can give no place,bide no denay. Exeunt. 


Scena Quinta, 


Enter Sir Toby, Siv eAndrew, and Fabian, 
Te. Come thy wayes Signior Fabian, . 
Fab. Nay Ile come 3 it 1loſe a ſcruple of this ſport, 
let me be boyl'd rodeath with Mclancholly - : 
To. Wouldit thou not be glad to have the niggardly 
Raſcally ſheepe-biter, come by ſore notable ſhame ? 
Fa. 1 would exult man ; you know he brought me out 
of favour with my Lady,about a Beare- baiting here. 
Te. Toanger him wee'l have the Beare againe, and 
my il toole hia blacke and blew, ſhall we not fir An- 
e 
An. And wedoe not, it is pitty of our lives. 
Emer Maris. 
To. Heere comes the little villaine: How now my 
Nettle of /ndia? | 
Mar. Gert ye all three into the box tree: Malvehs': 
comming downe this walke, he has beene yonder i'the 
Sunne practiting behaviour to his owne ſhadow this halfe 
bonre : obſerve him for the love of Mocketytfor I know 
this Letter wili make a contemplative Ideotof him.Cloſe 
inthe name of jeaſting, lyethou there : for heere comes 
the Trowt, that muſt be caughe with tickling. Exit. 
Emer Malvoho, 
Azal. 'Tis bur: Fortune, all is fortune. Maris once 
told me ſhe did affeRt me, and 1 have heard her ſeife come 
thus neere, that ſhould ſhe fancy, it ſhonld be ene of my 


—  — 
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| reſpeR,then any oneelſc that followes her. What ſhould 
I thinke on't? 

To. Heere'sanever-weening rogue- 

Fa. Oh peace: Contemplation makesa rare Turkey 
Cocke of him, how he jetsunder hisadvanc'd plumes. 

And. Slight I could fo beate the Rogue. | 

To. Peace I (ay. 

Mat. Tobe Count CHalvelio, 

To. Ah Rogue. 

Az. Piſtoll him, piſtoll him- 

To. Peace, peace. 

Mal. There is example for't : The Lady of the Stra- 
chy, married the yeoman ofthe wardrobe. 

An. Fye on him lezabel, 

Fa. O peace, now he's deepely in : looke how imagi- 
nation blowes him. | 

Mat. Having beenethree moneths married to her, 
ſicting in my ftate. 

To. O fora ſtone-bow to hit him in theeye. 

Mal. Calling my Officers about me, in my branch'd 
Velvet gowne : having come trom a day bed, where I 
have left Ole (leeping, 

To. Fire and Brunſtone, 

Fa. O peace, peace. 

Mal. And then to have the humor of Nate ; and after 
ademure travaile of regard: telling them I know my 

, as I would they ſhould doe theirs : to aske for my 
in{man Toby. ; 

To. _ and ſhackles. 

Fa. Oh peace, peace, ,now, now, 

Mal. Seaven of my yy with an obedient ſtart, 
make outfor him: I trowne the while, and perchance 
winde up my watch, or play with my ſome rich Icyell : 
Ti hes ; eurtlics there to me. 

To. Shall this fellow live ? 

Fe. Though our filence be drawne from us with cares, 
yet peace. 

Mal. I extend my hand to him thus: quenching my 
familiar ſmilc with an auſtere regard of control. | 

To. And d&'s not Tebytake you a blow o'the lippes? 
then? : 

Mat. Saying, Cofine Toby, my Fortunes having caſt 
me onyour Necce, give me this prerogative of ipccch; 

To. Whar, what? 

Mal. You mult amend your drunkenneſle, 

To. Our ſcab. 0 

Fab. Nay patiencey or we breake the finewes of our 

? 
Poet Beſides you waltc the treaſure of your time, 
with a fooliſh knight. 

Aud, That's me Lwarrant you: 


Mal. One fir Andrew. 
And. I knew *twas |, for many doe call me foole. 
Mal. What employment have we heere? 
Fa. Now is the Woodcocke neere the gin. 
To. Ohpeace, and the fpicit of humors intimate rea- 
dingaloud to him, y | 
Mal. By my lifethisis my Ladies hand : theſe be her 
very C*:,her V's, and her T's, and thus makes ſhe her 
great P's. It is incontemptot queſtion her hand. 

eAn. Her C's, her Fs, and her T's: why thar ? | 

Mal. To the unhnowne belov d, thi, ys $7 Wifkes : 
Her very Phraſes: By your leave wax. Sofr, aad the im- 

e her Zacrece, with which ſheuſcsto ſcale: tismy 

Lady : To whom ſhould this be? 

Fab, This winnes him, Liverand all. 


complection. Beſides ſhe uſes me with a more exalted 


G4 =. Mel. \ 


_——— 
— 


| 


| 


CC IO —_—— 


' ſee more detraction at your heeles, then Fortunes before 


Twelft Night,or What you will 


2 "== 


Mal. Iove knowe: 1 love, but who, Lips doe not moove, no 
men muift know. No man muſt know. V hat followes? 
The numbers altcr'd ; No man muſt know, 

If this ſhould be thee Ma/volss ? 
To. Marry hang thee brocke. | 
Hal. 1 may command where { adore, bet ſilence like a Lui- 


ereſſe knife, 
With bleodleſſe froke my heart doth gore, CM. O. A. I. doth 
ſmay my life. 
Fa. A fuſtian riddle. 
To. Excellent Wench, ſayT. 
Mal. 34.0, A.1, doth ſway my life. Nay but firſt 
letme ſee, let me ſee, let meſee. | 
Fab. What difh a poyſon has ſhe dreſt him ? 
Toe. And with what wing the ftallion checkes at it ? 
Mal. I may command, where 1 adore: Why ſhe may 
command me : I ſerve her, the is my Lady. Why this is 
evident to any formall capacity, There is no | 
in this, and the end ; W hat (bould that Alphabeticall po- 


To. OI, make upthat, he is now at a cold ſent. 

Fab. Sowrer will cry upon't for allthis, though itbe as 
ranke as a Fox. 

Mal. M. Matlvelts, 2. Why that begins my nawe. 

Fab. Did notf[ ſay he would worke it our, the Curre is 
exccllent a: faults. 

Mal. CM , But then there is no conſonancy wm the ſe- 
quell that aff ersunder probation ; ec. ſhould follow, 
but 0. does. 

Fe. And O ſhall end, I hope. 

Te. 1,or He cudgdll him, and make him cry 0, 

Aﬀat. And then 1. comes behind. 

Fab. 1, and you had any eye behind you , you might 


Ott 
J Mal. M.O.A.1. This ſimulation is not as the former: 
and yer tocruſh this a little, ir would bow to me, for c- 
very one of theſe Lerters are in my name. Soft, here fol- 
lowes prof :'[f this fall into thy hand,revelue.In my Starres 
I am above thee, but be not affraid of greatnefle : Some 
P——_ great, 00960 RR ap and ns 
hands, let thy blood and vir embrace them, >.-p to in- 
ure thy ſclfe- to what thou artliketo be : caſtthy humble 
ſlough, and appeare freſh. Be oppoſite with a kinks, 


YO OO 2. tb 


* —_ 


_ 


| 


farly with ſervants : Sy pengen tang 


arguments of 
| Srate; put thy ſelfe into the tricke of ſingularity.. Shee 
| thus adviſes thee, that ſighes for thee. Remember who 
| commended thy yellow ttockings, and wiſh'dtoſeethee 
| ever crofle garter'd: I ay 


» goe tooy thou art 
made if thou deſir'ſt to be ſo : If nor, let meſee thee a ſte- 
ward ſtill, the fellow of ſervants, and not worthy to 
touch Fortunes fingers Farwe'l. Shee that would alter 
ſervices with thee, rhe fortunate unhappy daylight 'and 
champian diſcoversnot more : This is open, I will 


= 


proud, Iwill reade politicke Authors, I will Sir 
Toby, I will waſh off groſſe acquaintance, I willbe point 
deviſe, the wy {elfe, co ler 


1magination jade me ; 


| 
; 


tharmy = yy" She did commend my yellow 
bo doreife way —_ Te 
| gnta's, nd in hiv dm emaileliober Eifeto wy love, 
and witha kind of injanRtion drivcs meto theſe habirs 


g 
= 


of her l1ki Arty a meme 
be ſtrange, ſtout, inyellow ſtooking,and c 


Q. 


(ition portend, if I could make that reſemble ſomething 
in me ? Softly; MO.A.T. 


FRED 


even with the {wiſtneſſe of 
ſtarres be praiſed. Heere is 


wilt have me. 


en. Socould I roo, 
ther jeſt. 
eTn, Norl reither. 


An. Or 0o'mine cither ? 


thy bondſlave ? 
es, Ifaith, or Icither? 


in yellow 


ſee it,foilow me.com— 


of wit. 
And. Te make onetoo. 


putting on. Jove, and my 


not chooſe but row who 1 ame. If thow entertaonſft my love lets 
appear e ia thy [muling, thy ſmeiler become thee well. There. 
fore in my preſence ſtill ſmile, deere my ſweet, 1 prethee. 111 
I chanke thee,I will (mile;l wilkdeeevery thing that thoy 


| E xs, 

Fab. I will not give ey part of this ſport for a 
onof thouſands to be paid from the by. _” 
To. Icould marry this wenchfor this deuice. 


To. And aske no cther dowry with ber, but ſuch ano- 
Enter Maria. 


Fab. Heere comes my neble gull-catcher. 
To. Wilt thou ſet thy foote o'my necke? 


To. Shall I play my fredome at tray-trip, and become 


Tob. Why, thou haſt put him in ſuch a dreawe, that 
when the image of it leaves him, be muſt run mad. 
| Ma. Nay butfay true, do's tworke upon him ? 

To. Like Aquz-vitz with a Midwitc, 

Aar.'\It you will then ſee the fruits of the ſport, marke 
his firſt approachbeforemy Lady : he will come to her 
ſlocki , and "tis acolour ſhe abhorres, and 
croſle garter'd, a taſhion ſhe detefts : and be wil! ſmile 
upon her, which will now be ſounſutcable to her diſpe- 
ſition, being addicted to a melancholly,as ſbe is, that it 
caynot bur turne him intoa notable contempt: if you will 


To. Tothe gatesof Tartar, thou moſt excellent divel 


 ————_ 


polticripr. T hos confi 


= 


y. 


E xewnt, 
Finu A Huw Sccunds. 


IIS EY 


eA tus Tertius, Scana Prima. 


— 


by the Tabor ? 
U:s, Art thou a Churchman ? 


Vi. So thou mailt ſay the Ki 
begger dwell necr him : or the 


wrong {ide may be turn'd 


Us, Why man 


Yee. Thy reaſon man? 


Enter Viola, and [lowne. 
Uis. Save thee Friend and thy Muſicke : doſt thou live 
(%. No fir, I live by the Church. 


C/o. No ſuch matter fir, I doe live by the Church:for, 
ON wy houſc, and my houſe doth ſtand by the 
' 


lyes'by a begger, if 


Cle. You have ſaid fir : Toſec this age ! A ſentence i 
but a chev'xill glove to a good witte, how quickely the 


rch ſtands by thy Ta | 


ourward. it | - 

Pie. Nay that's certaine zthey that dally nicely 
words, 1 them wanton. mT 
Cl, oe es had had no nam SI | 


Clo, Why fir, hername*saword, and to dally wit 
that word, might make my fiſter wanton : But indce® 
wordsare very Rafcals, ſince bonds dilgrac'd thew- 


Cle.) 


_— 


| 


— 
2——— 


T welfe might, or what you will, 
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2». Troth fir, I can yecld you none wirhout words, 
xd. are growne fo falſc,I am loath to prove reaſon 
with them- 

771. . I warrant thou art a merry fellow , and car'ſt for 
nothing. 

Clo, Notſoir, Idoe care for ſomething : but in my 
conſcience fir,1 doe not care for you : ifthar be tocarefor 
nothing fir, l would it woald you inviſible. 

V#.Art notthou the Lady O&wia's toole ? 

Cle, No indeed fir,the Lady Ola has no folly, ſhee 
will keepe no foole ſir,till ſhe be married, and foolesare 
as like husbands,as Pilchersare to Herrings,the husbands 
the bigger, I am indeed not her foole,but her corrupterof 
wo 

Vis. I faw thee late at the Count Orſino's. 

Clo Foolery fir,does walke about the Orbe like the 
Sunne,it ſhines where, I would be ſorry fir,butthe 
Foole ſhould be as oft with your Maſter, as with my Mi- 
ftris:I thinke I ſaw your wiſedome there. 

Vie. Nay and thou paſſe upon mee, Ile no more with 
thee. Hold there's expences for thee. 

Clo. Now [ove in his next commodity of haire , ſcnd 
thee a beard. 

Vie. By my troth Ile tell thee , 1am almoſt ſicke- for 
one,though I would not have it grow on my chinne. Is 
thy Lady within. 

Clo, Wouldnot apaire of —_— _ ? 

Vie. Yes,being kept together,and put to ule. 

Clo.T would ol Lord P andarns of Phrygia (ir,to bring 
a Creſrida to this Tropime, 

Fio. 1 underſtand you fir, tis well begg'd. 

Cle. The matter I hope is tot great fir ; begging,buta 
| 


_ My Lady is withi 
| conſter to them whence you come,who youarc,and 
what you would is vut of my Welkin, I might fay Ele- 


ment,but the word 15 over-worne. Exit. 
Vie. This fellow is wiſe enough to play the foole, 
And to doe that well,craves a kinde of wit : 
He muſt obſerve their mood on whom he jcſts, 
The quality of perſons,and the time : 
And like the Haggard,checke at every Feather 
That comes before his eye» This is a praQice, 
As full of labour as a Wiſe-mans Art: 
For folly that he wiſely ſhewes,is fit : 
But Wiſe mens folly falne,quite taint their wit. 
Enter fir Toby and eAndrew, 
To, Save yoti Gentleman. 
Via. And you fir. 
eAnd. Dien vou guard (Monnſier. 
Vio, Et wouz, anſie voſtre ſervitewre, 
end, I hope fir, you are,and I am yours. | 
| To. Will you encounter the houle,my Neece is deſi- 
rous you ſhould cnter,if your trade be to her. 
Vu, 1 am bound to your Neece fir, I meane ſhe is the 
; '\ſtof my voyage. 
Te. Taſte your legges fir,put them to motion. 
U:s,My legges doe betrer underſtand me fir,then I un- 
derſtand what you meane by bidding me taſte my legges. 
To. I meane to goe fir,to enter. 
Us.T will anſwer you with gateand gytrance, but wee 


re prevented. 
Gemlewoman. 


m—_ 


Emer Olevia aud 

Moſt excellent accompliſh'd Lady, the heavens raine O- 
$ ON YOu. 

eAnd.That youth's a rare Courtier,raine Odours,well. 

Fio. My matter hath no voyce Lady,butto your owne 


| Tf one ſhould bea 


—— 


yy” ogoognantend nog 3p 
- Odours, pregnant, and vouchſafed : Ile get 'em 
all three already. o 
Ol. Letthe Garden doore be ſhut, and leave me to my 
hearing. Give me your hand fir. 
Ur. My duty Madam, and moſt humble ſervice. 
Gt. Whatis your name ? | 
Vie, Ceſario1s your ſervants name, faire Princeſſes 
Of. My ſervant fir? 'Twasnever merry wor 
Since lowly feigning was call'd complement : 
y are ſcrvant tothe Count Orſine (youth.) 
Vie. And he is yours, and his muſt needs be yours: 
your ſervants ſervant, is your ſervant Madam. 
Ol, For him, I thinke not on him: for histhoughtes, 
Would they were blankes rather then fill'd with me. 
Uo. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On = _ 
Of. O by yourleavel pray you. 
I bad you never ſpeake againe of him 
But would you undertake another ſuite 
I had rather heace you, to folicitthat, 
Then Muſicke from the ſpheares. 
Vs. Deere Lady. 
Ol. Give me leave,beſeech you:T did ſend, 
Afterthe laſt cnchantment you did heare, 
A Ring inchace of you. Sodid I abuſe 
My ſelte, my ſervant, and I feareme you; 
Vnder your hardconſtrution muſt I it, 
To forcethat on you in a ſhamefull cunning 
Which you knew none of yours. W hat might you think? 
Have you not ſet mine Honor at the ſtake, 
And baited it with allth'unmazled thoughts 
That heart can thinke?to one of your receiuing 
Enough is ſhewne, a Cipreſle, not a boſome, 
Hides my poore heart : ſo let mic hcare you ſpeake. 
Vie. I pitty you. 
Ol. That's a degree to love. 
Vis. No not a grice : for tis a vulgar proofe 
Thar very oft we pitty enemies. 
Of. Why then me thinkes tis time toſmile agen: 
O world, how aptthe poore are to be proud ? 
rey, how muchthe better 
Tofall before the Lion, thenthe Wolfe ? 
Clocke Htrikes. 
The clocke —_— me with the waſte of time. 
Be not affraid good youth, I will not have you; 
And yet when wit and youth is come to harveſt, 
Your wife is like to reape a proper man : 
There lyes your way, due Welt. 
Uis, Then Weſtward hoe: | 
Grace and good diſpoſition attend your Ladyſhip : 
You'l Madame to z by me? 
Ol, : rell me wharthouthinkſt of me ? 
Vie. That you doe thinke you are not what you are. 
Ol. IF I thinke ſo, Ithinkethe ſame of you. . 
Vie. Thenthiake you right : I am not what Iam: 
Ol. I would you were, asI would have you be. 
Uio, Would it be better Madam, theni am ? 
I wiſh it might, fornow Iam your foole. 
Ol. O what a deale of ſcorne, lookes beautifull ? 
In the contempt and anger of his lip, 
A murdrous guilt (hewes not it ſeife more ſoone, 
Then love that would ſceme hid : Loves night, is noone. 


Ceſario, by the Roſes of the Spring, : 

By maid-hood, honor, trnth, andevery thing, 

Ilove thee ſo, that maugre all oy pride, " 
or 


a” 


: 


—_— 
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| T welfe night,or, What youwill, 


Nor wit, nor reaſon, can my paſſion hide : 

Doc not extort thy reaſons from thisclauſe, 

For that I wooe, thou therefore haſt no canſe : 

But rather reaſon thus, with reaſon ferter ; 

Love ſought, is good : but given unſought, is better+ 
Uio., By innocence I {weare, and by my youth, 

T have one heart, one boſome, and one truth, 

And that ns vvoman has, nor never none 

Shall miſtris be of ity ſave I alone. 

And ſo adicn good Madam, never more, 

WillI my Maſters tearcs to you deplore. 
04, Yet come againe: for thou perhaps mayſt move 

That heart which now abhorres, to like hisloves L 

Xennt. 


P. 


—_—— 


R—_ — _- 


Scana Secunda. 


——— P—_ 
———— 


Emter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 


eAud. No faith, Ile not ſtay a jotl : 
| Tob. Thy teaſondeere venom, give thy reaſon, 


drew. 

And. Marry I ſaw your Neece doe more favoursto the 
Counts Serving-man, than ever ſhe beſtow'd upon me : 
I ſaw't1th Orchard. 

Tob. Did the ſcethe while, old boy, tell me that? 

eAnd. Asplaine as I ſee you now- 
| Fabi, This wasa great argument of love in hertoward 


you. 

end. Slight ; will you make an Aﬀe o'me 2 

Fabi. I prove it legitimate ſir, upon the Oathes of 
judgement, and reaſon, 

Tob, And they have beene grand Iury men,ſince before 
Noah was a Saylor, 

Fabi. Shee did ſhew favour to the youth in your ſight, 
enely to exaſperate you, to awake your dormouſe valour 
to put fire in your Heart, andbrimſtone in your Liver : 
you ſhould then have accoſted her, and with ſome excel- 
lent jeſts (fire-new from the mint) you ſhould have bangd 
the youth intodumbeneſſe : this was look'd for at your 
band, and this was baulkt : the double gilt of this oppor- 
eunity you ler time waſh off, and you are now faild into 
the North of my Ladies opinion, where you will hang 
like an yſickle on a Durchmans beard, unlefle you doe re- 
deeme 1t, by ſome laudable artempt, either of valour or 

licy. 

Ta. And'tbeany way, it muſt be with Valour, for 
policy I hate : I hadas life be a Browniſt, as a Politi- 
Cian. 

Tob. Why then build me thy fortunes upon the baſis of 
valour. C me the Counts youthto fight with him 
hurt him in eleven s, my Neece ſhall take note of it, 
and aſſure thy ſelfe, there is no love-Broker in the world, 
can more prevaile in mans commendation with woman, 
than report of valour . 

Fab. There isno way but this fir Andrew. 

And. Will either of you beare me a e to him? 

Tob. Go, write it ina martiall hand,be curſt and briefe: 
it is no matter how witry, ſo it be e , and full of 
invention: taunt him with the licenſe of Inke : if thou 
thou'ſt him ſome thrice,it ſhall not be amiſſe,and as ma- 


ny Lyes, as will lye inthy ſhecte of paper, although the 


ms 


| and you find ſomuch blood in his Liver, as will clog the 


of 
F 
4 


I—— 


| ſheete were big h for the bed of Were in England, 
ſet 'em downe, goe about it, Letthere be gall enough in 
thy inke, though thou write with a Goolc-pen, no mat- 
rer s It, 
eAnd. Where ſhall I find you ? 
Tob. We'll call thee at the Cubiculs : Goe 
Exit Sir Andrew, 


Fab. This is a deere Mamkinto you Sir Toby. 

Tob, Thave beene deere to him lad, ſome two thouſand 
ſtrong, or lo. ; 

Fa. We ſhall have a rare Letter from him ; but you'le 
not deliver'r. 

Tob. Never truſt me then: and by all meanes ſtirre on 
the youth toan anſwer. I thinke Oxenand waine-ropes 
cannot hale them t .For Andrew,it he were open'd 


foot * x _ le —_ _ of th'anatomy. 
Fab. is oppoſite the youth beares in his vilage no 
great prelage of cruelty. . 


Snter Maria. 


Fabia, You muſt needs yecld your reaſon, Sir eAs- | 


Tob, Looke wherethe y Wrenof mine comes. 

Atar. If you deſire the ſpleene, and will laugh your 
ſelves into ſtitches, follow me;yond gull Malvoho is tur- 
ned Heathen, a very Renegatho; for there isno chriſtian 
that meanestobe ſaved by beleeving rightly, can ever 
beleeve ſuch impoſſible paſſages of Weonetle, Heg's 
yellow ſtockings. 

Tob. And croſſe garter'd ? 

Mar. Moſt villanouſly : like a Pedant that keepes: 
Schoole i'th Church : 1 have dogg'd him like his murthe- 
rer. He does obey every point of the Letter that I dropt, 
to betray him : He does {mile his face into more lynes, 
then isin the new Mappe, with the augmentation of the 
Indies : you have nora athing as tis: I can hard- 
ly forbeare hurling thingsat him, 1 know my Lady will 
lirike him : ifſhe doe, he'll ſmile, andtake'r for a great 
favour, s 

Tob, Come bring us, bring us where he is. 


E xennt Onme!. 


"_ ; \ 
Scena Tertia. 


rr, 


—_— 


Enter Shaſtian and Anthonio, 


Seb. I would not by my will haye troubled you, 
But ſince you make your pleaſure of your payncs, , 
I wilino turther chide you. 

Arth. I could not ſtay behind you : my deſire 
(More ſharpe than filed ſtecle)did ſpurre me forth, 

And not all love to ſee you (though ſo much | 
As might have drawneonetoa longer voyage) 
But jcaloufic, what might befall your travell, 
Being skillefle in theſeparts : whichto a ſtranger, 
Vnguided, and pntricnded, often prove 
Rough, and unhoſpitable, My willing love, 
The rather by theſc of feare 
Set forth in your purſuite. 

Seb. My kind Anthonio, 
Ican no other anſwer make, but thankes, 


But were my worth, asis my conſcience firme, Why 


OOO 


Frm 


— 


T wel/e Night, or, what you will, 
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yYoa ſhould find better dealing : what's to doe ? 
Shall wegoe ſeethe reliques of this Towne ? 
Ant. To morrow ir, beſt firſt goe ſee your Lodging. 
Seb, Iamnot weary,and 'tis long to night, 
1 pray you ler us {atishie our eyes 
With che memorialls, andthe things of fame 
That doe renowne this _ 
Ant. Would youl'd pardon me : 
[ doe not yrrk —_ ww theſe ſtreetes. 
Oace ina {ea-ight” the Count his gallies 
1 did ſome ſervice Sffach note —>"oi 
That were I tane heere, it would ſcarſe be anſwer'd: 
Seb. Belike you flew greatnumber of his people. 
Ant. Th' offence 18 not of ſuch a bloody nature, 
Albeit the quality of the time, and quarrell 
Might well have given us bloody argument ; 
|: might have ſince beene anſwer'd in repaying 
What we tooke trom them, which for Traihques ſake 
Moſt of our Citty did. Onely my felte ſtoud our, 
For which if I be lapled inthis lace 
I ſhall pay deere. 
Seb. Doe notthen walke too open. 
Ant. It doth not fit me : hold fir, here's my purſe. 
In the South Suburbes ar the 
[sbeſt to ludge : I will beſpeake our dyet, 
Whiles you beguile thetime, and feed your knowledge 
With viewing of the Towne, there ſhall you have me. 
Seb. Why I your purſe ? 
Ante Haply your eye ſhall light upon ſome toy 
Yod have deſire to _ :and your ſtore 
yo _ for i —_—_—— Ws 
$6. Ile be your purſe-bearer, you 
For an houre, | 
Arz, To th'Elephant, 


Seb. I do: remember; Exennt, 


—OD—— 7 


Scena Quarta. 


——— — 


Emer Olivia, and Maria. 


01, I have ſent after him, he ſayes he'll come : 
How ſhall I feaſt him > What beſtow of him? 


| ſpeake roo loud : Where's Matvolio, he is fad,and civill, 
And ſuites well for a ſervant with my fortunes, 
Where is Malvolis? 
oo He's comming Madam : lurepoſleſ 
in very ſtrange manner. He 1s Madam. 

Ot. Why whar's the matter, does he rave? « 

Mar. No Madam, he does at ſmile: your La- 
dyſhip were beſt to have ſome guard about you, if he 
come, for ſure the man is tainted in's wits- | 

01, Goe call hin hither. 


Enter Malvele. 

Iam as mad as he, 
It ad and mercy madneſſe equall be, 

Ol. How now CMatvelio? 

Hat. Sweet Lady, ha, ha. 

Of. Smil'it thou? 1 ſent for thee upon aſad occaſion. 
Mat. Sad Lady, I could be (ad : 
Thisdoes make ſome obſtruftion inthe blood : 
This croſſe-gartering, but what of that 


OO 


For youth isbought more ofc, then begg'd, or borrow'd. | 


a. 


L 


If it pleaſe theeye of one, it is with measthe very true 
Sonnet it : Pleaſe one, and pleaſe all. 

Ol, Why how doeſt thoa man ? 
Whatis the matter with thee ? 

Mal. Not blacke in my mind, though yellow in my 
legges : Itdid cometo his hands, and Commands ſhall 
—_— Ithinke wedoc know the ſweet Romane 


Ol. Wilt thou goe to bed Matvolio? 
Mal. To bed ? I ſweet heart; and Ile come tothee, 
_ Of. God comfort thee : Why doſt thou ſmile fo, and 

kiſſethy hand ſo oft ? 

Mar. How doe you Matvoko. 

Ma. At your requeli : 
Yes Nightingales anfwer Dawes. ; 

Mew. Wy apptare you with this ridiculous boldriefle | 
before my Lady? 


Hal. Be not afraid of : was well writ. 


Mal. Some atcheeve greatneſle. 

Ol. pe ſayſt thou? 

CAMal. ome have greatneſſc thruſt them. 
Of. Heaven reſtorc thee. "ow 

Mal. Remember who commended thy yellow ſtock. 


Ol. Thy yellow ſtockings ? 

Mal. And with'd to ſee thee crofle garter'd. 

Ot. Croſſe garter'd? | 

IWal.Goctoo,thou art made, ifthou deſu 'it to be ſo} 
Of Am1 made? 

Mal, If not, let me ſee thee a ſervant till, 

04, Why this is very Midſommer madneſlſe, 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Madam, the yong Gentleman of the Count Or 
o's is return'd, I could hardly ctitreatc him backe ; he at- 
tends yuar Ladyſhips pleaſure. 

Of. lle come to him. | 
Good Aeris, let this fellow be look'd too. Where's my 
Cofin Toby, let ſome of my le have a ſpeciall care of 
him, I wouldnot have him mi for the halfe of my 

. | wa | Ex, 

Mal. Ob, ho, doe you come neere menow: tio worle 
manthen fir Tvs to looke to me.” This concutres directs 
ly withthe Letter, ſhetench on rpoſe, that I may 
a ſtubborneto him : forfhe incires me to that in 

. Caſt thy humble flongh fapes ſhe: be oppo- 
| with ſervants , lett 


+ f carriage, aflow tongue,in 
the habite of ſohe Sir of note;and fo Ihave c 
her, bur it is Irverdoing, and ove make me rhankefull. 
And when ſhe went hay let this Fellow be look'd 
to: Fellow ? not HM , nor atrer my de 
Fellow Why every thing adheres her , that no 
dramme of a {cruple, no ſcruple of a ſcruple, no obſtacle, 
no incredulous or unſafe circumſtance £ What can be (aid? 
Nothing that can be, can come berweene me, and the Full 
proſpe@ of my hopes. Well Zove, nor I, is the doer of 
this, and he is to be thanked. 


Emer Toby, T_—_ Alaria. | 
2 


— 


% 
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T welfe Night,or, What you will. 


——— 


To. Which way ishe in the name of ſanity? If all 
the divelsof hell be drawne in lirtle, and Legion himſclfe 
poſſeſt him, yet lle ſpeake to him, 

Fab. Heere he is, heere he is : how iſt with you fir ? 
How iſt with you man ? 

a Goc off, I diſcard you: let me enjoy my private: 
goc Ott. : 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend ſpeakes within him ; 
did not I tell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prayes you to have 
4 acare of him. | | 

Mal. Ah ha, docs ſhe ſo? 

To. Goe to, goe to : peace, peace, we mult deale gently 


iſt with you? What man, defic the divell : conſider, he's 
at enemy to mankind. 

Mal. Doe you know what you ſay ? 

Mar. La you, and you ſpeake ill of the divell, bow 
he takes itat hearts Pray God he be not bewitch'd. 

Fab. Carry his water toth'wile woman. q 

IM. Marry and it ſhall be done tomorrow morning 
4 I live, My Lady would notlooſe him for more then ile 

ay. 

Mal. How now miltris? 

To. Prethee hold thy peace, this is not the way : 
you not ſce you move M2 Ter me alone with him. - 

Fa. No way bur gentleneſle, gently, gently : the Fiend 
isrough, and will not be roughly us'd. C 

To. Why how now my bawcucke ? how doft thou 
" Mal. Sir. | (chucke? 

To. I biddy, come with me. What man, tis nor. for 
gravity ro play at cherry-pit with ſathan.Hang hin foule 
| Colliar. | 
1 Mar, Gethim tolay his prayers, good fir Toby get 
| himto pray. 

Mat. My prayers Minx | 

mag No I warrant you, he will not heare of godly- 
neſſe. 
_ "Mal. Goc hang your {elves all : ;you are idle 
things, I am not of your element, you ſhall know more 
hereafter. Ext. 

To. Iſt poſſible ? 

Fab, If this were plaid upona ſtage now, I could con- 
demne it as an improbable fiction. 

To. His very genits hath taken the infe&ion of the 
device man EY —Y 
 CHar Nay parſue him now, leaſt the device take ayre, 
en ty ve Gali wat like. 

Fa. y we nake hin 

Mar. The houſe wk the quicter; | 


My Neece1s already inthe belcife tHat he's mad : we may 
carry it thus for our pleaſure,and his pennance;till our ve- 


ry paſtimetyred our ofbreach, prompt us to have mercy 

on him: at th time,we wil bri devices the bar 

andcrowne thee fora finder of : but ſec, but ſce. 
Enter Sir eAndrew. 


Fa. More matter for a May morning. | 
And.Heere's he Challenge, reade it: I warrant there's 
vinegar and in't, ——o— 
| Fab. Iſtfo fawcy? pn 
end. I, iſt ? I warranthim: doe but reade. 
75 00 me. "1x ®, FR f 
| Tomth, whatſoev er thou art, thow art but a ſcurvy fellow. 
Fa. Good and valiant. 4 | 


with him : Let mealone, How doe you AMatvolio? How ' 


| To.Come, we'l have him ina darke roome and bound. | 


thee ſo,for I will ſhew thee no reaſon for't. Law 

= A good —_— k " you _ the _ boo 

0. Thou tot bwvia, and wn my fight ſhe wy 

thee kindly : but thou ruby fs throat , that wdirk = 
I challenge thee for. 

Fa. Very breefe,and to exceeding good ſence-leſſe, 

To. 1 will way-lay thee going home, where if it be thy chance 
tokaell me. 

Fa. Good. ; 

To. Thow kilt me hike 4 rogue and a willaine. 

Fa. Still you keepe o'th windie fide of the Law:good, 

To.F. ef/,and God bave mercie upon one of our ſonle;, 
He may have mercie upon mine, but my hope us better, andſq 
looke to thy ſelfe. Thy friend as then v/eſt him , and thy ſworn 
exemy, Andrew Ague-checke, 

To. If this Letter move him not, his legges cannot: ' 
Ie giv't him. 

Har. You may have verie fit occaſion for't : hee is 
now in ſome commerce with my Lady , and will by and 
by depart. 

To. Go fir Andrew: (cout mee for him at the corner 
of the Orchard like a bum-Baily : ſo ſoone as ever thou 
ſceſt him,draw,ahd as thou draw'ſt ſweare horribly: for 
it comes to paſle oft,that a terrible oath , with a (wagge- 
ting accent ſharpely twang'd off ,, gives manhood more 
approbation, then ever proofe it {elte would have carm'd 
him. Away. 


To. _-_ will - c_ his agg : for = _ 
Our of the yong C ives him out to g 
capacity , and breeding : mplayment betweene his 
Lord and my Neice, confirmes no lefſe, Therefore , this 
Letter being ſo excellently ignorant, will breed no terror 
in the youth:he will finde it comes from a Clodde-pole. 
But fir, I will deliver his Challenge by word of mouth; 
ſet upon eAgue-cheeks a notable of yalor,and drive 
the Gentleman(asI know his youth will aptly receive it) 
into a moſt hidcous opinion of his rage , skill, turic, and 
a4 $a will ſo fright them both, that they wil 
Kill one another by the looke , like Cockatrices- 


Enter Olrvia and Viola. 
F. Heere he comes with your Neice, give them way * 
til he rake leave,and preſently after him. @_ 
To.I wil meditate the while upon ſome horrid meſſage 
for a Challenge. E xenm, 
Ol. I have ſaid too-muchuntoa heart of ſtone, 
And laid mine honour roo vnchary on't: 
There's ſomething in methat reproves my fault: 
But ſuch a head-ſtrong potent fault it is: 
That it but mockes reproofe.. 
Vie. With the ſame haviour that your paſſion beares, 


| GoeFon my Maiſters 


Of. Hecre,weare this Jewell for me, tis my picture: 
Refuſe it not, it hath no tongue,to vex you: 
And I beſeech you come againe to morrow. 
W hat ſhall you aske of me that Ile deny, 
That honour(ſav'd) may uponasking give. 
Vie. Nothing but this , true love for my maiſter, 
O17. How with mine honormay I give him that, 
W hich I have given to you ? 
Vie. I will acquit you. _ 
Ol: Well, come againe to niorrowfare-thee-well, 
' A Fiend like thee might beare my ſoule to hell. £w# 
Emer Toby and Fabian. 
To. Gentleman, God ſave thee. mu 
a 10- 


To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind why I doe cal 


CO 


— CET” 


—_ — ——— 
_— 


| And. Nay let me alone for ſwearing. - Ex, | 


The T welfe N(ight,or, what you will, 269 


Vie. And you fir, Ile give him my horſe, gray by wr 
Te, Thatdefence thou haſt, betake theetoo'r : of what | Tob. Ile make the motion : heere, make a good 
nature the wrongs are thou halt done him ; I know not ? | ſhew on'r, this ſhall end withouttheperdition of ſoules, 
but thy intercepter tull of deſpight, bloody as the Hun- | marry Ile ride your horſeas well as I ride you. 
ter, atrends thee atthe Orchard end: diſmount thy tucke , ; Enter Fabian, and Viola. | 
be yare in thy preparation, for thy aſlaylant is quicke, | I have his horſe to take up the quarrell, I have perſwaded 
$killfull, and deadly. | him the youthsa divell. | 
Vis. You miſtake ſir Lam ſure, no man hath — Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him: and panes, 
rell to me : my remembrance is very free and cleere and lookes pale, as if a Beare were at his heeles. 
any image of offence done to any man. To. There's no n_ fir,he wall tight with you for's 
Te. You'l find itotherwiſe I aſſure you : therefore, if | oath ſake : marry he hath. better bethought him of his 
you hold your life atany price, betake you to your gard : | quarrell, and he tinds that now ſcatſeto be worthralking 
' | for your oppoſite hath in him what youth, ſtrengtb,skill, | of: therefore draw for the ſupportance of his vow, he 
and wrath, can furniſh man withall, proteſts he willnot hurt you. 
Vo. I pray you fir whatis he? I. Pray God defend mee : alittle thing would make 
To. He isknight dubb'd with unhatch'd Rapicr, and | me tell them how much Tlacke of a man. {- 
on carpet conſideration, but he is a divell in private brall, Fab. Give ground if you ſee him furious. 
ſoules and bodics hath he divorc'd three, and his incenſlc- To. Come ir eAndrew, there's no remedy, the Gen- 
ment atthis moment is ſo implacable, that ſatisfaRtion | tleman will for his honors ſake have one bout with you : 
can be none, but by pangs of deathand ſepulcher : Hob, | be cannot by the Duello ayoid it : but he CE 
nob, is his word : giv'r or take't. me, as heisa Gentleman anda Soldiour, he will not hurt 
Yo. I willreturne againe intothe houſe, and defire | you. Come on, too'r. 
ſome condud of the Lady. I amno fighter, I have heard | «And. Pray God he keepe his oath. 


—_ DW 


o 


oflome kind of men, that putquarrells purpoſely on 0- Emer Amonts. 
thers, to taſte their yalour : belike this is a man of that Vie. I doe aſſure you tis againſt my will: 
quirke. eAnt, Put up your ſword : if this yong Gentleman 
To. Sir,no : his indignation derives it ſelfe out of a ve- | Have done offence, I take the fault on me ; | , 


ry computent injury, therefore get you on, and give him | If youoffend him, I for him defic you. 
hisdefire. Backe you ſhallnot to the houſe, unlefle you Tob. You ir ? Why, whatare = > 
undertake that with me, which withas much ſafety you | Ant. One fir, that for his lovedares yet doe more 
might anſwer him? therefore on, or ſtripe your ſword | Then you have heard him bragto you he will. 
ſtarke naked : for meddle you mult that's certaine,or for- |  Tob. Nay, if you be an undertaker,1 am tor you, 
ſweare-to weare iron about you. Enter Officers. | 

Vis. This isas uncivill as ſtrange. I beſeech you doe | Fab. O goodfir Toby hold : heere come the Otdicers. 
me this courteous oifice, asto know of the Knight what | Tob. lle be with you anon. 
my offenceto him is: it is ſomething of my negligence, Uso, Pray fir, put your ſword up if you pleaſe. 


nothing of my purpoſe. end. Marry will I fir :andtorthatI promis'd youlle 
Te. I will 4. {o. Signiour Fabian, ſtay you by this | beas goodas my word. He will beare you cafily, and 
Gentleman, till my returne, Exit Toby. | raines well. _ ; 
Vi. Pray youtir, doe you know of thismatter ? 1.0f. This'is the man, doe thy Oitice. 


Fab. 1 know the knight is incenſt againſt you, evento 2:Off: Anthonio,1 arreſt thee at the ſuir of Count Orfino, 
amortall arbitrement, but nothing of the circumſtance Ant. You doe miſtake me fir. 
more, I. Off. No fir, no jot : I know your favour well; 
Vie. 1 beſeech you what manner of man is he ? now you baveno ſea-cap on your head : 
F4b. Nothing of that wonderfull promiſe toread him. | Take him away, he knowes I know him well. 
by his forme, as you are like to find him inthe proofe of | Ant. I muſt obey. This comes with ſecking you : 
his yalour. He is indeed fir,the moſt skillfull,blondy,and | Butthere's no remedy, I ſhall anſwerit : 
fatall oppoſite that you could poſſibly have foiind in any | What will you doe? now my neceſſity 
part of 1Ilyria : will you walke towards him,l will make | Makes me to aske you for my purſe. It greeves me | 
your peace with him, if I can. Much more, for what I cannot doe for you, 
Vis. I ſhall be much bound to you for't: I am one, | Then what befals my ſelfe : you ſtand amaz'd, 
that had rather goe with fir Pricſt, then fir knight : I care | But be of comfort. 
not who knowes ſo much of my mettle. Exeunt. | 1. Off. Come firaway. | 
Enter Toby, and Andrap. _ Ant. 1 muſtentreatof you ſome of that money. 
Tob, go he's a very divell, I have not ſeeneſuch-] 7Yio. What money fir? | IN 
a firago : I had apaſle with him, rapier,ſcabber'd,andall: | For the faire kindneſſe you have ſhew'd me here, 
| and he givesmethe ſtucke in with ſuch a mortall motion And part being prompted by yoar preſent trouble, 
hey, ee tes Cen he | Meera Cming wy Kiviegonatmmck 
ely, as your Its t t On, T you ing : my having 18 not much, 
ay, he has Fencer to the RD *_ Ile make —_—_— my preſent wa you 3 
And. Pox on't, ilenot meddle with him- Hold, there' my Coffer. - 
To. T but he wil net now be pacified, Ant. Will youdeny me now, 
| [Ee PD 
”, i on't,and I ht he had waſon? Doe not ery, 
and ſo cunning in Fence, 1'de have ſeene him damn'd ere a eas 
——— Let him ler the matter ſlip,and —— TIA Flu 4 
A 3 | 
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Twelfe Nigbt,or What youll, 


That I havedone for your” 
Vis. I know ot none. 
Ner know I you by voyce, or any feature : 
I hate ingratitude more in a man, 
Then lying, vainneſle, babling drunkenneſle, 
Or any taint of vice, whoſe ſtrong corruption 
Inhabites our fraile blood. 
Ant. Oh heavens themſelves ! 
2, Off. Comeſir, I pray you goe« | 
ene. Let me ſpeake alittle. This youth that you ſee 
I ſnatch'd one halfe out of the jawes of death, (heere, 
Relcev'd him with ſuch ſanity of love ; _ 
And to his image, which me thought did promiſe 
Moſt venerable worth, did I devotion: | 
I.Of. What's that tous,the time goes by : Away. 
Ant. Butoh, how vilde an idoll provesthis god : 
Thou haſt Seb«ftsax done good feature, ſhame, 
In Nature, there's no blemiſh but the mind : 
None can be call'd deform'd, but the unkind. 
Vertue 1s beauty, but the beateous evill 
Are empty trunkes, ore-flouriſh'd by the devill. 
1. Off. The man growes mad, away with him : 
Come, come fir. 
ent. Leade mc on. Exit. 
, Vis. Me thinkes his words doe from ſuch paſſion flye 
That he beleeves himſelfe, ſo doe not I : ; 
Provetrue 1magination, oh prove true, 
That I deere brothergbe now tane for you. 
To. Come hither Knight, come hither Fabian: Well 
whiſper ore a couplet or two of moſt ſage ſawes. 
Vio. He nam'd Sebaftsan : I my brother know 
Yer living in my glaſſc : even ſuch, and {0 
In favour was my Brother, and he went 
Still inthis faſhion, colour, ornament, 
For him I imitate : Oh if it prove, | 
Tempeſtsare kind, and falt waves freſh in love. Exit. 
Tob., A very diſhoneſt paltry boy, and more a coward 
then a Hare, bis diſhoneſty appeares,ia leaving his friend 
heere in neceſſity, and derying him : and for hiscoward- 
{hip aske Fabian. 
| Fab. A Coward, a moſt devout Coward, religious in 
it. 
ed. Slid Ile after himagaine, and beate him. 
To. Doe,cuffc him ſoundly,but never draw thy ſword 
And. And 1 doe not. 
Fab. Come, let's ſee the event, | 
Tob. ]dare lay any mony, twill be nothing yets Ex. 


eAtus QuartusScana Prima, 


—_— 


Enter Sebaſtian, and Clowne. 
| Ce. Will you make me belecve, that I am not ſent for 
you? 
Seb. Goe to, goe to, thou art a fooliſh fellow, 
Ler me be cleere of thee, 
. ('%. Well held out yfaith ; No, Idoe not know you, 
nor Iam not ſentto you by my Lady, to bid you come 
{peake with her : nor your name is not Malter Ceſ@ie, 
| nor this is not my noſe neither : —C—— 
Seb. I prethee vent thy folly fome-where clſc, thou 
know'ſ not me. 
(low. Vent my folly: He has heard thatword of ſome 
great. man, and now applyecy itroa foole. Vent my fol- 


ly : 1 am affraidthis 
Cockney : I prethee now ungird thy ſtrangene 


thatart Ing ? 
Seb. pry fooliſh greeke 


paiment. 

Clo. By tny troththou haſt an 
men that give feoles money, get t 
port, after fourtcene yeares puschale. 


Emer Andvew, Toby, and Fabian. 
And. Now fir, have T met you 


Are all the e mad ? 


in ſome of your coats for two peice, 
To, Come on fir, hold. 


it's no matter for that. 

Seb, Let goe thy hand. 

Tob, Come fir, I will not let you 
ſouldier put up your yron: you are well fleſt'd 
on. 


If thou dar'ſt rempt me further, draw thy ſword. 


two of this malapert blood from you. 
Futer Olivi 
Ol. Hold Toby , onthy lifeI charge thee hold 
Tob. Madam, 


Fit for the Monntaines, and the 


lubber the World will prove a 
$, and tell 
me what I ſhall vent tomy Lady? Shall I vent to her that 


depart from me, there's 
money for thee, if you tarry longer, I ſhall give worſe 


hand : theſe Wiſe. 
ſclves a good re- 


; there's for you, 
Seb. Why there's for thee, andthbere, and there, 

Ts: Hold fir, or Tlethrow your dagger ore the houſe. 
Clo. This will I tell my Lady ſtraight, I would notbe 


And. Nay let himalone, Ile goe another way to worke 
with him : 1le have an a&tion of Battery againſt him, if 
there he any law in 1Ilyria : though I firoke him firſt, yer 


go. Come my yong 


Seb. I will be free from thee. What would(t thou now? 
To. What, what ? Nay then 1 muſt have an Ounce or 


Ol. Will it be ever thus? © r— wre:ch, 


rbarous Caves, 


Where manners ne're were preach'd : out ot wy light, 


Be not offended, deere Ceſario : 

Rud be gone. 1 prethee gentle friend, 
Let thy faire wiſedome, not thy paſſion {way 
Inthis uncivill, and unjuſt extent 


| Againſt thy . Goe with me tomy houſe, 
And heare thou there how many fruitlefic prank 
This Ruthan hath botch'd up, that thou thereby 


Doe not deny, beſhrew his ſoule for me, 
He ſtarted one poore heart of mine, in thee, 


Or Iam mad, or elſc this is a dreame : 
Ler fancy ſtill my ſenſe in Lethe ſterpe, 
If it bethusto dreame, ſtill let me ſleepe. 


Seb. Madam, I will. 
Ol, O lay {o, and {o be. 


_ = 


c$ 


- Maiſt ſmile ar this: Thou ſhalt not choote but goe : 


Seb. W hat relliſh is inthis? How runs the ſtreame ? 


O!.Nay come I prethee, would thoud'ſt be rul'd by me. 


F xeunt, 


— 


Scena Secunda. 


_— 


Emer Maria, and Clowne. 


Mar.Nay, I prethee put on this gowne,and this beard, 
ethou art —_ the Curate, doe 1t 


make him 
quickly. Ile call fir Toby the w 


(0. Well, Ie pur it on, and I wi't difſenble my ſclfc 


—_— ll. 


in't, aod I would 1 were the gritthat cyer ___ 
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ſuch aGowne. I am notrall enough to become the fun- | C4, Hey Robin, jolly Robin; rell me how 
Aion well, nor leane enough to be thought a good Su docs. » "my ! ang 
dent : but to be ſaid an honeſt man,and a good Houſekee- | Afa!. Foole. 
per goes as tairely, ns toſay , a carcfull man,and a great | Clo. My Lady is unkinde,perdie. 
Scholler. The Competitors cnter. Mad. Foole. | 
Enter Tobie. Clo. Alas whyis ſhe ſo. . 

Te. Tovebleſſe thee M.Parſon. Mal. Foole,l fay. LN 

Clo, Bones dies (ix Tobie:tor as the old Hermit of Prage, | (1s, Sheloves another. Whotalls,had -: 
thatnever ſaw Pen and Inke, very ny om a Necce Aal. Good Foole, ascverthou wilt deſerve well at 
of King Gorbodacke, that that is, is: {0 1 being M. Parſon, | my hand,belpe me toa Candle,and Pen, inke, and Paper : 
am M.Parſon ; tor what is that,but that ? and is,butis ? | as Tama Gentleman, 1 will live tobee thankefull to thee 


To. To him fir Topas. for'r. 
Clew, What hoa,I {ay,Peacein this priſon. Clo, M, Malvolio ? Y 
Te. The Knave counterfeirs well : a good Knave. Mal. I good Foole. 
AMatvelie within, | Cle. Alasfir,bow fell you beſides your five wits ? 
Mal. Who cals there? Meal. Foole,there was never man fo notoriouſly a- 
(lv. Sir Tepas the Curate,who comes to viſite Malve- | bug'd : 1 am as well in my wits(foole )as thou art. 
lioche Lunaticke. Clo. But as well : then you are mad indeed , if youbee 


Mal. Six Topas, (ir Topas, good fir Topas goe to my | nobetter in your witsthen a foole. 
Ladic. Mal. They have hereproperticd me : _ mee in 

Cl. Out hyperbolicall fiend , how vexeſt thou this | darkeneſſe,ſend Miniftersto mee, Aſſes, and docall they 
nan? Talkeſt chow nothing bur of Ladies ? can to face me out of my wits. 

Tob. Well faid M.Parion. (7. Adviſe yoy what you ſay : the Miniſter is here. 

Mad. Sir Topas", never was man thus wronged, good | Matvelio, Matvolio, thy wits the heavens reſtore : cnde- 
fir Tp doe not thinke I am mad ; they have layde mee | vour thy ſelfe to fleepe, and leave thy vainebibble bab- 
heere in hideous darkneſle. ble. 

(le. Fye,thou diſhoneſt Sathan : I call thee bythe moſt | <Adad. Sir Topas, 
modeſt termes, for I am one of thoſe ones, that | Cle. Maintaine no words with himgood fellow, 
will uſe the Divell himſelfe with curtelic : ſayſt thou that j Who T fir,not I fir. God buy you good fir Tops ; Mar- 
houſe is darke ? . | ry Amen. I will fir, l willfir. 

Mal. As hell fir Tops. ; CAMal. Foole, foole, fools I ſay; 

(tv. Why it hath bay Windowes tranſparant as Bari» | Clo.Alas fir be paticnt. What fay you fir, am ſhent for 
cadoes and the cleare ltones toward the South North,are | ſpeaking to you: 
35 luſtrous as Ebony : and yer complaineſt thou of obltru- | Afat, Good foole helpe me to ſome light , and ſome 


&ion ? Paper, I tcll thee I amas well in my wits, as any man 1n 
Mad. 1 am not mad fir Topas,1 ay to you this houſe is | Illyria, 
darke. Clo: Well-a-day that you were fir. 


Clo, Madmanthouerreſt : I ſay thereis no darkneſſe | Car. By this hand I am : good foole, ſome Inke, Pa- 
but ignorance , in w hichchou art more puzcll'd then the pa Light ; and convey what I will ſer dowhe to my 
Egyptians intheir fogge. y : it ſhall advantage thee more, then ever the bearing 

Mad. I fay this houteis as darke as 1gnorance, though | of Letter did, 

[gnorance were as darkeas hell ; and I fay there wasne- | Ce. I will helpe you roo't.Buttell me true,are you not 
ver man thus abus'd , I am no more madde than you are, | mad indeed,or doe you bur counterfeir? 


make the triall ofit inany conſtant queſtion. Alal.Beleeve me,] am nor, tell thee true. : 
Clo, What isthe opinion of Pythageras , concerning Ch, Nay, Ile ne're beleeve a madman till 1 ſee his | 
Wilde-fowle ? I will fetch you light, and paper ,and inke. (draines, 
| Mal, That the ſoule of our Grandam , might happily | Aſad. Foole, Ile requite it wi the I : 
mhabire a Bird. I prethee be gone. 
(lv. What think'ſtthou of his opinion? Che. 1 am gone fir,andanon fir, 
Mal. Tthinke nobly of the ſoule , and no way approve | Ile be with you againe: 
his opinion. Inatrice,like tothe old vice, 
Clo, Fare thee well : remaine thou ſtill in darkeneſſe, your neede to fuſtaine. ; 
thou (halt hold th'opinion of Pythageras,ere I will allow | Who with of Lath,in hisrage and his wrath, 
of thy wits, and feare to kill a Woodcocke, leſt thou diſ- cryes ah ba,to the Divdll : | 
Polleſſe the houſe of thy Grandam. Farethee wgltl. . Like a mad lad,paire thy nayles Dad, F 
Aal. Sir Topas,fir Topas. | Adicu good man Divel\« Eat. | 


To. My molt exquiſite fir Tops. = 
Fg Laura hy dan o by beard ; 7 
ar, ightit have done this without t | 1 
mi gonn Jeers - y Scana Tertia, 
99,10 him in thine owne voyce,and bring me word, 
how thou findſt him : "I would wee were ger of this 
knavery, If hee may be conveniently deliver'd, I would Enter Scheflian. | 
he were, for I am now fo farre in offence with my Neece, | Seb: This isthe ayre, that isthe glorious Sunne, 
that I canaor purſue with any ſafety this ſpore the up- | This Pearle (he gave me, I doe fer'ir,and feet, 
hot, Come by and by tomy Champer. Ex:t. | Andthough 'cis wander that enwraps methus, 
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Yet 'tis not madneſſe, Where's eAuthonio then ? Y Ds. Why this is excellent; 
I could not finde him atthe Elephant, Clo. By my troth fir, no : though it pleaſe you to bee 
Yet there he was, and there I found this credite; one of my friends. 
That he did range the Towne to ſeeke me our, 


H1s counſell now might doe me golden ſervice, 
For though my ſoule diſputes well with my ſenſe; 
That this may be ſome error,but no madnefle, 
Yet doththis accidentand fibod of Fortune, 

So farre exceedall inſtance,alldiſcourſe, 

That I am ready to diſtruſt mine eyes, 

And wrangle with wy reaſon that perſwadesme 

Toany other truſt,butthat I am mad, 

Orelic the Ladies mad ; yet if 'twere ſo, 

She could not ſway her houſe, command her followers, 
Take,and'give backe affaires,and theirdiſpatch, 

With ſuch a ſmooth,diſcreer,and ſtable-bearing 

As I perceive ſhe do's : there's ſomething in'r 

That 1s decciveable. Bur herc the Lady comes, 


£wter Olivia,and Prieft. 

. V7. Blame notthishaſte of mine : if you meane well 
Now goe with me,and with this holy man 
Intothe Chantry by : there before him, 
And underneath that conſecrared roofe, 
Plight me the full aſſurance of your faith, 
T hat my moſt jcalous, and too doubttull ſoule 
May live at Peace. He ſhall conceale it, 
W hiles you are willing it ſhall cometo note, 
What time we will our celebration 
According to my birth, what doe you ſay ? 

Seb. Ile follow this good man,and goe with you, 

And having ſworne truth,ever will betrue, 

OL. Thea lead the way good father,and heavens ſo ſhine, 
That they miy fairely note thisaRt of mine. Exenna. 

Fins Aus Quarts, 


eAtus Quintus. Scana Prima. 


———_—__ 


| Enter and Fabian. 
Fab. Now asthou loy'ſt me,let me 1ſce this Letter, 
Clow. Good M. Fahiangrant mc another requeſt, 
Fab. Any thing. 
{tew, Doe not defireto ſeethis Letter. 
Fab, This isto givea Dog , and in recompence deffre 
my dogge againe. 


Enter Duks,Viola,Curio,and Lords. 
Duke. Belong youto the Lady Olrvie,fricnds? 
Clow. I ſir, weare ſome of a 
Duke. I know thee well ; how docſt thou my good 
Fellow ? 


Cle, Truely fir,the better for my foes , andthe worſe 
for my friends. : 
Ds. Juſt the : the better for thy friends. 


(to. No fir,the . 
os —— £1 P 
t. Marry fir, iſe me,and make an Aſſe of me, 
now my focstell me plaincly,l am an Aſſe : ſo that by my 
foes fir, I profit inthe knowledge of my ſelfe, and 
friends Iam abuſed : ſo that concluſions to be as kiſſes, if 


Your foure tives make your two afhrmatives , w 
danfoeyad» 4 


| Cride' fame and honour on 


Dx. Thou ſhalt not bethe worſe Yor me, therc's 

C/o.But that it would be double dealing (ir,1 nei 
could make it another. 

> DS cs . 

+ Putyour Grace ih your ir,for this once 
and let your fleſh and blood obey'ir : 

Ds. Well, I will be ſo much a ſinner to be adouble 
dealer : there's another: 

Clo. Prim, ſecunds, tertio, is a good Play, and the olde 
laying is;the third Payes for all : the triplex (ir, isa good 
tripping meaſure,or the bels of S. Benner ſir , may put you 
in minde,one,two,three. 

Ds#. Youcan foole no more money out of me at this 
= ok onde Fr ror =_ 1 am here to 
peake wit bring her along with you , it may + 
CC — a , ' 

C __ lullaby to nty till I come 
I goe fir,but wordd a chlake , cher moet 
ſire of having is the finne of covetouſneſſe : but as you fay 
fir,let your bounty take a nap,l will awake it anon. Ex, 


Pmter eAnthonio and Officers, 


Vie, Heere comes the man fir,that did reſcue mc, 
Ds. That face of his I doe remember well, 
Yer when I ſaw it laſt, it was beſimcar'd 
Asblackeas Vulcan, in the ſmoake of Warre: 
A bawhbling Vefſlell was he In of, 
For ſhallow draught and Bulke unprizable, 
With which ſuch ſcathfull did he make; 
With the moſt noble bottome of our Flect, 
That very cnvy,and the of loſlc 
im : What'sthe matter ? 
1 Offi. Orſine,this is that Anthonio 


Thar rooke the Phenix, and her fraught from Candy, 


And this is he that did the Tiger boord, 

When your yong Nephew Ti loſt his legge ; 
Heere in the ſtreets,deſperate of ſhame and itate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

 Uie, Hedid me kindneſle | _ on my ſide, 
But in concluſion put ſtrange me, 

I know not what'c hn" wr 

” Ds. Notable Pyrate,thou {alt-water Theete, 
W hat fooliſh boldnefle brought thee to their mercies, 
Whomthou in termes ſobloudy,and ſo deere 

Haſt made thine enemies? 

Ant, : Noble fir, | 
Beplcas'd that I ſhake off theſe names you give mee: 
Anthonio never yet was Theefe,or Pyrate, 

Though I confeſſe,on baſe and ground cnough 
Orſmo'senemic. A witchcraft drew me hither :; 


—— ; thereby your fide 
From the omg 2 mouth 
Did I redeeme : — was : 
His life I gave him,and didtheretoadde 
My love without retention,or reſtraint, 
+070 — INE, 

id I expoſe my ſclfe(pure is love) 
Into the ref this adverſe Towne, 
—_ to — _ beſet : 
Where being apprehended, his falſe cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me indanger ) 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 


&. _ 


|Z 
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And grew a twenty yeeres removed thing, | That makes thee ſtrangje thy propriety : | . 
While one would winke : denide me mine owne purſe, | Feare not (earis,take thy -4 nm 
Which I had recommended to his uſe, Be that thou know'ſtthou art,and thenthou art 
Not ha!fe an houre before. As greatasthat thou fear'ſt. 
Vie. How can this be ? Enter Prefs. 
D#. When came he to this Towne ? O welcome Father : - 


thee by thy reverence - 


*Ant, Today my Lord : and for three monthes before, 
lately we intended 


No —_ a —_— vacancle, ea _ 
Both day and night did we keepe . OKcepe in e,what occaſion now G 
Emer -— gn ror, er . -| Revealesbefore 'tisripe : what thou doeſt know 
Ds, Heere comes the Counteſſe , now heaven walkes | Hath newly paſt,berweene this youth,and me. 
on carth : Prie#i, A Contract of cternall bond of love, 
But for thice fellow z fellow thy words are madnefle, Confirm'd by mutuall jojnder of your hands, 
c 


Three monthes this youth hath tended upon me, Atrcited by the holy cloſc of lippes, 
But more of that anon. Take him aſide. | Strengthened by enterchangement of your Rings, 
01. What would my Lord, but chat he may not have, | Andall the Ceremony of thisc | 
Wherein _—_ may ſecme ms ? -u in my — my teſtimony : 
Ceſario, you doe not keepe promiſe with me. ince when,my watch hath told me d ve 
y_ | <7 wa 4 I have travail'd but ewo houres. <8 ->ih 
Ds. Gracious Olwia, Ps. O thou diſſembling Cub : what wilt thou be 
01. What doe you ſay (ſari? Good my Lord. When time hath ſow'd agrizzle on thy caſe ? 
Vie. My Lord would ſpeake,my dutic buſhes mc. Or will not elſethy craft ſoquickly grow; 
01. If itbe oughttothe old rune my Lord, | That thine owne trip ſhall be thine overthrow ? 
It is as fatand tulſometo mine care —_— Farewell,and take her,but dire thy feer, 
As howling after Muſicke, - | Where thouand I(henceforth)aay never meed, 
Ds, Still ſocruell? | TUis. My Lord,l doe proteſt. 
01. Still ſo conſtant Lord. OL. Odoenotiweare, 
Ds. What to perverſeneſſe ? you unciyill Lady How little faith, though thou haſt too much feare. 
To whoſe ingrate,andunauſpicious $ 
My ſoule the faithfullſt offerings have breath'd out | Omer Sir Andrew. 
Thatere devotiontender'd. What ſhall I doe? (him. | And. For thelove of Goda Surgeon, ſend one pre- 
01. Even what itpleaſe my Lord, that ſhall become | ſentlyto fir Toby, 
Ds. Why ſhould I not,(had I the heart to doe it) Ol. Whar's the matter ? 
Like to the Xgyptian Theefe,at point of death And. H'as broke my head a-croſle ,and has given Sir 
Kill what I love : (a ſavage jealoufic, Toby a bloody Coxecombe to : forthe love of God your 
That ſometime ſavoursnobly)but heare me this : helpe,I bad rather than forty pound I wereat home. 
Since you to non-regardance caſt my taich, Of, Who has done this Sir Andrew ? 
And that I partly inſtrumenc And, The Counts Gentleman,one (* eſario: - wee tooke 
That ſcrewes me from My true place in your favour : him for a Coward, but he's the very Divell incardinate. 
Live you the Marble-breſted Tyrant till. Ds#. My Gentleman Ceſario ? | 
But this your Minzon,whom I know you love, And. Odd's lifelings here he is ; you broke my head 
And whom,by heavenT ſweare,1 nub decrely, for nothing,and that that I did, I was ſet on to doo'tby fir 
Him will I teare our of that cruell eye, Toby. ; 
Where he fits crowned in his Maſters ſpight. Uio. Why doe you ſpeake to me, I never hurt you : 
Come Boy with me,my choughts are ripe in milchicfe : | Youdrew your ſword upon me without cauſe, - 
Ile acrifice the Lambethar I doe love, : But I beſpake you faire, and hurt you not. | 
Toſpight a _ heart within = Dove. Taly ad Claie 
Us. And 1 jocond,apt,and willingly, E»ter b 
To doe you PE re: end. If a bloody Corecombe be a hurt,you have hurt 
Ol. Where goes (eſario ? me : I thinke you ſer nothing by a bloody Coxecombe, 
Vie: Aﬀter hum I Heere comes fir Toby halting, you ſhall beare more : burif 
More then I love theſe eyes,more then my lite, he had not beene in drinke , hee would bavertickel'd you 
More by all mores,theh ere 1 ſhall love wife. other gatesthen he did. >. 
Ifl ==, nem witneſſes above Ds. How now Gendemgn ? how iſt with you ? 
Puniſh my li tainting of my Love. Ts, That'sall one, has hurt me,and there's ch'end on't . 
= _—_ = eteſted, how am 4 wy ad ——_ _ Dicke ſor ? ly | 
r. Who does beguile you? w sdo you wrong?' | Cle. O he'sdrunkefir above anhoure agone : lus eyes 
04. Haſt thou thy ſelfe ? Is it ſo long ? were ſeat cight i'th morni -——_ 
Call forth the holy Father. To. Then he's a Rogue after a paſſy meaſuresPavin:I 
Ds. Come, away. hate a drunken Rogue. 
01, Whither my Lord ? Ceſario, Husband,ſtay, O1. Away with him? Who hath made this havocke 
0h THanband, Can he ed Te he T 6) becauſe we'll be dreſt 
H ? And. Ilc you Sir [- elt to- 
| Ds. Her De Les en gether; y 
Vie. No my Lord,not I. Toe. Will you helpe an Aﬀe-head, and a Coxecombe, | 
0. Alas,it is the baſcneſſe of thy feare, anda Knave :athinne-fac'd Knave,a Gull? | 
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© 0. Gethim to bed;andler his hurt belook'd to. 
Emer Sebaitian. 


| Seb. Tamfſorry Madam I have hurt your kinſman: 
But had it beene the brother of my blood, 
I muſt have done no lefle with wit and lafcty. 


Tr. 


How ho acendOcnd tortu'rd me, 
Since I have loft thee ? 
Ant, Stbaftian arcyou ? 
Seb. Fear'ſt thou that Anthonie? 
Ant, How have you made diviſion of your felte, 
An Apple cleft in twogis not more twin 
Then theſe twocreatures. W hich is Sebaftien ? 
O14. Moſt wonderfull, 
Seb. Doe I ſtandthere ? I never had a brother : 
Nor can there be a Deity in my nature 
Othere;and every where. I hada ſiſter, 
Whom rhe blinde waves and ſurges have devour'd: 
Ofcharity,what kinve are you tome ? + +» 
What Countreyman ? What name ? What Parentage? 
Uio. Of HMeſſaline : Sebaſtian was my Father, 
Such a Sebaſtian was my brother to : 
So went he ſuited to his watery tombe : 
If ſpirits can aſſume both forme and ſuice, 
You come to frightus. 
Seb, Afpirit1 am indeed, 
Butam ia that dimenſion groſly clad, 
Which from the Wombe I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the reſt goe even, 
I ſhould my teares let fall upon your cheeke, 
And ſay,thrice welcome drowned Usola, 
Vie. My Father had a Moalc upon his brow, 
Seb, And ſo had mine. 
Uio. And di'd that day when Yiela from her birth 
Had numbred thirtecne yeeres. 
Seb. O that record is lively in my ſoule, 
He finiſhed indeed. his mortall ate 
Thar day that mademy filter thirteene yeares, 
Vie. If nothing lets to make vs happy both, 
Butthis my maſculine uſurp'd attyre : 
Doe notembrace me,till cach circumſtance, 
Of place,time,forrune,doe co-here ahd jumpe 
That I am Fiela,whichto —_— 
Ne bri to a Captaine inthis Towne, 
nts {4 nk Maiden weeds: by whoſe gentle helpe, 
I was preſerv'd to ſerve this noble Count : 
Allthe occurrence ofmy fortune fince 
Hath been between this Lady,and this Lord. 
Seb, So comes it Lady,you have beene miſtooke 2 
Bur Natureto her bias inthar. 
You would have beene contracted to a Maid, 
Nor are you therein (by my life)deceiv'd, 
You are 'd both roa Maid and man. 
Ds. Be not amaz'd, right noble is his blood : 
Tfthis be ſo,as yet the glaſle ſeemes true, 
| 1 ſhall have ſhare inthis moſt happy wracke. 
Boy,thou haſt ſaid ro me a thouſand times, 
| Thounever ſhoulſt love womanlike tome. 
Uie. Andall thoſe ſayings,will I over-ſweare, 
| Andall thoſe ſwearings as true in ſoule, 


As doth that Orbed Continent;the fire, 
| That fevers day from night. 

Ds. Give me thy hand, 

And let me ſce thee inthy womans weeds. 

Yio, The Captaine that did bring me firſt on ſhore, 
Hath my Maides garments : he ſome Action 
Is now in durance,at Adabvolio's {uitc, 

AGentleman and follower of my Ladies. 

| , Of He ſhallenlarge him : ferch Afatvobo hicher, 

And yet alas,now I remember me, 

They ſay, poore Gentleman, he's much diſtract. 
Emer the Clowne with a Letter and Fabian, 

A moſt exacting frenzie of mine owne, 

From my remembrance,clcarely baniſh his. 

How does he firrah ? 

(t. Trucly Madam, he holds 'Be/zebub at the ſtaves 
endas well as a man in hiscaſe may doe: _ heere writ 
aletter to you,l ſhould iven't youtoday morning, 
But as . nactmans Bal © Goſpels , fo it $kills 
not much when they are deliver'd- | 

Ol. Open't,and reade it. | 

(7%. Lookethen to be well edified, when the Foole 
deliversthe Madman. FBythe Lord Madam. 

Ol. How now art thou mad ?. 

(7. No Madam,l doe but 


1 


| 


Ladyſhip will have it as it 


Vox. 
OL. Prethee reade i'thy right wits. 
Clo. So I doe Madona : but toreade his right wits , is 
| to reade thus: therefore,perpend my Princeſle , and give 
care 


Ol, Reade it you,firrah. 

Fab.KReads. By the Lord Madam , you wrong me, and 
the world ſhall know it : Though you have pur mee into 
darkeneſſe,and given your drunken Coen rule over me, 
yet have I the benefit of my ſenſes as wellas your u_ 
ſhip. I have your owne Letter , that induced meto 
ſemblance I put on ; with the whigh I doubt nor , bur to 
doe my ſcife much right,or you much ſhame : Thmkeot 
me as you pleaſe. I leavemy duty a little unthought of, 
| and ſpeake out of my injary. The madly xi d Malvoln, 

OL. Did he writethus? 

Clo. I Madame. | 

Ds. This favoursnot much of diſtraftion. 

Ol. See _ ang rnd =_ hither ; 

My Lordyſo pleaſe you,t $ thought on, 
To thinke .- as well a ſiſter,asa wite, a, 

One day ſhall crowne thr alliance on't,ſo pleaſe you, 
Hereat my houſe,and army proper coft. 

Ds. Madam,I am moſtapt tembrace your offer : 
Your Maſter quits you : and for your ſervice done him, 
So much againſt the mettle of your ſex, 

So farre beneath your ſoft and render breeding, 
And ſince you call'd me Sing : 
Here is my hand,you ſhall fromthistime bee 
Your Matters Miſtris. 
04. Aliſter,you are ſhe. 
Emery Mabvolio, 

Ds. Is thisthe Madman ? 

O01. IT my Lord,this ſame: How now Afalvolio ? 

Mal, Madam,you have done me wrong, 
Notorious wrong- 

Ol, _ I — ? No. = 

Mal. y you you etharLerter- 
You muſt not now pn nc wr 


% 


Write from it if you can,in hand,or phraſe, 


_y 
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Or (ay,/tis nor your ſeale,not your invention : | all ones By the Lord Foole, Iam not mad : but doe you 
Youcan ſay none of this. Well,grant it then, remember, Madam, why laugh youat ſuch a barren raſcal, 
And tell me in the modeſty of honour, and you {mile not hee's gag'd : andthusthe whirle-gigge 
Why you have given me fuch cleare lights of favour, of rune, brings in his revenges 
Bad me come {miling and crofle-garter'd to to you, Mal. le bexeveng'd on the whole packe of you, 
Toputon yellow ſtockings,and to frowne O7. He hath beene moſt notoriouſly abug'd. : 
ypon fir Toby,and the lighter people : | Ds. Purſue him,andentreat him toa peace ; 
Andacing this ——_ - | —— us of the Captaine yer, 
Why have you 'd me to be umpriſon' | that is knowne, and golden time convents; 
Kepein a darke houſe, viſited by the Prieſt, / A ſolemne Combination ſhall be nad = 
And made the moſt notorious gecke or gull, Ofour deere ſoules. Meane time ſweet ſiſter, 


That ere invention plaid on ? Tell me why ? 
01, Alas Matvolio,this is not my writing, 

Though I contefle,much like the CharaQter : 
But out of queſtion, tis A{arias hand. 
And now I doe bethinke me,it was ſhe 
Firſt told me thou watt mad ; then cam'ſt in ſmiling, 
And in ſuch formes,which here werepreſuppos'd 
Vponthee in the Letter : prethee be content, 
This praiſe hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt upon thee : 
But when we know the groundsand authors ofit, 
Thou ſhalt be both thePlaintiffe and the Iudge 
Ofthine owne caule. 

Fab. Goed Madam here me ſpeake, 
And let no quarrell,nor no brawleto come, 
Taint the coridition of this preſent houre, 
Which 1 have wondredat. In it ſhall nor, 
Moſt freely 1 confeſſe my ſelfe,and Toby 
$etthis device agai 


importance 

Inrecompence whereof,be hath marryed 
How with a ſportfull malice it was follow'd, 
May rather plucke on laughter than revenge, 
[f that the injuries be juſtly weigh'd, 
That have on both ſides paſt. 

01. Alas poore Foole how have they baffel'd thee ? 
wy W hy ſome are borne great, ſome atchievegreat- 

e, and ſome have le throwne them. I 
masone fir, in this Enterlude,one fir Tops fir, but that's 


| 


We will not part from hence. Ceſario come 
(Forſoyou ſhall be while you are a man:) 
But when in other habites you are ſcene, 
Orfino's Miltris,and his fancics Queene, 


Clawne ſings, 
then that 1 was and a little tine Boy, 
with hey ho,the winde and the raine ; 
eA foolifs thing was but a toy, * 
for the rame it rameth every day. 


Exeunt, 


But when | cane to manseſtate 
with hey o,ofc. 

Gainit knaves and tbeeves men ſout their gate, 
for theraine Cc. 


But when I came alas to wine, 

with beyho,che. 
By fo ng could I never thrive, 
| for theraine,&5<. 


But when I came unto my beds, 
with bey ho,efc. 

With Toſpots ſtill bad drunken heads, 
for the raine,c+c, 


A great while agoe the world begon, 
with hey ho,che, : 
But that's all one,our Play ts done, 


and wee | ftrive to pleaſe you every day. ; 


FINIS; 


| 


| the greateſt 


j Yan 


JR 


The 


eA us Primus. Scena Prina. 


Arch. 
F you ſhall chance (Camilo) to viſit Bohemsa,on 
the like occaſion whereon my ſervices are now 
on-foot, you ſhall ſee (as I have ſaid) greatdit- 
ference betwixt our Bobemaa, and your Sicrlse, 
Cam. I thinke, thisxcommon Summer, the King of Ss 
cilia meanes tO pay Bohemia the viſitation,which he jaltly 
owes him. 
eArch. Wherein our Entertainement ſhall ſhame us : 
we will be juſtified in our Loves: for indeed — 
Cam. *Beleech your— 
Arch. Verely 1 ipeake it inthe freedome of my know- 
; we cannot with ſuch magnificence——in [0 rare 
I know not what to ſay _—— We will give you ſleepy 
Drinkes, that your Sences ( un-intelligent of our infurh- 
o_ may, though they cannot prayle us , aslittle ac- 

CUS, 

; Cam. Youpay a great deale too deare, for what's given 
rcely. 

inch. 'Beleeve me, I ſpeake as my underſtanding th- 
ſtruts me, and as mine honeitic puts 1t to utterance. 

Cam. Sicilia cannot ſhew himſcife over*kind to Bobe- 
ma; They were trayn'd together in their Child. hoods ; 
and there rooted betwixt them then ſuch an affection, 
which cannot chuſe but branch now. Sigce their more 
mature Dignities, and Royall Necelities, made (eperati- 
on of their Socierie, their encounters ( thoughnot Perſo- 
nall ) have beene royally attornyed with exter-change of 
Gift, Letters, loving Embaſſies, that they have ſeem'd to 
be together, though abſent : ſhooke hands, as over a Vaſt 
Sea,andembrac'd as ir were from the ends of oppoſed 
Winds. The Heavens continue their Loves. 

eArch. I thinke there is not in the World, cither Ma- 
lice or Matter, to alter it. You have an unſpeakcable com- 
fort of your young Prince Mawmill.as : it isa gentleman of 

Provcte, that ever came into my Note. 

Cam, 1 very well agree with you, in the hopes of him: 
itisa gallant Child ; one that (indeed) Phyſicks the Sab- 
R, makes oldhearts freſh : they that went on Crutches 
cre he was borne, defire yet their life, to ſee him a Man, 

Arch. Would they elſe be conterx todye? 

Cem. Yes; it there were noother excuſe, why they 


ſhould deſire tolive. 

| #reb. If the King had no Sonne , they would defireito 

live on Crutches till | he had one. 23k E xemnt. 
Scaena Secunda. 


Enter Leomtes, Hermione, Manillns, Polixenes , Camille. 
Pol. Ninc Changes of the Watry-Starre hath beene 


FEE 


| 


The Shepheards Note, ſince we have leftonr Throne 
Withour a Burthen : Time as long againe 

Would be fill'd up (my Brother) with our Thankes, 
And yet we ſhould, tor perpetuitie, 

Goe e in debc : And therefore, like a Cypher 
(Yet ſtanding inrich place) I multiply 

moe, 


With one we thanke you, many t 
Thar goe before ir. 
Leo. Stay your Thankes a while, 
And pay them when you part, 
Pol. Sir, that's tomorrow: 
I am queltion'd by my feares of what may chance, 
Or breed upon our abſence, that may blow 
No ſneaping W inds at home, to make us ſay, 
Thisis put torth too truly : beſides, I have ſtay's 
Totyre your Royaltic. 
Lee. Weare tougher (Brother) 
Then you can put usto't. 
Pol. Nolonger (tay. 
Leo. One Seve'night longer. 
Pol. Very focth, to morrow. 
Leo. Wee'le part the timebetweene's then: andinthac 
Ile no gaine-ſaying. 
Pol. Prefle menot (*beſeech you) fo: 
There isno Tongue that moves; none, none i'th* Would 
Soſoone as yours, could win me : fo it ſhould now, 
Were there neceſhitic in your requeſt, although 
'Twereneedtuli I deny'dit. My Aﬀaires 
Doe even drag me home-ward : whichto hinder, 
Were (in your Love) a Whip tome; my ſtay, 
Toyou a Charge, and Trouble ;to ſfaveboth, 
Farewell (our brother.) 
Leo. Tongue-ty'd our Queene? fpeake you. 
Her. I hadthought Sinks have held my peace, untill 
You haddrawne Oathes from him, not to fiay: yoa (Sir) 
Charge him toocoldly. Tell him, youare ſure 
All in Bobemn's well: this ſatisfaction, * 
The by-gone-day proclaim'd, fay this to him, 
He's beat from his beſt ward. 
Leo. Well ſaid, Hermione. | 
Her. Torell, hc | to lee his Sonne, were ſtrong: 
Butler him Godochim and let him goe ; 
But let him ſweare fo, and he ſhall noe ſtay, 
Wee'! thwack him hence with Dilſtaftes. 
Yet of your royall preſence, !le adventure 


The borrow of a Weeke. When at Bobeaia 
You take my Lord, lie give him my Commiſſion, 
Tolet him a Moneth, behind the Geſt 


Prefix'd for's parting: yet -heed) Loontes 
+ cnwngbe em cbors | rr x 
| A a _. What 


—_—— = .————— Wy 


— 
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| 
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3p” 8 — ———The Winters Tale. 
; deed was to intreate his ſtay. 
W hat Lady ſhe her Lord. You'le ſtay ? M gms » firſt? iche's an elder Siter, 
Pol. No, Madame. => Or I miſtake you : O,would her name were Grace, 
Her. Nay, but you w But once before I ſpoke toth*purpoſe? when? 
_ gry verily. | Nay, letme have't : I leng- 
er. 5 Ll | . : Leo. Why, that was w | 
You put me off with limber Vowes : bur I, ſowr'd themſelvesto death, 
Though you would ſeek t'unſphere the Stars with Oaths, _ a 1 —_— ie bead : 
Should yet ſay, Sir, no going : Vcrely And clap thy ſelfe, my Love; thendidſt thou utter, 
You ſhall not goez a Ladyes Verely is , I am yours for ever. 
| As potent as y Lords. hace} om a | Her, *Tis Grace indeed. ok TI 
Force meto keepe you as a Priſoner, . etoth' etwice ; 
Not like a Gueſt : fo you ſhall pay your = ſay you? | mm" door pans Husband ; "2 
When you depart, and fave your JH = PE Th' other, for ſome while a Friend. 
My Priſoner? or my Gueft ? by your dread verely, Leo. Too hot, too hot: | 
One of thema you ſhall be. ” To mingle friendſhip farre, —_— bloods. 
Pol. Your Guelt then Mac mc: ye”. I have Tremor {ordss on me : my heart daunces, 
To be your Priſoner, ſhould import offending; But not tor joy; nor joy« This entertainement 
Which is for mc leſle calic to commit, Mayabhefacs -_ 2 2 devivns alibertic 
I y 7 tO _ WE” Yet From Hearrineſſe,from Bountie, fertile Boſome, 
| er, Not your Gao , | : 'tmay; | graunt : 
Put your kindioftefſe, Come, Ne queiticn you = Boro epodiing Palmas, and pinching fingers 
Of my Lords Tricks and yours, when you were Boyes* Aznowthey are,end —_—_ ing practis'd Swules 
Fonwentpooſry Loodings then 7 Asina Looking-Glaſſe: andrhento ſigh, as were 
Pol. We were (faire Queene) behind The Mort o'th” Deere: oh, that is entertainement 
| Two Lads,rhat thought there was no more behind, My Boſome likes not, nor my Browes. Aemiliae, 
Bur ſuch a day to morrow,asto day, Art thou my Boy ? . 
And to be boy eternail. Alam. 1 my good Lord. \ 
Hel. —_— _ , ' - Loo. Thecks x w by Noſe 
The verier Wag o'th' two —_— oF ena :what?has't ſmutch'd c 
| Pol We were uns.» + pe ar _ _ The? Daphcony Come Captains, 
And lathe one trocher: whar we hanged, = | They ay ii9aCoppy our fine, Come Cy 
| The DodrineofAll-doing, no nordream'd And yerthe Steere, the Heycfer, and the Calf, 
ine WO _ ' ill Virgi 
Thar any did : Had we purſu «d thar os _ = all cap : _— —_—— Calle) 
| And our weake Spirits ne're beene hig > AL—_ Hart ou my Calfe ? 
Mmeyer _- age Ney-mangr eng year aa 'AMem. Yes if you will (my Lord.) 
Boldly, nor guilty ; the Impoſition clear'd, Lzo.Thouwant'ita rough paſh,&the ſhootes that I have 
_—_ To be full, like me: yet they ſay we arc 
Hel. By this we gather Almolt as like as Egges z Women lay fo, 
You havertript ſince. d (That will iay any thing,) But were they falſe 
TELL. oo ny xr OE ' As 0're-dy'd Blackes, as Wind, as Waters;falſe 
Temptations have ſince then beene = —_ wr fron ba pays iſh'd, by one that fixes 
ton 116} 0007 woke] 'd ad : No borne 'twixt his and mine z yer were it true, 
Your precious 1clfe had then not croſs Eyes To fay this Boy were like me. Come (Sir Page) 
Of my young Play-fellow. Looke on me \ith your Welkineye : ſweet Villaine- 
Hey. Grace to boot : C Moſt dear'it, my Collop: Can thy Dam,may't be 
Of this make no concluſion, leaſt you ſay Aﬀecion? thy intention ſtabs the Center. 
Your Queeneand [ are Devils : yet goe nd Thou do'(t make poſſible things not be ſo held, 
fee Cs ee | ee hot be?) 
If you firſt finn'd with us: 7 il: thou coaQtive art, 
You did continue fault; and that youſlipt not ro > wad anking Then'tis very credent, : 
Wirhany, but with us. Thou may'ſt co-joyne with ſomething, and thou do'ſt, 
ty, -n ermagy =_ d (And that beyond commiſſion) and I finde it, 
Her. Hee'le ſtay, (my _ (And thatto the infection of my Braines, 
Leo. At my requelt, he w m_ ”__ And hardning of my Browes.) 
Hermione (my deareſt) thounever ipoak Pol. W hat meancs Sicilia? 
Toberter purpole, Her. He ſomcthing ſeemes unſctled. 
m7» oO _— — ith you,beſt Brother ? w 
. m_— , | is't wit - 
Her. What? have I twice rar hs C_ A ok To bad — much diſtraQion, ( 
I prethee tell me z cram's with 7 pk gran 0 Are you mov'd (my Lord?) 
As fatastame things: One good deed, dying tongueleſle, Leo. No, in good carneſt, Cs 
Slaughters a thouſand, wayting upon an | How ſomerimes Nature will betray it's folly ? ( 
ao pr etrtet fyore An [e's tendervelſe? and make it lee a Paſtime NY 
| whkkiur woken me. trree Brakes mim — On _ 


"_ 


TheWinters Tale. 


Of m face, me thoughts I did requoyle 
og yeares, and ſaw my ſelf onbreech'd A 
In my greene Velvet Coat;my Da muzzel'd, 
Leait it ſhonld bite it's Maſter, and fo prove 
(As Ornaments oft do's ) too dangerons : 
How like (me thovght) I then was to this Kernell, 
This $guath, this Gentleman. Mine honeſt frend, 
Will you take egges for Money 2 

am. No (my Lord) Ile tight. 

Leo. You will: why happy man be's dole, My Brother 
Are you ſo fond of your young Prince, as we 
Doe ſerme to be of ours? 

Pel. If at home (Sir) + 

Hee's all my Exerciſe, my Mirth, my Matter ; 
Now my {worne Friend, and then mine Enemie ; 
My paralite, my Souldier : Stateſ-man;all : 
He mak«s a lulyes day, ſhort as December, 
And wich his varying child-neſſe, cures in me 
Thoughts, that ſhould thicke my blood. 

Leo. So (tands this Squire 
Ozic'd with me ; We two will walke (my Lord) 
And leave youro your graver (teps. Hermione, 
How thou lou'ſt, us, ſhew in our Brothers welcome ; 
Let whatis deare in Sicily, be cheape ; 
Next to thy (elte, and my young Rover, hee's 
Apparant to my heart. 

Her. If you wou'd ſecke us, 

Weare yours i'th' Garden : ſhall" sattend you there ? 

Leo. To your owne bents diſpoſe you: you'le be found, 
Be you beneath the Sky : I amangling now, 

Though you perceive me not how 1 give Lyne) 

or tO, gue tn, 
How ſhe holds up the Neb? the Byll te him? 
And armcs her with the boldneſſe of a Wife 
To her allowing Hasband. Gone already, 
Ynch+hicke, knee-deepe; ore head and cares a fork'd one. 
Gor piay (Boy) play : thy Mother playes,and [ 
Piay too; but fodiſgrac'd a part, whole iſſue 
Will hifſe me ro my Grave : Contempt and Clamor 
Will be my Knell. Goe play (Boy) play, there have been 
(Or I am much deceiv'e) Cuckolds ere now, 
And many a man there is (even at this preſent, 
Now, while 1 (peake this) holds his Wife by th* Arme, 
That little thinkes ſhe ha's beehe fluyc'd in's abſence, 
And his Pond fiſh'd by his next Neighbor (by 
Sir Smile, his Neighbor:) nay ,there's comfort in't, 
Whiles other men have Gates, and thoſe Gates open'd 
(As mine) againſt their will. Should all deſpaire 
That have revolted Wivecs,the tenth of Mankind 
Would hang themſelves, Phyſicke for't, there's none: 
It isa bawdy Planer, that will ſtrike 
Where 'tis predominant; and*tis powrefull : thinke it: 
From Eaſt, Weaſt, North, and South, be it concluded, 
No Barricadofor a Belly, Know't, 
Itwil let in and out the Enemie, 
With bag and ge : many thouſand on's 
Have the Dilſcaſe, and feele't not. How now Boy? 
Moen. 1 amlike you they lay. 
| Leo, Why, that's ſome comfort. 
What? Camilo there? 

Cem. I, my good Lord, 

L:0.Goc play (CMamillixs) thou'rt an honeſt man: 
Camille ; this Sir will yer ſtay longer. 

Cam. You had much adoeto make his Anchor hold, 
When you caſt out, it ſtill came bome. 

Lee. Didſt note it? 


IEG 


| 


e 


Cam,He would not ſtay at your petitions, made 


His buſlinefſe more marcriall. 
Leo. Didſi ive it? 
They're here with me already ; whiſp'ring,rounding: 


Sicilia isa ſo-forth: *tis farre gone, 


By any underſtanding pate butthine? 
For thy conceit is ſoaking, will draw in 
More then the common Blocks. Not noted, is'r, 
Bur of the finer Natures? by ſome Severalls 
e extraordinaric? Lower Mcſles 
Parchance are to this buſineſſe purblind? fay. 
Cam. Buſinefſe, my Lord? Ithinke moſt underſtand 
Bohemia ſtayes heere longer, 


Ot Head- 


Leo, 


(amv. Stayes here longer. 
Lee. I, but why? 
Cam. Tofatishe your Highneſſe, and the Entreaties 

Of our moſt gracious Miſtris. 

Leo, Satishic ? 

Th'entreaties of your Miſtreſſe? Satisfie ? 

Let that ſuifice. I havetruſted thee (Camilo) 

With all the neereſtthings to my heart, as well 

My Chamber-Councels, w herein (Pricſt-like)rhou 

Haſt cleans'd my Boſome : I, from thee departed 

Thy penirent reform'd : but we have beene 

Decetv'd in thy integritic , decciv'd 

In that which ſcemes ſo. 

Cam. Beit forbid (my Lord.) 

{ Leo Tobide upon't : thou art not honeſt : or | 
If thou inclinſt that way, thou art a Coward, | | 
Which hoxes honeſtic behind, reſtray ning 

From Courſe requir'd: or cl{c thou muſt be counted 

A Servant, grafted in my ſcrious Trult, 

And thereio negligent : or elſe a Foole, 

That feeſt a Game plai'd homegthe rich Stakedrawne, |} 

And tak'ſt itall for jeaſt. | 
Cam. My gracious Lord, 

I may be negligent, fooliſh, and fearefull, 

Inevery 1 

Bur thar his negligence, his folly,feare, 

Among(t the infinite doing of the World, 

Sometime puts forth in your affaires (my Lord. ) 

If ever I were wilfull-negligent, 

It was my folly y if indultriouſly 

_— the foole, it was my negligence, 
ot weighing well the end ; if ever fearefull 

To doe a thing, where I the iſſue doubted, 

Wherecof the execution did cry out 


WhenT hall guſt it laſt. How cam't (Camilo) 
That hedid ſtay ? 

(am. At the good Queenes intreatie. 

Leo, At the Queenes be't :Good ſhould be pertinent, | 
| Butſo tis, itis not. Was thisraken - | 


Ha? 


one 


init the 


Which oft infesthe witeſt : theſe (my Lord) 
Are ſuch allow'd Infirmities that honeſtie 
Isnever free of. Burbeſcech your Grace 
plainer wich me, let me know my treſpas 
By it's owne viſage ; if I then deny it, | 
'Tis none of mine. 
Loo, Ha” not you ſcene Camilh ? 


Be 


(Butthat's = 


Is thicker 


For toa Viſion ſoapparant, Rumor 
omar) or thought? (for Cogitari 
Reſides not in that man,thazdo's e) 


theſc, no man is free, 


nce, 'twas a feare 


oubr; you kave, or your cyc-gfafſe 
2 Cackolds Horne)or heard ? 


A a3 My} 


LA 


th 
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My Wife is llipperic ? If thou wileconfeſſe Without ripe moving to't? Would I doe this? 
Or clſ{c be impudently negative, Could man fo blench ? 
To have nor Eyes, nor Eares, nor Thought, then ſay (am. 1 mul beleeve you (Sir) ; 
My Wife's a Holy-Horſe, deſerves a Name I doe,nd will ferch off Bohemiafor't : 


_ _ any F _— _ _ putsto 
ore her troth-plight : ſay't, ana j 't. 
Cam. I boars}. be a ſtander-by i 
My Soveraigne Miſtrifſe clouded ſo, without 
My preſent vengeance taken : *(hrew my heart, 
You neverſpoke what did become youleſle 
Then this; which to reiterate, were fin 
As deepe asthat, though true. 

Leo. Is whiſpering notbing ? 
Is leaning Checketo Cheeke? is meating Noſes ? 
Kiſſing with in-ſide Lip? ſtopping the Cariere 
Of Laughter, with a {igh? (a Note infallible 
Ofbreaking honeſtic) horſing foot on foot ? = 
Skulking in corners? wiſhing Clocks more ſwift? 
Houres, Minutes the Noone, Mid-night? andall Eyes 
Blind withthe Pin and Web, but theirs; theirs onely, 
That would unſeene be wicked? Is this n— 
Why then the World, and all that'sin't, 1sn 
The covering Skie is nothing, 4 nothing, _ 
My Wife is nothing, nor Nothing have theſe Nothings, 
If this be nothing. 

Cam. Good my Lord, be cur'd 
Of this diſeas'd Opinion, and betimes, ' 
For 'tis molt dangerous. 

Leo. Say it be, "tis true. 

Cam. No,no, my Lord. 

Leo. It is: you lye,you lye : 
I ſay thoulycſt Camilo, and I hate thee, | 
Pronounce thee a grofic Lowt, a mindleſlſe Slave, 
Or elſe a hovering Iemporizer, that 
Canſt with thine eyes at once ſce good and evill, 
Inclining to them both : were my wives Liver 
InfeRcd (as her life) ſhe would not live 
The running of one Glaſſe. > 

Cem, W hodo'sintect her ? 

Leo. Why he that weares herlike her Medull, hanging 
About his necke ( Bohemia) who, if I 
Had Servantstruc about me, that bare eyes 
Toſec alike mine Honor, astheir profits, 
(Their owne particular Thrifts) they would doe that 
Which ſhould undoe more doing : 1, anti rhou 
His Cup-bearer, whom I from meaner forme 
Have Bench'd, and rear'd ro Worſhip, who may'lt ſee 
Plainely, as Hcaven ſees Earth, and Earth ſees — na 
How I amgall'd, thou might'it be-{pice a Cup, 
To give mine Encmie a laiting Winke: 
Which ht to me, were cordiall, 

"a am. Sir my Lord) 
I could doe this, and that with no raſh Potion, 
But with a lingring Dram, thar ſhonld not worke 
Maliciouſly, like Poyſon : But I cannot 
Belceve this Cracke to — =—_ x Miſtreſſe 
(So + being . 
I havclov' A 

Leo. Make that thy queſtion, and goe rot*: 
Doſſt thinke I am ſo muddy, ſounſetled, 
To appoint my ſelte in this vexation? 
Sully the puritic and whiteneſlſe of my Sheetes 
( Whichto preſerue, isSleepe: which being 
IsGoades, Thornes, Nettles, Tailes of Waſpes) 
Give ſcandall to the blood o'th' Prince, my 
(Whol docthinke is mine, and loveas mine) 


| 


| 
| 


Provided, that when kee's remov'd, your Highneſle 
Will take againe your Queene,as yours at firſt, 


Even for your Sonnes ſake, and t = for ſcaling 
The Injurie of Tongues, in Courts | $ 
Knownezand ally'dto yours. 


Le», Thou do'ſt adviſe me, 
Even ſo as I mine owne courſe have ſet downe : 
Ie give no blemiſh to her Honor, none. 


Cam, My Lord, . 
Goe then; and with a countenance as cleare 
with Bohemia, 


As Friendſhip weares at Feaſts,k 
| And with your Queene : I am his Cup-bearer, 
It from me he have wholeſome Beveridge, 
Account me not your Servant. 
Leo, This isall: 
| Do't, and thou haſt the one halfe of my heart ; 
Do't not, thou fplitr'ſt thine owne. 
Cam, Iledo'r, my Lord. 
Le. I will ſceme friendly, as thou haſt advis'd me. Ex, 
Cam. O miſerable Lady, Butfor me ! 
W hat cafe ſtand I in ? I muſt be the poyſoner 
Of youy Polixenes, and my ground todo't, 
Isthe obedience to a Maſter ; one, 
Who in Rebellion with bimfelfe,will have 
All that are his, ſo too. To doe thisdeed, 
Promotion followes : If I could find example 
Of thouſand's that had ſtruck anoynted Kings, 
And flouriſh'd after, I'd notdo't : But ſince ; 
Nor Bralle, nor Stone, nor Parchment beares not one, 
Let Villany it ſelfe forſwer't. 1 muſt 
Forſake the Court : ro do't, or no, is certaine 
To me a breake-necke. Happy Starre raigne now, 
Herecomes Bohemia Emer Polixenes. 
| m_ _ : Me thinkes i 
Me tauor here beginsto warpe, Not 
Gpod day (7 — - 
Cam, Hoyle moſt royall Sir. 
Pol. What is the Newes i'th' Court ? 
Cam. None rare (my Lord.) 
Pol. The King hath on him ſuch acountenance, 
As he hadloſt ſome Province, and a Region 
Lov'd, as he loves himſelfe: evennow I mer him 
With cuſtomary complement, when he 
Wafting hiscyestoth* contrary, and falling 
A Lippe of much contewpr, ſpeedes from me, and 
So leaves me, toconſider what is breeding, 
Thatchangesthus his Manners. 
(«m. I dare nor know (wy Lord.) 
Pol. How date not?doe not?doe you know,and dare not? 
Be intelligent to me;'tis thereabouts : 
| For to your {elfe, what you doe know, you muſt, 
And cannot ſay, you dare not. Good ( amilt, 
Your chang'd complexions are tome a Mirror, 
Which ſhewes me minechang'd too: ſor I muſt be 
A party in this alteration, 
My ſeife thus alter'd with't, 
Cam. There isa ſicknes 
W hich puts ſome of vs in di , bot 
I cannot name the Diſcaſe,and it is caug 
Of you, that yer arewell. 
Pol. How of me? 


"—— -- 
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Look'd on thouſands, who have ſped the better Pol. Idoe beleeve thee : 

By my regard, bur kill'd none ſo : Camille, I ſaw his heart in's face. Give methy hand. 

| As you are certainely a Gentleman, thereto Be Pilot to me, and thy places ſhall 

Clerke-like ex 'd, which no lefſe adornes Still neighbour mine. My Ships are ready, and 

Our Gentry, then our Parents Noble Names, My people did expe my hence c 

In whole ſucceſle we are gentle : I beſcech you, Twodayes agoe, This icalouſic 

If you know — do's bchove my knowledge, | Is foraprecious Creature ; asſhee's rare, 

Thercofto be in 'd,impriſon't not Mutt it be great;and, as his Perſon's mightie, 

In ignorant conccalement. Mult it be violent : and,as he do's conceive, 
Cam. I may not anſwere. He is diſhonor'd by a man, whichever | 
Pol. A Sickneſſe caughtof me, and-yet I well ? Profets'd to him: why his Revenges muſt 

I muſt be anſwer'd. Do'ſt thou heare Camilo, In that be made more fo Feare ore-(hades me: 

I conjure thee by all the parts ofman, Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 

Which honor do's acknol:dge, whereof the leaſt The gracious Queene, part of his Theame; but nothing 

Isnot this Suit of mine ,that thou declare Ot tus ill-ra'ne tuſpition. Come (milo, 

What incidencic thou do'ſt geſle of harme [ will reſpeRthee as a Father, if 

Is creeping toward me; how farre off, how necre, Thou bear'ſt my life off, hence: Let usavoid. 

Which way co be prevented, if tobe ; Cam. Itis in mine authoritie tocommand 

If not, how beſtro beare it. The Keyes of allthe Poſternes: Pleaſe your Highneſſe 
Cam, Sir,I will tell you, Totakethe urgent houre. Come Sir, away. E xeunt. 

Since I am charg'd in Honor, and by him | 

That I thinke __ 1 therefore _ my counſaile, — 

Which mult be ev*nas {wiltly tollowed, as . 

| mcane to utter it; or both —_ ſelfe, and me, Aitus Secundus. Sena Prima, 

Cry lolt, and von night. Y i 
Pol, On, good Camille. Y 
Cam. 1 appointed him to murther you. Emer Hermione, CMamillina, Ladies: Leontes, 

Pol. By whom, Camille ? eAntigonns, Lord, 
Cam, By the King. | 

Pol. For what? Her. Take the Boy to you : he ſo troubles me, 
Caw. Hethinkes, nay with all confidence he ſweares, | *Tis paſt enduring. 

As he had ſeen't, or beene an Inſtrumenc Lady. Come (my gracious Lord) 

Tovice you to't, that you have toucht his Qu Shall I be your. play-tellow? 

Forbiddenly. Reb Mam. No, lie none of you, | 

Pol. Oh then, my beſt blood turne Lady. Why (my ſweet Lord?) =_ | 

Toan infected Gelly, and my Name Mam, You'e kifle me hard, and ſpeake to me, as if 

Be yoak'd with his, that did betray che Beſt : I were a Baby {till. I love you better. 

Turne then my freſheſt Reputationto 2. Lady. And why ſo (my Lord?) 

Afavour,that may ſtrike the dulleſt Noſthrill CHMam. Not for becauſe 

Where l arrive, and my approach be ſhun'd, Your Browes arc blacker ( yetblacke-browes they ſay 

Nay hated too, worſe then the great'!t infection Become ſome Women bet, ſo that there be not 

Thatere was heard, or read. | Too much haire there, but in a Semicircle, 

Cam, Sweare his thought over Or a balte-Moone, made witha Pen.) 

By each particular Starre in Heaven,and 2.Lady. W ho taughe this? 

By alltheir influences; you may as well Mam. 1 learn'd it out of Womens faces; pray now, .- | 

Forbid the Sea for togbey the Movne, W hat colour be your eye-browes ? 

As(or by Oath) remove, or (Coundaile) ſhake Lady. Blew (my Lord.) 

The Fabcick of his Folly, whoſe foundaricn Mam. Nay, that'sa mock : I have ſcene a Ladies Noſe 

Ispyl'd upon his Faith, and will coatinuc That ha's beene blew, but not her eyc-browes. | 

The ſtanding of his Body. Lady. Hearke ye, 

Pol. How ſhould this grow ? The Queene (your Mother) rounds apace: we ſhall | 
(am. I know not : but I am ſure 'tis ſafer to Preſent our ſervices toa fine new Prince 

Avoid what's growne, then queſtion how 'tis borne. One of theſe dayes, and then youl'd wanton with us, 

Iftherefore you dare truſt my honeltic, If we would have you. 

That lyes encloſed in this Trunke, which you 2.Lady, She is ſpread of Late 

Shall beare along impawnd, away to Night, Into a goodly Bulke( good time encounter her.) | 

Your Followers L wil whiſper to the Buſineſſe, Her. What wildome ſtirs amongſt you?Come Sir, now | 

And will by twoes, and threes, at ſeverall Poſternes, I am for praggin : 'Pray you fit by us, 

Cleare them o'th* Citie : For my ſclfe, Ile pur Andtell's a Tale. | 

My fortunes to your ſervice (whicbare here Mam. Merry, orſad, ſhaFe,be? 

By this diſcoverieloſt,) Be not uncertaine, 'j Hel. As as you will, 

| For by the honor of my Parencs, 1 i Mam. A fad Tale'sbeſt for Winter : | | 

Have uttered Truth ; which if you ſecke to prove, | 1 have one of Spri Goblins. - 

I dare not ſtand by; nor 4ball you be ſafer, 

Then one condemned by the Kings owne mouth: 

Thereon his Execution ſwornc. | 


" 
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Mam. There was a man. 

Her. Nay,come fit downe : then on. 

Haw, Dwelt by a Church-yard : I will tell it foftly, 
Yond Crickets ſhall nor heare it, 

Her.Come on then, and giv*r me in mine care. Enter L. 
Leon. Was he met there ? his Traine? (mille with 
him? 

Lord. Behind the tuſt of Pines I met them, never 
Saw I men ſcowreto on their way : I eyed them 
Evento their Ships. 

Leo. How bleſt am I 
In my juſt Cenſurc? in my truce Opinion ? 
Alack, for kfſer knowledge, how accurs'd, 
In being fo bleſt ? There may be in the Cup 
A Spider ſtcep'd, and one may drinke ; depart, 
And yet partake no venome ; (for his knowledge 
Is not inteed) bur if one preſent 
Ttrabhor'd Ingredient to hiscye, make knowne 
How he hathdrunkc, he cracks his gorge, his ſides 
With violent Hefts: I have drunke,and ſcene the Spider. 
Camillo was his helpe in this, his Pander : 
There isa plot againſt my Life, my Crowne ; 
All's true that is miſtruſted: that falſe Villaine, 
Whoni I employ'd, was amps fy by him : 
He ba's diſcover'd my Deſigne, and 1 
Remainea pinch'd Thing ; yea, a very Tricke 
Forthem to play at will : how came the Poſternes 
So ealily open ? > 

Lord. By his pn—_—_ 
Which often harhholeſle prevail'd, then fo, 
On your cemmand. 
Leo, I know't too well. 
Give me the Boy, I am glad you did notnurſe him : 
Though he do's beare ſome (ignes of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. 

Her. W hart is this? Sport ? 

Le», Beare the Boy hence,he ſhall not comeabout her, 
Away with him, and lct her ſport her ſelte 
With that ſhe's big-with, for 'tis Polsxenes 
Ha's made thee ſwell thus. 

Her. But I'd ſay he had not ; 
And Ile be ſworne you would beleeve my ſaying, 
How &'re you leane to th'Nay-ward. 

Leo. You (my Lords) 
Looke on her, macke her well : be but aboat 
Tofay ſhe is a goodly Lady, and 
The juſtice of your hearts willtherets adde 
'Tis pitty ſhe's not honeſt : Honorable ; 


|] Prayſe her bur for this ber without-dore-Forme, 


(Which on my faith deſerves high ſpecch)and ſtraight 


| TheSkrug, the Hum, or Ha, (theſe Perry-brands 


That Calumnie doth uſe; Oh I am out, 
That do's, for Calumniec will ſcare 
Vertue it ſelfe) theſe Shrugs, theſe Hum's, and Ha's, 
When you have ſaid ſhe's ly, come berweene, 
Ereyou can ſay ſhe's : Butbe'tknowne 
(From him that ha's moſt cauſe to grieve it ſhould be) 
She's an Adultrefle, 

Her. Should a Villaine ſay ſo, 
(The moſt repleniſh'd Villaine in the World) 
He wereasmuch more Villaine: you (my Lord). 
Doe but miſtake. | 

Leo. Youhave miſtooke (my Lady) 
Polixenes for Leontes : O thou Thing, 


Which Ile not call a Creature of thy place, - 
| Foyer ins. 


_— 
— 


| More; Shee'sa Traytor, and (amills is 


| 


| 


\ You thus have publiſh'd me? Gentle my Lord, 


| 


Should alike Lan uſctoalldegrees, 
And mannerly dittinguiſhment leave out , 
Betwaxt the Prince and :) T have laid 
Shce'san Adultreſſe, I have faid with whom: 


A Federarie with her, and one that knowes 
What ſhe ſhould ſhameto know her ſelfe, 
But with her moſt vild Principall ;that ſhe's 
A Bed-\wagver, even as bad as thoſe | 
That Y ulgars give bcld'ſt Titles; I, and privic 
To this their late eſcape, 

Her. No(by my life) 
Privy tonone of this : how will thisgrieve you, 
W hen you ſhall come toclearer knowledge, that 


Youſcarce can right me throughly, then, to ſa 
Vou did miſtakes —_— 
Leo. No : if I miſtake 
In thoſe Foundations which I build upon, 
The Centre is not bigge enovghto beare 
A Schoole-Boyes Top. Away with her, to Priſon: 
He who ſhall ſpcake for her, isa farre-off guiltie, 
But that he ſpeakes. 

Her. Thsre's ſome ill planet raignes: 
I muſt be patient, till the Heavens looke 
With an aſpet more favorable, Good my Lords, 
1 am not prone to weeping (as our Sex 
Commonly are) the want of which vaine dew 
Pcrchance ſhall dry your pitties ; but I have 
That honorable Griefe lodg'd here, which burnes 
Worſe then Teares drowne :beſeech you all (my Lords) 
With thoughts ſoqualified, as your Charitics 
Shall beſt inſtru you, meaſure me; and ſo 
The Kings will beperform'd. 

Leo. Shall I be heard ? 

Her. Whois't that goes with me?” beſcech your Highnes 
My women way be with me, for you ſce 
My-plightrequres it. Doe not weepe (good Fooles) 
There 1s no cauſe: When you ſhall know your Miſtris 


Ha'sdeſerv'd Priſon, thenaboundin Teares, . 


As I comeout ; this Action TI now goe on, 
Is for my better grace. Adieu (my Lord) 
I never wiſh'd to ſee you ſorry, now 
Itruſt I ſhall : my Women come, you have leave, 
Leo, Goe doc our bidding . hence. 
Lord. Beſcech your Highneſſe call the Queene againe. 
ent. Be certaine what you do(Sir) leaſt your Iuſtice 
Prove violence, in the whichthre* great ones ſuffer, 
Your Selfe, your Queene, your Sonne. 
Lord. For her (my Lord) 
I dare my life lay downe, and will do't (Sir) 
Pleaſe you t'accept it, that the Queene is ſpatleſſe 
I'th'eyes of Heaven,andto you(l axanc 
Inthis, which you accuſe her.) 
Amtig. If it prove 
She's other wile, Ile keepe my Stables where 
T lodge my Wife, le goe in with her : 
Then when I feele, and ſee her, no turther truſt her : 
For every ynch of Woman in the World, 
I, every dram of Womans fleſh is faiſc, 
If ſhe be. 
Leo. Hold your peaces, 
Lord, Good my Lord, 
eAmyg. Itis for you we {peake, not for our ſelves: 
You arcabus'd, by ſome putter on, | 
That willbedamn'd for'tz would I knew the Villaine, 


I would 


——_—. 
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Iwould Land-damne him : be ſhe honor-flaw'd, 

| have threedaughters : the eldeſt is eleven; 

The ſecond, and the third, nine : and ſonnes five: 
It this prove true; they'l pay for't. By mine honor 
lle gell'd emall : fouretcene they ſhall not ſee 


Tobring falſe tons: they are co-heires, 
And I had rather glib my ſelfe, then they 
Should not produce faire iſſue. 


Leo. Ceale,uo more : 
You ſinell this buſineſle with a ſence as cold 
As 15a dead-mans noſe : but I do ſee't,and tcel'r, 
As you feele doingrthus : and ſee withall 
The Inſtruments that tecle. 
Ant. Itf'iit be 10, 
We necde no grave to buric honeſtic, 


There's not a graine of it, the face to{ſweeten 
Of the whole du -<Adb. 
Les. What? Icredit ? 


Lord. Thad rather you did lacke then 1 (my Lors ) 
Vponthis ground : and more it would content mc 
To have her Honor true, then your ſuſpition 
Beblam'd for't how you might, 
Leo, Why what neede we 
Commune with you for this ? but rather follow 
Our fercefull inſtigation? Our prerogative 
Calsnot your Counſailes, but our naturall goodneſle 
Impartsthis : which, if you, or ſtupified, 
Or ſeeming fo, in 8kill, cannot, or will not 
Reliſh a truth, like us: inforwe your ſelves 
We neede no more of your advice : the matter, 
The loſle, the gaine, the ord'ring on't, 
Is all properly ours. 
Ant. And I wiſh (my Liege) 
You had onely in your filent judgement tride ir, 
Wichout more overture. 

Lee. How could that be ? 
Either thouart molt ignorant by age, 
Or theu wer't borne a foole : Camlo's flight 
Added tg their Familiarity 
(Which was as grofle,as ever touch'd conjeure, 
That lack'd fight enely, nought for approbation 
Bur onely ſeerng, all other cixcumſtances 
Made up to'th deed) doth puth on this proceeding, 
Yer, for a greater confirmation 
( For in ana of this importance, 'twere 
Moſt pitrious to be wilde) I bavediſpatch'd in poſt, 
Toſacred Delphoy, to eApolio's Temple, 
(leomine;and Deon, whom you know 
Of ſtuff deſutficienty ; Now, from the Oracls 
They will bringal,whoſe pirituall counſaile had, 
Shall ſtop, or ſpurre me. Have I done well? 

Lord. Well done (my Lord.) 

Leo. Though am fatisfyde, and needeno more 
Then what I know, yet ſhall the Oracle 
Givereſtroth' mindes of others; ſuch as he 
Whoſe ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to th'truth. So have werhought it good 
From our free perſon, ſhe ſhould be confinde, 
Leaſt that the treachery of the xwo, fled hence, 
Belett her to performe. Come follow us, 
Weare toſpeake in publike : for this buſineſſe 
w_ raiſcus all. 

«sg. Tolaughter,as1 rake it, 
If the good truth, were knowne, 


Exemnnt. 


| 


es 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Paulina, a Gentlewan,Gaoter, Emilia. 


Paxl. The Keeper of the priſon, call to him : 
Let him have knowledge whom1am. Good Lady, 
No Court in Europe is too good for thee, 

W hat doſt thou rhen inpriton? Now good Sir, 
You know me, do you not ? h 

Gao. For a worthy Lady, 

And one, whom much honour. 

Pas, Pray you then, 
Condudt me tothe Queene. 

Gao. I may not (Madam) 
Tothe contrary I have expreſſes commandment, 

Pax, Here'sa-do, to locke up honeſtie and honor from 
TH accefſe of gentle viſitors. 18't lawfull pray you 
To ſec her Women ? Any of them? Emvilia ? 

Gas. $0 pleaſe you (Madam) 
=o a-part theſe your attendants, [ 

Shall bring Erna torth. 

Pas. I pray you now call her : 
With-Jraw your (elves. 

Gao. And Madam, 

I muſt be preſent at your Conference. 

Paw, Well : bc'tlo : prethee. Enter 
Heere's ſuch a-doe, to make no ſtaine ,a ſtaine, Emilie. 
Aspaſſes colouring. Deart Gentlewoman, 

How fares one graciousLady ? 

Emil. As well as one ſo great, and ſo forlorne 
May hold together : On her frights, and greefes 
(Which never tender Lady hath borne greater) 

She is, ſomething before her time, deliver'd. 

Pas. Aboy ? 

Emil. A daughtcr, and a goodly babe, 

Luſty, and like ro live :the Queene receives 
Muchcomforrt in't : Sayes, my poore priſoner, 
I am innocent as you, 

Paw, 1 dare be {worne :' 
Theſe dangerous, unſafe Lunesi'th' King, beſhrew them, 
He muſt be told on't, and he ſhall the orhce 
Becomesa woman beſt. Ile take'r upon me, 

If I prove hony-mourh'd, let my tongue bliſter. 
And never to my red-look'd Anger be 

The Trumpet any more : pray you (Emilia) 
Com my beſt obedience tothe Queene, 

If ſhe dares truſt me with her little babe, 

Ile ſhew't the King, and undertake tobe 

Her Advocate to'th lowd'it. We doe not know 
How hemay ſoften at the fight o'ch'Childe : 

The ſilence often of pure innocence 
Perſwades,when ſpeaking failes. 

Emil, Moſt worthy Madam, _ 

Your honour, and your goodneſſe is{o evident, 
That your free nderratng cannot miſle 

Athriving iflue : there is no Lady living 

$o meete for thisgreat crrand; pleaſe your Ladiſhip 
To viſit the next roome, Ile preſently | 
Acquaine the Qneene of your moſtnoble offer, 
Who, but today hammered of this defigne, 
But durſt nottempt a minifter 

Leaſt ſhe ſhould be deny'd. 


| 
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Paxl. Tal her (Emilia) 
Ile uſe thattongue I have : If wit Row fronve 
As boldneſſe from my boſome, le't not be doubted 
I ſhall do good. 
Emil. Now be you bleſt for it. 
Tic to rhe Queene : pleaſe you come ſomething neerer. 
Gao. Madam, if't pleaſe the Queene to ſend the babe, 
I know not what I ſhall incurre, to paſſe1t, 
Having no watrant. 
Pax. Younced not fearc it (fir) ; 
This Childe was priſoner to the wombe, and is 
By Law and proceſle of great Nature, thence 
Free'd, and enfranchis'd,not a partic to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of 
(If any be) the treſpaſſe of the Queene. 
Gao. I do beleeve it. 
Panxl. Do not you feare : upon mine honor, I 


Will ſtand betwixt you, and danger. Excunt. 


Je 
Scaena Terta, 


CE” CEE w_ 


—_ 


Enter Leontes Seruants, Paulina, Antigonus, 
ard Lords. 

| Lev. Nor night, nor day,nv reſt : It 1s but weakneſſe 
To beare the marrer thus : meere weakneſle, if 
Thecauſe were not in being : part o'th cauſe, 
She, th' Adulterſſe; for the harlot-King 
Is quite beyond mine arme: out of the blanke 
Andlevellof my braine : plot-proofe : but ſhe, 
I can hooke to me : ſay that ſhe were gone, 
Given to the fire, a moity of my reſt 
Might came to me againc. Whoſe there ? 

Ser. My Lord. Enrer. 
- Leo, Howdo'sthe boy ?; 

Ser. Hetooke good relt to night :'tis hop'd 
His ſickneſſe is diſcharg'd. 

Les To ſee his Nobleneſle, 
Conceiving the diſhenour of hisMother, 
Heſtraight declin'd, droop'd,rooke it deeply, 
Faſten'd, and fix'd the ſhame on't in himlelfe : 
Threw-off his Spirit, his Appetite, hisSleepe, 
And down-right languiſh'd. Leave me ſolely : goe, 
Sec how hc res : Fic, fie, nothought of him, 
The very thought of my Revengesthat way 
Recoyle upon me : in himſclfe too mighty, 
Vartill a time may ſerue, For preſent vengeance 
Take it on her ; (amillo, and Polixenes 
Langh at me; make their paſtime at my ſorrow : 
They ſhould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall ſhe,within my powre. 

Enter Paulina. 

Lord. You muſt notenter. 
Paul: Nay rather (good my Lords) be ſecond to me; 
Feare you his tyrannous paſſion more(alas) 
Thenthe Queenes life ? A graciousianoccatſoule, 
More free, then he is icalous. 

Antig. That'senough, 

Ser. Madam ; he hath notſlept to night, cammanded 
None ſhould come at him. 

Pax. Not ſo hot { good Sir) | 

I come to bring him ſleepe.” Tis ſuch as you 


» _ 
—. ———— — —— 


That creepelike ſhadowes by him, and do fighe 
At cach his ncedlefſc heauings: ſuch as you 
Nouriſh the cauſe of his awaking. I 
Do come with words, as medicmall, as true ; 
(Honeſt, as cither;) to purge him of that humor, 
That preſſes him from —_— 

Leo. What noyſe there, hoe ? 

Pax. No noyſe(my Lord) but needtull conference, 
| About ſome Goſsips for your Highneſlc. 

Leo. How ? 

Away with that audacious Lady. Antigone 
I charg'd thee that ſhe ſhould not come about me, 
I knew ſhe would. 
Ant, I told her ſo(my Lord) 
On your diſplcaſures perill and on mine, 
She ſhould not viſit you. 

Leo. W hat? canſt not rule hee 

Paxl. From all diſhoneſtic he can : in this 
( Voleſſe he u_ thecourſe that you __ done) 

ommit me,for committing honor,trult it, 
He ſhall not rule me ; 

Ant. La-you now, you heare, 

When ſhe will take theraine, et her run, 
Bur ſhee'l not ſtumble. 

Paxl. Good my liege I come: 
AndI beſcech you hcare me: who 
My fclfe your loyall ſervant, your Phiſitian, 
| Your moſt ovens z yet — 
Lefle appeare ſo, in comforting your Evilles, 

_=_ hes molt ſceme —_ I ſay, I come 
rom your cence, 

Leo. ary | 
Paul. Good Queene (my Lord) good Queene, 

I ſay good Queene, X 
And would by combate, make her good ſo, werel 
A man, the worſt about you. 

Leo. Force her hence. 

Paul. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes 
Firſt hand me : on mine owne accord, Ile off, 

But firſt; Ile do my errand. The uecne 
(For ſhe is good) hath brought you forth a daughter, 
Heere'tis : C it te your bleſſing. 

Leo. Out: 

A mankinde Witch? Hence with her, out o'dore : 
A moſt intelligencing bawd. , 

Pax!l, Notio: FL 
I am asignorant in that, as 
In eniing inc ; and noleſle honeſt 
Then you are mad : which is enough, Ile warrant 
(Asthis world goes) to paſſe for honeſt. 

Leo, Traitors ; 

Will you not puſh herout ? Give her the Baſtard, 
Thou dotard, thou art woman-tyr'd : unrooſted 
By thy dame Partletheere. Take up the Baſtard, 


ofcilc's 


{ Takc't up, I ſay :giuc'tto the Croane, 


Pax. For ever 
Vnvenerable be thy bands, if thou 
Tak'it upthe Princefle, by that forced baſenefſe 
Which be ba's put upor't.. 

Leo. He dreads his Wife. 

Pawl, So 1 would youdid': then *twere paſt all doubt 
youl'd call your chi yours- 

= ——— ; 

*#. I am none i light. 

Paxl. Nor I : nor any ou 

Bur one that's heere : and that's himſelfe: for be, 


The 
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—_— 
_ = > - —_— 


— —{ DA hood tt td 


} IN EI WF PT T ERR TT 


The Winters Tale. 


285 


The ſacred honor of himſelfe, his Queenes, 

His hopcfuil Sonnes, his Babes, betrayes to ſlander, 
Whoſe fting is ſharper then the Swords; and will not 
(For as the caſe now ſtands, it is a Curſe 

He cannot be compell'd roo't) once remove 


The Root of his Opinion, which is rocten, 
As ever Oake, or {tone was found. 
Leo, A Callat 


Of boundleſſe rongue, who late hath beat her husband, 
And now baits me : This Brat 1s none of mine, 
It isthe Ilue of Polirenes. 
Hence with it, and together with the Dam, 
Commirthem to the tire. 

Paxd. It is yours: 
And might welay th' old Proverb to your charge, 
So like you, 'tis the worſe. Behold (my Lords) 
Aichough the print be little, the whole Matter 
And Coppy of the Father : (Eye,Noſe, Lippe, | 
The tricke of” s Frowne, his Fore-head,nay,the Valley, 
The pretty dimples of his Chin, and Cheeke;his Smiles; 
The very Mold, and frame of hand, nayle, Finger.) 
Andthou Goddeſſe Natwre, which haſt made it 
Solike to him that got it, if thou haſt 
The ordering of the Mind roo//mong{t all Colours 
No Yellow in't, leaſt ſhe ſuſpeR,as be do's, 
Her Children, not her Husbands. 
Leo. A _ Hagge: | 
And Lozell, thou art worthy to be hang'd, 
That wilt not ſtay her Tongue. 

Ang. Hang ali the Husbands 
That caanot doe that Feat, you'l leave your ſeife 
Hardly one ſubjeR. 

L:e.Once more take her hence. 

Paxl. A moſt unworthy, and unnaturall Lord 
Can doe no more. * 

Leo, lie ha' thee burnt- 

Pax. | care not : ; 
Itis an Hererique that makesthe fire, 
Not ſhe which burnesin't. He not call you Tyrant: 
Butthis moſt cruell uſage of your Queene 
(Notable to produce more tion 
Then your owne weake-bindg'd Fancy) ſomething favors 
Ot Tyranny, and wul ignoble make you, 
Yea, icandalous tothe World, 

Leo, On your allegeance, . 
Out of the Chamber wich her. Werel aTyrant, 
Where were her lite? ſhe durſt not call me fo, 
Ifſhe did know me one. Away with her. 

Paul. 1 pray you doe not puſh me, Ile be gone. 
Loo! etoyoar Babe (my Lord) "tis yours: love ſend her 
Abetter guiding Spirit. What neede theſe hands ? 
You that are thus {o tender o're his Follyes, 
Will never do him good, not one of you, 
So, fo : Farewell, we are gone. - Exit. 

Leo. Thou (Traytor) balt ſet on thy Wifeto this. 
My Child? away with't? even thou, that haſt 
A {o tender o'reit,take it hence, 
And ſee it inſtantly conſum'd with fire. | 
Even thou,and none but thou: Take it up ſtraigbr 
Within this heure bring me word 'tis done. 
(And by good teſtimonie) or lle ſeize thy life, 
With what thou elſe call chine : if thou refule, 
And wilt encounter with my Wrath, ſay ſo; 
The Baſtard-braines with theſe my proper hands 
Shall I daſh; oux, Goe take it to the fire, 
for thou ſerr'ſt onthy Wie. 


ewes mu 


Antig. 1 did nor, Sir: 
Thete Lords, my Noble Fellowes, ifthey pleaſe, 
Cleare me in't. 
Lords. Wecany my Royall Liege, 
He 1s not guiltic of her comming huther. 
Lee. You're lycrsall. | 
Lord. Belcech your Highneſſe, give us better credit: 
We have alwayestruly ſerv'd you, and beſcech 
So to eſteeme of us : and on our knees we begge, 
(Asrecompence of our deare ſervices . 
Paſt, and to come) that you doe change this purpoſe, 
Which being ſo horrible, ſo bloody, mult 
Leade onto tome foule Iſſue. We all krecle. 
£eo. I am a Feather for each Wind that blows: 
Shall I live on, to ſee this Baſtard kneele, 
And call me Father? better burne it now, 
Then curſe it thin, Bur be ir ; ler itlive. 
It ſhall not neyther. You Sir, come you hither : 
You that have beene ſotendely cxhoious 
With Lady Margerie, yovr Mid-w1ift there, 
To fave this Bailards life; for 'ris a Baſtard, 
So lure asthis Beard's gray. VW hat will you adventure, 
_ lave this Brats life ? 
"eg. Anything (my Lord) 
Thats, abilltie may undergoe, 
And Noblenefic impoſe : at ialt thus much; 
Ile pawne the little blood which I have left, 
To fave the innocent : any thing poſſible. 
Leo. [t ſhall be poſſible : Sweare by this Sword 
Thou wilt performe my bidding. 
eAnig. I will (my Lord.) 
Leo. Marke and performe it : ſceſt thou? forthe faile 
Of any point in't, ſhall not onely be 
Death to thy ſelfe, but tothy lewd-rongu'd Wife, 
(Whom for this time we pardon) We enjoynethee, 
Asthou art Liege-man to us, that thou carry 
This female Baſtard hence, and that thou beare it 
To ſome remote and defart place,quite out 
Of our Dominions; and that there thou leave it 
(Without much mercy) to it owne protection, 
And fauour of the Climate : as by {trange fortune, 
Itcame tous, I doe in Iuſtice charge thee, 
On _ perill, and thy Bodies torture, 
That thou commend it ſtrangely to ſome place, 
Where Chance may nurſc, or end it : take it up. 
eAmig. 1 ſwearetodoethis: though a preſent death 
Had beene more mercifull. Come on (poore Babe) 
Some powerfull Spirit inſtruct the Kytes and Ravens 
Tobe thy Nurſes. Wolves and Beares, they ſay, 
(Cafting their ſavagenefſe aſide) have done 
Likeoihces of pitry, Sir, be protperous 
In more then this deed do's require; and bleſſing 
Againſt this Crueltie, fight on thy fide 
(Poore Thing condemn'd to loflc.) 
Leo. No : le not reare | 
Anothers Iſſue. Enter 4 Servant. 
Sew. Pleaſe *your Highneſle,Folts 
From thoſe you ſent to th* Oracle, are come 
An houre fince : { omunes and Dion, 
Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed, ' 
Haſting roth' Court. 
Lord. So pleaſe you (Sir) their ſpeed 
Hath beene accomprt- 
©» Arr as peed fore-tclls 
ve ent: ris : 
The great eos {uddenly will have 


Exit. 
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The truth of this appeare : Prepare you Lords, 
Summon a Seſſion, that we By arraigne 

Our molt diſloyall Lady:for as ſhe hath 

Been publikely accus'd, to ſhall ſhe have 

A juſt and open Trill. While ſhe lives, 

My heart will be a burthen to me. Leave me, 


And thinke upon my bidding. E xennt. 


—C—————— 


Inns 


eATus Tertins. Scena Prima. 


_— — 


Enter Cleomines and Dion, 


Cl:. The Clymat's delicate, the Ayremoſt ſweet, 
Fertile the Iſle, the T cmple much ſurpaſſing 
The common prayſe it beares. 
De#on. | ſhall report, 
For moſt it caughr me, the Celeſtiall Habits, 
(Me thinkes I to ſhould terme them) and the reverence 
Of the grave Wearers. O, the Sacrifice. 
How ceremonious, ſolcmne, and un-carthly 
It wasi th' Offcing ? 
(es, Bur of wll, the burſt 
Andthe eare-deaff 'ning Voyce 0'rh' Oracle, 
Kin to Jowes Thunder, 10 ſurpriz'd my Sence, 
Thar I was nothing. 
Dio. It th'event o'th* Tourney 
Prove asſucceſſefullto the Queene (O be'tſo) 
As it hath beene to us, rare, pleaſant, ſpcedic, 
The time is worth the uſe on't. 
Cleo, Great eApolis : 
Turneallto th' beſt: theſe Proclamations, 
So torcing faults upon Hermione, 
L little like. 
Die. The violent carriage of it 
Will cleare, or end the Bulineſſe, whenthe Oracle 
(Thus by epolo's great Divine feal'd up ) 
Shall the Contents diicover:ſomerhingrare 
Even then wall ruſh to knowledge. Goe: freſh Horſes, 
And graciousbe the iſſue. Exemnnt. 


—_ — 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Leontes, Lords, Officers : Hermione ( as to ber 
Trial!) Ladies : ( leomines Dion, 


Lee. This Scſſions (to our great gricfe we pronounce) 
Evenpuſhes *gainſt our heart. Thepartie try'd, 
The Daughter of a King, our Wite,and one 
Ofustoo much beleu'd, Let us be clear'd 
Of being tyrannous, ſince we {o openly 
Procced in luſtice, which ſhall have due courſe, 
Even tothe Guilt, or the Pirgation : 


Prodnce the Priſoner. 
Officer.It is his Hi e pleaſure, that the Queene 
c ioCourt. Solence, Enter 


Appcarc in perſon, 
Leo, — the —_— 

Officer, Hermione, © weene to the worthy Leontes, Ki; 

5% is ar on od mph ere, 

in committing » Adultery with Polixencs Kang of Bohemia , 


'| (Whom laſt will ſceme to doe ſo) wy palt lite 


«4d conſpiring with Camillo to take away the Life of onr Sove. 

raigne Lord the King, thy royall buthand : the pretence whereof 

being by circumBRance partly layd open, thew( Hermione) con. 

Irarte to the Faith and Alle of a true Smbjett didFt conn. 

"4g ayde them , for their better ſafetie , to fie away by 
Ger. Since what I am to fay, muſt be bur that 

W hich contradicts my Accuſation, and 

The teſtimonie on my part, hoother 

But what comes from my ſelfe,it ſhall ſcarce boot me 

Toſay, Notguiltie : mine integritie 

Being counted Fal{chood,ſhall (asTexpreſle it) 

Be ſo receiv'd. But thus, if Powres divine 

| Behold our humane Actens (as they doe) 

I doubt not then, but innocence ſhall make 

Falſe Accuſations bluſh, and Tyrannie 

Tremble at Patience. You (my Lord) beſt know 


Hath beene as continent, as , astruc, 

As Iam now unhappy ; which is more 

Then hiſtorie can patterne, devis'd, 

Ard play'd, to take $ behold me, 


- Feilew - = Royall Bed, which owe 

Moite of the Throne : a ings Daughter, 

The Mother to a — fr 

To prate and talke tor Life,and Honor, fore 

W ho pleaſeto come and heare. For life, I prize it 

As I weigh Gricfe (which1 would ſpare :) For Honor, 
'Tisa derivative from me to mine, 


And onely that I ſtand for. 1 


c 
To your owne Conſcience (Sir) before Polixencs 
Came to your Court, how 1 was in your grace, 
How merited tobe fo : Since he came, 
Wirth what encounter ſouncurrant, 1 
Have ſtrayn'd Cappeare thus; if one jot beyond 
The bound of honor, or in a, or will 


That way enclining, hardened be the hearts | 
Of all that heare me, and my neer'ſt of Kin 
Cry he upon my grave. 

Leo, 1 ne're heard cry 
= any of thcle bolder Vices _ as 

e Impuderce to gaine-fay what they did, 

Then to a it tuſt, A 

Her. Tha:'strue enough, 
Though 'tis a ſaying (Sir) not due to me. 

Leo. You will not owne it. 

Her, More then Miſtrefle of, 
W hich comes to me in name of faulrt,I muſt not 
At all ackrowledge., For Polixenes 
(With whom 1 am accus'd) I doe confeſſe 
Iov'd him, as in Honor he reqvir'd : 
With ſucha kind ot Love, as might become 
A Lady like mc; witha Love, even ſuch, 
So, and no other, as your ſelfe commanded : 
W hich. not to have done, I thinke had beene in me 
Both Diſobedicnce, and —_— 
To you, and toward your friends, whcic love had ſpoke, 
Evenfiace itcould (peake, froman infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now tor Confpiracie, 
| kyow not how it taſtes,though ir be din d 
For me totry how : AllI know of it, 
Is, that Cemile was an honeſt man ; 
In why he left your O_— Gods themſelves 

otting no more then | ) "re ignorant. 
Les. You knew of his departure, as you know 


W hat you have underta'ne codoe in'sabſcnce. 


Her. Six | 


—_—_ 
— 
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Her. Sir, 

you ſpcake a that I vnderſtand not: 
My Life ſtands jn thelevell of your Dreames, 
Whuch Ile lay downe. 

Leo, Your Attions are my Dreames. [ 
You had a Baſtard by Polixenes, 

And I but dream's it : As you were paſt all ſhame, 
(Thoſe of your FaRare ſo) ſo paſt all truth; 
Which ro deny, concernes more then auailes: for as 
Thy Brat hath beene caſt our, like toir ſelfe, 
No Father owning it (which is indeed 
More criminal! in thee, then ic.) ſo thou 
Shalt tele our Tuſtice ; in whoſe caſieſt paſſage, 
Looke for no leſle then death. 

Her. Sir, you your Threats: ; 
The Bugge which you would fright me with, I ſecke: 
Tome can Life be no commodity, 
The crowne and comfort of my Life (your Fauor) 
Idoe giue loſt, for I doe feele it gone, 
But know not how it went. My ſccond Toy, 
And firſt Fruits of my body, from his preſence 
I am bar'd, like one infeious. My third comtort 
(Srar'd moſt unlackily)is from my brealt 
(The innocent milke 1n it molt innocent mouth) 
Hal'd out to murther, My ſelte on every Polt 
Proclaym'd a Str : With immodeſt hatred 
The Child-bed priviledge deny'd, which longs 
To Women of all faſhion. Laſtly, hurried 
Here, tothis place, i'ch' open ayre before 
[ have got ſtrength oflimur. Now (my Liege 
Tell me whar bleings I have here alive, 
That 1 ſhould feare todye ? Therefore proceed : 
Bat ye: heare this : miſtake me not : no Life, 
(Iprize1t nota ſtraw) but for mine Honor, 
Which I would tree : if I ſhall becondemn'd 
Vponſurmizes ( all proofes ing clſc, 
But what your Icalouſies awake) I tell you 
Ti; Rigor, and not Law. Your Honors all, 
I doe reterre me to the Oracie ; 
Apolo be my Iudge. 

Lord. This your requeſt Enter Dion andCleominer. 
isalrogerher yult : therefore bring forth 
(Andin «polls Name) his Oracle. 

Her. The Emperor of Ruſſia was my Father, 
Oh that he were alive, and here beholding 
His Daughters Tryall : that he did bur ice 
The flatneſle of my miſer1e ; yet with zyes 
Ot pirry, not Revenge. : 

Officer. 0u heere Ma ſweare upon the Sword of Tuſtice, 
That you ({romwmes and Dion) have F 
Beene both at Delphos, and from thence have brought 
This ſeal'd-up Oracle, by the Hand deliver'd 
Of great Apolo': Pricit; and that ſince then, 

You have nor dar'd to breake the holy Scale, 
Nor :cad the Secrets in'r. 
Cle. Dio. All this we ſweare. 

Lee. Breakc up the Seales, and reade. | | 

Officer. Herqone « caft,Polixenes blameleſſe, Camillo 
«true Subjeft, Leontes « jealous Tyrant, bis innecent "Babe 
truly begotten andthe K ing ſhak lrve without an Heire if that 
_ lot, be not f. 

. Now bleſſed bethe Apols. 
| Her. Prayſed, _— 
Leo, Haſt thou read truth? 
Offic. 1 (my Lord) even ſoasit is here ct downe. 
Lee. There is notruth aralli*th* Oracle : 


\ 


| 


_—_— —— 


| 


— 


The Seſſions ſhall proceed this is mcere falſchood. 

Ser My Lord the King : the King ? 

Leo. What isthe bulineſle ? 

Ser. OSir I ſhall be bated to report it. 

The Prince your Sonne, with mcere conceit and feare 
Of the Queenes ſpeed, is gone + 

Leo. How? gone? 

Ser. Isdead. 

Leo. Apolo'; angry, arid the heavens themſelves 
Doe ſtrike at my [njuſtice. How now there 2 

Paxl.This newes 1s mortall tothe Queene: Look downe 
And ſce what death is doing. 

Leo. Take her hence ; 

Her heartis bur o're-charg'd: ſhe will recover. 

I have too much beleey'd mine owne ſuſpition: 
Beleech you tenderly apply to her 

Some remedics for litr. 4pollo pardon 

My great prophaneſſc 'gainlt thine Oracle. 

Ile reconcile me to Polixener, , 
New wooe my Queene, recall the Camilo 

(Whom I proclaime a man of Truth, of Mercy:) 
For being tranſported by my Tealouſics 

To blyody thoughts and to revenge, I choſe 
Camille for the miniſter, to poylon 

My friend Pefixenes : which had beene done, 

But that the goud mind of (amillotardicd 

My ſwift command : though I with death, and with 
Reward, did threaten and encourage him, 

Nor doing it, and being done ; he (moſt humane, 
And bill's with Honor) to my Kingiy Gueſt 
Vnclaſp'd mypratiſe,quir his fortunes here 
(Which you knew great) and to the certaine hazard 

Ofall Incertaintics, kimſelfe commended, 
Noricher then his Honor: How he glilters 
Through my darke Ruſt and how his Pictie 

Do's my deeds make the blacker ? 

Paxl. Woe the while : 

O cut my Lace, lcalt my heart (cracking it} 
Breake too. 

Lord, What fit isthis? good Lady? 

Pal, What ſtudied rorments(T yrant)haſt for me? 
What Wheeles?Rack8? Fires? W hat flaying? boyling?Bur- 
In Leads,or Oyles? VV hat old,or new torture (ning, 
Mult I receive? whoſe very word deſerves 
To taſte ofthy molt worſt. Thy Tyranny 
(Together working with thy Icalouſics, 

Fancies too weake tor boyes,too greene and idle 
For Girles of Nine) O thinke wh':t they have done, 
And then run mad indeed : ar wngenee tor all 

Thy by-gone foolerics were bur ſpices for it. 
Thatthou betraycd'ſt Polixenes, 'twas nothing, 
(Thar did bur ſhew thee, of a Foole,inconltanr, 
Anddamnable ingratetull: ) Nor was'e much 

Thou would'ſt haue poyſon'd good Camils's Honor, 
To have him kill a King : Trelipaſles, 


' More monſtrous ſtanding by : whereof I reckon 


The caſting forth ro Crowes, the Baby-dauglter, 

To be or none; of little; thougha Devill ,. 

Would have ſhed water out of fire, ere don't; 

Nor is'tdireRtly layd tothee, the death - Ii. # 
Ofthe young Prince, whoſe honourable thoughts. 
(Thoughts high for oge ſa tender) clett the heart 
Thar could conceive a grofle and fooliſh Sire 

Blemiſh'd his gracious Dam : this is not, no, 
Laydto thy anſwer : burtbelaſt ; O Lords, ' 

W hen I have faid,cry woe: the Queene,the Quo, - h 


—_ 
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The ſweer'ſt,decer'ſt creature's dead:& vengeance for't 
Not drop'd downe yet. | 

Lord. 1he higher powres forbid. 

Paw. I ſay ſhe's dead:Ile ſwear't. If word,nor oath 
Prevaile not,goand ſec:if you can bring 
Tin&ure,orluſtrein herlip,her eye 
Heate outwardly, or breath within, Ile ſerve you 
AsI would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant, 

Dot not repent theſe things, for they are heavier 
Then all thy woes can ſtirre : therefore betake thee 
To nothing but diſpaire. A thouſand knees, 

Ten thouſand yeares rog-ther,vaked,falting, 

Vpon abarren Mountaine, and ſtill Winter 

In ſtorme perpetuali,could not moye the Gods 

To looke that way thou wer't- 

Leo. Go 0n,go on: ; 
Thou canſt ws eake too much, I have deſerv'd 
All tongnes to talke their bittrelt. | 

Lora. Say no more, 

How erethe buſinefle goes you have made fault 
I'th behnge, of Rue ſpeech 

Pax. 1 am lorry tor't, 

All faults I wake whcal ſhall cone to know them, 
I do repent: Alas, I have ſhew'd too much 

The raſhneſſe of a woman:he is toucht = 
Toth'Noble heart. W hai*s gone, and what's pat helpe 
Should be palt greefc:Do not receive affliction 

At my petition, I beſecch you, rather 

Let me be puniſh'd,that have minded you 

Of what you ſhoold forget. Now(good my Liege) 
Sir, Royall Sir, forgive a fooliſh v. man; | 

The love I bore your Qucene(Lo,toole againe) 

lle ſpeake of her no mzore,nor of your Children: 

Ile not remember you of my owne Lord, 

(Who isloſt too: take your patience to youy 

And Ile ſay nothing, 

Leo. Thou didft ſpcake but well, 

When moſt the truth-which I receive much'better, 
Then to be pitticd of thee. Prethee bring me 

To the dcad bodies of my Queenc, and Sonne, 

One grave ſhall be for both; Vpon them ſhall 

The cauſes of their death appeareſunto 

Our ſhame perpetuall)once a day, Ile viſit 

The Chappell where they lye, and tcares ſhed there 
Shall be my recreation. So long as Nature 

Will beare up with this exerciſe, ſo long 

I dayly vow touſe it, Come, and leade me 


To theſe {orrowes. E xexnt. 


EE —_ 


ScendfT ertia. 


—— 


Enter eAntigonus, 4 Uarriner,B abe Sheeye- 
Hd and Clowne. 


Ant. Thou art perfe& then,our ſhip hath toucht upon 

| The Deſarts of Bobehpwe, 

| Aear.l(myLord)and feare 

We have Landed in ill eime:the skies looke grimly, 

Andthreaten preſentbluſters.In my conſcience 

The heavens with that we have in hand,are angry, 

And frowne upon's. 
«nt. Their ſacred wil's be done : $ 

Looke to thy barke, Ile not be long before 


| a 


EI A nt tro 


——— 


I call apon thee, 
CAar, Make your beſte haſt,and go not 
Teo-farre i'th Land : 'tis like to be lowd weather, 
Beſides this place is famous for the Creatures 
Of prey, = keepe upon't, 
A 0 thouaway, 
Ile follow inſtantly. 
Afar. I am glad at heart 
To be lo ridde o'th buſineſſe. 
ent. Come, babe; 
I have heard (but not beleeu'd) the Spirits o'th'dead 
May walke gaine : if ſuch thing be, thy Mother 
Appcar'dto me laſt night : for ne're was dreame 
Solikea waking, To me comesacreature, 
Sometimes her head is on one ſide, ſornc another, 
I cever ſaw a veſſel of like ſorrow 
So 11 d,and fo becomming : inptire white Robes 
Like very ſanctity ſhe dida h 
My Catane where I lay : thrice bow'd before me, 
Ard (gaſping tv begin ſome ſpeech) her eyes 
Becume two ſpouts; the furie ſpent, anon 
Did this breake from ker. Good Antigonus, 
Since Fate (againſt thy better diſpoſition) 
Hath made ——_ forthe Thrower-out 
Of my poore babe, according to thine oath, 
Piaces remote enough are in Bohemia, 
There weepe, and leaveit crying: and for the babe 
1s counted loſt for ever, Perdi 
I pretheecall't ; For this le buſineſſe 
Put on theee, by my Lord, thou ne're ſhalt ſee 
Thy Wite Pawlina more : and1o, with ſhrickes 
She meltcd into Ayre. Aﬀerighted much, 
| did intimecolle& my ſelfe, and thought 
This was fo, and no ſlumber : Dreames zare toyes, 
Yer for this once, yea ſuperſtitiouſly, 
I will be ſquar'd by this. Ido beleeve 
Hermoxe bath ſuffer'd death, and that 
e polio would (this being indeed the iſſue 
Ot King Polexenns) it ſhould heere be laide 
(Either for life, or death) upon theearrh 
Of it's righe Father. Blcſſome, ſpeed thee well, 
Therelye,and there thy charaQter : there theſe, 
W bich ay if Fortune pleaſe, both breed thee (pretty) 
And ſtill reſt thine. The ſtorme beginnes, p_ wretch, 
That for thy mothers fault, art thus expos' 
Tolofle, and what may follow. Weepe I cannor, 
But my heart bleedes : and moſt accuiſt am I 
To be by oath enjoyn'd to this. Farewell, 
The day frownes more and more : thou'rt like to have 
A lullabie too rough: I never ſaw - 
The heavens ſo dim, by day. A ſavage clamor ? 
Well may geta-boord: This isthe Chace, = hewk 
I am gone forever. Exit purſued by a Beare. Enter a Shiy- 
Shep. 1 would there were noage betweene ten 
three and twentie,or that youth would ſicepe out the reſt: 
torthcre isnothing (inthe berweene) bur gerting wen- 
ches with chjlde, wronging the Auncientry , ſtcaling, 
fighting yon now : would any bur theſe boyldc- 
braines of nineteene, and rwoand twentie hunt this wth 
ther ? . They have ſcarr'd away two of my beſt Sherpe, 
which I feare the Wolfe will ſooner finde then the Mij- 
ſter; it any whereT have them, 'ris by the ſea-ſide, brov-! 
of luy. Good-lucke (and 't be the will) what have 
we heere? Mercy on's, a Bane? A very pretty barne; 4 
boy, ora Chide I wonder * (A One, a'very Precte 
one) ſure ſome $cape ; T am not bookiſh, yet? 


= E 


Exu 


— 


the ica mock'd them:and how 
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can reade Waiting-Gentlew oman in the ſcape : rhis has 
beene ſome ſtaire-worke, ſome Trunke-worke, iome be- 
hind-doore worke: they were warmer that got this, 
then the poore thing is here. Ile take ie up tor'pity, yet 
[lc tarry tal my ſonne come ; he hallow'd but even now. 
Whoa-ho-hoa. 


Emer ( lowne. 


Cl. Hilloa, loas 

Shep, What ? art ſonecre ? If thou'lt ſee a thing to 
talkc on, when thou art dead and rotten, come hither : 
what ayl'ſt thou, man? 

{'ls. 1 have ſcene rwo ſuch ſights, by Sea and by Land: 
but I am not whpitionSee, forin isnow the skye,be- 
twixt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruſt a bodkins 


int. 
"Sep Why boy, how is it ? 

Cle. I would. yoa did but fee how it chafes, how it ra- 
ges, how it takes up the ſhore, bur thar's nor to the point; 
Oh, the A cry ofrhe poorc ſoules, ſometimes 
toſec'cm, and not to {ee'em ; Now the Shippe boaring 
the Moone with her maine Maſt, and anon ſwallowed 
with yeſt and froth, as you'ld thruſta Corke intoa hog(- 
head. And then for the Land-ſcrvice, to ſee how the 
Peare tore out his ſhoulder bone, how he cride - ro me 
for hcle, and faid his name was Antiganus a Nobleman: 
But to make an end of the Ship, ro ſechow the Sea flap- 
dragon'dit : but firſt, how the poore ſoules roared, and 
poore Gentleman roa- 
red, and che Bcare mock'd him, both roaring lowder 
then the ſea, or weather. 

Shep, Name of mercy; when was this boy ? 

(is, Now, now :I have not wink'd fince I ſaw theſe 
fights : the men arenot yet cold under water, nor the 
Bare balfe dia'd onthe Gent'eman: he's at ir now. 

Shep. Would T had beene by, ro have help'd the old 
man. | 

Clo. I would you had beene by the ſhip (ide, to have 
help'd herzthere your charity would have lack*d footing. 

Shep. Heavy matrers, heavy matters : bur looke thee 
here boy. Now blefſethy ſelfe; thou mer'it withthings 
dying, I with things new borne, Here's a ſight tor thee : 
Loske thee, a bearing-cloath tor a Squires child : looke 
thee heere, take up, rake up (Boy: ) open't : (o, let's (ee,it 
was told me I ſhould be rich by the Fairies. This 3s ſome 
Changcling : open't : what's within boy ? 

Cle. You're a mad old man ; If rhe ſnnes of your 
_ are forgiven you, you're well ro live. Gold, all 

Id. 

Shep, This is Faicry Gold boy, and'twill prove'ſo : up 
wich't, keepe ir cloſe : home, home, the next way. We 
aelucky (boy) and to be fo ſtil requires nothing but 
ſecrecy. Let my ſheepe goe : Come (good boy)thenext 
way home. 

Ch. Gor you the next way with your Findings, le go 
fe if the Beare be gone from the Gentleman, and how 
much be hathexten : they arenzver curit bur when they 
arc hungry : if there be any of him letr, le bury ir, 

Shep. That's a good deed : if thou mayeſt diſterne by, 
Guwhichis left of him, what he is, ferch me to rlffaght 

m \ 


Cle. Marry will I: and you ſhall helpe to put him i'rh' 
Shop, 'Tisa lackyday, boy,and we'll doe good deeds 
ont. 'E, 


] 


—_ 


———_—— —— 
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Atus Quartus, Scana Prima. 
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Enter Time, the Charms, 

Tim. Ithat pleaſe ſome, cry all : both joy and terror 
Of good, and bad : that makes, and uniolds crror. 
Now tak» upon me (inthe name of Time ) 

To uſe my wiwgs : lmpure it nct acrime , 
Tome, or my twitt patlage, thar I flide 

Ore ſixteene yeeres, and lerve the growth untride 
Ot that wide gap, Nince it is in my powre 
Toorethrow Law, and in one ſeife-borne houre 
To phnt, aud ore-whelwe Cultome. Ler me paſſe 
The fawe I am, ercancicnt'it O:cder was, 

Or what is now recem'd, 1 witnefle to 

The times that brought them in, 1o ſhall I'doe 
Toth'trefheit things now reigning, and make ſtale 
The gliftcring of this preſent, 25 my Tale 

Now feemes to it : your puticnce thisallowing, 
lturne my glaſſe, and give my Scxznetuch growing 
As you had lzpt berweene : Leonter leaving 
Thictfects of his fond jeaionſies, fo greeving 

That he ſhurs up humiclfe, Imagine me * 

(Gentle Specaiors) that | now may be | 
In faire Zoberns, and remember well, 


I mention here a fonne 0'(h'Kings, which Florizell 
I now name to you - 2nd with ſpeed ſo pace 
To ſpeake of erd#4,now growne in grace 

Equal with vond'ring. W hat of her intucs 

Fiiſt not propheſic z but let Times newes (daughter 
Be knowne when 'tis brought torth. A ſhepheards | 
And what to her adheres, w hich tollowes after, 
Is ttargument of Time : ofthisallow, 

Ifever you have ſpent time worſe, ere now : 

If never, yet that Time himſclfedoth ſay, 


He wiſhes carcneſtly, you never mays Exit. 


Ce II es 


 _— 


Sceana Secunda. 


—— — — 


Entes Polixe 15, and Camilo. 

Pol. 1 pray thiee (good Camilo) be no more importu- 
na'e: : 'tisa lickenefe denyingrhee any thing : adcath to 
gran! this. 

Cam. Ir is fifteene yeeres fince I ſaw my Countrey : 
though I have (for the mott part) beeneayred abroad, I 
delire to lay my bones there. Befides, the penitcnt King 
(my Maſter) harhfent for me,to whoſe feehing forrowes 


I might be ſome allay(or I oreweere tathinke ſo) which 
1sanother ſpurrero my departure. 
Pok. As thoa lov it me (Camilo) wipe not ont thereſt | 


n of | 


I nn 
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6f tharpenitent (as thoucalſt him} and reconciled King 
my brother, whole lofſe of his moſt precious Queene 
and Children , are even: now to bee a-freſh lamented. 
Say to meywhen {aiw'ſt thou the Prince Florize!l my fon ? 
Kingsareno leſſe unhappy, their iflue nor being gra- 
cious, then they are in wokng them, when they have ap- 
proved their Vertues. 

{aw.Sir, it is three dayes ſince I law the Prince : what 
his happier affayres may be,are to me unknowne ; but I 
bave (miſfingly) noted, he is of late much retyred from 


Court, and 1s lefle to hisPrincely cxercies then 
formerly be hath d., 
Pol. I have ſo much ((«milo) and with 


ſome care, ſo farre, that I have cycs under, my ſervice, 
which looke upon his removedneſſe : from whom 1 kave 
this Intelligence, that he is ſeldome from the houſe of a 
moſt handy ephrnds man (they ſay) that from very 
nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbors, 
is growne into an unſpeakable eſtate. 

Cam. I have heard (Sir) of ſuch a man, who hath a 
daughter of moſt rare note : the report of her is extended 
more, then can be thougat to begin from ſach a cotrage. 

Pol. That's likewiſe part of my Intelligence : but (1 
feare) the Angle that pluckes our ſonne thither. Thou 
ſhalt accompany ustothe place, where we will (not ap- 

ing what we are) have ſome queſtion with the ſhep- 
now - from whoſe ſimplicity,I rhinke it not uneaſic ro 
get the cauſe of my ſonnes relort thither. Prethee bemy 
preſent partner in this buſines, and lay aſide the thoughts 

Cam. I willingly obey your command. 


Pol. My beſt Camille,we muſt diſguiſe our ſelyes. Exit, 


_— 


ScenaTT ertia, 


© — St, G'G]P——  .— _— —— _——  _y— a" cc 
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Enter Anutolicus ſinging. 
When D affudils begin to wi 
With heigh the ones dale, 
Why then comer in the ſweet & the yeere. 
For the red blood raignes in the winters pale. 


T he white(haete bleaching on the hedge,” 
With bey the ſweet birds, O bow they ſing : 
Doth ſet my ing tooth an edge, 

For a quart of Ale 1 4 diſh for a King. 


_— CO CS I. 


The Larks, that thre-Lyrachannts, 
with beigh, with beigh the Thruſh and the Iay : 


Ave Sunmer ſongs for me and my eAunts 
wo be camting inake hy. 


My Trafficke is ſheets : when the Kite builds, looke to 


| lefler Linen, My Father nam'd me 4wtelicw, who be- 


—— — 


—__ 


ing (as I am) lytter'd under Mercury, was likewiſe a 
inapper-up of urconſidered wrifies : With Dye and drab, 
I purchas'd Capariſon, and my Revenvew is the {11 
Cheate. Gallowes, ard Knocke, are toc-powerfull on 
the Highway. Beating ard hanging are tcrrors to me: 
For the life to come, | ſleepe out the thovght of it. A 
prize, a prize. 
Enter Clowne. 

Cle. Let me ſee, every Leaven-weather toddes, every 
told yecldes pourd and odde ſhilling : fifteene kundred 
ſhorne, what cotnes the well too ? 

Ant. If the ſprindge hold, the Cocke's mine. 

{%. 1 cennot do't without Ccmprers. Let me fee, 
whatam I to buy for our Sheepe-ſhcaring-Feaſt > Three 
pound of Sugar, fiuc of Currence, Rice : What 
will this ſiſter of mine do with Rice? Bur my father hath 
wade her Miſtris of the Feaſt,and ſhe layes it on. Shee 
hath madc-me foure and twenty Nolc-gayes for the ſhez- 
rers (three-man ſong-men, all, and very good ones) but 
they are moſt ofthem Meanes end Baics ; but one Puri- 
tan amengſt them, and he ſings Plalmesto horne-pipes. 
I muſt have Saffron to colour the Warden Pics, Mace; 
Dates, none : that's outof my note : Nutmegges, ſeven; 
a Race or two of Ginger, but that I way begge : Foure 
pound of Prewyns, and as many of Reyſons o*ch Sunne; 

Ant. Oh, thatever I was borne. 

( v. V'tt'name of me. 

Axt. Oh helpe me, helpe mee : plucke but cff theſe 
ragges : andthen, death, death. 

Cs. Alacke poore ſoule, thou haſt need of more' rags 
to lay on thee, rather then bave theſe off. 

eAnut. Ohfir, the loathſomnefle of them offends mee, 
more then the ſtripes I havereceived, which are mighty 
ones and millions. | 

Clo. Alas poore man, a million of beating may come 


toa great matter. 

Ant. 1am rob'd fir, and beaten : my money, and ap- | 
parrell tance from me, and theſe deteſtable things put up- | 
on mc. 

Clo, What, by a horſc-man, or a foot-man ? 

= 4 —_— — footman. j- 

Cle. | , he ſhould be a foorman, by the garments 
he has left with thee : if this bea — xn Coate, it 
hath ſcene very hot ſervice. Lend me thy hand, Ile helpe 
thee. Come lend me thy hand. 


Ant. Oh good fir, oh. 
(le, Alas arms 


Ant. Oh fir, ſoftly, fir : I feare (fir 
Parr rs ng _ mo 

Clo, How now ? Canſt ſtand? 

Ant. Softly, deerefir : good fir, ſoftly : you ha done 
me a charitable ofhce. 
Ray Docit lacke any meny ? 1 havea little mony for 

ec. 

eAat. No, good ſweet fir: no, I beſcech you fir :1 
have a Kinſman not paſt three $s of a mile hence, 
unto whom I was going: I ſhall there haye money, or 
any thing I want : Offer me no money I pray you, that 
killes my heart. 
Cle. What manner of Fellow was he that robb'a | 
ou? 
g eAnr. A fellow (Sir) that T have knowne to goe about 
with Troll-my-dames : I knew him him oncea ſervant 
of the Prince : I cannortell fir, for which of his 
Verwes it was, but he wascertaincly W hipt out of the 
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Cle. His vices you would ay : there's no vertue whipt 
out of the Court : they cheriſh it to make at ſtay there ; 
and yet it will no more bur abide. 
Amt. Vices I would fay (Sir.) I know this man well, 
he hath beene ſince an Ape-bearer, then a Procefſe-{erver 
(a Bayliffe) then he compaſt a Motion of the Prodigall 
ſonne, and warricd a Tinkers wife, within a Mile where 
my Land and living lyes ; and (having flowne over m4#- 
ny knaviſh profeſſonsJhe ſerled only in Rogue:fome call 
him eAmtolicms, 

Clo, Out npon him : Prig , for my life Prig: he haunts 
Wakes, Faires, and Beare«baitings 

et. Very true fir ; he ſir he ; that's the Rogue that 

me into this apparrell, FS 

Clo. Nota more cowardly Rogue in all Bohemia ; It 
you had but look'd bigge, and ſpit at him, hee'ld bave 
runnces 

Aut. I muſt confeſſe ro you(ſir) Iam no fighter : I am 
falſe of heart that way, and that be knew I warrant him. 

Clo, How doe younow ? 

Ant. Sweet Sir, much better thenT was : I can ſtand, 
and walke : I will eventake my icave of you, ard pace 


ſoitly cowards my Kinſmans. 

Clo. Shail I bring thee on the way ? 

eAut. No, fac'd fir, no ſweet firs 

Cle. Then farew«ll, I muſt goeto buy Spices for our 
ſheepe-ſhearing. Exit. 


Ant, Proſper you ſweet fir. Your purſe is not hot c- 
nough to purchaſe your Spice : Ile be with you at your 
ſheepe-ſhearing too : If I make not this Cheat bring out 
anocher, and the ſheerers prove ſheepe,let me be unrold, 


and my name put inthe booke of Vertue. 


oy hent the Stule-a. 
A merry heart goes all the day, 
Towr ſad tyres in 4 Mile-4. 


» Tog-0n, Tog-on, the foot- , 
Seng} Jean oot-parh way 


Exit. 


Wo Quarta. | 


Enter Florizell, Perd ta, Shepherd, ( lowne, P olixenes, (4 
mille, Mopſa, Dorcas, Servants, «4 utolicas. 


| Flo, Theſe your unuſuall weeds, to each part of you 
Do's give alite : noShepherdeſſe, but Flare * 
Peering in Aprils front. This your (heepe-ſhearing, 
Isa5a merry meeting of the petty gods, 
And you the Queene on't. 

Per. Sir : my gracious Lord, 
Tochide at your extreames, itnot becomes me : 
(Oh pardon, that I name them: ) your high ſelfe 
The gracious marke o'th'Land, you have obſcur'd 
Witha Swaines wearing : and me (poore Maide) 
Moſt goddefle-like prank'd up : Butthat our 
Incvery Meſſe, have folly ; and the Feeders 
Dilgeſt it witha Cuſtome, Iſhould bluſh 
Tolce you ſoattyr'd: ſworne I thinke, 
To ſhew my ſellen , 
m_ I blefle the time 

Falcon, made her flight a-crofſe 

Thy rk rum w 

Pe. Now love affoord you cauſe: 


| To methe difference forges dread (your Greatneſle 


"| Lift up your countenance, as it were the day 


| She would to cach one ip. You are retyred, 


a. 


Hath not dcene us'd ro feare :) cvennow 1 tremble. 
Tothinke your Father, by ſome accident 
Should paſle this way, as,you did : Oh the Fates, 
How woull hc looke,to ſee his worke, ſo noble, 
Vildely bound up 2 What would he ſay ? Or how 
Should I (in th<te my borrowed Flaunts) behold 
The tternnefle of his preſence ? 

Flo. Apprehend 
Nothing hut jollity z the Goddesthemſelves 
(Humbling their Deities to love)Jhave taken 
The ſhapes of Beaſts upunthem. Iupiter , 
Became a Bull, and bellow'd : theg:ceene Neptune 
A Ram, and blcated ; and the Firc-roab'd.God 
Golden Apollo, a poore humble Swaine, 
As [ ſeemenow: Their transformations, 
Werenever fora pcece of beauty, rarer, 
Norin a way ſo chalte : fince my delires 
Runne not before miue honor : nor my Lufts' 
Burne hotter then my Faith. 

Perd. O bur deere fir, 
Yur reſolution cannor hold, when 'tis 4 
Oppos'd (as it muſt be) by th'powerof the King ; 
= ” _ rwo mult be —— 3 

ich then will ſpeake, that you mult change this 

Or I mylite. " , (pole, | 

Fls. Thou dcereſt Perdits, : 
With theſe fagg'd thoughts, I prethee darken not 
The Mirtho'th' Feaft : Or lle be thine (wy Faire) | 
Or not my Fathers. For I cannot ”- 
Mine owne, nor any thing to 
I be not thine. -To pe EI tanc, 
Though deſtiny ſay no. Be merry (Gentle) 
RM SITY: co as theſe, wich any thing 
That you behold the while. "Your gueits are comming : | 


Of ce jon of that nuptiall, which 

We two have {worne (hall come. 
Perd. O Lady Fuxtunc, 1 

Stand you auſpicious. Enter All. } 
Fle. See, your Gueſts approach, f 

Addrefſc your {cite to entertaine them ſprightly, 

Andlct's be Tr _ Wn | 

» Fyc (daughter) when my old witc liv'd : 

This toy,” ie was both Pantler, Butler, Cooke, = 

Both Dameand Servant : Welcom'dall : fery'dall, 

Would ſing her ſoog, and dance her turne z now heere * 

At upper cud o'th Table ; now, i'th middle : . 

On his ſhoulder, and his : her face o' re 

With labour, and the thing ſhe tooke to quench it 


Asif you were a feaſted one : and not © 

The Hoſtcefle of the meeting : Pray you bid 
Theſe unkzowne triends to's welcome, tor it is 
A way to make us better Friends, more knowne. 


Came, quench yohr bluſhes, and preſent your {cite 

That which you are, Miſtriso'*ch'Fealt, on, | 
And bid us welcometo your (heepe-(hearing, . 

As your good flocke (hail proſper. 


Perd. Sir, welcome ; 
It is my Fathers will, I ſhould take onme 
The Hoſteſſeſhip o'ch'day , your're welcome fir 
Give me thoſc Flowresthere ( Derees.) Reverend Sirs, | 
For you, there's Roſemary, and Rue, theſe keepe 
Sceming, and4avour all the Winter long ; 
Grace, and Remembrance be to yau borh, 
And welcome to our —_ . 
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Pol, Shepherdefle, 
(A faire encare you :) well you fit our ages 
With flowres of Winter, + 
Perd. Sir, the yeare growing ancient, | 
Not yet on ſummers d:ath, nor on the birth | 
Of trembling winter, the fayreſt lowres o'th ſeaſon 
- Are our Carnations, and ſtreak'd Gilly-vors, 
- (Which ſome cail Natures baſtards) of that kind 
Our rufticke Garden's barrcn,and I care not 
To get ſlips of them. 
Pol, Wherefore (gentle Maiden) 
Doe you negleR them. 
Perd. For I have heard it ſaid, 
There isan Art, which in their pideneſſe ſhares 
With greatcreating-Nature. 
Pol. Say there be: | 
Yet Nature is made better by no meanc, 
But Nature makes that Mcane : ſo over that Art, 
(W hich youſay addes to Nature) is an Art 
That Nature makes : you ſce (ſweet Maid) we marry 
A'gentler Sicn,to the wildeſt Stocke; 
And make conceive a barke of baſer kind 
By bud of Nobler race. Thisisan Art 
Which do's mend Nature : change it rather, but 
The Art itſelfe, is Nature, 
Per. Soit"iS. 
Pol. Then make your Garden rich inSilly'vers, 
And doe not call them baſtards. 
Per. Ile notput 
The Diblein carth, to ſect one ſlip of them : 
No more then were I painted, I would wiſh 
This youth ſhould ſay *twer well : and onely therefore 
Defire to breed by me. Here's flowres for you : 
Hor Lavender, Mints, Savory, Mariorum, | 
The Mary-gold, that goes to bed with *Sun, 
And with him riſes, weeping : Theſe are flowres 
Of middle ſummer, and I thinke they are given 
To men of middleage. Y'are very welcome. 

Cam. I ſhould leave grazing, were Iof your flocke, 

And onely live by gazing. 

P er. Outalas: 

You'ld beſo leane,that blaſts of Ianuary (Friend, 
Would blow yon through and through. Now (ay fairſt 
I would I had ſome Flowreso*h Spring, that might 
Become your time of day : and yours, and yours, 
That weare upon year Virgin yet 

Your Maiden-headsgrowing : O Proſerpins, 
For the Flowers now, that ( frighted) thou ler'ſt fall 
From Dsfſes Waggon : Daffadils, 

That come before the Swallow dares, and take 

The windes of March with beauty : Violets (dig, 
But ſweeter then the lids of /#no'; eyes, 

Or Cythere«'s breath) pale Prime-roles, 

That dye unmarried, ere they can behold 

Bright Phebwin his ſtren EY 

Moll incident to Maids : ) bold Oxlips, and 

The Crowne Imperiall : Lillies of all kinds, 

(The flowre-de-Lnce being one.) O, theſe Ilacke, 
To make you Garlands of) and my ſweet friend, 

To ftrew him o're, and ore. 

Flo, What? like a Cearſe? 

Per. No, like abanke, for Love to lye, and play on : 
Not like a Coarſe : or if: not tobe buried, 
Butquicke, and in mine armes. Come, take your flouers, 
Me thinkes as I have ſeene them doe 


O—_— 


| 


In Whutſon- $ : Sure this Robe of mine 


Do's change my diſpoſition : 
Fle. W hat you doe, 


Still betters what is done. When you ſpeake (ſweet) 


Tid have youdoe itever : When you ſing, 


I'ld haye you buy, and ſellſo : fo give Almes, 
Pray ſo : and for the ord'ring your Aﬀayre 


To ing them too. When you doe dance, I 
A wave oth Seca, that you might ever doe 
Nothing but that : move ſtill, ftillſo : 


And owne no other Fun&tion. Each your going, 


(So ſingular, in cach particular) 


Crownes what youare doing, inthe preſent deeds, 


Tharall your Ates, are Queenes, 
Perd. O Doricles, 


Your praiſes aretoo large : but that your yonth 
And the true blood which peepes fairely _ 
r 


Doe plainly give you oat an unſtain'd Shep 


With wiſedome, I a_ feare (my Doricles ) 
c 


You woo'd me the falſe way. 
Flo. Ithinke you have 
As little skill to teare,as I have purpoſe 


To put youto't. But come, our dance I pray, 


Your hand (my Perdit« :)ſo Turtles paire 
That never meaneto part. 
Perd. Ile ſweare for 


Pol. This is the vrettiel Low-borne Laſſe, that eyer 
Ran on the greene-ſord : Nothing ſhe do's, or ſeemes 
But ſmackes of ſomething greater then her {elfe, 


Too Noble for this place. 


' (am. Hetels her ſomething 
That makes her blood looke on't: Good ſooth ſhe is 


The Queene of Curdsand Creame-. 
Ch. Come on : ſtrike up. 


Dea: Hopſa muſt be your Miſtris: marry Garlicke to 


mend her kiſſing with. 
Mop. Now in good time, 


Clos. Not a word,a word, we ſtand upen our manners, 


Come, ſtrike vp. 


Heere a Dannce of Sbepheards and 


Sbepbeardat ſer. 


Pol. Pray good Shepheard, what faire Swaine is this, 


W hich dances with your daughter > + 


Shep. They call him Dorictes, and boaſts himſelfe 


To havea worthy Feeding; but I have it 
Vpon his owne report, and I belecve it ; 
He lookes like ſooth : he ſayes he loves m 


I thinke ſo too ; for never gaz'd the Moone 


Vponthe water, as he'll ſtand and reade 


As*twere my daughterseyes :andto be plaine, 


I thinke there is not halfe a kiffe tochooſe 
Who loves another beſt. 
Pol. She dances featly. 


Shep. So ſhe do's any thing, though I report it 


Thar ſhould be filent : if yong Doricles 
45 7 upon her, ſhe 
Which he not dreames of, 


Ser. O Maſter : if you did but heare the Pedler at the 
doore, you would never dance againe after] a Tabor and 


Pipe : no, the Bag-pipe could not move 


ſeverall Tunes, faſter then yon'll-tell money 
them as he had caten ballads, and all mens cares grew to 


his Tunes. 


(. He could never come better : be ſhall come in: | 
I lovea — well, ifit ke _ 
merrily ſet downe : or a very pleaſant thing indced, 
| ſung lamentably. 


bring him that 


$, 
wiſh you 


y daughter, 


Emter Servant- 


you z he ſings 
: he urrers 


| 


Se. 
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Ser, He hath ſongs for man, or woman, of all ſizes: 
No Milliner can ſo ht his cuſtomers with Gloues z he has 
the prettieſt Love ſongs for Maids, ſo without bawdry 
(which is ſtrange) with ſuch delicate burthens of Dil 
do'sand Fadings ; Iump-her,and thump-her ; and where 
ſome ſtretch-mouth'd Raſcall, would (as it were) meane 
miſcheefe, and breake a foule gap into the Matter, he 
makes the maid toanſwer, , doe me no harme good 
mas : put's him off, {lights him, with hoop, dee we no 
harme 700d men. 

Pol. This is a brave fellow. 

Clo. Beleeve me, thou talkeſt of an admirable con- 
ceited fellow, has he any unbraided Warres : 

Ser. He hath Ribbons of all the colours ith Raine- 
bow , Points, mere then all the Lawyers in Bohemia, can 
learnedly handle, though they come to him by th'groſle : 
Inckles, Caddyfles, Cambrickes, Lawnes : why he ſings 
em over, as they were Gods, or Goddeſles : you would 
thinke a Smocke were a ſhe-Angell, he ſo chants to the: 
flecve-hand, and the worke about the ſquare orn'r, 

{v. Prethee bring himin, and let him approach ſin- 

ing, 

: Pod. Forewarne him,that he vie no ſcurrilous words 
in's tunes. | 

Clo. You bave of theſe Pedlers, that have more in 
them, then youl'd thinke (Siſter ) 

Per, 1 good brother, or gocabouttothinke. 


Enter Antolicus ſinging. 
Lawne 4s white as driven Snow, 
Cypreſſe blacke as ere was (row, 
Gloves as ſweet as Damarks Roſes, 
HMarkes for faces, and for noſes : 
Bugle-bracelet, Necke-lace Amber. 
Perfume for a Ladies Chamber : 
Golden © neifes, and Stomachers 
For my Lads, to give their deer s: 
Pans, and poaking.ftickes of ſteele. 
What Maids lacks from head to heele : 
Come buy of me, come : come buy, coms buy. 
Buy Lads,or elſe your Laſſes ery : ( omebuy. 


Clo. If I were notin love with Aopſa, thou ſhouldlt 
take no money of me, but being enthrall'd as I am,it will 
alſo be the bondage of certaine Ribbons and Gloves. 

Mop, I was promis'd them againſt the Feaſt, but 
they come not too latenow. 

Dor. He hath promis'd you more then that, or there 
delyars, . 

Mop. He hath paid you all hz promis'd you: *May be 
he has paid you more,which will ſhame you to give him 
againe. 

(. Isthere no manners left among maids ? Will they 
weare their plackets,where they (ſhould bear their faces? 
Isthere not milking-rime > W hen youare goingto bed? 
Or kill-hole? To whiſtle of theſe ſecrers, but youmulſt 
betittle-ratling before all our gueſts ? Tis well they are 
whiſpring : clamor your tongues, and not a word morce 

Mop. I bavedone ; Come you promis'd mea tawdry- 
lace, and a paire of ſweet Gloves. 

Cl, Have I not told thee how I was cozen'd by the 
way,and loſt all my money? 

Ant. And indeedSir,there are Cozenersabroad, there- 
fore it behooves mento be wary. 

Clo, Feare not thou man, thou ſhalt loſe nothing here. 


Avt. I hope {0 fir, for I have about me many parcels 
| ofcharge. 


Song. Will you buy any T ape, or Lace for your ( ape? 
CAC 


— 


(. What haſt heere ? Ballads ? 
| = Pray now buy ſome: I love a ballet in print, a 
life, for then we are ſure they are true. 

ent. Here's one, to a very dolefull tune, how a Vſu- 
rers wife was brought to bed of twenty money bagges ar 
a burthen, and how ſhe long'd to cate Adders heads, and 
Toads carbonado'd. : 

Mop. Is it true,thinke you? 

Amt. Very true, and but a moneth old. 

Dor. Blcile me from marrying a V ſurer. 

Am, Here's the Midwives name to*c:one Miſtris T :/e- 
Porter, and hive or ſix honelt Wives, that were preſent, 
Why thould I carry iyes abroad ? 

Mop, *Pray you now buy it. 

Clo, Come on, lay it by: and let's firſt ſee moe Bal- 
lads : Well buythe other things anon. 

Ant. Here's another ballad of a Fiſh, that appeared 
upon the coalt,on wenſday the foureſcore of Aprill, forty 
thouſand tfadom aboue water,ar:d ſong this ballad againſt 
the hard hearts of maides:it was thought ſhe wasa Wo- 
man, and was turn'd into a cold fiſh, tor ſhe would not 
exchange fleſh with one thatlov'd her : The Ballad is 
very pittitull, and as true. 

Dor. 1s it true too, thinke you. 

Auto, Five Iuſtices handsat itz and witneſſes more 
then my packe will hold. 

(oe. Lay it by too ;ancother. 

Ant. This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty one. 

Mop. Let's have ſome merry ones. | 

Anz. Why this isa paſſing merry one,and goesto th. 
tane of two maids wooing a man : there's ſcaric a Maide 
weſtward but ſhe fings 1t : "cis inrequeſt, I can tell you. 

Mop. We canboth ling it : if thou'lt beare a part,thou 
ſhalt heare, 'tis in three parts. | 

Dor, We had the ture 01t, a monthagoe. 

Ant. 1 can beare my part, you muſt knoiy 'tis my oc- 
cupation: Have at it with you: 

Song Get you hence, for I muſt goe 
Aut. Where it fits not you 10 know, 
Dor. Whether ? 
Mop. O whether ? 
Dor, Whether ? 
Mop. /t becomes thy oath full well, 
T how to me thy ſecrets tell. 
Dor. Me too . Let me goe thether : 
Mop. Or thow goes to th Grange, or Mill, 
Dor. If to either thox doſt 5ll, 
Aut. Neither. 
Dor. What neutber ? 
Au, Neither : 
Dor. Thou ha#t ſworne my Love to be, 
Mop. Thow haſt ſworne it more to me. 
T hen whether goeft ? Say whether ? 

(ls. We'll have this ſong out anon by our ſelves : My 
father, and the Genr.are in ſad talke,and we'll not trouble 
them : Come bring away thy packe after me, Wenches 
Ile buy for you both : Pedler let's haye the ficſt choyce ; 
fellow me girles. Az. And you ſhall pay well for *cm. 


dainty Ducke, my deere-a ? | 
eAny Silke, any Thred, any Tojes for your bead 
Of the news't, and fins't, fins't weare-a. 
Come to the Pedler, Money's a medier, 
T hat doth utter all mens ware-4, Exit. | 
Ser. Maſtcr, there is three Carters, three Shepherds, 
three Neat-herds, three Swine-herds that have made 


———— —_— 
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themſelves all men of haire,they call themſelves Saltiers, 
and they have a Dance, which the Wenches fay isa gal- 
ly -maufry of Gambols, bccauſe they are not in't ; but 
they themſelves are o'rh'mind (if it be not too rough 
for ſome, that know little but bowling) it will pleaſe 
plentifully. 
Shep. Away : We'll, none on't ; heere hasbeene too 
much homely foolery already. I know (Sir) we weary 
m_ 
Pol. You weary thoſethat refreſh us : pray let's ſee 
theſe foure-threes of Heardlanen. : 
Ser. One three of them, by their owne report (Sir,) 
hath danc'd before the King : and not the worlt of the 
three, but jumpcs twelve foote and a halte by th'{quire. 
Shep. Leave your prating, fince theſe good men arc 
plea(*d, let them come in ; bur quickly now- 
Ser, Why, they (tay at doore Str. 
Heere a D ance of twelve Satwes. 
Pol. O Father, you'll know more of that heereafter : 
Is it not too farre gone ? 'Tis time to part them, 
He's ſimple, and tcls m»ch. How now (faire ſhephears) 
Your heart is fuilef fomzerhing, thatdo's take 
Your mi: d from teaſti..g. Sooth, when I was yong, , 
And handed love, as youdoe; 1 was wont 
To load my Sbce wich knackes : 1wovld bave ranſackt 
The Pedlcrs 11- en Treaſury, and have powr'd It 
To her acceptance : you have let him goc, 
And nothing marted with him. If your Laſſe 
Interpretation ſhould abuſe, and callthis _ 
Your lacke of love, or bounty, you were ſtrated 
For a reply atleaſt, it you make acarc 
Of happy holding her. 
Flo. Old Sir, I know 
She prizes nor ſuch trifles as theſe are : 
The gifts ſhelookes from me, arc packt and lockt 
Vp inmy heart, which I have given already, 
But notdeliver'd. O heare me breath my life 
Before this ancient Sir, who (it ſhould ſecme) 
Hath ſometime lov'd : I take thy hand, this hand, 
Asſ»ftas Doves downe, and as white as it, 
Or Ethyopians tooth, or the fan'd ſnow, 
That's bolted by th'Northerne blalt, rewice ores 
Pel. What followes this? 
How pretrtily th'yong Swaine ſeemes to waſh 
The hand, was faire before ? I have put you out, 
But to your proteſtation : Let me hearc 
Wha: you profcſle. 
Fls. Doc, and be witneſle too'r. 
Pls. And this my ncighbour too ? 
Flo. And be, and more 
Than he, and men: the earth, the heavens, and all ; 
That were I crown'd the moſt Impecriall Monarch 
Thereof moſt worthy : were I the fayreſt youth 
Thatever made eye ſwerve, had force and knowledge 
More than was cver mans, I would not prize them 
Without her Love ; for her, employ them all, 
Commend them, and condemne them to herſervice, 
Or:otheir owne perdition. 
Pls. Fairely offcr'ds ; 
(am, This ſhewes a ſound affeRtion. 
She. But my daughter, 


Say you the like to him. 


Per. I cannot ſpeake 
So well, ( _ {o well) no, nor meane better 
By th'patterne of mine owne thoughts, I cut out 


| The purity of his. 


Shep. Take hands, a bargaine ; 
And friends unknowne, you ſhall beare witneſle to't ;" 
I give my daughter to him, and will make - 
Her Portion, cquall his. 

Fl. O,thatmuſt be 
I'th Vertue of your daughter : One being dead, 
I ſhall have more then you can dreame of yet, 
Enough then for your wonder : but come-0n: 
Contratt us'fore theſe Witneſſes, 

Shep, Come, your hand : 
And daughter, yours. 

Pol. Soft Swaine a-while: beſeech you, 
Heve you a Father? 

Fel. 1have : but what of hun ? 

Rel. Knowes hc of this ? 

Fol. He neither do's, nor ſhall. 

Pol. Me-thinkesa Father, 
Is at the Nuptiali of his ſonne, a gueſt 
Thar beſt becomes the Table : Pray you once more 
I's not your Father growne incapeadle 
Of rcaſonable affaires? Is be not ſtupid 
With Age, and altring Rheumes? Can be ſpeake? heare? 
Know man, trom man ? Diſpute his owne eſtate ? 
Lyes henot bed-r1d ? And againe, do's nothing 
But what he did, being chile1ſh ? 

Flo, No good Sir : 
He has his health, and ampler ſtrength indeed 
Then moſt have of his age. 

Pol. By wy w hitc beard, 
You offer hi (if this be ſo) a wrong 
Somcthing unh[liall : Reaton my ſonne . 
Should choole himnſelte a wite, butas good reaſon 
The Father (all whoſe joy is nothing cllc 
But faire pultcrity ) ſhould hold ſome counlaile 
In ſuch abulincfle. 

Fl. I yecld all this ; 
But for ſome other reaſons (my grave Sir ) 
W hich *:1snot fit you know, 1 not acquaint 
My father cf this buſineſſe. 

Pls, Let him know't. 

Flo. He ſhall not. - 

Pls. Prethee let him. 

Flo. No, he muſt not. 

Skep. Let him (my ſonne) he ſhall not need to greeve 
At knowing of thy choyce. 

Flo. Come, come, he muſt not : 
Marke our ContraR. 


Pio, Marke your divorce (yong Sir ) 
Whom {onne I dare not call : Thou art too baſc 
Tobeacknowkdg'd. Thoua Scepters heire, 
That thuz ates a ſheepe-hooke ? Thou old Traitor, 
Iam forry,that by hanging thee,! can 
Burt ſhorten thy life one weeke. And thou, freſh peece 
Ot excellent Witchcraft, who of force muſt know 
The 10yall Foole thou coap'ſt with. 

Skep, Oh my heart. 

Pel. 1c have thy beauty ſcratcht with bricrs and made 
More homely then thy ſtate. For thee (fond boy ) 
If I may ever know thou doſt bur ſigh, 
That thou no more ſhalt never ſee this knacke (as never | 
I mcane thou ſhalt) we'll barre thee from ſucceſſion, 
Not hold thee of our blood, nonot our Kin, 
Farre than Dercahopoff : (markethon my words) 
Follow ustothe Court. Thou Churle, for this time 
(Though full of our diſpleaſure) yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of itz And you — 

or- 
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Worthy enough a Heardſman : yea him too, 
That makes himſclfe ( but for our Honor therein) 
Vnworthy thee. It ever henceforth, thou 
ThelT rusall Latches, to his entrance open, 
Or hope his bady more, with thy embraces, 
| will deviſe a death, as crux ll for thee 
As thou art tender tot. 

Perd. Even heere undone : 
I wasnot mucha-fear'd : tor once, or twice 
[ was about to ſpeake, andrell him plainely, 
The ſcite-ſame Sun, that ſhines upon his Court, 
Hides not his vifage from our Cottage, but 
Lookes onalike, Wilt pleaſe you (Sir)be gon ? 
[ told you what would come of this : Beſcech you 
Of your owne ſtate take care : This dreame of mine 
Being now awake, Ile Queene it no inch farther, 
Bu: milke my Ewes, and weepe- 

Cam. Why how now Father, 
Spc1ke ere thou dyeſt. 

Sh p. I cannor ſprake,nor thinke, ; 
Nor dare to know, that which I know : O Sir, 
You have undone a man of foureſcorethree, 
Thatthought to fill his grave in quiet : yea, 
Todye upon the bed iy father dy'de, 
Tolyc cloie hy his honelt bones; but now 
Some Hangman mult put on my ſhrowd, and lay me 
Whcre 12 Pric{t (hovels-in duſt. Oh curſed wretch, 
That kb new'1t this wasthe &r10ce, and would(t adventure 
Tomi gle taith with him. Vndone, undone : 
If I might dye within this houre, I have liv'd 
Todyec when I defire, 

Flo. Why looke you fo upon me ? 
Iam but ſorry, notaffear'd : delaid, 
Bur nothing altred : WhatT was, Iam: 
More ſtraiaing on, for plucking backe ; not following 
My leaſhunwithngly. 

Cam. Gracious my Lord, 
You know your Fathers temper :at this time 
He will allow no ſpeech : (which I doe ghefſe 
You doe not purpoſe to him :) and as haroly 
Will he endure your fight, as yet I feare ; 
Then till the fury of his Highneſle ſettle 
Com-not before him. 

Flo. I not purpole it : 
Itinke Camel, 

Cam. Even he, my Lord. 

Per. How often have I told you *twould be thus? 
How often faid,my dignity would laſt 
But till 'rwerc knowne ? 

Flo. Tr cannot faile, but by 
The violation of my faith, and then 


Exit, 


Exit. 


And marre the ſeeds within. Lift up thy lookes : 
From my ſuccetfion wipe me (Father) I 
Am heyre to my affection. 

Cam. Beadvis'd. 

Flo, I am: and by my fancy, if my Reaſon 
Willthereto be obedient : Ihavercaſon : 
lfnot, my ſences better (pleas'd with madneſſe) 
Doe bid it welcome, 

(am. This is deſperate (ſir) 

Fa, Socall it : but it do's fulfill my vow : 
Inceds muſt thinke it honeſty. Camille, 
Not for Zohemia, nor the that may 
Be thereat gleaned : for all that the San ſees, or 


| Thecloſecarth wombes, or the profound ſeas hide 


Let Naturecruſh the (ides © chearthtogether, | 


—C—_ 


In unknowne fadomes, will I breake my oath 
Tothis wy faire beloy'd : Therefore, I pray you, 
As you have cuer bin my Fathers friend, 
When he ſhall miſſe me, as (infaith 1 meane not 
To ce him any more) caſt your good counfailes 
V pon his paſſion : Let my ſelfe, and Fortune 
Tug for thetime to come. This you may know, 
And ſo deliver, | am put to Sea 
With her, whom here 1 cannot hold on ſhore ; 
And moſt rtune to her need, I have 
A Veſlell rides faſt by, bur not prepar'd 
For this defigne. What courſe 1 meane to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concerne me the pa—_ 

Cam. Omy Lord, 
I would your ſpirit were cafiertor aduice, 
Or ſtronger for your need. 

Flo. Hearke Perdite, 
Ile heare you by and by. 

Cam. He's irremoveable, 
Roſoly'd tor fiight : Now were I happy,it 
His going, I could frame to ſerve my turne. 
Save him trom danger, doc him love and honour, 
Purchaſe the ſight againc of deere Sicilia, 
And that unhappy King, my Maltcr, whom 
[ ſo much thirit to ſee. 

Fle. Now good {amillo, 
I am {0 fraught with curious buſinefle, that 
I leave out ceremony. 

Cam. vir, | thinke 
You have heard of my poore ſervices,i'th love 
Thar I have borne your Father ? 

Flo, Very nobl 
Have you deſerv d : It is my Fathers Muficke 
Toſpeake your deeds : not little of hus care 
To havethem recompenc'd, as thought on. 

Cam, Well (my Lord) 

If you may pleaſeto thinke I love the King, 
And through him, what's ncereſt co him, which is 
Your gracious ſeltc ; embrace bur my direction, 
If your more ponderousand fetled projet 
May ſuffer alteration: On mine honor, 
le point you where you ſhall have ſuchreceiving 
As ſhall become your Highnefle, where you may 
Enjoy your Miſtris ; from the whom, I ice 
There's no difiunRion to be made, bur by 
(As heavens forefend) your ruine : Marry her, 
And with my beſt endevours, in youe abſence, 
Your diſcontenting Father, ſtrive to quailitic 
And bring him up to liking. 

Flo. How Camille 
May this (almoſt a miracle) be done? 
That I may call thee ſomething more than man, 
And after that truſt to thee, 

Cam, Have youthought on 
A place whereto you'll goe ? 

Flo, Not any yet : 
Bur as th'unthought-on accident 1s guilty 
To what we wildly doe, fo we rebel 
Our ſelves to be the ſlaves of chance, and flyes 
Ofevery winde that blowes. 

Cam. Thenliſt rome : 

This followes, if you will not change your purpoſe 
But undergoe this flight ; make for Sicilia, 
Andthere t your ſelfe, and your faire Princeflc, 
(Foro I ſee ſhe mult be)'fore Leontes; Le 
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She ſhall be habixed, asit becomes 
The partner of your Bed, Me thinkes I ſee 
Leontes opening his free Armes, and weep ; 
His Welcomes forth : asks thee there Sonne torgiveneſle, , 
As 'twere i'th' Fathers perſon : kiſſes the hands 
Ot your freſh Princeſſe ; ore and ore divides him, 
*Twixt his unkininefſe, and his kindneſle : th'one 
He chides to Hell, and bids the other grow 
Faſtcr then Thought, or Time. 
Flo, Worthy Camillo, 
Whatcolpur tor my Viſitation, ſhall I 
Hold up beforc him ? 
'* Cam. Sent by the King your father 
To greet him, and togive him comforts. Sir, 
The manner of your bearingtewards him, with 
'W haryou (as from your Father) ſhall deliver, 
Things knowne betwixt us three, Ne write you downe, 
The which ſhall point you forth at every fitting 
What you mult ſay , that he ſhall not perceive, 
But that you have your fathers Boſome there, 
And ſpeake his very Heart. 
Flo. lam bound to you : 
There is ſome ſappe in this. 
Cam. A Courſe more promiſing, 
Then a wild dedication of your {elves - 
To unpath'd Waters, undream'd Shores ; moſt certaine, 
To Miſeries enough :no hopeto helpe you, 
Butas you ſhake off one, to takeanother :; 
Nothing ſo certaine, as your Anchors, who 
Doe their beſt office, if they can bur ſtay you, 
Where you'l be loth to be : befides you know, 
Profperitic's the very bond of Love, 
W hoſc freſh complexion, and whoſe heart together, 
Affiiction alters. 
Per, One of thele is true : 
I thiake AfMiAtion may ſubdue the Checke, 
But not take-in the Mind, 
Cam. Yea? ſay you fo? 
There ſhall not, at your fathers houſe, theſe ſeven yeeres 
Be borne another ſuch, 
Flo. My good Camilo, 
She's as forward, of her Breeding, as 
She is tf xeare 'our Birth. 
Cam. I cannot ſay, 'tis pitty 
She lackes inſtructions, for ſhe ſcemes a Miſtreſſe 
To moſt that teach. 
Per. Your pardon Sir, for this. 
Ilebluſh you Thankes. 
Flo. My pretticſt Perdite. 
But O, the Thornes we ſtand upon : (Camille) 
Preſerver of my Father, now of me, 
The Medicine of our Houſe : how ſhall we doe? 
Weare not furniſh'd like Zohemia's Sonne, 
Nor ſhall appeaft in Sicily. 
Cam, My Lor d, 
Feare none of this : I thinke you know my fortunes 
Doeall lye there: it ſhall beſo my care, © "I 
To have you royally appointed,asif - 
The Sczne yov play, were mine. For inſtance Sir, 
That you may know you ſhall not want : one word, 
Emer Amtolicus. 

Ant. Ha ha, what a foole Honeſty is ? and Truſt (his 
ſwerne brother) a very ſimple Gentleman. I have fold 
all my Trompery : not a counterfeit Stone, not a Ribbon, 
Glafſe, Pomander, Browch, Table-booke, Ballad, Knife, 


— 


Tape, Glove,Shooc-tye, Bracelet, Horne-Ring,to keepe | 


my Packe from faſtning : they th who ſhould 

firſt, as if my Trinkets — = Auer —_— 
a benedition to the buyer : by which meanes, 1 ſaw 
whoſe Purſe was beſt in Piure ; and what I ſaw, to my 
good uſe, I remembred. My Clowne (who wants but 
{omething to be a reaſonable man) grew ſo in love with 
the Wenches Song,that he would not ſtirre his Pettytoes 
till he had both Tune And Words, which ſo drew the 
relt of the Heard to me, thar alltheir other Scnces ſtucke 
in Eres: you might have pirch'd a Plackct,it was ſence- 
lefle , *rwas nothirg to gueld a Cod-pecce of a Purſe : 1 
would have fill'd Keyes of that hung in Chaynes : 
no heari ng, no feeling, but my Sirs Sovg, and admiring 
the nothing of it. So that in this time of Lethargy, 1 
pick'd and cut moſt of their Feſtivall Purſes : And had 
not the old-man come in witha W hoo-bub againſt his 
Daughter, andthe Kings Sonne,and ſcar'd my Chowghes 
—_ the Chaffe, I kadnotlefi a Purſe alive in the whole 

rmys 

Cam. Nay, but my Letters by this wcanes being there 
So ſoone as you arrive, ſhallcleare that doubr. 

Fls. And thoſe that you'll procure from King Leentes? 

(«». Shall ſatisfie your Father. 

Perd. Happy be you : 
A'l that you {peake, ſhewes faire. 
Cam. Who have we here ? 
We'li make an Inſtrument of this: omit 
Nothing may give us ayde. 
Ant. |f they have over-heard me now : why hanging, 
Cam. How now {yood Fellow) 
Why ſhak'it thou 10? Fearenot (man) 
Here's no harme intended to thee, 

eAnut. Iama poorefellow, Sir, 

Cam. W hy,be ſo ſtill ; here's nobody will ſtealethat 
from thee : yet for the our-ſide of thy poverty, we muſt 
makean exchange ; therefore diſ-cale thee inſtantly (thou 
muſt thinke there's a neceſſity in'c) and change _ 
with this Gentleman : T hongh the penny-wort 
ſide) be the worſt, yet hold thee, there's ſome boot. 

Avt. 1 ama poore Fellow, Sir: (1 know ye well & 
enough.) 

Cam. Nay prethce diſpatch : the Gentleman is halfe 
fled aiready. 

Amt. Are you inearneſt, Sir ? (I ſmell the tricke on't.) 

Fl, Diſpatch, 1 prethee, 

Aut, Indeed I have had carneft, but I cannot with 
conſcience take it. 

: Cam. —_— unbuckle. 4 
ortunate Miltrefle (letm 

Come home to ye:) you Te your ſelfe 
Into ſome Covert ; take your ſweet-hearrs Hat 
And plucke it ore your Browes, muffile your face, 
Diſmant'e you, and (as you can) diſliken 
The truth of your owne ſeeming, that you may 
(For I doe feare eyes over) to Ship-boord 
Get undeſcry'd. 

Fer. 1 ſcethe Play folyes, 
That I mult bearea part. 

(am. No remedy : 
Have you done the: c? 

Flo. Should I now meetmy Father, 
He would not call me Sonne. 

(aw, Nay, you ſhall have no Hat : 

Come Lady, come : Farewell (my friend.) 
eAut, Adicu, Sir. 
Fle. © Peraia : what have we twainc forgot ? 


(on his | 
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'Pray you a word. ; 
Cam. What Idoenext, ſhall be rorell the King 

Of this eſcape, and whither rhey are bound ; 

Whercis, my hope is, I ſhall ſo prevaile, 

To force him after z in whoſec y 

I ſhall re-view Sicilie ; for whole fight, 

Ihavea Womans 


Fle, Fortune ſpeed us : 
Thus we ſet on (Camilo) tothSea-(fide. 
{». The {witter ſpeed, the better. E xit. 
Awt. T underſtand the buſineſſe, I heare it : to have an 
open eare,a quicke eye,and a nimble hand,is neceſlary for 
a Cut-purſe ; a good Noſe is requiſite alſo, ro ſmell out 
worke for th'other Sences. I ſee this isthe time that the 
anjuſt mandoth thrive. What an —_— had this been, 
without boot? Whar a boot is here, with this exchange; 
Sure the gods doe this yeere conniveat us, and we may 
doe any . 250 extempore. The Prince bimſelfe 1s about 
a peece of iniquity (ſtealing away from his Father, with 
—_— — — it were a peece of 
honeſty to acquaint the King withall, 1 would not do't : 
I hold it the more knavery ro conceale it ; and therein am 
I conſtant to my — _ bepberd 

Emer , ana $ 
Aſide, aſide, here is more matter for a hot braine: Every 
Lancs end, every Shop, Church, Seflion, Hanging, yeclds 
a carefull man worke. 

Clow. See, ſee : whata man youare now ? there is no 
other way, bur te tell the King ſhe's a Changeling, and 

Shep. Nay, but heare me. 

Clow. Nay ; but heare me. 

Shep. Goe to then. 

Clow, She being none of fleſh and blood, your 
fleſh and blood ha's not offended the King, and ſo your 
leh and blood is not to be puniſh'd by him, Shew thoſe 
things you found about her (thoſe ſecret things, all but 
what (he ha's with her:) This being done, let the Law goe 
Te mop 

» I will tell the King all, every word, yea, is 
Sonnes prancks too ; _ I may (ay, is no honeſt man, 
neitherto his Father, nor to me,to goe about to make me 
the Kings Brother in Law. 

(ow. Indeed Brother in Law was the fartheſt off you 
could have beene to him, and then your Blood had beene 
the deerer, by I know how much anounce. 

eAnut. Very wiſcly ( ies.) 

Shep. Wel: let ustothe King : there is that in this 
Farthell, will make him ſcratch his Beard, 

4at.I know not what impediment this Complaint may 
be tothe flight of my Matter. 

Clo. "Pray heartily he beat Pallace. 

_ Awe. Though I am not naturally honeſt, I am ſo ſome- 
umes by chance : Let me pocket up my Pedlers excre- 
ment. How now (Ruſtiques) whitherare you bound ? 

Sbep. Toth'Pallace (and it like your Worſhip.) 

Avwt. Your Afaires there? what ? with whom ? the 
| Condition of that Farthell ? the place of your dwelling ? 

your names? your ages ? of what having? breeding, and 
ay gn is fitring to be knowne, diſcover ? 

(%. Weare but fellowes, Sir. 

Amt, A Lye : youare rough, and bayrie: Let me have 
no lying ; it becomes none but Tradeſ-men, and they of- 


ten give us (Souldiers) the Lye, but we pay them for it 
with Come, net fokbing c therefore they 
doe not give us the Lye. 


—————._—— 


Ch. Your Worſhip had like th have given us one, if 


you had not taken your ſelfe with the manner. 

Shep. Are yona Courtier, and't like you Sir? , 

Avt. Whether it like me, or no, Iam a Courtier.Sceft 
thou not the ayre of the Court, in theſe enfoldings ? Hath 
not my gate in 1t, the meaſure of the Court ? Receivs not 
thy Noſe Courr-Odour from me ? Refle& I not on thy 
Baſeneſſe, Court-Contempt ? Think'ſt thou, for that I 
infinuate, or toaze from theethy Buſineſle, Iam there- 
fore no Courtier? I am Courtier Cap-4-pe ; and one that 
will either puſh-on, or pluck-backe, thy Buſineſle there : 
whereupon I command thee to openthy Aire. 

Shep. My buſineſle, Sir, is tothe King. 

Aut, What Aduocate ha'ſt thou to him ? 

Shep. 1 know not (and't like you-) | 

Clo. Aduocate'sthe Court-word for a Pheazant ; ſay 
you have nene. 

Shep. None, Sir : 1 have no Pheazant Cocke,nor Hen. 

eA®#t. How bleſled are we, that are not ſimple men ? 
Yet Nature might have made meas theſe are, 

Therefore I will not diſdaine. | 

(fs. This cannot be bur a great Courtier. 

Shep. His Garments are rich, but he wearesthem not 
handſomely. . 

Clo. He ſeemes to be the more Noble, in being fanta- 
ſticall: a great man,lle warrant ; I know by the picking 
on's Teeth. | 

Amt. The Farthell there > What's i'th* Farthell ? 
Wherefore that Box ? | 

Shep. Sir, therelyes ſuch ſecrets in this Farthell and 
Box, which none muſt know but the King, and which he 
—_— within this houce, if I may come toth'ſpeech 
of him. 

Awt. Age,thou haſt loſt thy labour. 

Shey. Why Sir? 


Ant. The King isnot atthePallace, beis gone aboord | 


a new Ship, to purge Melancholy, andayre himſelfe : for 
if thou bee' it capable sfrhings ſerious, ithou muſt know 
the King is full of griete, | 

Shep. So'tis ſaid (Sir :) about his Sonne, that ſhould 
have marryeda Shepheards Daughter. , 

Art-Tf that Shepheard be not in hand-faſt, let him 
fiye; the Curſes he ſhall have,the Tortures he ſhall feele, 
will breake the backe of Man, the heartef Monſter. 

{ {. Thinke you fo, Sir? . 

Ant. Not he alone ſhall ſuffer what Wit can make 
heavy, and Vengeance bitter; but thoſe that are Iermaine 
to him (though remov'd fifty rimes ) (hal all come under 
the Hang-man : which, though ir be great pity, yet ic is 
neceſſary. An eld Sheepe-whiſtling Rogue, a Ram-ten- 
der, to offer t&# have his Daughter come into grace? Some 
fay he ſhallbe (ton'd : bur thae death is too ſoft tor him 
(foy I: ) Draw our Throne intoa Sheep-Coat? alldeaths 
aretoo few, the ſharpeſt too ealie. | 

Ch. Ha'sthe old-manere a Sonne Sir (doe you heare) 
and't like you, Sit ? | ws 

Ant. He ha'sa Sonne 2: who ſhall be flayd ative, then 
'noynted over with Hoaecy, ſet on the head of a Waſpes 
Neſt, then ſtand till he bethree quartersand a dram dead ; 
then recover'dagaine with Aquavitz, or ſome orher hot 
Infuſion; then,raw as he is (and in the hoteſt day Progno- 
ſtication ) ſhall he be {et agaznoſt a Brick-wall 
(the Sunnelooking with a South-ward eye upon him; 
where he is to behold him,with Flyes blowne todeath. ) 
But whar ralke we of theſe T raitorly-Raſcals, whoſe mi- 


ſeries arcto be ſmil'd at, their offences being Horne 
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bk: Tell me (for you ſcemeto be honeſt plaine men) what you — Ap nr yore and ſo ſtill thinke of 
E:; have to the King : being mg gently conſider'd,Ile | T —_ ——__— Sw, 
bring you where he 1s aboord perſons to his | That Heirc-leſſe it hath made my Kingdome, and 
preſence, whilper him in your behaltes ;and if it be in | Deftroy'd the ſweet'it companion, that cre man 
man, beſidesrhe King, tocffe your Suites, bere isman | Bred his hopes gut of, true. 
ſhall doe it. Paul. Too true(my Lord :) 
| Clo. Heſcemesto be of great authority : cloſe with | If one by one, you wedded ali the World, 

him, give him Gold : and thovgh Authority be a ſtub- | Or from the All that are, tooke ſomething , 
borne Brare, yethe is oft led by the Noſe with Gold : | Tomakea perte& Woman ; the you kill'd, 


| ſhew the in-lide of your Purſe to the out-fide of his | Would be unparallell'd. . 
hand, and no more adoe. Remember iton'd, and flay'd Lee. I thinke fo. Kill'd? ; 
alive. Shel kill'd ? Idid fo : bur thou ftrik'ſtme 


'Shep. And*cplcaſe you (Sir) to undertake the Buſineſſe | Sorely, toſay 1 did : iris as bitter ; 
for us, hcre 15 that Gold 1 have: Ile make it 'as much | Vpon thy Tongue, as in my Thought. Now, good now, f 
more, and jcavethis young man in pawne, till I bring it | Say ſo butſeldome. | 


you. Cleo. Not at all, good Lady : 
Ant. AFrer T have done what I promiſed ? You might have ſpoken a thoaſand things, that would 
Shep: I nr. | Havedone the timc more benefit, and grac'd 
eAnt. Well, give me the Moity : Are youa party in | Your kindnefle better. 
this Bulineſle ? Pal. You are one of thoſe 
(te. In ſome ſort, Sir : but though my caſe be a pit- | Would have him wed againe. 
| titull one, I hope I ſhail not be flayd our of it. 1 Ds. If youwouldnotſo, 
' | «At, Oh, that's the caſe of the Shepheards Sonne : | You pity nor the State, nor the Remembrance 
{ hang him, he'le be madean example, Ot his moſt Soveraigne Naine : Conſider lirtle, 
| Clo. Comfort, good comfort : We muſt tothe King, | What Dangers, by his Highnefle faile of 1fluc, 
and ſhew our ſtrange fights : he muſt know "tis none of | May drop upon his Ki , and devourc 


your Daughter, nor my Siſter : weare goncelle, Sir, I | Incertaine lookers on. What were more holy, 
will-give you as much as thisold mando $y when the Bu- | Then to rejoyce the former Queene is well ? 
finefle is performed, and remaine (as he fayes) your | What holyer, then for Royaltiesrepaire, 
pawne till it be brought you. For preſent comfort, and for futuregood, 

Ar. 1 will truſt you. Walke before toward the Sea- | To bleſſe the Bed of Majeſty againe 
ſide, goe on the right hand, 1 will but looke upon the | Witha ſweer fellow to't? 
Hedge, and follow you. Panrl, There is none worthy, 

Clo. Weare bic{ſ'd, inthis man : as I may ſay, even | (ReſpeRting her that's gone :) beſides the Gods 

bleſſ'd. | Will have tulflVntheir ſecret purpoſes : 

Shep. Let's before, as he bidsus : he was provided to | For ha's not the Divine polls aid? 
doe us good. Exennt. | Is't notthe tenor of his Oracle, 

Amt. Tf hada mind to be honeſt, 1 ſee Fortwne would | That King Leontes ſhall not have an Heire, 
nor ſuffer me : ſhe drops Booties 'in my month. 1 am | Till his loſt Child be found > Which, that it ſhall, | 
courted now with a double occaſion: (gold, and a means | Is all as monſtrous roour humane reaſon, 
to doe the Prince my Maſter good ; which, who knowes | As my Antigomus to breake his Grave, 
+. | how that may turne backe to my aduancement ?) I will | And come againetome: who, on ay life, 
bring theſe rwo Moales, theſe blind-enes,aboord himyif | Did periſh with the Infant. *Tis your councell, 
he thinke1t fit toſhoare them againe, and that the Com- | My Lord ſhouid to the Heavens be contray, 
plaint tney have tothe King, concernes himnothing, let | Oppoſeagainſt their wiils. Care nor for flue, 
him call me Rogue, for being ſo tarre officious, for Iam | The Crowne will tind an Heire. Great Alexander 
proofe againſt that Title, 'and what ſhame clſe belongs | Left his torh'Worthieſt: ſo his Succeſſor 
to't : To him will I preſent them, there may be matter in | Was like to be the beſt. 
It, Exennt, | Leo. Good Paxlina, | 
Who haſt the memory of Hermione 
A— I know in honor : O, that ever I 


. , Had ſquar'd me to thy councell : then, even new, 
eAt HS Quint As. SCana Pruma - I might havelook'd _ my Queenes full cycs, 
"al Ts — | Have taken Treaſure trom her Lippes. 
Paxl. And leftthem ' 
Enter Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, Panlina, Servants More rich, for whatthey yeeldcd, 
_ Florizel, Perdita. Leo. Thou ſpeak*(t truth : | 


| No more ſuch Wives, therefore no Wife : one worle, 
| Cle, Sir, you have doneenough, and have perform'd | Anc better u;'d, wonld make her Sainted Spirit 


A Saint-like Sorrow : No fault could you make, Againe poſſeſle her Corps, and on this Stage | 

Which you have not redeem; indeed pay'd downe (Where we oftendors now appeare )Soule-vext, 

nm 1 17 mm my RP" : Arthe laſt = Aad begj1, why tome; M 
Doe, as the Heavens have done; forget your ey Paxl. Had ſhe ſuch T 
With chem, forgive your ſelfe. : She ha'! juſt fach ul s 
- Leo. Whileſt I remember Leo. She ld, and would incenſe me | | Y 


Her and her Yertnes, I cannot forget To murtlicr her marryed. i" Wy" #6 
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Paul. 1ſhould fo : } Bring them to our embracement. Still'cis ſtrange, | 
Were I the Ghoſt that walk'd, I1'd bid you marke He thus ſhould ſtcale upon us- Exit. 
Her eye, and tell me for what dull part in' Paxl, Had eur Prince. | 


You choſe her : then I'd ſhricke,that even yourecares (lewell of Children) ſeenethis houre, he had payr'd 
Should rift to heare me, and the words that follow'd, Well withthis Lord ; there was not full a moneth 


Should be, Remember mine. Berweene their births. 
Leo. Starres, Starres, | Leo. *Prerhee no more ; ceaſe :thou know'lt 
And alleyeselle, dead coales : feare thouno Wie ; He dyesto we againe, when talk'd-of: ſure | 
Ile have no Wife, Pawns, When I ſhall ſee this Gentleman, thy ſpeechts | 
Pax. Will you ſweare Will bring me toconfider that, which may 
Neverto marry, but by my free leave ? Vnturniſh me of Reaſon. They are come. 
Liv, Never (Pantina) (o be bleſy'd my Spirit. Enter Florizell, Perdita, Cleomines, and others. 
Paul. Then good my Lords, bxare witnefſc to his Oath. | Your Mother was moſt trueto Wedlocke, Prince, 
Cleo. Youtempt him over-much. For ſhe did print your Royall Father off, | 
Pawl. Vnleſſe another, Conceiving you, Were I but twenty one, 
As like Hermione, as is her PiQture, Your Fathers Image is ſo hit in you, | 
Aﬀront his eye. , (His very ayre) that I ſhould call you Brother, | 
Cleo, Good Madam, I have done. ASI did him, and ſpeake of ſomething wildly 


Paul. Yet if my Lord will marry t it you will, Sir ; By usperform'd before. Moſt dearely welcome, 
No remedy but you will : Give me the office And your faire Princeſſe-(Geddefſe) oh : alas, , 


To chuſe you a Queene : ſhe ſhall not be ſo young loſt a couple, that 'twixe Heavenand Earth 
As was your former, but ſhe ſhall be ſuch Mighe thus have ſtood, egy wonder, as | 
As (walk'd your firſt Queenes Gholt) ir ſhould take joy | You (gracious Couple) doe : andthen I lot 
Toſce her in your armes. (All mine owne Folly) the Society, | | 
Leo: My truc Panline, Amity too of your brave Father, whom | 
We ſhall not marry, till thou bidſt us. (Though bearing Mitery) I deſire my life t 
Paxl. That 1 | _ more va looke _ him. 
Shall be when your firſt Queene's againe in breath : Fle. By his comm | 
Never till ew Have I here touch'd Sici4ie, and from him 
Enter a Servant, Give you all greetings, that a King (as friend) 
Ser, One that givesout himſclfe Prince Florizel, Can fend bis Brother : and but infirmity | 
Sonne of Pelaxenes, with his princeſſe (ſhe (Which waits upon worne times) hath ſomething ſciz'd | 
The faireſt I have yet beheld) deſiresacceſſe His wiſh'd Ability, he had himſelfe | | 
To your high preſence. — The Landsand Waters, 'twixt your Throne and his 
Lee, W hat with him ? he comes not Meaſur'd, tolooke upon you; whom be loves | 
Likero his Fathers Greatneſle : his approach (He bad me lay ſo) more thenallthe Scepters, 
(So our of circumſtance, and ſuddaine)tells us, And thoſe that beare them , living. | 
'[is not a Viſitation fram'd, bnt forc'd '” Zeo, Oh my brother, | 
By need, and accident. What Trayne? (Good Gentleman) the wrongs I have done thee, ſtirre 
Ser. But few, A freſh within me : and cheſe thy othces 
And thoſe but meane. (Sorarely kind ) areas I | 
Lee. His Princefſe (fay you) with him ? Of my behind-hand flackenefſe. Welcome hither, | 
Ser. 1 : the moſt peerclefſe peece of Earth, Ithinke, | As is the Spring roth'Barth. And hath he roo | 
That ere the Sunne / war bright on. Expos'dthis Paragontoth'fearefull uſage 
Pax/. Oh Hermione, (Atleaſt ungentle ) of the dreadfull Neprane, 1 
Asevery preſent Time doth boaſt ir (clfe greet a man, not worth her paines; much lefſe, | 
Abovea better, gone ; ſo maſt thy Grave 
Give way to what's ſcene now. Sir, you your ſelte , [ 
Haveſaid, and writſo; but your writing now 
Iscolder thenthat Theame : fhe had not beene, Lev, W here the Warlike Smalw, 
Nor was not to be equall'd, thus your Vetle That Nohle honor'd. Lord, is tcar'd, and loy'd ? 
How'd wich her Beauty once ; 'tis ſhrewdly ebb'd, | Flo. Moſt RoyallSir, 
Tofay you have ſcenea berter. From thence : from him, whoſe 
Ser. Pardon, Madam: His Tearesproclaim'd his parting with her : thence | 


| The one, I have almoſt forgot (your pardon :) 

The other, when ſhe ha's obtain'd your Eye, 

Will have your Tongue too. Thisisa Creature, 

Would ſhc vegina Sect, might quench the zcale 
Ofall Profeſlors elſe ; make Prolelytes we 
Paxl. How ? not women? 
Ser. Wemen will love her, that ſhe is a Woman 


More worth then any Man : Men, that ſhe is Leo: The bleſſed | 
The rareſt of all Women. Purge all infetion from our Ayre, whileſt you | 
Lro. Gor Cleomines Doe Clymate here : you pant | 
e perſon 


Your ſelfe (aſſiſted with your bonor'd friends) A gracefull Gentleman, againſt w 


— — — 
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ThbeWinters Tale, 
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Such goodly things as you ? 


Lord. Moſt Noble Sir, 


A Shepheards Daughter. 


The Father of this ſceming 


at: 


With this young Prince, 
Fle. Camilloha's betray'd mc; 


Endur'dall Weathers. 


He's withthe King your Fat 
Leo. Who? ( annie © 
Ha'stheſe poore menin 


With divers deaths, in death. 
Per. Oh my poore Father : 


Leo. You are marryed ? 


Leo. My Lor 
is thizthe Daughter of aKing ? 
Fls. She is, 


W hen once ſhe 15 my Wife. 


——— — 


That you might well enjoy her. 
Fh. Dearclooke op 


{ (Sofacred as itis) | have done (inne, 

For which the Hcavens (taking angry note 
1 Have left me Ifſue-leſſe : and your Father's bleſs'd 
(As be from Heaven merits it) with you, 

| *Worthy his goodnefſe. W hat might | have beene, 
Might I a Sonne and Daughter now have look'd on, 


Emer a Lord, 


Leo. Where's Bohemia? ſpeake : 

Lor. Heere, in your Citty : I now came from him. 
I ſpeake amazedly, andit becomes 
My mervaile, and my Mcflage. To your Court 
W hiles he was baſtning (in the Chalc, it ſcemes, 
Of this faire Couple) __ on = way 

1 

{ Her Brother, having both their Country quitted, 


W hoſe honor, and wholc honeſty till now, 
Lord. La » nt. th 
I. 


Lord. Camille (Sir :) I ſpake with him : w 
—_— 
Wretches ſoynake : they kneele, they kiſſethe Earth ; 
| Forſweare rhewlſthves as often as they ſpeake : 
Eobemia ſ\ops bis cares, and threatens chem 


The Heavenſers as, willnot have 
Our Contrat poo Jo 


Leo. That once (1 (ce) by your g 
Will come-on very Cowly. Lam fory 
(Moſt ſorry) you have broken.trom hisliking, - 
Where you were ty'd induty : andas forry,, '* . 
Your Choyſe 1snat{otich in Worth, as Beanty, 


Though Foriaxe, viſible an Enemy, 


That which 1 ſhall report, will beare n1 credit, 
Were not the proote@> nigh. Pleaſe you (great Sir) 
Bohemia greets you from himſclic, by me : 
| Deſires youto attach his {onnc, who ha's 

(His Dignity, and Duty both caſt off ) 
Fled from his Father, trom his Hopes, and with 


ho now 


Fle.. We arenot (Sit ) norare we like tobe : 
The Starres (I'ſee) will kiſſe the Valleyes firkt ; 
The oddes for high and low's alike. 


ood Fathers ſpeed, 


| Should chaſe us, with wy Farher : vreno jot 
Hath ſhe tochangeour Loves. Belcech you Sir) 
Remember, ſince you ow'd Time 
ThenI doe now : withthougltoffoch AﬀeRions, 
| Step forth mine Aduocate : at your requeſt, 
My Father will grant c 
| Leo. Would he doe ſo, 11d beg your precious Miſtris 
Which be counts but a Trifle. 
q Pasl. Sir (my Liege) 
[ Your eye hath toomnch youth in't : nota motieth 


Then what you looke on now. 
Leo. It he of her, 
Evenin theſe Lookes I made, Bat your Petition 
Is yet un-arſwer'd : I will ro your Father : 
Your Honor not o're-throwne by your defires, 
I am friend ro then, ard you ; upon which Errand 
I now goe toward him : therefore follow me, 
And marke what way I make: Conc good my Lord, 


men. oY 


Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Amteolicus, ara Gentl:m wn, * 


s a Beſcech you (Sur) were you preſent at this Re- 
tion 

Gert, I, T wasby atthe openingofthe Farthetl, beard 
the old Shephcarddcliver the manner how ke found it : 
wher (after 2 intle amazeancfle) we were allcom- 
manded our of :be Chamber : onely this (we thought)] 
heard the Shepheard fay, he found the Chuid. 

Aut. 1 would moſt gladiy know the iſſuc of it, 

Gen, 1, I make a broken dclivery of the Buſineſle ; 
but the changes I perceived in the King,and (amo, were 
vcry Notes of aCmiretion z they ſeem'd almoſt, with ſta 
ring on one another, to teare the Caſes of their Eyes. 
There was ſpeech intheir dumbneſſe, in thei 
very geſture : they look'd asthey had of a World 
ranſom'd, or one : ahotable paſſion of Won- 
der appearcd in them:butthe wiſeſt bcholder,chat knew 
no more but ſeeing, could notfay, if th'importance were 
loy, or Sorrow ; but in the extremity of the one,it mult 
ncgds be, Enter another Gentleman. 

Here comes 2 Geneleman, that happily knowes more ; 
The Newes, R-gero, | 

Gen. 2, Nothing but Bonfires : the Oracle is fulfill'd : 
the Kings Daughter is found : ſuch a deale of wonder is 
broken out within this houre, that Baliad-makers cannot 
be able roexpreſſe it. » Enreranother Gentleman. 
Here comes the Lady Pamhina's Steward, he can deliver 
you more, How goes it now (Sir. )This Newes (which 
is call* true) is 10 like an od Tale, that the verity of it is 
in ſtrong ſuſpitivn : Ha'sthe King found bis Heire? 

Gen, 3. Molt truce, if ever Truth were by 
Circumſtance : That which you heare , you't ſweare 


you ſee, there 1s ſuch urjity in the $s. The Mantle 
of Quecne Hermiones : her Iewell the Necke of it: 
the Letters of Avt5genus found with it, which they know 


to be his Charrater ; the Majeſty of the Creature, in 

reſemblance of the Mother: the AﬀeRion of Noblenelle, 

which Nature ſhewes above her Breeding, and many 0- 

ther Evidences, proclaime her, with all certainty, tobe 

= Kings Daughter. Did you ſeethe mecting of the two 
ngs ? 

Gent. 2. No, 

Gent. 3, Then have you loſt a Sight which was to bee 
ſcene, cannot be ſpoken of; There might you have be- 
held one Foy crowne another,foand in fuch manner, that 
i ſcem'd Sorrow wept.to take leave of chem : for their 
loy waded inteares. There was cafting ap of Eyes, bal 
ding up of hands, with Countenance of ich diſtra&100, 


that they were to be knowne by Garment, notby a” 


—_ 


uu moo MS 


Fore your Queene dy*d,ſbe was more worth ſuch gazes 


E Xtant, 


_——— 
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Our King being ready to lea out of hialelfe, for joy of 
his found Daughter z as if that joy were now become a 
Loſſe, cryes, Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother : then askes 
Fohemia torgivencſle, then embraces his Sonne-in Law 3 
then againe worryes he his Daughter, with clipping her- 
Now he thanks the old Shepheard ( which ſtands by,like 
a Weather-birten Conduit, of many Kings Reignes.) 1 
never beard of ſuch another Encounter;which lames Re- 
to follow it, and undo's deſcription to doc it, 
Gen. 2. What, 'pray you, became of Antigenus, that 
carryed hence the Child ? = | : 
Gent-3+ Likeanold Tale ſtill, which will have matter 
to rehcarſe, though Credit be aſleepe, and not an care o- 
1; he was torne to pieces witha Bearez This avouches 
the Shepheards Sonne, who ha's not onely his Innocence 
(which ſcemes much)ro juſtifie him, but a hand-ker- 
chicte and Rings of his, that Pauline kno wes, 
Gent. 1, Whar became of his Barke, and his Follow- 
$ ? , 
Y Gent.z- Wrackt the ſame inſtant of their Maſters 
death, and in the view of the Shepheard: fo that all the 
Inſtruments which ayded roexpole the Child,were even 
then loſt, when it as found. But oh the Noble Combur, 
that *twixt Ioy and Sorrow was fought in Paulina, She 
had one Eye declin'd for the loſſe of her Husband, ano- 
ther elevated, that the Oracle was fulfill 'd: She lifred the 
P:inceſſe from the Earth,and fo lockes her in embracing 
as1if ſhe would pin herto her heart, that ſhe mighe no 
more be in danger of lofing. 
Gent, 1. The Dignity oft this AX was worth the au- 
dierce of Kingsand Princes, forby luch was it atted. 
Gene. 3. One of the prettyelt rouckes of all, and that 
which angl'd for mine Eyes (caught the Water, though 
not the Fiſh) was, when at the Relation of the Queenes 
death (with the manner how ſhe came to't, bravely con- 
fels'd, and lamented by the King) how atrentiveneſle 
wounded his Daughter, till (from one ſige of dolour to 
another) ſhe did (withan 444) | would taine fay, bleed 
| Teares ; for I am ſure, my heart wept blood, Who was 
| moſt Marble, there changed colour : ſome ſwownded, all 
{orrowed : if all the World could have fcen't, the Woe 
had becne univerſall. 
| Gent. 1, Are they returned to the Court? 
| Gent. 3. No ; ThePrincefic hearing of her Mothers 
| Satue (which is in the keeping of Paw/ane) a Pcece many 
| yeeres in doing, and now newly pertorm'd, by that rare 
' Italian Maſtcr, /ulio Romano,w ho (had he him(cliceter- 
| nity, andcould put Breath into his Worke) would be. 
| Suile Natureot her Cuſtome,to perfeRly he 1s her Ape; 
He ſoneerc to Hermione, hath done Hermione, that x 
| fay one would ſpeaketo her,and ſtand in hope of anſwer. 
| Thither (with all greedinefſe of affeRion) are they gone, 
| andthere they inrend to Sup. | 
Gent. 2, I thought (he had {ome great matter there in 
hand, for ſhe hath privately, twice or thrice a day, ever 
| fince the death of Herawone, vilited that removed houſe. 
Shall we thirher, and with our company peccethe rejoy« 
, ing e | | | 
| Gent.1, Who would be thence, that ha's the benefir 
' of Acceſſe? every winke of an Eye, ſome new Grace 
| Will be borne; our Abſence makes us unthrifty ro! our 
; Knowledge, Let's along. . Exie. 
ow (bad I nor the daſh of my former life in 


| FHap, 
| me) would Preferment drop on my head. I the 
old man and his Sonneaboord the the Prince ; told him,1 


heard them talke of a Farthell, and I know not what: bug | 


—— 


he at that time over-fond of the ds ter (fo 
hethen tooke her tobe) who began to be much Sea-{ick, 
and himſelfe lirtle bereer, extremity of Weather conti- 
nuing, this Myſtery remained undiſcover'd. But 'tisall 
one tome : for had | bene the tinder-out of this ſecret, 
it would not have relliſh'd among my other diſcredits. 
Enter Shepheard, and Clowne, 

; Here come thoſe I have done good to againſt my will, 
_ alrcady appearing in the bloſſomes of their For- 


Sbep. Come boy, 1am 'paſt more Children : but th 
Sonnes and Daughters — Gentlemen borne. F 

Clown, You are well met (Sirz) you deny'd ro fight 
with me this 0: her day, becauſe 1 was no Gentlewan 
borne. See you thele Clothes? fay you ſee them nor, 
and thinke me (till no Gentleman borne : You were beſt 
lay theſe Robes are nor Gentlemen borne. Give methe 
Lye : doe : andery whether Iam not now a Gentleman 

ne. 

ew. I know youare now (Sir) a Gentl-man borne. 

Clow.l,and have beene ſo any time theſe foure houres, 

Shep. And ſo bave I, Boy. 

Claw. Ss you have : bur I wasa Gentleman bornebe- 
fore my Father ; forthe Kings Sonnetooke me by the 
hand, and call'd me brother ; and then the two Kings 


ca/l'd my Father brother : and then the Prince (my bro- 
ther)and the Princefſe( my Sifter )call'd my father,father; 
and fo we wept : and there was the firſt Gentlemar-like 
teares that ever we ſhed. 

Shep. We may live (Sonne) to ſhed many more. 

Clo. I: or clic 'twere hard lucke, being in ſo prepoſte- 
rous eſtate as we are. 

At. 1 bumbly beſcech you (Sir) to me all the 
faules 1 have committed to your Worſhip, and to 
me your report tothe Prince my Maſter. 

Shep. 'Prethee Sonne doe : for we muſt be gentle,now 
we are Gentlemen, 

Clow. Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

e #1, I,anditlike your good Worſhip. 

Clow, Give me thy hand : I will ſweare to the Prince, 
thou art as honeſt a true Fellow as any isin Bohemia, 

Shep. You may ſay it, but not (weare it. 

Clow. Notiweare it, now I am a Gentleman ? Let 
Boores and Francklins lay it, le tweare it. 

Shep. How if it be fal& (Sonne?) 


fweare it, inthe behalfe of his friend : And lle ſweare to 
the Prince, thou art a tall Fellow of thy hands, and that 
thou wilt not be drunke : but I know thou art no tall fel- 
low of thy bands; and that thou wilt be d:unke: bur le 
ſweare it, and I would thou would'ſt be a tall Fellow of 
thy hands. 

Amt. I will prove ſo (Sir) tomy power. 

Clo. I, by any meanes prove ata'l Fellow: if I doe not 
wonder, how thou dar'ſt venture to be drunke,not being 
atall Fellow, truſt me not. Harke,the Kingsand the Prin- 
ces (our Kindred)are going to ſce the Quzenes Pifture, 
Come, follow us : we'll be thy good Matter. Exewnt. 


> —— 
— — 


Enter Leomes, Polixmes, Plorizell, Perdita, Camilo, 


Panlina : Hermione (like a Statze:) Lords, fc, 
Leo. O grave and good Pawlina, the great comfort 


EE m—_ 


That I have had of thee ? 
Cc Pax, 


HE —_ 


eve þ 


o 


(ow. If it be ne're fo falle, a true Gentleman may | 
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The Winters T ale. 


| Paxl,What (Soveragine Sir) | 

I did not well, I meant well : all my Services : 
You have pay d home. But chat you have vouchſat d 
(With your Crown'd Brother,and theſe your contratted 
Heires of your kingdomes) my poore Houſe to vilitz 
It is a ſurplus of your Grace, which never 

My life may laſt to anſwer. 

We honor you with trouble : but we came = 

To ſee the Statue of our Queene. Your Gallery 

Have wepaſs'd through, not without much content 
In many (ingularities; but we ſaw not 

That whichmy Daughter came to looke upon, 

The Statue of her Mother. 

Panl. As ſhe liv'dpeereleſle, 

So her dead likeneſſe I doo well beleeve 

Excells what ever yet you look'd upon, : 

Or band of Man hath done : therctore I keepe1t 
Lovely, apart. But here it is: prepare 

To ſeerhe Life as lively mock'd, as ever 

Still Sleepe mock*ddeath : behold, and ſay 'tis well. 

I like your filence, it the more ſhewes off . 
Your wonder : but yet ſpeakc, firſt you (my Liege) 
Comes it not ſomething neere ? 

Leo. Her naturall Polture. 

Chide me (deare Stone) that I may ſay indeed 

Thou art Hermione ; or rather, thou art ſhe, 

in thy not chiding : for ſhe was as tender 

As infancy, and Grace. But yet ( #aulina) 

Hermione was not ſo much wrinckled, nothing 

So aged as this ſeemes. 

Pol. Oh, not by much. 

" Pax. So much the more our Carvers excellence. 
Which lets goe-by ſome ſixtcene yeeres, and makes her 
As ſhe liv'd now. 

Leo. As now ſhe might have done, 
So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing tomy Soule. Oh, thus ſhe ſtood, 
Even with ſuch Lite of Majeſty (warme Life, 
As now it coldly ttands) when firſt I woo'd her. 
I am aſham'd ; Do's nor the Stone rebuke me, 
For being more Stone then 1t ? Oh Royall Peece ; 
There's Magicke in thy Majeſty, which ha's 
My evils conjur'd to remembrance ;and 
From thy admiring Daughter tooke the Spirits, 
Standing like Stone with thee, 

Perd. And give meleave, 
Anddoe not ſay *tis Superſtition, that 
T kneele, and then implore her Bleſſing. Lady, 
Deere Queene,that ended when I but began, 
Give methat hand of yours, to kiſle. 

Paul. O, patience : 
The Statue 1s but newly fix'd ;the Colour's 
Not dry. 

(am. My Lord, your Sorrow was too ſore lay'd-on, 
Which ſixtecne Winters cannot blow away, 
Somany Summers dry : ſcarce any loy 
Did ever ſo long live ; no Sorrew, 

But kill'd it ſelfe much ſooner. 

Pol. Deere my Brother, 

Ler him, that was the cauſe of this, have powre 
To take off fo much griete from you, as he 
Will peece up infhimſclfe, 

Paxd. Indecd my Lord, 

If I had thought the fight of my poore Image = 
Would thus have wrought you (for the Stone is mine) 


—_— . 
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If this be Magicke, letitbe an Art 


I'd not have ſhew'd it. 

Leo. Doe not draw the Curtaine. | 

Paul, No longer ſhall you gaze on't, leaſt your Fancy 
May thinke anon, it moves» 

Leo. Ler be, let be » 
Would 1 were dead, but that me thinkes ho 
(W hat was he that did make it? )Sce (my Lord) 
Would you not deeme it breath'd?and that thoſe veines 
Did verily beare blood ? 

Pol. Maiterly done. 
The very Lite ſcemes warme upon her Iappe. 

Leo, The fixure of her Eye ha's motion in c, 
As WEare mock'd with Art» 

Paml. |le draw the Curtaine : 
My Lord's almoſt lo farre tranſported, that 
Hee'llthinke anon it lives. 

Leo. Oh ſweet Pauline, 
Make me to thinke ſotwenty yeeres together : 
Noſetled Sences of the World can match 
The pleaſure of that madneſſe, Let't alone. 
+ Panl. I amforry (Sir) I havethusfarre ſtir d you:but 
I couldafflict youtarther. 

Leo, Doc Paxlina : | 
For this Afiction ha's ataſte as ſweet 
As any Cordiall comfort. Still me thinkes 
There is anayre comes from her. What fine Chizzell 
Could ever yet cut breath? Let no man mocke me, 
ForT will kiſſe her, 

Paul. Good me Lord forbeare; 
The ruddineſſc upon her Lippe, is Wet : 
You'll marre it, if you kifle it ;itaine your owne 
With Oyly Painting : ſhall Idraw the Curtaine? 

Leo, No : not theſe twenty yeeres. 

Perd. So long could I 
Stand by, a looker-on. 

Pawl. Either forbeare, 
Quit preſently the Chappell, or reſolve you 
For more amazement z if you can behold ir, 
Ile make the Statue move indeed ; deſcend, = 
And rake you by the hand : butthen you'll thinke 
(W hich | proteſt againſt) Iamaſſiſted 
By wicked Powers. 

Leo. W hat you can make her doe, 
Iam content to looke on : what to ſpeake, 
I am content to heare : for 'tisas calic 
To make her ſpeake, as move. 

Pal. It isrequir'd 
You doe awake your Faith : then,zll ſtand ſtill: 
BY : _ that _— it is unlawfull Buſinfle 

am abour, let t 

Lee. Proceed : _ 
No foot ſhall ſtirre. 

Paxl. Muſicke ; awake her : Strike : 
'Tistime: deſcend : be Stone no more : approach : 
Strike all thatlooke upon with mervaile : Come; 
He fill your Grave up : ſlirre :nay ,come away : 
Bequeath to Death your numneſle : (for from him, 
Deare Life redeemes you) you ve ſhe ſtirres : 
Start not: her Actions ſhall be holy, as 
You heare my ſpell is lawfull : doe not ſhun her, 
Vntill you ſee her dye againe ;for then 
You kill her double : Nay, preſent your hand : 
When ſhe was young, you woo'd her : now, inage, 
Is ſhe becometlic Suiter? 

Leo. Oh ſhe's warme : 


—  —_—_—_————————— 
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Lawfullas Eating. 

Pol. She embraces him. 

Cam. She hangs about - necke, 

he pertaineto life, let her ſpeake too. 
" M1, and make it manifeſt where ſhe ha's liv'd, 
Or how ſtolne from the dead ? 

Pal, That ſhe is iving, 
Were it but told you, ſhould be hooted at 
Like an old Tale: bur it appeares ſhe lives, : 
Though yet ſhe ſpeake nor. Mark a little while : 
Plcaſc you to interpole (taire Madam) kneele, 
And = ar Mothers bleiling ; turne good Lady, 
Our Perdita is found. 

Her. You gdslooke downe, 
And from your ſacred Viols poure your graces 
Vpon my daughtershead : Tell me (mine owne) 
Where haſt thou bin preſerv'd? Where liv*d?How found 
Thy Fathers Court? For thou ſhalt heare that I 
Knowing by Paxline, that the Oracle 
Gave hope thou walt 1n being, havepreſerv'd 
My ſelfe, to ſee the iſſue. 

Paxil. There's time cnough for that; 
Leaſt they deſire (upon this puſh ) to trouble 
Your joyes, with like Relation. Goe together 


Partake to every one: I (an old Turtle) 
_ r_ _ toſoine wither'd bough, and there 

y Mate (that's never to be found againe 
Lament, till I am loſt, " 

Leo, O peace Pankina : 
Thou ſhouldſt a husband take by my conſent, 
As Iby thine a Wife. Thisisa Match, 
And made betweene's by Vowes. Thou haſt found mine, 
Burt how, isto be queſtion'd ; for 1 ſaw her 
(As I thought) dead :and have (in vaine) ſaid many 
A prayer upon her grave. Ile not ſeeke farre 
( For him, 1 partly know his minde) to find thee 
An honourable husband. Come Camilo, 
And take her by the hand : whoſe worth, and honeſty 
Is richly noted : and heere juſtified 
By Vs, apaire of Kings. Let's from this place. 
What? looke upon my Brother ; both your pardons, 
That ere 1 put berweene your holy lookes 
My ill ſaſpition : This your Sor-in-law, 
And Sonne unto the King, whom heavens dire&ing 
Istroth-plight to your daughter. Good Paxiins, 
Leade us from hence, where we may leyſurcly 
Each one demand,and anſwer to his part 
Perform in this widegap of Time, ſince firſt 


You precious winners ail : your exultation | Wewerediſlever'd . Haſtily leade away. Exenn, 
The Names of the Actors. 

nom | PPS 
Eontes, King of Sicilia, Emilia, a Lady. 
CAamilins, youg Prince of Sicilia. Polexenes, King of Bohems4. 

Canullo, Flirizell, Prince of Bohemia, 

eAntigonus. Foxre, Old Shepbeard, reputed Father of Per dit a. 

(kommes, ( Lords of Sicilia, Clawne his Sonne. 

Duon. eAmolicus, a Rogue. 

Hermione, © neene to Leontes, Archidamus , « Lord of Bohensis. 

Perdita, D aughter to Laontes and Hermione, Other Lords, and , «ud Servants, 

Paniina, wife to Antigone. Shepheards, and S daeſſer. 
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Enter King Job, Queene Elinor, Pembroke, Eſſex,aud $4- 
labury, with the Chattylion of Exance. 


Chas. Thus (after greeting){peakes the King 
AS1IY of France. 
ore Inmy behaviour to the Majeſty, 
The borrowed Majelty of England heere. 
fleas. A ſrrange beginning : borrowed Majeſty? 
Kimyg lob. Silenee (good mother) heare the Embaſſie, 
Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalte 
Of thy deccaled brother, Grffreyerſonne, 
eArthny Plantagined, layes molt lawtull claime 
Tothis faire lland, and the Territories : 
To lreland, Poytliors, Anjawe , Maine, 
Deſiring thee to lay aſide theſw 
Which tiweyes Vſurpingly theſe ſeveral titles, 
And pur the fame into yong Arthurs hand, 
Thy Nephew, aid right royall Soveraigne- 
King lob. W haz followes if we difaliow of this ? 
{\bap. The proud controle of tierceand bloudy warre, 
Tointorce theſe rights; 1o forcibly withheld. 
K, 1h. Hers have we war for. war,& bloud for bloud, 
Concrolement for controlement' : ſoanſwer France, 
Char. Then take my Kings defiance fromtoy mouth, 
The fartheſt limit of my Praballic. 
Kip lob, Beare mine to him, and ſo depart in peace, 
be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ; 
Forere thou canft , I will be there ; 
= thunder of my Cannon _: be _ 
1ence: bechou therramper of our wrat 
And (u'len preſaggof your awne decay : 
An —_ conduct let hira bave, 
Pembreks looke woo't'; farewell { hattiflion, 
X Exe C hat. and P em, 
\ Ef, Whatnow wy ſonne, have Lnotever (aid 
How thar ambitious { onftarce would not crale 
Till ie had Kindled Fravxe md alt the world, 
Vponthe right and partyof herſonor? + -| 
This might have beene , and made whole 
With very caſie of love, 
Which now rhe e of two kingdomes mult 
With fearefatt'b arbitrate. 


 &, lckn, Otawtrongpoſſaiſion; and our right for us, 


£4. Your ſtrong pofiefſion euch more than your right 
Oreciſeit mulqno neat with you and me, 


50 mach my*conſcience whiſpers in yaur cares 


Which none but heaven, and you,and I, ſhall heare: 
Enter 4 Sheriff. 

Eſſex. My Leige, here is the (trangeſt controyerſic 
Come from the Country to be judg'd by you 
Thatercl heard : ſhall I produce the men? 
| MK. lobu, Let them approach ; 

Our Abbies and our Priorics ſhall pay 

This expeditions charge. What menare you? 

Enter Robert Fanlconbridge, and Philip, 

Philip, Your faithfull ſubjeR,]l aGentleman, 

Borne in Northampronſorre, and eldeſt ſonne 

AsI ſuppole, to Faxlconbridge, 

A Souldicr by the Honor-giving-hand 

Of Cerdehon,Knightcd inthe fic!d. 

; XK. Tobn, What artthou ? | 
Robert. The ſon and heire to that ſame Fawlconbridpe, \. 
K. Tobm. 1s thattheclder, and art thou the heyre? \/ 

Youcame nor of one mocher then ir ſcemes. 
Philip. Moſt cerraine of one mother, mighty King, 
That is well knowne, and as I thinke one father ; 
But for the certaine knowledge of that truth, ** 
I put you o're to heaven, and to my mother ; 
Of that I doubt, asall mens children may. | 
Eli, Out onthee rude man,thou doft ſhame thy mother, 
And wound her honor with this dithdence. 
Phil. 1'Madame ? No, I have no reaſon for it, 
That is my brothers plea, and none of mine, 
The which it he can prove, a pops me out, 
At leaft from faire five hundred pound a yeere : 
Heaven my motkers honor, and my Land. 
K. lohbn. A good blunt fellow : why being yonger borne 
Doth he lay claime tothine inheritance ? | 
Phil. I know not why, exceptto get the land ; 
But once he ſlandered me with baſtardy ; 
But where I be as true begot or no, 
That ſtill] lay upon my mothers head, 
Butthat I ant as well begot my Leige 
(Faire fall the bones that rooke the paines for me) 
Compare our faccs, and be judge your ſelfe 
It old Sir Rebere did beget ns both, 
And were our father, and this ſonnelike him : 
OoldSir Reber: father , on my knee 
I give heaven thankes I was not like to thee. 
K. loba. Why what a mad-cap hath heaven 
| £len. He hath a tricke of Cordelions face, 

The accent of his tongue affeReth him * 

| Do you notreade ſome tokens of my Lonne 

| In the large compoſition of this man ? 
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K.Ilehn. Mine eve hath well examined his parts, Eli. Nay, I would have you goe before methither, 
| And finds them perfect Richard : firra ſpeake, Baſt. Our Country manners giue our berters way, 
What doth move you to claime your brothers land ? K. lohn. What is thy name ? 
Philip. Becauſe he hath a balfe face like my father, Baft. Phihp my Liege, ſo is my name begun, 
| With halfe thar face would he have all my Land; © Philip, good old Sir Roberts wives eldeſt lonne. 
A halfe-fac'd groat,five hundred pounda yeare?  , | | MX. John, From henceforth beare hisname 
Reb. My gracious Leige, when that my father liv'd, | Whoſe formerhou beareſt : ; 
Youribrother did imploy my father much. : Kneele thou downe Philip, but riſe more great, 
Phil. Well fir, by this you cannot get my land, Ariſe Sir Richard, and Plantagenet. 
Yourtale mult be how he imploi'd my mother. h Baft. Brother by th'mothers ſide, give me your hand, 
Reb. Ard oncedifpatch'd him inan Embaſſie My father gave me honor, ours gave land, 
To Germany, there with the Emperor Now bleſled be the houre by night or day 
To treat of high affaires touching that time 2 When 1 was got, Sir Robert was away. 
Th advantage of his abſence tooke the King, Ele. The very ſpirit of Plantaginet : 
And in the mcanc time ſojourn'd at my fathers ; | I am thy grandame Richard, call me ſo. 
Where how he did prevail, 1 ſhame to ſpeake : Baſt. Madam by chance, bur nor by truth, whattho; 
Bur truth isrrurh, large lengths of ſeas and ſhores | Somethung about a little from the right, 
Betweene my father, and my mother lay, In at the window, orelſe orethe hatch : | 
AS I have hcard my father ſpeake himſclte Whodares notſtirreby day, muſt walke by night, 
When this ſame luity Gentlzman was got: And have is have, however men doe catch : 
| Vponhis death bed he by will bequeathd | Necre or farre off, well wonne is ſtill well ſhot, 
His lands tome, and tooke it on his death And 1 am 1, how ere I wasbegot, 
That this my mothers ſonne was none of his ; K, Tobs, Goe F ,now haſt thou thy deſire, 
And if he were, hc came into the world A landlcfle Knight, makes thee a landed Squire : 
Full fourteene weekes before the cotirſe of time 3 Come Madam, and come Richard, we ſpeed 
1 hen good my Liedge let mc have what is mine, : For Franze, tor France, for it is more then need. 
My fathers land, as was my fathers will. Baſt. Brother-adicv, good fortune come to thee, 
K. Tobn. Sicra, your brother is Lcgirrimate, For thou waſt got i'th way of honeſty. 
Your fathers wife did after wedlocke beare him : Exeunt all but baſtard, 
And it ſhe did play faiſc, the fau't was hers, | 
W hich fault lyes on the hazzardsofall husbands Baft, A foot of honor better then I was, 
That marry wives: tcll me, how if my brother But many a many foot of Land the worlc. 
W hoas you ſay, tooke paines to get this ſonne, Well, now can I make atty Joanea Lady; 
Had of your father claim'd this ſonne for his, ' . | GooddenneSir Richerd, tellow, 
Inſooth, good friend, your farher might have kept And if hisname be George, ile call him Peter ; 
This Caite, bred from his Cow from all the world : For new made honor doth forget mens names ; 
Inſooth he might: then if he were my brothers, 'Tistoo reſpective, and roo ſociable 
Mybrother might not ciaime him, nor your father For your converſion, now yourtraveller, 
Being none of his, refute him : this concludes, He and his rooth-pickeat my worſhips meſſe, 
My mothers ſonne did get your fathers heire, And when my knightly ſtomacke is ſuchs'd, 
Your fathers hcire mult have your fathers land. Why then 1tucke my teeth, and catechize 
Reb. Shall then my fathers Will be of no force, My picked man of Countries : my deare fir, 
To diſpoſſeſie that child which is not his ? | Thuslcaning on mine elbuw I begin, 
Phil. Of no more force to difſpoſicfle me Sir, I ſhall beſcech you ; that is queſtion now, 
Then was his willto get me, as 1 thinke. | And then comes anſwer like an Abſey booke ; 
Elk. Whether hadit thou rather be a Favlconbridge, O fir, ſayes anſwer, at your beſt command, 
And like thy brother to injoy thy land : At your employment , at your ſervice fir : 
Or the reputed ſonac of Corde/jon, No fir, fayes queſtion, I ſweet (ir at yours, 
Lord ofthy preſence, and no [1nd beſide. Ando ereanlwyer knowes whatqueſtion would,” 
Baſt. Madam, and if my brother had my ſhape Saving in Dialogue of Complement, 
And I had his, Sir Reberrs hislike him, | | And talking of the Alpesand Appenines, 
And if my legs were two {uch riding rods, The Pyrennean andthe river Poe, 
My armes, ſuch ecle-skins ſtufr, my tace ſorthin, Ir drawes toward ſupper in concluſion ſo. 
That in mine eare I durlt not ſticke aroſe, But this is worſhipfall ſociety, 
Leſt men ſhould ſay, looke where three tarthings goes, | And fits the mounting ſpirit ike my ſelfe ; 
| And tc his ſhape were hcire to all this land, For he is but a baſtard to the time 
Would I might never ſtirre from off this place, That doth nat ſmoake ofobfervatian, 
I would give 1t every foot to have this face : And ſo am I whether I ſmacke or no : 
I would not be fir nobbc in any calſcs And not alone in habit anddevice, 
_ Eli, Tlike thee well : wilt thou forſake thy fortune, | Exterior forme, outward accoutrement ; 
Bequeaththy jand to him, and follow me ? But from the inward motion to deliver 
| Tam a ſouldicr, and now bound to Fraxce, . Sweet, ſweet, ſweet poyſon for the ages tooth, 
Baſt. Brother, take you my land, Ile take my chance ; | Whicltthough 1 will not practice to deceive, 
Your face hath gor five hundred pound a yeere, Yer roavoydiJeceit I meanc to learne ; 
Yer («ll your face tor tive pence and 'ris deere, For it ſhall trew the footſteps of my riſing : 
Madame, 1lc follow you unto the death, But who comes inſuch haſte in riding roves ? ua 
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What woman polt isthis? hath (he no hasband 
That will cake painesto blow a horne before her ? 
O me, 'tis my mother : how now good Lady, 
\Whart brings you here to Court ſo haſhily ? 


Enter Lady Faulconbridge, and lames Gurney. 


That holds in chaſe mine honor up and downe. 

Bait. My brother Robert, old Sir Roberrsſlonne ; 
{olbrandthe Gyant, that ſame mighry man, 
1s it Sir Ryoberts ſonne that you ſeeke fo ? 

Lady. Sir Roberts ſonne, I thou unreverend boy, 
Sir Roberts ſonne ? why ſcorn'ſtthou at Sir Rober: ? 
He is Sir Roberts ſonne, and ſoart thou, 

Baſt. Iames Gourney, wilt thou giveus leave a while ? 

Gowur, Good leaye good Philyp. 

Baſt. Philip, ſparrow, [ames, 

There's toyes abroad, anon ile tell thee more. 


Exit James. 
Madame, I was not old Sir Roberts ſonne, 
Sir Robert might have cate his part in me 


Vpon good Friday, and neere broke his faſt : 
Sir Koberr could doe well, marry to confeſle 
Could ger megSir Robert could not doe it ; 
\\ c know his handy-worke, therefore good mother 
To whom am I beholding for theſe limmes ? 
Fir Robert never holpe to make this legge. 
ns Halt thou conſpired withthy brother too, 
That for thine owne gaine ſhouldſt defend mine honor ? 
What meanes this ſcorne, thou moſt untoward knave ? 
Baf. Knight, knight good mother, Baſiliſco-like . 
What, I am dub'd, I have it on my : 
But mother, 1 am not Sir Roberts ſonne, 
l havediſclaim'd Sir Robert and my land, 
Legitim:tion,name, and all is gone ; 
Then good my mother, let me know my father, 
Some proper man I hope, who was it mother ? 
Lai. Haſt thou denued thy ſelfe a Fawlconbridge ? 
Baſt. As faithfully as 1 deny the devill. 
Lady. King Richard Cordelion was thy father, 
By long and vchement ſuit I wasſeduc'd 
.. make roome for him in my _ bed : 
eaven lay not my trangreſlion to my charge, 
That art the ifl _ my deere offcnce 
Which was ſo ſtrongly urg'd paſt my defence. 
Zaſt, Now by this light were I to get againe, 
Madame 1 would not wiſh a berter father ; 
Some finnes doe beare theirpriviledge on carth, 
And ſo doth yours : your fault, was not you folly, 
Needs mult you lay your heartat his diſpoſe, 
Yubjected tribute rocommanding love, 
Againſt whoſe fury and unn:atched force, 
The awleſſe Lion could not wage the fight, 
\ Nor keepe his Princely heart from Richards hand : 
He that perforce robsLions of their hearts, 
May eaſily winnea womans : aye my mother, 
With all my heartI thanke thee for my father : 
Who livesand dares but fay, thou didſt not well 
When I was got, ile ſend his ſouleto hell, 
Come Lady 1 will ſhew thee to my kinne, 
And they ſhall ſay, when Richard me begot, 
If thou hadft aid him nay, it had beene finne ; 
\Who ayes it was, he tyes, I ſay twas not. 


Lady. Where is that ſlave thy brother ? where is he ? 


Exemm. 


| And to rebukethe uſurpation 
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Enter before Angiers, Philip King of Fr Lewi, Dani- 
phin, Anftria® Conftanc tl - rad, 


Lewis. Before eAvngiers well met brave Auftria, 
efrthurthat great forerunner of thy blond, 
Richardthat rob'd the Lionof his heart, 

And _ the holy Warres in PaleFine, 

By this brave came carly to his grave ; 
And for amendsto hispoſterity, 

At our imperrance hither is he come, 

To ſpread his colours boy, in thy behalfe, 


Otrthy unnaturall Vncle, Engliſh John, 
Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 
Arth. God ſhall forgive you (ordeliens death 
The rather, thatyougive his off-ſprivg lite, 
Shadowing their right under your wings of warre ; 
I give you welcome with a powerlefſe hand, 
But with a heart full of unſtained love, 
Welcome betorethe gates of 4ngiersDuke. 
Lewy. A noble boy, who would not doe thee right? 
Auſt. V pon thy checkelay I this zealous kiſle, 
As ſecaleto this indenture of my love : 
Thatto my home 1 will no morererurne | 
Till A»giers, and the right thou haſt in Frarce, 
Together with thar pale, that white-fac'd ſhore, 
Whoſe foot ſpurnes backe the Occans roaringrtides; 
And c from other lands her llanders, 
Even till that England hedg'd in with the maine, 
That Water-walled Bulwarke, (till ſecure 
And confident from forraine purpoſes, 
Even till that utmoſt corner of the Weſt 
Salute thee for her King, till then faire boy 
Will I not thinke of home, but follow Armes/ 

{onft. O take his mothers thankes,a widdowsthankes, 
Till your {trong hand ſhall helpe to give him ſtrength, 
To make a morerequitall to your love. 

Auſt. The peace of heavenis theirsthat lift their {words 
In ſucha juſt aid charitable warre. 
King. Well, then to worke our Cannon ſhall be bent 
Againſt the browes of thus reſiſting towne, 
Call for our cheefeſt men of diſcipline, 
Tocull the plots of beſt advantages : 
Wee'll lay before this towne our Royall bones, | 
Wade to the market-place in French-mens bloud, 
But we will make it ſubjet to this boy. 

Cenſt. Stay tor an anſwer toyour E ic, 
Leſt unaduiſ'd you ftaine your ſwords with bloud: 
My lord Chagrsion may ” tn England b 
That right in which heere we urge in watrre, 
Ang then we ſhall repent each drop of bloud, 
That hot raſh haſte ſo indiredly ſhed. 

"Enter Chattilion, 

King, A wonder Lady ; lo upon thy wiſh 
Our Meſſenger (\hatiilien isarriu d, 
What £ng/and layes, lay mas mr 
We c II ſpeake. | 

{tar. Then turne your forces from this paltry fiege, 
And ſtirre them up agai rw hrier taske : 
England impatient of your j + 
Hah put himſeife in Armes, the adverle windes 

212 Whoſe | 
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Whoſe leiſure I have ſtaid, have given him time | King Job. Alacke thoudoſt uſurpeauthority. 
Toland his Legions all as ſoone as I : ' Fras. Excuſe itis to beat aſurpingdowne, 
His marchesarc expedient to this towne, Queen, Who is it thoudoſtcall ulurper Frexce? 
His forces ſtrong, his ſouldiers confident : Conft. Lerme make anſwer ; thy ulurping ſonne, 
With him along 1s come the Mother Queene, Deen, Out inſolent, thy baſtard ſhall be King, 
An Ace ſtirring him to bloud and ftrite, That thou maiſt be a Queene, and checke the world, 
With her her Neece, the Lady Blazch of Spaine, Conſt. My bed wasever ar ſonne as true 
With them a Baſtard of the King deceaſt, As thine was tothy husband, and this boy 
And all tt'anſetled humors of the Land, Liker in featureto his father Geffrey 
Raſh, inconſiderate, ficry voluntaries, Thenthou and Jobs, in manners being as like, 
With Ladies faces, and fierce Dragons ſpleenes, As raine to water, or devill to his damme. | 
Have ſold their fortunes at their native homes, My boy a baſtard ? by my ſoulel thinke 
Bearing their birth-rights proudly ontheir backes, His father never wasſo true begot, 
To makea hazzardof new fortunes here : It cannot be, and if thou wert his mother. 
In briefe, a braver choiſe of dauntleſle ſpirits Qs, Theres a good mother boy, that blots thy father, 
Then now the Egly/h botromes have waft o're, {onft. There's a good grandame boy 
Did never flote upon the ſwelling tide, That would blot thee. 
To doe offence and ſcathe in Chriſtendome : eAvwuſt. Peace. 
The interruption of their churlifh drummes Ba#t. Heare the Cryer. 
| Cuts off more circumſtance, they arcat hands Avuft. Whatthe devill art thon ? 
Drummes beatess Baft. Onethat will play the devill fir with you, 
To parly or to fight, therefore prepare. 3 And a may catch your hide and youalone: 
King. How much unlook'd for , is this expedition. You are the Hare of whom the Proverbe 
P% 3 By how much unexpected, by ſo much | Whoſe valour pluckes dead Lyons by the beard ; 
We muſt awake indevour for defence, . Ile ſmoake your skin-coatand I catch you right, 
For courage mounteth with occaſion, Sirra looke too't, yfaith I will, yfaith. 
Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd, Blen. O well did he become that Lyons robe, 
That did diſrobe the Lyonof that robe. 
Baſt. It lyesas fightly on the backe of him 
Enter King of England, Baſtard, Queens, Blanch, Pem- | Asgreat Alcides ſhooesupon an Aſle : | 
broke, and others. But Aſſe, Ile take that burthen from your backe, 
| Orlay onthat ſhall make your ſhoulderscracke. | 
RK. Iohn. Peace be to Frence : if France in peacepermut | AnuifF, What cracker is this ſame that deafes our eares 
Our juſt and lincall entranceto our owne ; With this abundance of ſuperfluousbreath? 
If not, bleed France, and peacc aſcend to heaven. King Lews,dctermine what we ſhall doe ſtrair. 
W hiles we Gods wrathfull agent doe corre Lew. Women and fooles, breake off your conference. 
Their proud contempt that beates his peace to heaven, | King /obv, this is the very ſumme of all : 
Fran. Peace be to Expand, if that warre returne, England and Ireland, eAngiers,Toraine, Maine, 
From France to England, there to live in peace : In 1ight of eFrthwr doe I claime of thee : 
England we love, and for that Emglands ſake, | Wile thou _—— them, and lay downe thy Armes? | 
| With burden of our armor here we ſweat: lobn. My hite as ſoone : I doe defic thee Fravce, | 
This toyle of ours ſhould bea worke of thine, Arthar of Britaine, yeeld thee to my hand, 
But thou from loving &gland art ſo farre, And out of my deere love lle givethee more, | 
That thou haſt under-wrought his lawfull King, Then cre the coward hand of France can anne ; | 
Cutoff the { of poſterity, Submit thee boy. 
| Our-faced. State, and done a rape .nueen. Cometo thy grandame child. 
Vpon the maiden vertue of the Crowne : Conft, Doe child, goeto it me child, [ 
Looke heere upon thy brother Geffreyes tace, Give grandame Lips it grandame will F 
Theſe eyes, theſe browes, were moulded out of his ; * Give ita pium, a cherry, and a figge, | 
This little abſtratdoth containe that large, There's a good | \ 
Which diced in Geffrey : and the hand of tume , Arthur, my mother peace, | | 
Shall draw this breife imoas hugea volume ; I would that I were low laid in my grave, | | 1 
That Geffrey was thy elder b borne, I am not worth this coyle that's made for me. (weep® | F 
And this his ſonne, &eglend was rright, 9s. Mo, His mother ſhames him ſo,poore boy b< | A 
And this is Geffrezes in the Name of God : (onft. Now ſhame upon you where fhe does or 19. | 7 
| How comesit then thar thou artcall'da King, 'Hisgrandames wrongs, and not his mothers ſhames | 7 
When living blood doth intheſe temples bear Draws thoſe heaven-moving pearles from his poor 0G, T 
| Which owe thecrowne, that thou ore-maſtereſt ? Which heaven ſhall take in nature of a fee: | V 
K, Jobn, From whom haſt thou this great commiſſion | I, with theſe Criſtall beads heaven ſhall be brib'd | A 
To draw my anſwer fromthy Articles? (France, | Todoe him Iuſtice, and revenge on you. | E 
Fra. From that ſapernal judge that ſtirs good thoughts | ',2». Thou monſtrous ſlanderer of heaven, andearth. | C 
In any breaſt of ſtrong authority, {ouft. Thou monſtrous Injurer of heaven and carth, 
Toleoke intothe blots and ſtaines of right, Call not me ſlanderer, thou and thine uſurpe L 
That judge hath made me guardian torkis boy, The Dominatien, Royalties, and rights Is 
Vnder whoſe warrant I i wrong, Of this oppreſſed boy ; this isthy eldeſt ſonnes ſonne, 0 
And by whoſe helpe I meane to chaltiſe it. Infortunate innothing but inthee ; mY & 
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Thy ſinnes are viſited in this child, 

The _ c_—_ is laid on him. 

Bet the ſecond generation 

Removed from thy finne-concreving wombe, 
lon. Bedlam have done. 
Conſt. I have butthis tr1ay, 

That he isnot onely for her ſinne, 

But God hath madeder (inne and her, the plague 

On this removedalſue, plagued for her, 


Her iojury rac Beadle to her ſinne, 
Allpuniſh'd in the perſon of this child, 
And all or her, a plague upon her. 
2xe. Thou unadviled (cold, I can produce 
A Will, thac barres the title of thy ſonne. 
Cauſt, 1 who doubtsthat, a Will : a wicked will, 
A womans will, a cankred Grandames will. 
Fran, Peace Lady ,pauſe, or be more temperate, 
It ill beſeernes this preſence to cry ay me 
Totheſe ill tuned repetitions : 
Some Trumpet ſummon hither to the walles 
Theſe men of Angiers, let us heare them ſpeake, 
Whoſe title they admit, eArthwrs or lobns, 


' Trumpet ſounds, 
Enter a Citiz.ex upon the walles. 
Cirti, Who is it that hath warn'das to the walles? 
Fran, 'Tis France, for England. 
lobn. England tor it ſeile ; 
You men of Angiers, and my loving ſabjefs. = 
Frax. You loving men of Angiers, Arthurs ſubjets, 
Our Trumpet call'd youtothis genic parle. 
lon, For our advantage, theretore heare us firſt ; 
Thele flagges of France that are advancec. bere 
Before the cye aad proipect of your Towne, 
Have hithcr march'd to your enuamaegements 
The Canons have ther bowels 1s or with, 
And ready mounted are they to 1put foitn 
Their {ron indignation 'gzinſt yore waltes 3 
Alpreparation tor a bloody fic: ge 
And merciles procceding, by thete French. 
Comfort yours Citieseyes, your winkiig gates : 
And bur for our approch, thoſe ſlceping liones, 
Thatasa waſte doth girdle you abour 
By the compullion of their ordinance, 
By thistimc from their fixed beds of time 
: ne diſhabited, and wide havocke made 
or bloody powertoruſh Our PEACCs 
But onthe lhe of us as [King, 
Who painetully with much expedient march 
Have brought a counter-checke before your gates, 
Toſavennſcratch'd your Citics threatened cheekes : 
Bchold the French amaz'd vouchſafc a parle, 
And row inſtced of bullets wraprt in fire 
Tomake a ſhaking fever in your walles, 
They ſhoote but calme words, folded up in ſmoake, 
To make a faitbleſſe error in your carcs, 
Which truſt accordingly kind Citizens, 
And let us in. Your King, whoſe labour'd ſpirits 
Fore-wearied in this ation of ſwift ſpeede, 
Craves harbourage withia your City walles. 
Fran, When | have ſaid. make anſwer ro us both. 
Loe in this right hand, whoſe proteion 
Is moſt divinely vow'd upon the right 
Of him ir holds, ftands yong Plantagenct, 
Sonne to the elder bene of chis man, 
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And King ore him, and all that he enjoyes : 
For this downe-troden equity, we tread 
In warlike march, theſe gre-nes before your Town?, 
Beirg no further enemy to you 
Then the conſtraint of hoſpitable zeale, 
In the releite of this oppreſſed child, 
Religiouſly provokes. Be pleaſed then 
Topay that duty which you truely owe, 
To him that owes it, namely ,this yong Prince; 
And then our Armes,like to a nwzled Beare, 
Save inaſpec, hath all offence ſeal'd up : 
Our Cannons malice vainely ſhall be ſpent 
Againlt th'invulnerable clouds of heaven, 
And witha bleſſed andun-vextretire, 
With unhack'd ſwords, and Helmets all unbruis'd, 
We will beare home that luſty blond againe, 
Which heere we came ro ſpout againſt your Towne, 
And leave Jour children, wives, and you in peacc, 
Bur if you fondly pb our proftcr'd offer, 
Tis not the rounder of your old fac'd walles, 
Can hide you from our me sof Warre, 
Though allthcſe Engliſh, and their diſcipline 
Were harbour'd in their rude circumference z 
Then tell us, Shall your City call us Lord, 
Iathatbehalfe which we have challeng'd it? 
Or ſha'l we give the (ignali to our rage, 
And ſtalk e in vloud to Our poſſeſſion ? 
Crs. In breife, wearethe King of Rp ——__ 
For him, and i bs right, we hold this Towne. 
Tobn. Acknowledge rhen the King, and et me in, 
Citi. That can we not : but he that proves the King 
To him will we prove loyall, till that time 
Have ivcramm'd up our gatesagainſtthe world. 
lobm. Doth notthe Crowne of England, prove the 
King ? ; 
And if not chat, I bring you Witnefles 
Twice fifteenc thouſand hearts of England: breed. 
Baſt. Baſtards and cle. 
lon, To verifie our title withtheir lives. 
Fran. As many and as well borne bloods asthoſe, 
Ba#t. Some baſtards too. ' 
Fran. Stand in his face to contradit his claime. 
Citi, Till you compound whoſcrightis worthieſt, 
We for the worthictt hold the right from both. 
lobm. Then God forgive the finne of all thoſe ſoules, 


Thar to their everlaſting refidence, 
Before the dew of evening fall ſhall fleete 
In dreadfull rriall of our $ Kings 


Fran. -Amen, Amen, mount Chevaliers to Armes, 
Baft. Saint George that ſwindg'd the Dragon, 
Ande're fince fit's on's horſebacke at mine Holteſſe dore, 
Teach us ſome fence. Sirrah, were 1 at home 
At your denfirr2h, with your Lyonnefle, 
I would ſer an Oxc-head to your Lyons hide + 
And make a monſter of you, 
+, Peace no more. : 
Bait. Ortremble : for you hearethe Lyon rore. 
lobn. Vp higher to the plaine, where we'l ſet torth 
In beſt appointment ail our Regiments. 
Baſt. Sperd then to take advantage of the field. 
Fran, It ſhail be ſo, and ar the other hill 
C-mmand the reſt ro and. God and our right. Exennt. 
Heere after excurſions, Enter the Herald of France 
with Trumpets to the gates. 
F. Her. You men of Angiers open wide your gates, 
And let yong «Arthur Duke of Britaime 1n, 
a 3 Who 
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Who by the hand of France, this day hath made 

Much worke for teares in many an Engliſh mother, 

'X hote ſonnesiye fcattered on the bleeding ground : 

Many a widdowezs husband groveling lyes, 

Coldly embracing thediſcoloured carth, 

Aad victory with little lofſe doth play 

Vpon the dancing banners of the French, 

Who arcat hand triumphantly diſplayed 

Toenter Conquerors, and to proclaime ; 

eArthur of Britaine, Englands King, and yours. 
Enter Engliſh Herald with Trumpet. 

E. Har. Rcjoyce you men of Angiers, ring your bels, 
King John, your King and £-g/andr, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day, 8 
Their Armours that march'd hence ſofilver bright, 
Hither returneall gilt with Frenchmens blood : 

There ſtucke no plume in any Engliſh Crelt, 

That is removed by a ſtaffe of France. 

Our colours doe returne inthoſe {ame hands 

That did diſplay them when we firſt marche forth : 
And like a jolly troope of Huntſmen come 

Our luſty Engliſh, all with purpled hands, 

Dide in the dying ſlaughter of their foes. 

Open your gates, and givethe Victors way» 

Hub. Heralds, from off our towres we might behold 
From firitto laft, che on-ſet and retyre, 
Of borh your Armies, whoſe equality 
By our beſt eyes cannot be cenſured : 
Biood hath bought bloud, and blowes have anſwered 
St;cagrh matcht with ſtrength, aud power coufronted 

OwEers | 
Bothare ali * and bothalike we like : 
One mait prove greateſt. While they weigh ſo cyen, 
We hold our Towne for neither : yetfor both. 


Enter the rwo Kings wit their powers, 
at ſeverall aoores, 


Tohn, France, haſt thou yet more bloud to calt away ? 

Say, ſhall the curranr of our right runnc on, 
W hoſe paſlage vext wich thy 1npeciwont, 
Shall leave his native channel, and ore {well 
With courſe diſturb'd even thy conamog ihores, 
Vnleſſe thou let his filver Warer, keepe 
A full progrefle to the Ocean. 

ran, Englaxdthou haſt not (av'd one drop of blood 
In this hot triall more than we of Fra: ce, 
Ratherloſt more, And by this hand 1 {wcare 
That ſwaycs the earth this Climate over-lookes, 
Before we will lay downe our juſtborne Armes, 
Wee'l put thee downe, 'gainit whom thecle Araies we 
Or adde a royall number to the dead : (beare, 
Gracing the ſcroulc thar tels of this warres loſle, 
With ſlaughter coupled to the name of Kings. 

Baſt. Ha Majeſty : bow high thy glory towres, 
When the rich blood of Kings 15 ſcr on fire: 
Oh now doth dearth line his dead chaps with ſtcele, 
The ſwords of ouldicrs are his tceth, his phangs, 

Aad now he feaſts, mouſing the fie[h ot men 

in undetermin'd differences of Kings. 

Why {tand theſe royall fronts amazed thus : 

Corhwacks ings, backe to rhe ſtained feud 

You equa'l Potents, fiery kindled ſpirits, 

Then let confution of one part confirme 

The others peace : till then, blowes, blood, and death. 
lobn. W hole party due the Towuctmen yet edmi ? 


_ 


(blowes : 


| 
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Fran. Speake Citizens for England, who's your King, 
Hub, The King »f England, when we know the King, 
Fran, Know him wus, that here hold up his right, 
Tobr. In us, that arc our owne great Deputy, 

And beare poſſeſſion of our P-r{on here, 

Lord of our preſence Angiers, andif you. 

Fran, A greater powre than We denics allthis, 
And cill ic be undoubted, we doe locke 
Our former ſcruple in our ſtrong barr Coates : 

Oy * our fcarc, untill our _ _—_ 

Be by ſorne certaine King, purg 4. 

Baſt. By heaven, cheſs {croylesof —_ frout you 
And ſtand ſecurely on their battelments, (kings, 
AS ina Theater, whence they gape and point 
Art your induſtrious Scenes 4 as of death, 

Your Royall preſences be rul'd by me, 

Doe like the Marines of lerw/alem, 

Be friends a-while, and both conjoyntly bend 

Your ſharpeſt Decds of malice onrhis Towne. 

By Eait and Weſt let Franceand England mount 

Their battering Canon charged to _ mouthes, 

Till their ſoulc-fearing clamours havebraul'd done 

The flinty ribbes of this contemptuous City, 

I'de play inceſſantly upon theſe Iades, 

Even till unfenced Ueſblation 

Leave them as naked asthe vtilgar ayre : 

Thar done, diſſever your united ſirenghs, 

And part your mingled coloursonce againe, 

Turne face to face, and bloody point to point : 

Then 1na moment Fortune ſhall cull forth 

Oar of one (ide her happy Minion, 

To whom in favour ſhe ſhall give the day, 

And kiſſe him witha glorious victory : 

How like you this wilde counſel mighty States, 

Smackes it not ſomething of the policy? 
lſobn, Now by the sky that hangs above our heads, 

Iike it well. France, ſhall we knit our powers, 

And lay this Angicrseven withthe ground, 

Then after fight who ſhall be king of it? 

Baſt . And ifthou halt the mettle of a King, 

Being wrong'd as weareby this peevith Towne : 

lurne thou the mouth of thy Armillery, 

As we wil ours, againſt theſe ſawcy walles, 

And when that we have daſh'd chem to the ground, 

W hy then dehie each other, and pell-mell, 

Make worke upon our ſelves, tor heaven or hell, 
Fras. Let it be ſo: ſay, where will you aſſault ? 
lom, Wet:om the Weſt will ſend deſtruction 

Into this Cites boſome. 

eAulf, I from the North, 
Fran. Our thunder from the South, 

Shall raice their drift of bullets onthis Towne, 

Baſt, O prudentdiſcipline! From North to South: 
Arſiria and France ſhcoc in each others mouth, 
le flirre them toit ; come, away, away. 

Hub, Heme us great Kings, vouchſafe awhile to ſtay 
And 1 ſhall ſhew you , and fairc-fac'd league : 
Win you this City withour ſtroke, or wound, 

Reſcue tho c bicathing lives to dyc1n beds, 

That heerc come ſacrifices for the field. 

Perlever not, but heare me mighty Kings. 
lohn, Speake on with favour, we arc bent to heare- 

Hub. Thar daughter there of Spaine, the Lady Blaneb 

Isnecre to £+g/na, looke upon the yeeres 

Of Lews thc Dolphin, and that lovely may d. 

If luity love ſhould goeinqueit of beauty, 
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Where ſhould he find it fairer, than in Blanch: 
If zealous Love goe in ſearch of vertue, 
Where ſhould he find it pxcer than in Blaxch ? 
If Love ambitious, ſougt a match of birth, 
Whoſe veines bourd richer bloud then Lady Blaxch ? 
Such as ſhe 15,10 keauty,vertue,birth, 
Is the yoog D-phin every way compleat, 
If not compEeat of,fay he is not ſhe, 
And ſhe azaine wants nothing,to name want, 
If wan: 1t be not,that ſhe is not he : 
He is the halfe part of a blefſed man, 
Left to be finiſhed by ſuch as ſhe, 
And ſhea faire divided excellence, 
Whoſe falneſſe of perteRion lyes in him. 
Otwo ſuch filver Currents when they joyne, 
Doe gloritie the bankes that bound them 1n : | 
And ewo ſuch ſhores,to two ſuch ſtreames made one, 
Two ſuch controlling bounds ſhall you be, Kings, 
Totheſe two Princes,it you marry them : 
This vnion ſhall doe more than battery can, 
Toour faſt cloſed gates: for atthis match, 
With ſwifter ſpleene than powder canenforce, 
The mouth of paſſage ſhall we fling wide ope, 
And give you entrance : but without this match, 
The Sea enraged isnot halfe ſo deafe, 
Lyons more confident, Mountaines and Rocks, 
More free from motion, no not death himſclte 
lamorrall fury halte ſoperemptory, 
As we to keepe this Citic, 

Baſt. Heere's a ſtay, x 
That ſhakes the rotten carkaſſe of old death 
Our cf his ragges. Here's a large mouth indeed, 
That ſpits torth death,and mouncaines,rocks,and ſeas, 
Talkes as familiarly of roaring Lyons, 
As Maids of thirteene doe of Puppl-aogs, 
What Canaoneere begot this luity bloud, 
He ſpeakes plaine Cannon fire,avd {awake and bounce, 
Hegives the Baſtinado with his to1gue : 
Our carcsare cudgel'd, not a word ot his 
But buffets better than a filt of Fraxce : 
Zounds,1 was never ſo bethumpt with vords; 
Since I firſt call'd my brothers farher Dad. 
014 9«.$0a,liſt to this conjuntion,make this match, 
Give with our Neece a dowry large enough, 
For by this knot,thou ſhalt fo ſurely rye, 
Thy now unſur'd afſurance to the Crowne, 
That yon greene Boy ſhall have no Sunne to ripe, 
The bloome that promiſetha mighty truit, 
Lee a ycelding in the lookes of Fraxce : 
Marke how they whiſper,urge chem whiletheir ſoules 
Are capeable of this ambition, 
Lea't zeale now melted by the windy breath 
Of loft petitions, pitty and remorſe, 
Coole ar congeale againe to what ic was. = 

Hb, Why anſwer oot the double Majeſties, 
This friendly Treaty of our threat: d rowne? 

Fra, Speake England firit ghai hath been forwardfirſt, 

Toſpeake unto this Cicie : what lzy you? 

John 1f that the Dozphin there hy Princely ſonne, 
Can in this booke of Leauty reade, 1 ove ; 
Her Dowry ſhail weigh equall ith 4 Q -ene, 
For Avpiers,and faire Toraine, Mawme, Pw tt ers, 
And all thac we upon this tide the Sen, 
(Except this Citie now by us beſieg'!) 
Find table to our Crowne and Eizmy, 
Shall gild her bridal bed and make her rich. 
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AS ſhe in beauty,education,tloud,; 
| Holds hands withany Princeſle ofthe world. 
Fra. Whatfay'ſt thou Boy? looke in the Ladies face. 
Dol. Idoe my Lord,and in her cycl find, 
A wonder,or a wondrous miracle, 
The ſhadow ofmy ſelfe form'din her eye, 
Which being but the ſhadow of your ſonne, 
Becomes a {onne,and makes your ſonne a ſhaddow : 
I doe proteſt I never lov'd my ſeife 
Till now,infixed I beheld my ſelfe, 
Drawne ia the flattering table of her eye. 
Baſt. Drawne in the flattering tableof her eye, 
Hang'dinthe frowning wrincle of her brow, 
And quarter'd in her heart,he doth eſpic 
Himfelfe Loves traitor,this is pitty now; 
That hang'd and drawne,and quarter'dthete ſhould be 
Inſucha love,ſovile a Lout as he. 
Blan. My Vncles will in this reſpe&ismine, 
If he fee ought in you that makes him like, 
That any thing heſee's which moves his king, 
I can with caſc tranſlate it to my will ; 
Orif you will, toſpeake more properly, 
I will enforce iteaſlic tomy love. 
Further I will not flatter you, my Lord, 
Thar ali I fee in you is worthy love, 
Than this, that nothing doe I ſee in you, 
Though _—_— thoughts chemſclves ſhould be your 
Iucpe, 
That I can find, ſhould merit any hate. 
John. What ſay theſe yong-ones > What ſay you my 
Neece? - 
Blan. That ſhe is bound in honour ſlillto doe 
What you in wiſedome ſtill vouchſateto ay. 
lobn, _— then Prince Dolphwn, can you love this 
? 
Dol, Nay 4 me if T can refraine fromlove, 
For I doe love her moſt unfaincdly. 
loby, Then doel give Uolqneſſes, Torame, Mane, 
Poytters, and eAzjow, thele tive Provinces 
With her to thee, and this addition more, 
Full thirty thouſand Markes of Engliſh coyne ; 
Philip of France, if thou be plea('d withall, 


| Commandthy ſonne and daughter to joyne hands. 


Fran. It likes us weil young Princes: cloſe your hands 
Ani, And your lippes too, for I am well aflur'd, 
That L did fo when — 
Fran, Now Citizens of Angiers ope your gates, 
Let ir. that amity which you —__ —_ | _ 
For at Saints Marie; Chappellpreſently, 
Therighrs of marriage ſhall be ſolemniz'd. 
Is not ©5c Lady Contance in this troope ? 
I know ſix isnot for this ma:ch made up, 
He: prelence would bave int much, 
W here is ſhe and her ſonne, tell me, who knowes ? 
Dol. She is ſad and paſſionateat your Highneſle Tent. 
Fran, And by my faith, this league that we have made, 
Wil. give her (adnefle very little cure ; 
| Erother of England, how may we content 
| Tis widdofy Lady ? In herright we came, 


| Wuich we God knowes, have turned another way, 


| 10 or OwPe vantage. 

 _{om, We will healeupall, 
Mor wee create yong Arthur Duke of Britains 
\r{ Earle of Richmond, and thisrich faire Towne 


We 
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We make him Lord of. Callthe Lady Conftance, 
Some ſpeedy Meflenger bid her repaire 
To our ſolemnity ; I truſt we ſhall, 
(It not fit up the meaſure of her will) 
Yet inſome mealure latishe her ſo, 
] hat we ſhall ſtop hcr exclamation. 
Goe we as well as haii will ſuffer us, 
To this unlook'd for unprepared pope. Exe, 
Baſt. Mad worid,mad kings, mad compoſition ; 

lohnto ſtop Arthurs Titic in the whole, 
Harh willingly depactcd with apart, | 

And France, wholſc armour Conſcience buckled on, 
W hora zeale and charity brought tothe field, 
AsGods owne ſouldicr, roundcd inthe care, 
Wirhthat ſame purpoſc-changer, that ſlye divel, 
That broker ,that {till breakes the pate of faith, 
That dayly breake-vow, he that winnes of all, 

Of kings, of beggers, old men, yong men, maids, 
Who having no extcrnall thing tolole,” 

Butthe word Maid, cheatsthe poore Maide of that. 
Thac ſinooth-fac'd Gentleman, tickling commodity, 
Commodity , the byas of the world, 

The world, who of it ſelfe is peyſed well, 

Made to run even, upon even ground : 

Till this advantage, this vile drawing byas, 
This1way of morion, this commodity , 

Makes it iake head from all indifferency, 

From all dire&ion ,purpole, courſe, intent. 

And thisfame byas, this commodrty , 

This Bawd, this Broker, that all-changing-world, 
C:ap'd onthe outward eye of fickle France, 

Hurb drawne him from his owne determin'd ayd, 
From aretolv'd and honorable warre, 

Toa molt bale and vile concluded peace. 

And why raile I onthis commodity ? 

But for becauſe he hath uot wooed me yet : 

Not that 1 have the power toclurch my hand, 
When his faire Angels would falure my palme, 

But for my hand, as unattemprcd yet, 

Likea poore begger, raileth on the rich. 

Well, whiles | am a begger, I will raile, 

And ſay therc is no {inne but tobe rich, 

And being rich, my vertuethen ſhall be, 

To ſay there 1sno vice, but beggery : 

Since Kings breake fairh upon commodity, 


Gaine be my lord, for I will worſhip thee, Exit. 


Aflus Secundus, 


Enter (onſtance, Arthur, and Salubury. 


Conſt. Gone to be married ? Gone to ſweare a peace ? 
Falſe blood to falſe blood joyn'd, Gone to be friends ? 
Shall Lews have Blaxnch, and Blawnch thoſe provinces ? 
It is not ſo, thou haft miſpoke, miſheard, 

Be well adv1ſ'd, tell ore thy tale againe. 

It canot be, thou doit but ſay 'tis ſo, 

I truſt I may not trult thee, for thy word 

Is butthe vaine breath ofa common man : 
Belceve me, 1 doe not belceve thee man, 

I have a Kings oathto the contrary. 

Thou ſhalrbe puniſh'd for thus frighting me, 
For I am ſicke, and capeable offeares, 


| 


— 


Oppreſt with wrongs, ard therefore full of feares, 
A widdow, husbandles, fubjx& to fearcs, 

A woman naturally borne to tees ; 

And though thou now contefſethos didſt but jeſt 
With my vext ſpirits, | cannottake aTrucc, 

But they will quake and trembleall this lay, 

W hat doſt thou meane by ſhaking of thy bug 2? 
Why doſt thou looke ſo fadly on my fonne ? 

W hat meanes that hand uponthat breait of thin? 


Why holdesthine eye that lamentable rhewme, 


Like aproud river peering ore his bounds? 
Be theſe (ad (ſignes confirmers of thy words ? 
Then ſpeake againe, not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 
Sal. Astrucas I beleeve youthinke them falſe, 
That give you cauſe to prove my ſaying true. 
Conſt. Oh ifthouteach me to beleeve this ſorrow, 
Teach thou this ſorrow, how to make medye, 
And let belcetc,and life encounter ſo, 
As doth the tury of two deſperate men, 
Whichinthe very iog fall, and dye. 
Lewis marry Blannch ? O boy, then where artthou? | 
France triend with England, what becomes of me ? 
Fellow be gone : I cannot brooke thy ſight, 
This newes hath made thee a moſt ugly man. 
Sal. What other harme have 1 Lady done, 
Bur ſpoke the harme, that is by others done? 
Coxft, Which harme within it ſcife ſo heynous is, 
As it makes harmctfull all that ſpeake of it- 
Arthax. I doe þeleeck you Madame be content. 
Conft, If chouthat bidſt me be content, wert grim 
Vegly, and flandrousto thy Mothers wombe, 
Full of unpleaſing blots, and Gghilefle ſtaines, 
Lame, fooliſh, crooked, ſwart, prodigious, 
Patch'd with toule Moles, and cye-oftcnding markes, 
I would not care, I then would be content, 
For then I ſhould not lovethee : no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deſerve a Crowne: 
But thouart taire, andat thy birth (deere boy ) 
Nature and Fortune joyn'd tomake thee great. 
Of Natu: es gifts, thou mayſt with Lillies boaſt, 
And wi: hchc halfe blowne Roſe. But Fortune,oh, 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and wonne from thee, 
Sh'adulterates hourely with thine Vnckle Joh, 
And with her go!den hach pluck on France 
To tread downe faire reſpe of Soveraignty, 
And made his Majeſty thebayd to theirs. 
France 1s a Baird to Fortune, and king obr, 
That ſtrumper Fortune, that uſurping Jobn: 
T<l! me thou f{ low, 1s not France forſworne ? 
Euvcnom him with words, or get thee gone, 
And lcave thoſe woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to under-beare. 
Sal. Pardon m2 Madam, 
I may nor goe without yon to the Kings, : 
Conſt. Thou mayſt,thou ſhalr,1 will not goe withth& 
I will inſtrut my {orrowesto be proud, 
For greif is proud, and makes his owner ſtoope; 
To me andto the ſtate of my great greite, 
Let kingsaſſemble : for my greife's fo great, 
That no ſupporter but the bage firme carth 
Can hoid it up : here Iand forrowes fit, | 
Here is my Throne, bid kings come bow to 1t. 


Aft 


—  - _ 


— — — 
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Phil. And tang a Calves skinon thoſe recreant limbs. 


eAftus Tertins, Scena prima. —_ Well nc hier 
= Fran. Heere comes the holy Legat of the Pope. 
Carer King Tobn, France , Dolphin, Blanch, Elianor, Philip, | Paz, Haile youannointed x of 4 
Auſtria, Conſt ance, To thee King lohs my holy errand is : 
| ; I Pandu/ph, of faire Millane Cardinall, 
rras, 'Tistrue (faire daughter) and this bleſſed day, Aad from Pope [=nocent the Legate heere; 
Ever in Frexe ſhall be kept teſtiuall : — nt andere reno 
Toſolemnize this day the glorious ſunne = Why thou againſt the Church, our holy Mother, 
$rayes in his courſe,and playes the Alchymiſt, , * So wilfully doſt ſpurne; and force perforce 
Turning with ſplendor of tus preciouseye Keepe Stephen Langroychoſen Arſhbiſhop 
The meager cloddy earth to glirte gold ; Of Cant from that holy Sea ; 
The yearely courſe thar brings this day about, This in our foreſaid holy Fathersname 
hall never merry gpm holy day | ——_ doe demand of thee. 
onft. A wic , andnot a holy day. lobn. \W hat carthy nameto interrogatories 
ls. hath this day deſeru'd? what hath it done; Can taſt the free oY of a ſacred King ? 
Thatitin golden letters ſhould beſet Thoucanſt not (Cardinall) deviſe a name 
Among the high rides in the Kalender ? So ſlight, unworthy, and ridiculous 
Nay, rather turne this day out of the weeke, Tocharge me to an anſiver,as the yy = 
ſhisday of ſhame, ion, perjury. | Tell him this tale, and from the mouth of £»gland, 
Orif it muſt ſtand ſtill, ler wives with child Adde thus much more, that no [i«l5en Prieſt 
Pray that their burchens may not tall this day, Shall tythe or toll in our dominions : 
Leſt that their hopes prodigiouſly be croſt : But as we, under heaven, are fupreame head, 
Bat (on this day) let Sea-men feare no wracke, | So under himthar great ſupremacy 
No bargaines c that are not this .. made; Where we doe reigne, we will alone uphold 
Thisday al! things begun, come to ill end, Without th'afliſtance of a mortall had 
ya, faith it ſelte to hollow falſhood change- | Sotell the Pope; all reverence ſet apart 


Fran, By heaven Lady, you ſhall have no cauſe To him and hisuſurp'd authority. 
Tocurſe - & faire proceedings of chis day : Fran. Brother of £»gland, you blaſpheme in this. 
Have | not pawn'd to you my Majeſty ? Tobn. Though you, and all the Kings of Chriftendome 


{anft. You have beguil'd me with a counterfeit Areled fo gollcly by this medling Prieſt, 
Reſembling Majeſty, which being touch'd and tride, Dreading the curſethat money may buy out, 
Proves valucleſle : you are torſworne, forſworne, And by the merit of vilde gold, drofſe, duſt, 
You came in Armes to ſpill mine cnemies bloud, Purchaſe corrupted pardon of a man, 

But now in Armes, you {trengthen it with yours. Whoin that {ale ſelspardon from himſelfe : 
The grapling vigor, and rough frowne of Warre Though you, and all the reſt ſo groſſly led, 


lscold in amity, and painted peace, This jugling witch-craft with revenue cheriſh, 
And our oppreiſion had made up this league : YetI alone, alone doe me oppoſe | 
Arme, arme, you heavens, againit cheſe perjur'd Kings, | Againſtthe Pope, and count his friends my foes. 


A widdow cries, be ro me (heavens) Pand. ThEn by the lawfull power that I have, 
Let not the houres of this ungodly day Thou (halt ſtand curit, and excommunicate, 
Weare out the dayes in peace : but ere Sun-ſct, And bleſſed ſhall he bethatdoth revolt 

Ser armed diſcord*twixt theſe perjur'd Kings, From his Allegeancetoan heretique, 

Heare me, Oh, heare me. And meritorioas ſhall that hand be call'd, 


eAuſt, Lady Conſt ance, peace. Canonized and worſkipp'd asa Saint, 
(onſt. Warre, warre, no peace, peace isto mea warre: | Thattakes away by any ſecret courle 


O Lymoges, O Auſtria, thou doſt ſhame Thy hatcfulllife; 

Thatbloudy ſpoile:thou ſlave,thou wretch,thou coward, | Conf?. O lawful let itbe | 

Thou little valiant, great in villany, That I haverogme with Remetocurſea while, 

Thou ever vponthe ſtr fide ; Good Father Cardinall, cry thou Amen 

Thou Fortunes ton, that a never fight To my keene curſes; for without my wrong. 

But when her humourous Ladiſhip is by There is no tongue{hath power tocurſe him right. 
Toteach thee ſafety : thou art perjur'd too, Pan, There's 'awand warrant (Lady) for my curſe. 
And ſooth'ſt up greatneſſe. W hata foole art thou, Conft, And for mine too, when law cari doe no right. 
A ramping foole, to brag, and , and ſweare, Let it be lawfull, that Law barre no wrong: 
Vpon my party ; thou cold blouded ſlave, Lav cannot give my child his kingdome hecre ; 
Haſt thou nor ſpoke likethunder on my fide? For he that holds his kingdome, holds the law : 
beene (worne my ſouldier, bidding me Therefore ſince Law it ſeife is perteRt wrong, 

Vpon thy ſtarres, thy forrune, and thy Qrength, Howcan the Law forbid my tocurſc? 

And doſtthou now fall over to my foes? Pand. Philip of France, on of a cuxſe, 

Thou weare a Lyons hide? dof it ſor ſhame, Let goe the hand of that Ar bareripeny - 
— Calves skin onthe recreant limbes. And raiſe the power of Fravse upon his head, 


7, Othat aman ſhould ſpeake thoſe wordsto me. | Vnleſle he doe ſubmit himſelfe to Rome. l 
Phil, And a Calves skinon thoſe recreant limbes. fleas Loek'(tthou pale France?do not let go thy hand. 
et, Thou notfay ſo villaine for thy life, {onft. Looke tothar devill;leſt that Frawereyent, 20 


| 
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And by difoyning hands hell loſe a ſoule. 
eAuft. King Philip, liſten to the Cardinall, 
Baſt. And hanga Calves-skin on his recreantlimbes, 
Anſt, Well ruhan, I muſt pocket up theſe wrongs, 
Becauſe, 
Baſt. Your breeches beſt may carry them. 
John. Philip, what faiſt thouto the Cardinall ? 
(on, What ſhould he ſay, bur asthe Cardinall? 
Dolph. Bethinke you father ,for the difterence 
Is purchaſe of a heavy curſe from Rowe, 
Or the light loſſe of England, for a friend : 
Forgoe the eaſier. 
Hla, That isthe curſe of Rome . 
Con. O Lewic, ſtand faſt, the devilltempts thee heere 
In likenefſe of a new untrimmed Bride, ? 
Bla. The Lady Conſtance ſpeakes not from her faith, 
But from her need. 
Conft, Oh, if thou grant my need, 
Which onely lives but by the death of faith, 
That nced, muſt needs inferre this principle, 
That faith would live againe by death of need : 
O thentread downe my need, and faith mounts up, 
Keepe my necd up,and faith is trodden downe, 
Tobn. The kind is moved,and anſwers notto this. 
Cont. O be remov'd from him, and anſwer well: 
eAuſt. Doe ſo king Philip, hang no more in doubr. 
Baſt. Hang nothiog buta Calves-skin moſt ſweet lout, 
Fran, I amperplext, and know not what toſay. 
Pan. What canſtthou ſay, but will perplex thee more? 
If thou ſtand excommunicarte, and curſt ? 
Fran, Geod reverend father, make my perion yours, 
And tell me how you would beſtow your felt ? 
This royall hand, and mine are newly knit, 
And the conjunction of our inward ſoules 
Marricd in league, coupled, and link'd together 
With all religious ſtrength of ſacred vowes: 
Thelateſt breath that gave the ſound of words 
Was deepe-ſworne faith, peace, amity,true love 
Betweene our kingdomes and our royall ſelves, 
And evcnbefore thistruce, but new be 
No longer than we well could waſh our hands, 
Toclap this royall bargaine up of peace, 
Heaven knowes they were beſmear'd and over-ſtaind 
With flaughters pencill ; where revenge cid paint 
The fearefull di of incenſed kings: 
And ſhall theſe hands ſolately purg dof bloud ? 
So newly joyn'd in love ? fo ftrong in both, 
Vnyoke this ſeyſure, and this kind regreet ? 
Play faſt and looſe with faith ? ſo jeſt with heaven, 


{ Make ſuch unconſtant children of our felyes 


Asnow againe to ſnatch our palme from palme : 

Vne-ſ\ wah 4 faith 1worne, and on the marriage bed 

Ofſmiling peace to march a bloody hoaſt, 

And makea ryot onthe gentle brow | 

Oftrue ſincerity ? O holy fir 

My gms rey" - not be ſo; : 

Our 0 our grace, ordaine ,Impof -þ bl 

Z rder, ind chen-wee ſhall be bleſt 

Todoe your pleaſure, andvontinue friends. 
Pand., All forme is formeleſſe, Order orderleſſe, 


| Save whatis oppofite to love. 
Therefore to Armes, be Champion-of our Church, 
| Or let the Chiirch our mnorher breathe hee curſe, 


A mothers curſe, on her revolting ſonne. 


France, thou taaiſt hold a ſerpent by the tongue, 


4 


*] Forthat which thou haſtſworne to doc amille, 


—_—— 


| 


| 
| 


[1 doe pray to thee, thou vertuous Daxlphin, 


— 


A faſting Tyger ſafer by the tooth, 

Than kecepe in peac: that hand whichthou doſt hold, 
Fran, 1 may dilioyne my hand, but not my faith, 
Pand. So mak'ſt thou faith an enemy to taith, 

_ like a civill warre ſetſt oath to =_ 

y tongueagainſt r ue. O let thy vow 
Firſt mnnde re bt be to heaven perform'd, 
Thatis, to bethe ion of our Church, 

What ſince thou ſwor'ſt, is ſworne againkt thy ſclte, 

And may not be performed by thy ſcltc, 


Is not amiſſe wherirt is truely done : 
And being not done, where doing tendsto ill, 
The truth js then moſt done not doing it : 
The better A of pu miltoske, 
Isto miſtake againe, though indireR, 
YetiadireRtion thereby growesdircR, 
And falſchood, falſchood cures, as firc cooles fire 
Within the ſcorched veines of one new burn'd. 
It is religion that doth make vowes kept, 
But thou haſt {worne againſt religion : 
By what thou ſwear'ſt againſt the thing thou ſwear'ſt, 
And mak'ſt an oath tte ſurety for thy cruth, 
Againſt an oath the truth , thou art unſure 
To {wearc, ſwearesonely not to be for{worne, 
Elſe what a mockery ſhould it be toſweare ? 
But thou doſt ſweare, onelyto be forſworne, 
And moſt forſworne, to keepe what thou dolt ſweare, 
Therefore thy later vowes, againſt thy firſt, 
Is in thy ſelte rebelliontothy {elfe : 
And better never canſtthon make, 
by conſtant and thy nobler parts 
Againlt theſe giddy looſe ſuggeſtions : 
Vpon which z Our prairs come in 
If thou vouchlaferhem. But 1fnor, then know 
The perill of our curſeslighron thee 
So heavy, as thou ſhalt not ſhake them off 
But in deſpaire, dye under their blacke weight, 
Auſt. Rebellion, flat rebellion. 
Baſt. Wilt not be ? 
Will nota Calves-skin ſtop that mouth of thine ? 
Daxl, Father,to Armes. | 
Blanch. Vpon thy ing day ? 
Againſt the bloodthat thou halt married ? 
What, ſhall our feaſt be kept with Nlaugbtered men: 
Shall braying trumpets,and loud churlith drums 
Clamors of hell, be meaſures to our pompe ? 
O husband heare me : aye, alacke, how new 
Is husband in my mouth ? even for that nance 
Whichrtill this time my rongue did neere pronounce ; 
Vpon my kneel beg, goenot to Armgs 
Againſt mine Vncle, 
Conſt. O, upon my knee made hard with kneeling, 


Alter not the doome fore-thought by heaven. 

Zlan. Now ſhall I ſeethy love, what motive may 
Be ſtronger withthee, thanthe name of wife ? 

Conſt. That which h him, thatthce upholds, 
His bonor, Oh thine honor, Lews thine honor. 

Dolph, 1 muſe your Majeſty doth ſeeme fo ccld, 
When ſuch protoandrefpeRts doe pull you on ? 


Pard. I will denounce g curſe upon his head. 
Fra,T hou ſhalenot England,1 will fall tromther- | 
Conſt, O faire returne of baniſh'd Majeſty. | 
flea. O toule revolt of French inconftarcy. | 


Eng. France,thcu ſhalt rac this hoare within this = | 


T be Life and Death of King lohn, 
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Baſ.Old Time the c'ocke ſetter,that bald ſexron Time: 
Is it as he will? well chen, Fraxce ſhall rue. 
Bla. The Sun's orecalt with bloud : faire day adicu, 
Which is the ſide that I muſt goe withall ? 
lam with both, each Army hath a hand, 
Andintheir rage, I having hold of both, 
whurlc a-ſunder, and diſmember me. 
nd, 1 cannot pray that thou mailt winne ; 
Yncle, I needs mult pray that thou maiit loſe : 
Fathcr, I may not wiſh the fortune thine ; 
Grandam ,I will not with thy withesthrive : 
Who ever winnes, on that {ide thall I loſe ; 
Aſured loſſe, before the match be plaid, 
Doh. Lady, with me, with me thy fortune lies, 
Bla. There where my tortune lives, there my life dies, 
lem. Coſen, goe draw our puiſance together, 
France, lam burn'd up wich inflaming wrath, 
Arage, whoſe heat hath this condition; 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 
The blood and deereſt valucd bloud of Praxce, 
Fran. Thy rage ſhall burne thee _ thou ſhalt turne 
Toaſhes, cre our blood ſhall quench that fire : 
Looke tothy ſelfe, thou art in jeopardy. 
lobs. No morc then he that threats. To Armslc'ts hie. 
Exact. 


— —— — 


Scena Secunda. 


eAllarwns, Excurſion: ; Enter Baſtard with Auſtria's 
bead. 


Baſt. Now by my life, this day grows wondrous hot, 
Some ayery devil hovers i” the skie, 
And pour's downe milchicte. Aufri«s head ly there, 

Onter lobe, Arthar, Hubert. 

While Philip breathes, 

lobs. Hubert, kcepe this boy: hilip make op, 
My Mother 15 aſſailed inour Tent, 
And tane I feare. 

Baft, My Lord I refcued her. 
Her Highneſſe is in ſafety, feare you not : 
But on my Leige, for very little paines 
Willbring this labour toan happy end, 


Alarums, excurſions, Retreat, Enter Tobn, Eleanor, Arther , 
Baſtard, Hubert, Lords, 


lobn, So ſhallit be : your grace ſhall ſtay behind 
$0 ſtrongly guzrded : Coſen, looke not fad, 
Tty Grandame lov%s thee;and thy Vakle will 
Asdeere be to thee, as thy father was. 
Arth. O this will make my mother dic with gricfe. 
loha. Coſen away for £»gland, baſte before, 
Andere our comming fee thou ſhake the bags 
Of hoording Abbots, impriſoned angels 
Stat liberty : the fat ribs of 
Muſt by the now be fed upon : 
Vic ourcommiltion in his utmoſt force. 
B:ft. Bell, Booke,and Candle, ſhall not drive me backe, 
When gald and filver becks me to come on. 
| leave your highneſſe : Grandame, 1 will pray 
(ifever I remember to be holy) 
For your faire ſafery : ſo 1 kifle your hand. 
Ce. Farewellgentlc Coſen, 


Exit. 


ken. Coz, farewell. | 
Ele. Come hether little kinſman, harke,a word, 
Tobn, Come hcther Hubert. O my gentic Hubert, 
We owe thee much : withinthis wall of fleſh 
There is a foulc countsthee her Creditor, 
Ang with advantage meanes to pay thy love ; 
And my good ftricnd, thy voluntary oath 
Lives 1n this boſomne, derrely cheriſhed. 
Give methy hand, I had a thing to fay, 
Bar I will fit it with ſome berter tune. 
By heaven Huber:, I amalmoſt aſham'd 
To fay what good reſpet I have of thee. 
Hub. I am much bounden to your Majeſty. 
lobn, Good tricnd, thou haſt no cauſe ro lay ſo yet, 
But thou ſhalt have: and creepe time neere ſo flow, 
Yetit ſhall come, for me to doe thee good. 
I had athingtoſay, butler it goe : 
The Sunne 1s in the heaven, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleaſures ofthe world, 
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawdes. 
Togive me audicnce ; if the midnight bell 
Did with bis iron tongue, and brazen mouth 
Sound on into the drowzy race ot night ; 
It this ſame were a Church-yard where we ſtand, 
And thou poſſeficd with a thouſand wrongs : 
Or if that ſurly ſpirit melancholy 
Had bak'd thy bloud, and made it heavy, thicke, 
Whichelle runnes tickling up and downe the vemes, 
Making that idiot laughter keepe mens eyes, 
And ſtraine their check esto idle merriment, 
A paſſion hatctull ro my es: 
Or if that thou could(i ſee me without eyes, 
—_—_ without —_ cares, and make reply 
Withouta tongue, conceit alone, 
Without eyes, cares, and harmefull ſound of words ; 
Then, in deſpight of brooded watchfull day , 
I would into thy boſome poure my thoughts ; 
But (ab) 1 will nor, yet I love thee well, 
And by my troth I thinke thou low'lt we well. 
Hind. So we'l, that what you bid me underrake, 
Though that my death were adjuntro my AR, ' 
By heaven 1 would doc it, © 
lobn, Doc not I know thou wouldſt ? 
Good Haberr, Hubert, Hubert,throw thine eye 
On yon young boy : le tell thee what my friend, 
He isa very ſc in my way, - 
And on fret foot of mine doth tread, 
He lyes before me : doſt thou underſtand me ? 
Thou art his keeper. 
Hub. And ile keepe himfo, - 
Thar he ſhall not offend your Majeſty; 
Jobm: Deach. 
Hub, My Lord. 
Tobn, A Grave, 
Hub, He (hall not live. 
Iobn. Enough. | 
I could be marry now, Hwbert, I love thee. 
Wcl/, le not ſay what I intend for thee - 
Remember : Madam, fare you well. 
Ile ſend thoſe powers o're ro your Majeſty. 
Ele. My blefling goe with thee. 
John, For Exg/anaColen,goe. 
Humbert (hall be y our man, attend on you 
With all true duccy : or toward Cafice, hoas 
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| And thouſhalt be Cananiz'd (Cardinall) 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter Prance, Dolphin, Pandupho, Attendants. 


Fra. Soby a roaring Tempeſt on the flood, 
A whole Armado of convicted faile 
Is ſcattered and diſioyned from feliowſhip. 

Pand. Courage and comfort, all ſhall y et goe well. 

Fran, W hat can goe well, when we have runae ſo ill? 
Are wenot beaten e Is not Angiers loſt ? 
cirthar cane priſoner? divers dc cre friends (laine ? 
And bloudy England into Exg and gone, 

Orc-bearing interruption ſpight of France ? 

Dol. What he hath won, that bath he fortified ; 
So hot aſpecd, withſuch advice difpoſ'd, 

Such temperate order in ſo fierce a cauſe, 
Doth want example : who hath read, or heard 
Of any kindred-aQion like to this ? 

Fran, Well conld I beare that E-g/andhad this prailc, | 

So wecon!ld finde ſome patterne of our ſhame. 
Enter ( onftaxce. 

Looke who comes here? a grave untoaſoule, 
Holding th'cternall fpirit againſt her will, 
In the vilde priſon of afflicted breath z 
I prethee Lady goe away with me. "7 

{onft. Lo,now:now ſcethe iſſue of your peaces 

Fran, Patience good Lady, comfort gentle Conſtance, 

Conf, No, | dchie all counfell , aliredreſle, 

But that which ends all counſeil, true redreſle ; 
Death, death, O amiable, lovely death, 

Thou odcorifcrous ſtench : ſound rottenneſle, 
Ariſe forth from the couch of laſting night, 

Thou hatcand terror toproſperity, 

And I will kilſe thy deteſtable bones. 

And put my eyeballs in thy vaulty browes, 

And ring theſe fingers withthy houſhald wormes, 
And Rop rhis gap of breath with fulſowe dult, 
And be a Carrion Monſter like thy felte ; 

Cone, grin on me, and I willthinke thou ſmil'ſt, 
And buſle thee as thy wife: Miſcrics loye, 
Ocome tome. 7 

Fran. O faire affliion, peace. 

Con#?. No, no, I will got, having breath to cry ; 
O that my tongue wetein the thunders mouth, 
Then with a pation I would ſhake the world, 

And rowze from flcepe that fell Anatomy 
Which cannot heare a Ladies feeble yoyce, 
Which ſcorncsa mode invocation, * 
Pard. Lady, you utter madneſle, and not ſorrows 
Cenſt. Thouart holy to belye me lo, . 
I am not mad ; this haireI teare is mine, _ 
My name 15 (onftance, I was Geſſrees wife, 
Yong Arthur is my ſonne, and he is loſt ; 
I am not mad, I would $oſheaven T vere, 
For then'tis1 ike I ſhquld forget my ſclte : 
©, if I could, what gritfe ſhould 1 forget ? 
Preach ſome Plilolophy:to make me mad, 
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For, being not mad, but ſenfible of greefe, 
My reaſanable partproduces reaſon 

How I may bedelive:'dot theſe woes, * 
And teaches me to kill or hang my {clfe ; 
If I weremad, I ſhould forget my ſoanc, 


Or madly thinke a babe of clowts were hc ; 
lam not mad : too well,too we 111 feele 
The different piague oteach calamity. 

Fren. Bind up thoſe trefes : O what love I note 
In the fairemulticude of thoſe ber haires ; 
Where but by chaace a ſilver drop hath falne, 
Evep to that dropten thouſand wiery fhends 
Doe glew themſclves infociable gricte, 

Like true, inſ{ e, faithfull lovcs, 
Sticking together incalamity. 

Conft. To England, if you will. 

Fran. Bind up your haires, 

Conſt. Yesthat I will : and wherefore will I doit? 
I tore them from their bonds, and cride aloud, 

O, that theſe hands could ſoredeeme my ſonne, 

As they have given theſe hayrestheir liberty ; 

But now I enyy attheir liberty, 

And willagaine committhem to their bonds, 

Becauſe my poore child isapriſoner. 

And tather Cardinall, I have heard you ſay 

That we ſhall ſee and know our friends in heaven ; 

If that be true, I ſhall ſcemy boy againe : 

For ſince the birth of (ane, the firſt male-child 

To him that did bur yeſterday ſuſpire, 

There was not fuch a _m_ creature borne z; 

But now wall Canker-forrow cate my bud, 

And chaſe the narive beauty from his cheeke, 

—_— will looke as holiow as -_— 

Asdim and m asan Agues fit, 

And ſo hee*ll "+ and riſing ſoagaine, 

W hen I ſhall meer him inthe Court of heaven 

I ſhall not know him : therefore never, never 

Muſt I behold my pretty Arthwr more. 
Pand. You hold too heynous a reſpeR of greefe, 
Conft, He talkesre me, thatnever had a ſonne, 
Fraz. Youare as fond of greete, as of your child 

(onft. Greefe fils the roome up of my abſent chuld: 
Lyesin his bed, walkes up anddowne with me, 

Puts on his pretty lookes, repeates his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 
Stuffes out his vacant ents with his forme ; 
Then, have Ircaſon obe fond of gricfe? 
Fare you well ; had you ſuch a loſlc as I, 
I could give better comfort than you doe. 
I will not keepe this forme upon my head, 
W hen there is ſuch diſorder in my wit: 
O Lord, my boy, my e-rthwr, my faire ſonne, 
My lite, my joy, my food, my all the world : | 
My widow-comfort, and my ſorrowes cure. Ext, 
Fran. I feare ſome ,and ile fodow her. &x%. 
Dol. There's nothing in this world can make me Joj- 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told taic, 
Vexing the dull care of a drowhie man ; 
And bitter fhame hath ſpoyl'd the ſweet words taſte, 
That it ycelds nought but and birterneſle, 
Panda. Before thecuring of a diſcaſc, 
Even in the inſtantof repaire and health, 
The fitis ſtrongeſt ; evils that take Icave 
On their departure, moſt of all ſhew evill ; 
What have youloſt byl of this day? 

Del. All dayes of glory, joy, and happincſſe. 

Pand, If you ha&won it, certainely you had. 

No, no : when Fortutie meanesto men molt good, 

Shee lookes upon them witha threatning eye : 

'Tis ſtrange to thinke how much King eb» hath loſt 
'0nne 3 

In this which he accounts fo clearely -w an 
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a, | es griev'd that eArtbar 1s his priſoner - 
"Dal. As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 
Pand. Your mind isallas youthtull as your blood- 
Now heare me {peake with a propheticke ſpirit ; 
For cven the breath of what I meaneto ſpeake, 
Shall blow each daſt, cach ſtraw, cach little rub 


| Our of the path which ſhall direRly leade 


ſhy foote to Engleands Throne. And therefore marke ; 
[obs hath {c1z'd Arthur, and it cannot be, 
That whiles warme life playes in that infants veines, 
The miſ-plac'd-/obs ſhouid cntertaine an houre, 
One minute, nay one quiet breath of reſt. 
A Scepter ſrarch'd with an unruly hand, 
Muſt bc a5 boyſterouſly maintain'd as gain'd, 
And he that ſtands upona ſlipp'ry place, 
Makes nice of ao vilde hold to ſtay him up : 
That /obn may ſtand, then eFrtbar needs muſt fall, 
Sobe it, for it cannot be but ſo, 
Dol. But what ſhall I gaine by yong eArrhers fall ? 
Paxd. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wite, 
May then make all the claime that s/Frthar did. 
Dol+ And loſe it, life and ail ,as «Arthar did. 
P11d, How greene you are,and freſh in this old world? 
lobn layes you plots: the times conſpire with you, 
For he tha: [teepes his ſafety in true blood, 
Shall find but bloody ſafety, and untrue. 
This AR ſoevilly borne ſhall coole the hearrs 
Of all his people, and freeze up their zeale, 
That none fo tmallady ſhall ſtep forth 
Tochecke his reigne, but hey will cheriſh it. 
Nonaturall exhalation inthe skie, 
No ſcope of Nature, no diſtemper'd day, 
Nocommon wind , no cuſtomed event, 
Bat they will plucke away his naturall cauſe, 
And call them Meteors, prodigics, and ſignes, 
Abdortives, preſages, and tongues of heaven, 
Plainely denouncing vengeance upon John. 
Dol. May be he will not touch yong Archurrlite, 
But hold humſcite fafe in his priſonmene. 
Paved, OSir, when he ſhall heare of your approach, 
If chat yong «Arvhbur be not gore already, 
Even at that newes hedies : and thenthe hearts 
Ot all his people ſhall revolt from him, 
And kifſe the lippes of unacquanted change, 
And picke firong matter of revolt, and wrath 
Out of the bloody fingers ends of /obn; 
Me thinkes I ſee this harley all on foot ; 
And O, what berter matter breeds for you, 
Than I havenam'd, The baſtard Falconbredge 
[sn0w in England ranſacking the Church, 
Oftcnding Charity : If but a |" French 
Were chere in Armes, they would be as a Call 
To traineten thouſand Engliſh totheir ſide ; 
Or as a lictle ſnow,tumbled about, 
Anon becomes a Mountaine, O noble Dolphine, 
Go with ine to the King,” tis wonderfull, 
What may be wrought out of their diſcontent, 
Now that their foules are topfull of offence, 
For Eng'and gozI will whet on the King. 
Dol. Strong reaſons makes ſtrong actions : let us go, 
It you fay I,the King will notfay no. £xexng. 
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eAtus Quintus, Scana Prima, 
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Enter Hubert and E xecutioners. 

Hub. Heate me theſe Irons hot, and looke thou ſtand 
Within the Arras : when Iitrike my foor - 
Vpon the bolome of the ground, ruth forth 
And binde the boy, which you ſhall finde with me 
Faſt ro the chaire : be heedtull : hence and watch. 

Exec, 1 your warrant will beare out the deed. 

Hub. Vnclcanly fcruples feare not you : looke ro0't- 
Yong Lad come torth ; I have to fay with you. 

Emer « Arthur, 

er Good morrow Haberr. 

Hub. Good morrow Intle Prince. 

Ar. As little Prince, having fo great a Title 
To be more Prince, as may be : you are ſad. 

Hmwb. Indeed I have beene merrier. 
Art. "Mercic on me : 
Me thinkes no body ſhould be fad bur I : 
YetI remember, when I was in Fance, 
Yong Gentlemen would be as fad as night 
Oncly for wantonnefſe: by my Chriſtendome, 
Sol were out of priſon,and kept Sheepe 
I ſhould be as as merrie as the day is long : 
And fo I would be heere, but that I doubt 
My Vnckle praiſes more harme to me ; 
He isaffraid of me, and I of him : 
Is it my faulr, that I was Geffrezesſonne ? 
No indeed it's not : and 1 would to heaven 
I were your ſonne, ſo you would love me, Hubert : 

Heb. It I talke to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercic, which lics dead ; | 
Theretore I will bo ſodaine,and diſpatch. 

Ar. Arc you ſicke Hubert? you looke pale to day, 
Inſooth I would you were a little ficke. 

That I might fit all night, and watch with you. 
I warrant | love you more than you do me. 

Hub. His words do take poſſeſſion of my boſome. 
Reade here yong Artbur. How now fooliſh rheume? 
Turning di{pirious torture out of doore ? 

I muſt be breefe, leaſt refolution ws | 
Our at mine eyes, in tender womanith teares. 
Can you not reade it? Is ienor faire writ ? 
Ar. Too fairely Hubevrt,tor fo toule effet, 
Mult you with hot Irons, burne out both mine eyes? 

Hwb. Yong Boy, I mult. 

Art. And wall you? 

Hub. And 1 will, 

Art. Have you the heart? When your head did bug 

ake, 
I Knit my hand-kercher abour your browes 
(The bett 1 had,a Princeſſe wrought itme) 
And I did never aske it you againe : 
And with my hand,at midnight held your head ; 
And like the watchfull minutes,tothe houre, 
Stilland anon cheer'd up the heavy time; 
Saying, what lacke you? and wherelies your greefe ? 
Or what good love may I pertorme tor you? 
Many a poore mans ſonne would haue lyen ſtill, 
And ne're have ſpokea loving word to you : 
But you,at your ficke ſervice hada Prince : 
Nay, you may thinke my love was crattie love, 
Andcall it cunning. Do,and - you will, _ 
| 
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If heaven bepleaſ'd that you muſt uſe me ill, 
Why then you muſt. Will you put out minc eyes? 
Theſe eyes, that never did ,nor never 
So much asfrowne on you. 
Hob, 1 have ſworneto doe it : | 
And with hot Irons muſt I barne them out. ; 
er, Ah, none but in this Iron would dec it : 
The Iron of it ſelfe, though heate red hot, 
Approaching neere theſe eyes, would drinke my teares, 
And quench this fiery indignation, 
Even inthe matter of mine innocence ; 
Nay, after that ,conſume away in ruſt, 
But for containing fireto harme mine eye : 
Are you more ſtubborne hard, than hammer'd Iron ? 
And it an Angell ſhould have come to me, 
And told me Hwbert ſhould put out qunceyes, 
I would not have belcev'd him : no but Hubertr. 
Hub, Come forth: Doe as I bid you 
«Ar. O ſave me Hwbert, ſayc me : my cyecs arc out 
Even with the fierce lookes of theſe bloody men. 
Hub. Give me the Iron I ſay, and bind him heere, 
Art. Alas, what need you beſo boiltrous rough ? 
I will not ſtruggle, | will ſtand ſtone ſtill : 
For heaven ſake Hubert let me not be bound : 
Nay heare me Hubert drive theſe men away, 
And I will fit as quiet asa Lamb. 
I willnot ſtirre, nor wince, nor ſpeakea word, 
Nor looke upon the Iron angerly z 
Thruſt but theſe men away, and Ile forgive you, 
Whatever torment you doe put me to00» | 
Hub. Goe ſtand within: let me alone with him.” 
Exec, I am beſt pleaſ'd tobe from ſuchadeed. 
Art. Alas, I then have chidaway my friend, 
He hatha ſterne looke, bur a gentle heart : 
Let him come backe, that his compaſſion may 
Give life to yours. . 
Hub, Come (Boy )prepare your ſelfe, 
eArt. Is there no remedy ? 
Hwb. None, but to loſe your eyes. : 
Art. O heaven : that there were but a moth in yours, 
A graine,aduſt, a gnat, a _— haire, 
Any annoyance in that precious ſenſe ; 
Then feeling what things are boyſterous there 
Your vilde intent muſt needs ſeeme horrible. 
Hub. Is this your promiſe? Go too, hold your tongue. 
Art. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues, 
Muſt needs want pleading for a paire of eyes : 
Let me not hold my tongue : let me not Haberr, 
Or Habert,if you will cut eut my tongue, 
So I may keepe mine eyes. O ſpare mane eyes, 
Though tono uſe, but {till tolooke on you. 
Loe, by my troth, the inftrument is cold, 
And would not harme me. 
Hub, 1 can heate it, boy. ; 
Art, No, in good foorh : the fire is dead with gricte, 
Being create for comfort, to beuſ'd 
In undelerved extreames : See elſe your ſelfe, 
There is no malice in this burning cole, 
The breath of heaven, hath blowne his ſpirit out, 
And ſtrew'd aſhes on his head. 
Finb. Bat with my breath I can reyiue it Boy. 
Art. And it you doe, you will but make itbluſh, 
And glow with ſhame of your proceedings, Hubert ; 
Nay, it perchance will ſparkle in your eyes: 
And, |ike a dogge that is compell'd to fight, 
Snatch at his Maſter that doth tarre him on; 
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All things that you ſhould uſe to doe me wrong 
Deny their : onely you doe lacke 
That mercy, which fierce fire, and Iron extends, 
Creatures of note for mercy, lacking uſes. 

Hwub. Well, ſee to live: I will not touch thine eye, 
Forall the Treaſure that thine Ynckle owes, 
Yetam I ſworne, and I did purpoſe, Boy, 
With this ſame very Iron, to burne them out: 

Art. Onow you lookelike Hubert, All this while 
You were diſguiſ'd. : 

Hub. Peace : no more« Adieu, 
Your Vnckle muſt not know but you are dead, 
lle fill theſe Spies with falſe reports :' 


1 And, pretty chuld, ſicepe doubtleſle, and ſecure, 


That Huber: for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee. 
Art. O heaven ! I thanke you Hubert. | 
« Hub. Silence, no more : goe cloſely in with me. 
Much danger doe 1 undergoe tor thee. Exenm, 


Scena Secunda. 


— 


Enter John, Pembroke, Salubwry, and ether lords. 

Job. Heere once againe we fit : once againſt crown'd 
And look'd upon, I bope, with chearefull cyes. 

Pem. This once againe (but that your highneſſe plcaſ d) 
Was once ſuperfluous ; you were Crown'd before, 
And that tugh Royalty was ne're pluck'd off: 

The faiths of men,ne're ſtained with revolt : 
Freſh expectation troubled not the Land 
With any long d-for-c or better State, 

Sal. 1hercfore, to be poſlefl'd with double pompe, 

To guard a Title, that was rich before ; 

Toglild refined gold, to paint the Lilly ; 

To throw a pertume onthe Violer, 

To ſmooth the yce, or addeanother hew 
Vntothe Raine-bow ; or with Taper-light 
Toſecke thc beauteous eye of heaven to garniſh, 
Is waſtefull, and ridiculous exceſle. 

Pem, But that your Royall pleaſure muſt be done, 
This ate is as an ancient tale new told, 

And, 1n the laſt repeating, troubleſome, 
Being urged ata time unſeaſonable. 

$4. In this the Anticke, and well noted face 
Of plaine old forme, ismuchdi d, 

And like a ſhifted winde untoa faile, 

It makesthe courſe of thoughts to fetch rbout, 

Startles, and frights confideration ; 

Makes ſound opinion ficke, and truth ſuſpeRed, 

For putting on ſonew a faſhion'd robe. 

Pem, When workemen ſtrive to doe better than wel, 

doe confound their skill in covetouſneſle, 

And oftentimes excuſing gf a fault, 

Doth make the faultthe worſe by th'excuſe : 

As —_ ſcrupona little breach, 

Dilcredite more in hiding of the fault, 

Than didthe fault before it wasſo patch'd, 

Sal. TothiscffcR, before you were new crown'd 
We breath'd our Councell : but itplca('d your hig 
To over-beare it , and weareall well d, 

Since all, and every part of what we would _ 
Doth make a ſtand, at whar your highneſſe will, 
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[oh. Some reaſons | —_—— on_ 
[ have polſeſt yob wit thinke them ſtrong. 
And —— ſtrong, then 'eſſe is my feate 
[ ſhall induce you with : Mcane time, but aske 
What nw have w—— is not well, 
And well (hall you perceive, willingly 
[ will both heare, and grant you your requeſts: 

Pem. Then 1, as one thatam the tongue of theſe 
To ſound the purpoſes of alltheir hearts, 
Boch tor my ſelfe, and them : but chiete of all 
Your ſatety : for the which, my ſelfe and them 
Bend their beſt ſtudies, hearrily {t 
Th'infranchiſement of Cr a reſtraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of diſcontent 
Tobreake into this dangerous argument. 
If what in reſt you have, in right you hold, 
Why then your feares, which(as they ſay)attend 
The {tcppes of wrong, ſhould move you romew up 
Your tender kinſman, and to —_— his ye, 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his yout 
The rich advantage of good m—_ , \ 
That the times enemies may not have this 
Tograce occaſions : let it be our ſuite, 
That you have bid usaske his liberty, 
Which for our goods, we doe no further aske, 
Than, whereupun our weale on you depending, 
Counts 1t your weale : he have his liberty. 

Emer Hnbert. 

lbs. Let it be fo : 1doe commit his youth 
To your dire&tion : Hubert, what newes with you ? 

Pers. This is the man ſhould doe the bloody deed : 
He ſhew'd his warrant to a friend of mine, 
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Thei of a wicked heynous fault 
Livesin his eye : that cloſe aſpeR of his, 
Doe ſhew the mood of a much troubled breaſt, 
And 1 doe fearetully beleeve 'ris done, 
What we ſofear'd he had achargeto doe, 
Sal. The colour of the King doth come, and goe, | 


"3 tn. 


poſe and his conſcience, 
Like Heralds 'twixt two dreadfull battailes ſet : 
Hispailion ts ſo ripe, it needs muſt breake. 
Pem. And when it breakes, I feare will iſſue thence 
The foule corruption of a ſiweetchilds death. 
lohn, We cannot hold mortalitics ſtrong hand. 
Good lords, although my willto give, is living, 
The ſuite which you demand is gone, and dead. 
Hetels us Arthur is deceal'd to night, 
Sal, Indeed we fear'd his ficknefſe was paſt cures 
Pem. Indeed we heard how neere his death he was, 
Before the child himfelfe felt he was ſicke ; 
This muſt be anfwer'd cither heere, or hence. 
lobn, Why doe you bend ſuch ſolemne browes on me ? 
Thinke youl bearethe Sheeres of defliny ? 
Have I commandement on the pulſe of life ? 
Sal, It isapparant foulc-play,and 'tis ſhame 
Thatgreatneſſe ſhould ſogroflely offer it ; 
Sothriveit in your game, and ſo farewell. 
Pem, Stay yet (lord Salibwry) Ie goe with thee, 
And find th'1nheritance of this poore child, 
His little kingdome of a torccd grave. 
That blood which ow'd the bredth of all this Ile, 
Three footof it doth hold ; bad world the while : 
This muſt not be thus borne, this will breake out 
Toall our ſorrowes,and ere long 1 doubt. Exenm. 


Hobs, They burne inindi ation : 1 repent : Exier Me. 
There is no ture foundation {cr on bloat ; v 
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No certaine life atchien'd by others death : 
A fearctull eyethou haſt, Where is that blood, 
That I have tcene inbabite inthoſe cheekes? 

So foule a skie, clecres not without a ſtorme, 
Poure downe thy weather : how goesallin Frence? 
Hef. From Fraxceto England, never ſuch a powre 

For any forraigne preparation, 

Was levied in the body of a land. 

The Copy of your ſpecd islearn'd by them : 
For when you ſhould betold they doe prepare, 
The tyditigs comes, that they are all arriu'd. 

Is. Oh where hath our intelligence becne drunke ? 
Where hath ir flept ? Where is my Mothers care ? 
That fuch an Army could be drawen in France, 

And the not heare of it ? 

Aeſ. My Leige, her care 
Is (topt with dult : the firlt of Apill di'de 
Your noble mother ;and as I heaxe, my lord, 

"The Lady Conftance ina frenize di'de 
Three dayes before : but this from Rumors tongue 
I idely heard : if true, or falſe I know not. 

lobs, Withhold thy ſpeed, dreadfull occaſion : 
O make alcague with me,'till 1 have pleaſ'd 
My diſcontented Peeres. What ? M dead ? 
How wildely then walkes my Eſtate in France? o 
Vnder whole conduc came thoſe powers of Frexce, 
Thatthou for truth giv'ſt ous are landed heere ? 

Me. Vnder the Dolphin. 

Emer Baitard, and Peter of Pomfret, 
Tobn, Thou haſt made me giddy 
Withtheſcill tydings : Now 2 Whatſayes the world, 
To your proceedings ? Doe not ſceke to ſtufte 
My head with more ili newes : for it isfull. 

Baft. Butif you beafeard to heare the worlt, 
Then let the worſt unheard, fall on your head. 

Jobs. Beare with me Colen, for I was amaz'd 
Vnderthe tide ; butnow I breath againe 
Aloft the flood, and can give audience 
To any tongue; ſpeake it of what it will, 

Bait. How | have} rn the Clergy men, 
Theſugunes I have col ſha —_—_ 

But as I travail'd hither through the land, 

I find the ſtrangely fantaſicd, 

Poſſeſt with rutnors, full of idle dreames, 

Not knowing what they feare, but full of feare, 
And here*sa Prophet that I brought with me 
From forth the ſtreets of Pomyfrer, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heeles : 
To whom he ſung in rude harſh ſounding times, 
That erethe next Aſcenſionday at noone, 

Your highneſſe ſhould deliver ap your Crowne 

Joh. Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didſt thouſo ? 

Pet, Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out ſo. 

Toh. Hubert, away with him : impriſon him, | 
And on that day at noone, whereon he ayes 
I ſhall yeeld up my Crowne, let him be hang'd. 
Deliver himto ſafety, and returne, 

For I muſt uſe thee. O my gentle Coſen, 
Hear'ſt thou the newes abroad, who are arriu'd? _ 

Baft.The French (my 101d) mens mouths are ful ofit: 
Beſides I met lord Bigor, and lord Salubury 
Witheycsas red as new enkindled fire, 

Andothers more, going to ſeeke the grave 
Of eArthar, whom they ſay is kill'd to night, on your 
lobm. Gentle kinſ{man, go: 
And thruſt thy felfe intot - Companies, ' 
2 


(tuggeſtion. | 
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I bavea way to winne their loves agalne ; 
Bring them before me. 
Batt, I will ſecke them out. ; 
John. Nay, but make haſte ; the better toot before, 

O, let me have no ſubjeRts enemies, 

W kcn adverſe Forreyners affright my Townes 

With dreadfull pompe of ſtout invaliun. 

Be Mercury, ſer fcathers tothy heeles, 

And flye (like thought) from them, ro me againe. 
Baſt. The ſpirit of the time ſhall teach me ſpeed. Ext. 
Tobn, Spoke like a ſprightfull Noble Gentlemane 

Gox after him : for he perhaps ſhall need 

Some Meſſenger betwixt me, and the Peers, 

And be thou he. : 

Meſ. With all my heart, my Licge. 
[obn. My mother dead ? 
Enter Hubert, 
Hub. My lord, they ſay five Moones were ſcene to 

Foure fixe1, and rhe fift did whirle about 

The other foure, in wondrous motion. 
lehbn, Five Moones ? , 

Hub, Old men, and —_ in the ſtrects 

Doe propheſic upon it dangeroully ; 

Your Satire death is common in their mouths, 

And when they talke of him, they ſhake their hcads, 

And whiſper one another inthe care. 

And he thar ſpeakes, doth gripethe hearers wriſt, 

Whilſt he that heares, makes fearefull action | 

With-wrinkled browes, withnods, with rolling cyCs» 

I fawa Smith ſtand with his hammer (thus) 

The whilſt his Iron did on the Anvile coole, 

With open mouth ſwallowing a Taylors newes, 

Who with his Shcerecs, and Mcaſure in his hand, 

Standing on Clippers, which his nimble haſte 

Had falſcly thruit upon contrary teete, 

Told ofa many thouſand warlike French, 

That were embattailed, and rank'd in Kent. 

Another leance, unwaſh'd Artificer, 

Cuts off histale, and talkes of Arrhwrs death. 

Toh. Why ſeek'ſt thouto poſſeſle me with theſe feares? 

Why urgelt thon ſo oft yong Artiwrs death ? 

Thy hand hath aurdred him : 1 had a mighty cauſe 

To wiſh himdead, butthou hadſt none to kill lum. 
H.No had (my lord?) why, did = not provoke me ? 
lohs. It is thecurſe of Kings, to be attended 

By ſlaves, that take their humors tor a warrant, 

To breake the bloody houte of lite, 

And on the winking of Authority 

To underſtand a Law ; to know the meaning 

Of dangerous Majclty, when perchance it ftrownes 

hn advil'd reſpec. 
Hub. Heere is your hand and Sealc for what I did. 
Tob, Ob,when the laſt accompt twixt heaven and carth 

Is tobe made,then ſhall this hand and Scale 

Witrneſſc againſt usto damnation. 

How oft the ſight of meanestodoe ill deeds, 

Makedceds ill done? Had'ſtnotthou becne by, 

A fellow by the hand of Nature mark'd, 

Quoted, and ſign'd to doea deed of ſhame, 

This murther had not come into my mind. 

But taking note of thy abhorr'd AſpeR, 

Finding thee fit for bloody villany : 

Apt, liable to be employ'd i , 

sdcath ; 


I faintly broke with thee of Art 
Madcit no conſcience to deſtroy a Prince. 


And thou, to be cndeered to a King, 


(wght: 


—— 


—_—— 


— 


Fab. Mylord, 

lob. Had'itthou but ſhooke thy head,or made a pauſe 
WhenI ſpake darkely, what I purpoſed : 

Orturn'd an eye of doubtupon my face ; 
As bid metell my tale inexpreſſe words : 
Dceepe ſhame had truck me dumbe, made me breake of | 
And thoſe thy feares, might have wrought fearcs in me, | 
Bur, thou didſt undcritand me by my l1gnes, 
And didft in ſignes againe parley with ſnne, 
Yea, without itop, didſtlet thy heart conſent, 
And conſequently, thyrude hand to ate 
The deed, which both our tongues held vild to name 
Our of my ſight, and never ſeeme more : 
My Nobles lcave me,and my Statc is braved, 
Evenat my gates, with rankes of forraigne powres ; 
Nay, in the body ofthis fieſhly Land, | 
This kingdome, this Confine of blood, and breathe 
Hoſtuity, and civill tumult reignes 
Betweene my conicicnce, and my Coins death, 
Hub. Arme you againſt yourother cnemics; 
Ile make a peace betweene your ſoule, and you, 
Yong Arther is alive : This hand of mine 
Is yct a maiden, and an innocent hand, 
Not painted wi:h the Crimſon ſpots of blood: 
Within this boſome, neverentred yet 
The dreadtull motion ofa murderous th ought, 
And you have ſlander'd Nature inwy forme, 
Whach howſoever rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the cover of a fayrer mind, 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

Tohn. Doth Arthwrlive? O haſt thee to the Peeres, 
Throw this report ontheir incenſcd rage, 
And make them tame to their obedience. 
Forgivethe Commentthat my paſſion made 
Vpon thy feature, for my rage was blind, 
And foule immaginary eyes of blood 
Preſented thee more hiceous thanthou art. 
Oh, anſwer not ; butto my Cloſlet bring, 
The aogry Lords, with all expcdient hatt, 

I conjure thee but flowly : wn more taſt. 


Scana Tertia, 


Enter Arthnr on the walles. 

Art. The wall is high, and yet will I leape doywne. 
Good ground be pititull, and burt me not ; 
There's tew or none doe know me, it ther 
This St1p-boyes ſemblance hath difpuil'd 
I am atraide, and yet Ile venture it, 
If I gerdowne, and doe not breake my limbes, 
le tind a thouſand ſhifts toget away ; 
As good to dyc, and goe ; as dyc, and ſtay, 
Oh me, my Vnckles {piritis intheſe ſtones, 
Heaventabe my ſoule, and England kecpe my bones, Dit! 


did, 
me quite, 


Enter Pembrooke and Salubury , and Bugot. 

Sal. Lords, I will meet him ar Saint Edmond:bury, 
It is our ſatcty, and we muſt embrace 
T his gentle ofter of the perilloustime. 

Pem. Who brought that Letter from the Cardinall? 

Sal. The Count Meloone, a Noble lord of Fraxce, 
Whoſe private with me of the Do{phines love, 
Is much more generall, thanthelſc lines import. 


Bugve. 


—  - 


0 


T he Life and Death of King lohn. 17 


_— 


Big. To morrow morning let us meete him then, 
Sal. Or rather then (et tor ward, for 'twill be 
Two long dayes journey (lords) or ere we mecte» 
Enter Baſtard. | 
Baft, Once more today well met, diſtemper'd lords, 
The King by me requeſts your preſence ſtraight. 
Sal, be King hatch diſpoſſeſt himſelte of us, 
We will n ot lyne his thin-beſtainedclake 
With our pure Honors : nor attend the toote 
That leaves the print of blood where ere it walkes. 
Rerurne, and cel! him ſo : we know the worſt. (beſt, 
Baſt. What ere you thinke,good words I thinke were 
$4.Oar greites, and not our manners reaſon now. 
Baſt, But chere is little reaſon in your griete, 
Therfore 'twere rcalon you had manners now. 
Pem. Sir, (ir, impatience hath his priviledge, 
Baſt. 'Tistrue, to harc his maſter, no man elle. 
$a. This is the prifon : W hat is he lyes heere ? 
P.Oh death made proud with pure and princely beuty, 
The earth had nota hole to hide this deed. 
$4, Murther, as hating what himſclte hath done, 
Dath lay it open tourge on revenge. 
Big. Or when he doom'd this beauty to a grave, 
Fouad it roo precious Princely, for a grave. 
Se. Sir Richard, wha: thinke you ? you have beheld, 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you thinke ? 
Or doz you almolt thinke, although you ſce, 
That you doe {ee ? couid thought, withoar this object 
Formc ſuch another ? this is the very top, 
The hcighth, the Creft : or Creſt unto the Creſt 
Of murthers Armes : this is the bloodieſt ſhame, 
The wildeſt Savagery, the vildeſt ſtroke 
That ever wall-cy'd wrath, or {taring rage 
Preſented to the teares of ſoft remorſe. 
Pem, All murtherspaſt, doe ſtand excuf'd inthis : 
Andthisſo ſole, and fo unmatcheable, 
Shall give a holinefle, a purity, 
Tothe yer unbegoctenfanne of times ; 
And prove a deadly blood-thed, buta jeſty 
Exampled by this heynous ſpectacle. 
Bait. It 1s a damned, anda bloody worke, 
The graccleſſc ation of a heavy hand, 
ltthat it be the worke of any hand. 
Sal. 1 that it be the worke of any hand? 
We hada kind of light, what would enſue : 
Itisthe ſhametull worke of Habert; hand, 
The practice, and the pttrpoſe of the King : 
From whoſe obedience I torbid my ſoulc, 
Knecling before this ruine of ſweet life, 
And breathing to his breathleſle excellence 
The incenfe of a Vow,a holy Vow : 
Never to taſte the pleaſures of the world, 
Never to be infected with delight, 
Nor converſant with Eaſe, and idlencſſe, 
Till I have ſet a glory to this hand, 
By giving it the worſhip of Revenge. 
Pexs.Big., Oar foules religiouſly confirme thy words. 
| Emer Hubert | 
Hob, Lords, I am hot with haſte, in ſecking you, 
Arthur doth live, the King hath ſenc for you. 
Sal. Oh he isbold ſhes nor atdeath:; 
Avant thou hatefull villaine, get thee gone. 
Hub. lam no villaine. 
Sal. Muſt I rob the Law. 


Bail. Your ſword isbright ir, put it up againe. 
| Sal. Motel Ganklk hom: aber, 


LO 


Hub. Stand backe lord Sa/ſbwry, ftand backe I ſay 
By heaven, I rhinke my ſ\word's as ſharpe as yours. 
I would not have you ({ord) forget your ſelfe, 
Nor tempt the danger of my true ; 
Leaſt 1 by marking of your rage, forget 
Your Worth, your Greatneſſe, and Nobility. 
Big. Out dunghill : dar'ſt thou brave a Nobleman ? 
Hub. Net for my life : but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life againſt an Emperor, 
Sal. Thou art a Murtherer. 
Hub. Doe not prove me ſo : 
Yet Iam none. Whoſe tongue ſoere ſpeakes falſe, 
Not truly ſpeakes : who ſpeakes not truly, Lies, 
Fem. Cut him topeeces. 
Baft. Keepe the peace, I ſay. 
Sal. Stand by, or [ ſhall gaul you Favlconbridge. 
. Baſt. Thou wer't berter gaul thedivel,Salbwry. 
If thou but frowne on me, or ſtirrethy foote, 
Or teach thy halty ſpleene to doe me ſhame, 
lle ſtrike thee dead. Put up thy ſword betime, 
Or Ile ſo maule you, and your toſting-Iron, 
Thar you ſhall thinke the divel is come from hell. 
Big. What wilt thou doc, renowned Faxlconbridge? 
Second a Yillaine, and a Murtherer ? 
Hub. Lord Bigor, I am none. 
Big, Whokill'd this Prince? 
H#6b, 'Tis not an houre ſince I left him well : 
I honour'd him, Ilov'd him, and will weepe 
My date of life out, for his ſweetlives lofſe, =; 
Sal, Truſt not thoſe cunning waters cthhis eyes, 
For villanic is not without ſuch rheume, 
And he, long traded in ir, makes ir ſeeme 
Like Rivers of remorſe and innocency. 
Away with me,all you whole ſoules abhorre 
Th'uncleanely ſavour of a ſlaughter-houle, 
For I am ({tifled with this {melt of fione, 
Big. &way, toward Bary, to the Dolphin there. 
P. There tc!l che King, he may inquire us out Ex.Lords. 
Ba, Hcere'sa good world:knew you of this faire worke? 
Beyond the infinite and boundlefle reach of mercy, 
(If thou didſtthis deed of death) art thoudamn'd Hwhere. 
Hub, Doe but heare me lir, : 
Baſt. Ha? Ile tell thee what, 
Thou'rt damn'd asblacke,nay nothing is ſo blacke, 
Thou art more deepe dam n'd than Prince Lucifer. 
There is not yet ſo ugly a fiend of hell 
As thou ſhale be, it x A did(t kill thischild. 
Hub. Vpon my loule. 
* Baſt, If thoudidſt but conſent 
To this moſt craell AR : doe bur deſpaire, 
And if thou want'ſt a Cord, the ſmalleſt thred 
Thatever Spider twiſted from her wombe 
Will ſerve to ftranglethee : A ruſh will be a beame 
To hang thee on. Or would(t thou drowne thy ſelfe, 
Put but alittle water inaſpoone, 
And it ſhall be asall the Ocean, 
Enough to ſtifle ſuch a villaine up. 
I doe tuſpedt thee very greivoully. 
Hab. If I ina, conſent, or ſine of thought; 
Be guilty of the ſtealing that (weer breath 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay, 
Let hell want paines cnough to torture me : 
L left him well, 
Baft, Goe, beare him inthine armes : 
Iam amaz'd me thinkes, and looſe my way _ 
Among the thornes, and dangers of this world, 
by wow 


_ 
—— 


— 


it. 
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How eafie doſt thou take all Englandup, 


From forth this morc<ll of dead Royale 
The life, the right, and trath of all this Realme 


y ? 


Is fled to heaven : and E»gland now is left 

To tugand ſcamble, and to part by th'teeth 
The unowed interelt of proud ſwelling State : 
Now for the bare-pickt bone of Majeſty, 


Doth dogged warre briſtle his angry creit, 
And ſnarlethinthe e eyes of peace : 
Now Powers from ,and diſcomtents at home 


Meet in one line : and vaſt confuſion waites 
As dotha Raven on a ſicke-falne beaſt, 
The imminent decay of wreſted pompe. 


Now happy he, w 


Hold out this tempeſt. Beare away that child, 


e cloake and center can 


And follow me with ſpeed ; Ile to the King : 
A thouſand bufineſſes are briefe in hand, 


And hcaven it ſelfe doth frowne upon the Land, Ex#. 


—— 


Afus Quartus, Scena Prima, 


—— 


_  —_—— —  —  —  — 


Enter King Iobn, and Pandulph, attendants. 
K. 7ohn, Thas have I yeclded up into your hand 


The Circle of my glory. 

Pand. Take againe 
From this my hand, as holding of the Pope 
Your Soveraigne greatneſle and authority. 


lobn. Now kecepe 


your holy word,goc meet 


And from his holinefſe uſe all your power 
To flop their marches fore we are enflam'd : 
Our diſcontented Counties doe revolt : 

Our peqple quarrell with obedience, 
Swearing Allegiance, and the love of ſoule 


To ſtrange 


r-bioud, to forren Royalty ; 


This inundation of miſtempred humor, 
Reſts by you onely ro be qualified. 


Then pauſe nor; forthe preſent time's ſo (icke, 


That preſent medcinemnuſt bewiniſtred, 
Or overthrow incureable enſues. 


Pard. It was my breath that blew this Tewpeſt up, 


Vpon your ſtubborne uſage of the Pope : 


Bur ſince you area 


My rongue ſhall huſh againe this ſtorme of warre, 
And make faire weather in your bluſtring land : 
| Onthis Aſcention day,remember well, 


tle converrite, 


Vpon your oath of ſerviceto the Pope, 


Goe I romake the French lay downe their Armes, Exit. 
John. Ts this Aſcenfion day ? did not rhe Prophet 


Say, that before Aſcenſionday at noone, 


My Crowne I ſhould give off ? evenſol have: 
{c it ſhould be on conſtraint, 


But (heay'n be thank'd) it is but voluntary, 


Baſt, All Xent hath yeelded : nothing there holds out 


Enter Baſtard. 


But Dover Caſtle : Londos bath recciv'd 


Like a kind Hoſt, the Dolphin and his powers. 
"| Your Nobles willnot heare you, but are gone 


Toofter ſ{erviceto enemy : 
And wilde a up and down 
The little number of doubtfull friends. 


Tebhn. Would not my lords returne to me againe 


After they heard yong eLrrbuy was alive? 


the French, | 


Baft, They found him dead,and caſt into the ſtreers, 
An empty Casket, where the Iewdl of lite 
By ſome damn'd hand was rob'd, and tane away. 

Jobs, That villaine Hwbert told me be did live. 

Baſt. So on my ſoule he did, for ought he knew : * 
But wherefore doe youdroope ? _—_ youlad ? 
Be greatinact,as you have beene in thought : 
=_ not nor hes ſce feareand fad diſtruit 

overnethe motion of a kinglye eye: 

Be ſtirring as the time, be fun ork ſite, 
Threaten the threarner, and out-face the brow 
Ot bragging horror : So ſhall inferior cycs 
That borrow their behaviours from the grear, 
Grow great by your and put on 
The dauntleſſe ſpirie of reſolution. 
Away, and gliſterlike the god of warre 
When he intendeth tobecome the ficld : 
Shew boldneficand afpiring confidence : 
W hat, ſhall they ſeeke rhe Lyon in his denne, 
And fright him there? and make himtremblc there ? 
Ohlct it nor be ſaid : forrage, and runnc 
To meet difpleaſure farther from the doores, 
Andgrapple with himere he come ſo nyc. 
lohn, The Legat of the Pope hath becne with mee, 
And I have madea happy with him, 
And he hath promiſ'd rodiſmiſle the Powers 
Led by the Delphin, 

Bai?, Oh inglorious league : | 
Shall we upon the tooting of our land, 

Send fatre-play-orders, and make comprimile, 
Inſinuation, parley, and baſe truce 

To Armes Invaſive ? Shalla bcardleſſe boy, 

A cockred-ſilken wanton brave our fields, 

And fleſh his ſpirit in a warre-like ſoyle, 
M--xing the ayre with colours idlely (pred, 

And {nd nochecke? Letus my Leige to Armes : 
Pcrchance the Cardinall cannot make your peace ; 
Or if hc doe, lctitat leaſt be ſaid 

They {aiv we had a purpoſe. of defence. 

Joba. Have thou the ordering of thispreſent time. 

B.ſi. Away then with good _ yet I know 
Our Party mzy well meet a prowder toe. 


E xt. 


—_____ 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter (in Armes) Dolphin, Saliabury, Mel oone, Pembroke, 
Bigot, $ ouldiers. 


Dol. My lord Melloone,let this be coppicd out, 
And keepe it ſafe for our remembrance : 
Returne the preſident to theſe lords againe, 

That having our faire order written downe, 
Both they and we, ore theſe notes 
May know wherctorewetooke the Sacrament, 
And keep our faithes firme and inviolable. 

Sal. Vpon our ſides it never ſhall be broken. 
And Noble Dolphin, albeit we ſweare 
A voluntary zeale, and an un-urg'd faith 
To your proceedings: yet beleeve me Prince, 
I am not glad that ſuch aſore of time 
Should ſecke a plaſter by contemn'drevolt, 
And heale the inveterate Canker of one wound, 
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making many : Oh it grieves my ſoule, 
- | mult draw this mercle from my (ide 
To bea widdow-maker ; oh ,and there 
Where honourable reſcue, and defence 
Crics our upon the name of Salubary, 
But ſuch is the infeRtion of the time, 
That for the healch and Phylicke of our right, 
We cannot deale but with the very hand 
Of iterne injuſtice,and confuſed wrong; 
And is't not pitty, (oh my grieved fricnds) 
Thx: we,the ſonnes and children of this /ſle, 
Were borne to ſee {0 fad an houre as this, 
Wherein we ſepafter a _—_ march 
Vpon her ge tle boſome, and fill up 
Her coemics rankes? I muſt withdraw, and weepe 
Vpon the ſpot of chis inforced cauſe, 
To grace the Gentry of a Land remore, 
And follow unacquainted colours heere : 
What hce.c 2 O Nation that thou couldſt remove, 
That I gpewnes Armes who clippeth chee abour, 
Would veare thee from the knowledge of thy ſelfe, 
And cripple thee unto a Pagan ſhore, ; 
Where theſe two Chriſtian Armies might combine 
The bloud of malice, tn a veine of league, 
And not to ſpend it ſo un-neighbourly. | 
Dolph. A noble temper doſt thou ſhew in this, 
And great affeRtions wraſtling in thy boſome 
Doth make an carth-quake of Nobility ; 
Oh, what a noble combare haſt fought 
Berweene compuliion, and a brave reſpect ; 
Let me wipe off this honourable deve, 
That filverly doth progreſſe on thy checkes: 
My heart hath melted ata Ladiesteares, 
Beingan ordinary Inundation ; 
Bu this ctfuſion of ſuch manly drops, 
This ſhowre, blowne up by tempeit of the ſoule, 
Starcles mine eyes, and me more amaz'd 
Than had I ſcene the vaulty top of heaven 
Figur'd quite ore with burning Mctcors. 
Littup thy brow (renowned Salwbury) 
And with a great heart heave away this ſtorme ; 
Commend theſe warres tothole baby-eyes 
Thar never ſaw the giant-world enrag'd, 
Nor met with Fortune, other than at feaſts, 
Full warme of blood, of mirth, of goſſipping : 
Come, come ; for thou ſhalt thruft thy hand asdeepe 
Into the purſe of rich rity 
As Lewis hiazſelfe : fo ( Nobles) ſhall you all,, 
That knit your ſinewes tothe ſtrength cf mine; 
Emer P andulpho. 
And eventhere, methinkesan Angel ſpake, 
Looke where the holy Legate comes apace, 
Togive us warrant from the hand of heaven, 
And on our ations ſet the name of right 
With holy breath. 
Pand., Haile noble Prince of France : 
The next is this : King /obn hath reconcil'd 
Himſelfe to Rome, his ſpirit is come in, 
That ſo ſtood outagainſt the holy Church, 
The great Metropolis and Sea of Rome : 
Therefore thy threatning coloursnow wind up, 
And tame the ſavageſþirit of wilde warre, 
That like a Lyon foſtered up ar hand, 
It maylye gently at the foot of peace, 
And be no further harmefull than in ſhew. 
Dolph. Your grace ſhall pardon me, I will not backe : 
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I am too high-borne to be properticd 
Tobe a ſecondary at n—_— 
Or uſefull ſerying-man, and initrument 
To any Soveraigne State throughoutthe world. 
Your breath firit kindled the £ad coale of warres, 
Betweene this chaltiz'd kingdome and may fclfe, 
And brought in macter thar ſhould feed this fire ; 
And now t1s farre too huge to be blowne out 
With that fame weake wid, which enkindled it-: 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainced me with intereſt to this land, 
Yea, thruſt rhis enterprize into my heart, 
And come ye now to tell me /obn hath made 
His peace with Rome ? what is that peace rome? 
I (by the honor of my marriage bed ) 
Atter yong «Arthey, claime this land for mine , 
And now1t is halfe conquer'd, muſt I backe, 
Becauſe that John hath made his peace with Rome ? 
Am I Romes ſlave ? what penny hath Rome borne ? 
What men provided? what munition ſent 
Tounder-prop this Attion ? Is't not I 
That under-goethis charge ? who elſe but I, 
And ach as to my claime are liable, 
Sweat in this buſinefſe, and maintaine this warre ? 
Have 1 not heard theſe Iflanders ſhout our 
Uive le Roy, as I have bank'd their Townes ? 
Have Inot hezre the beſt Cards tor the game 
To winne this cafic match, plaid tor a Crowne ? 
And (hall I now give ore the yeelded Ser ? 
No, no, on my ſoulc jt never ſhall be ſaid, 

Paxnd. Youlooke but on the out-(ide of this worke, 

Dolph, Our-ide or in- fide, I will not returne 
Till my attempt fo much be glorifed, 
Asto my ample hope was promiſed, 
Before I drew this gallant head of warre, 
And cull'd thelc fiery ſpirits from the world 
To out-looke Conqueit, and to winre renowne 
Even iv the jawesof danger, ard of death :; 
What luſty Trumpettbus doch furmon us ? 

Enter Baſtard. 

Baft. According tothe faire-play ofthe world, 
Ler me have audience : 1 am ſcntto ſpeake : 
My holy lord of Milaze, from the King \ 
I come to learne how von havedealt for him : 
And, as you anſwer, 1 doe know the {cope 
And warrant limited unto my tor:gue, 

Pand. The Dolphya is too wiitull oppoſite 
And will not temporize with my intreanes ; 
He flately fayes, hee'llnorlay downe his Armes. 

Bait. By all the bloud that ever fury breath'd, 
The youth ſayeswell. Now heare our Engl;fs King, 
For thus his Royalty doth ſpeake in me : 
He isprepar'd, and scafon ro6 he ſhould, 
Thisaptth and unmannegly approach, * '- 
This harneſl'd Maske, an&uvady iſed Revell, 
This unbeaxd ſawcinefle and boyiſh Trovpes, 
The King doth ſmile at, and is wellprepar'd 
To whip this dwar fiſh warre, this Pigmy Armes 
From ont the circle of his Territories.” / 
That hand which had tb-firengrh/,evr1 ar your dore,. 
To cudgetl you,and make youtake the hatch, 
Todive like ——_ in concealed Wells, 
Tocrowchin litter of your ſtable plankes, 
To lye like pawnes, lock'dup in chetts and erunckes, 
To hug with ſwine, toſcekeſweet ſafety our 
In vaults and prifons,and to thrill and ſhake, 


| Even 
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| Evenatthe crying of your Nations crow, 


Thinking this voyce an armed Enghſh man. 
Shallthat vitorious hand be feebled heere, 

That in your Chambers gave you chaſticement? 
No : know the gallant Monarch 1sin Armes, 

And like an Eagle, o're his ayery rowres, 

To ſowfſle annoyancethat comes neere his Neſt ; 
And you degenerate, you ingrate Reyolts, 

You bloudy Nero's, ripping up the wombe 

Of your dcere Mother-England : bluſh for ſhame : 


| For your owne Ladies, and palc-viſag'd Maides, 
Like e Amazons, come tripping after drummes: 


Their thimbles into armed Gantlets change, 
Their Need['s to Lances, and their gentle hegrts 
To fierce and bloudy inclination. : 
Dol. There cnd thy brave, and turne thy face 1n peace, 
We grant thou canſt out-ſcqld us: fare thee well, | 
We hold our time too precious to be ſpent 
With ſucha brabler. 
Pan. Give me leave to ſpeake. 
Bat. No, I will ſpeake. 
Dol. We willattend to neither : 
Strikeup the drummes, and let the tongue of warre 
Pleade " our intereft,and our being heere. 
Baſt. Indeed your drummes being beaten,wil cry out; 
And ſo ſhall ycu, being beaten : doe bur ſtart 
Aneccho withthe clamor of thy drumme, 
And evenat hand, adrumme is ready brac'd, 
That ſhall reverberate all, as lowd asthine. 
Sound but another, and another ſhall 
(As lowdasthine) rattle the Welkins care, 
And mocke the deepe mouth'd thunder : tor at hand 
(Not truſting to this halting heere, 
W hom he hath uſ'd rather tor ſport, than need) 
Is warlike John: and in his forehead fits 
A bare-rib'd death, whoſe office is this day 
To feaſt upon whole thouſands of the French. 
Dol. Stike up our drummes, to find this cx out. 
Baſt. And thou ſhalt find it (Dolphis) doe not doubt 


Exennt, 


— 


Scana Tertia, 


CT EI es, tn. 


— — 


Alarums. Enter Tohn, and Hubert, 


Tohn. How goes the day with us? oh tell me Hwbert. 
Hnb. Badly 1 teare; how fares 


ut even now, 

The French fightcoldiy, and retire themſclves. 
Tobn, Aye megthistyract Feaver burnes me up, 

And will not let me welcome this good newes. 

Set ontoward Swinited : to my Litter ſtraight, 


Weakoeneſle poſleiicth mezand I am faint. Exanm, 


Scena Quarta, 


— —— n—_ 


Enter Saligbury, Pembroke, and Biget, 
Sal. I did not thinke the King ſo tor 'd with friends, 
Fem. Vp once againe : pur ſpiritinthe French, 
If they miſcarry : we miſcarry too. | 
Sal. That miſbegotten divell Faxlconbridge, 
In ſpight of ſpight, alone upholds the day. 
Pem. They ſay King John ſore ſicke, hath left the field, 
Enter Meloon wounded. 
Mel. Lead me to thg Revolts of &»g/and heere. 
Sal. When we were happy, we had other names, 
Pem. Itis the Count Afeloove. | 
Adel, Flye Noble Bro youre bought and fl 
el, Flye hp, you are bought and 101d, 
Vathred the rude GecF Red ion, 
And welcome home againe diſcarded faith, 
Sceke out King Johw, and fall before his feet : |, 
_ if the French be lords of this loud day, s 
© meanes to recompence the paines you take, 
By cutting off your beads: Thus] hath he ſworne, 
And 1 with him, and many moe with me, 
Vpon the Altar at Saint Edmondsbury, 
Even onthat Ajtar, where we ſwore to you 
Deere Amity, and everlaſting love. 
Sal. May this be poſſible? May this be true ? 
CHMel. Have I not hideous death within my view, 
Retaining but a quantity of life, 
Which blceds away ,evenasatorme of waxe 
Relolveth from his 'gainſt the fire? * 
What in the world ſhould make me now deceive, 
Since I muſt loſe the uſe of all deccite ? 
Why fhould I then be falſe, ſince it istrue 
That I muſt dye heere, and live hence, by truth? 
I ſay againe, it Lews doe winne the day, 
He is for{worne, if ere thoſe eyes of yours 
Behold another day breake inthe Ealt : 
But even this night , whoſe blacke contagious breath 
Already ſmoakes about the burning Crelt 
_ the _ _ and n= 
ven this ill night, your breathing expire, 
Paying the —_, rated Treachery, 
Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives : 
If Lew, by your affiſtance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King ; 
Thelove of him, and this reſpe&t beſides 
(For that my Grandfire was an Engliſhman) 
A wakes my conſcience to confeſſc all this, 
In lieu whereof, I pray you beare me hence 
From forth the noiſe and rumour of the field; 
Where I may thinke the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace ;and part this body and my ſoule 
With contemplation, and devout deſires. 
Sal. Wedoe belcevethee,and beſhrew my ſoule, 
But Idoe lovethe favour, and the forme | 
Of this moſt faire occaſion, by the which 
We will untread he ſteps of damned flight, 
And like a bated and retired flood, 
Leaving our rankeneſſeand irregular courſe, 
Stoope low within thoſe bounds we have orc-look'd, 
And calmcly run on in obedience, 
Eventoour Occan, ro our great King /obn. 
My arme ſhall givethee helpe to beare thee hence, 


For 


AUS 
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| Forl doe ſee the cruell pangs of death 
Rightinthine eye. Away ,my friends, new flight, 
And happy newneffe that intends old right. Exeunt. 


Scena Quinta, 


ee 


Enter Dolphin,and his Traine, 
De!. The Sun of heaven(me thought) wasloathto ſet; 
But (taid, and made the Weſterne Welkin bluſh, 
When Eng4/o meaſure backeward their owne ground 
In faint reryre : Oh bravely came we off, 
When with a Volley of our needleſſe ſhor, 
After ſuch bloody royle,we bid good night, 
And woon'd our tott'ring colours clearcly up, 
Lalt inthe field,and almoit Lords of it. 
Enter a Meſſenger, | 
CMef. Where is my Prince the Dolplun ? 
Dol. Heere,what newes ? 
Mz{.The Count eMeloone is ſlaine : The £ngib Lords 
By his perſwaſion areat length faine off, 
And your ſupply which you have wiſh'd ſo long, 
Are calt away,and ſunke on Goodwzn Sands. 
Dol. Ah foule ſhrew'd newes. Beſhrew thy very heart: 
| did not thinke to beſo fad tonight 
As this hath made me, Who was he that ſaid 
King [oh did fly an houre or two before 
The itambling raght did part our weary powres ? 
AMe+(. Who ever ipoke it,it is true my Lord, 
Det. \W ell: keep good quarter,and good care tonight, 
The day ſhali not be up 1o toone as 1, 
To try the faire adventure of tomorrow. 


——— 


Exennt, 


—— 


— 


Scana Sexta. 


————__ 


Enter Baſtard and Hubert ſeverally. 
Hub. Whoſethere? Speake hoa, ſpeake qupckly, or 1 
ſhoot. 
Faſt, AFriend. What artthcu ? 
Hb. Ofthe part of England. 
Baft, Whither doſt'thou goe ? 
Hub. What'sthattothee ? 
Why may not I demand of thine affaires, 
As well as thou of mine ? 
Bat. H whert,l thinke, 
Hu, Thou haſta perfet thought : 
I will upon all. hazzards well belecve 
Thou art my tricnd,that know'it my tongue ſo well ; 
Who artthou ? 
Baſt, Who thou wilt : and if thou pleaſe 
Thou maiſt be-friend me ſo much,asto thinke 
[come one way of che Plartageners. 
Hub. Vokinde remembrance:thou,and endleſſe night, 
Have done me ſhame : Brave Souldicr,pardon me, 
That any accent breaking from'thy tongue, 
Should ſcape the true acc,uaintance of mine care. 
Bait, Come,come : ſans complement, W hat newes 
abroad ? 
Hub. Why here walke 1,in the blacke brow of night, 
To fade you out, 


— 


Ba#t. Briefe then : and what's the newes? 
Hub. O my ſweet Sir,newes fitting to the night, 
Blacke,fearcfull,comfortlefſe,and horrible. 
Baſt. Shew me the very wound ofthis ill newcs, 
Iam > —_—_— =_ {wound at it. 
Hub. King I feare is poyſon'd by a ke, 
I left him almoſt ſpeechleſſ: 2nd ww _ 
Toacquaint you with this evill,that you might 
The better arme you tothe ſodaine time, 
Than if you had at leiſure knowne of this. 
Baſt. How did he take it ? Who did taſte to him 
Fixb. A Monke I te!l you.a reſolved Villaine 
Whole bowels ſuddenly burſt out : The King 
Yer ſpeakes,and peradventure may recover, 
Baſt. Whodidit thou leave to tend his Majeſty ? 
_— know you not? The Lordsare all come 
I 
And brought Prince Fenry in their company, 
At whole requeſt the King hath pardon'd them, 
And they are all about his Ma llc. 
Baſt. With-hold thine ind ignation,mighty heaven, 
And tempt us not to beare above our power. 
lle tellthee Zzberr,halfe my power this night 
Paſſing theſe Flats,arc taken b the Tide, 
Theſe Lencoine-walhes have devoured them, 
My ſelte, well mounred, have eſcap'd. 
Away before : ConduQt me to the King, 
I doubt he will be dead,or cre I come. 


| — — 


Scena $ eptima. 


Enter Prince Henry Sa'tsbury,and Bigor. 

Hen. It is too late,the lite of all his bloud 
Istouch'd,corruptibly : and hispure braine 
(Which ſome {uppolc the ſoules fraile dwelling houſe) 
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes, 
Foretcll the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pem. His Highneſſc yer doth ſpeake, and holdsbclecfe, 
That being brought intothe open ayre, 
It would allay rhe burning quality 
Of that fell poyſon which aflayleth him. 

Hes, Lethim be brought into the Orchard heere : 
Doth he {till rage? 

Pem. He 1s more patient 
Than when you left him ; even now he ſung. 

Hee. Oh vanity of ſicknefle : fierceextreames 
In their continuance, will not feelethemſcives- 
Death having prei'd upon the outward parts 
Leavesthem inviſible,and hir ſiege 1s now 
Againſt the wind,the which he pricks and wounds 
With many icgions of flrange fantaſies, 
Which in their throng and prefleto that laſt hold, 
Confound thernſclves. [is ſtrange that dearh ſhould ſing: 
I amthe Symet tothis pale faint Swan, 
Who chaunrs adoletull hymne to his owne death, 
And from the organ-pipe of trailty tings 
His ſoule and body their laſting reſt. 

Sal. Be of good comfort ( Prince) for you are borne 
To fet a forme upon that indigeſt 
Which he hath icft ſo ſhapelctſe,and ſo'rude. 

[obn brought in, 


Iobn. 1 marry ,now my {oulc hath elbow-roome, 
t 


——_— — 


[22 


The Lifeand Deathof King lohn. 


=— "oy 
Ir would not out at windowes,nor at doores, 
There is ſo hot a Sammer in my boſome, 
That all my bowcls crumble upto duſt ; 


I am a ſcribled forme drawne with a you. 
EC 


— 


Vpon a Parchment ,and againſt this 
Doc | ſhrinke up. DN 

Hen. How fares your Majeftic ? 

Teh. Poyſon'd,ill fare ; dead, forſooke,calt off, 
And none of you will bid the Winter come 
| To thruſt kis ycic fingers in my maw ;z | 
Nor let my Kingdomes Rivers taketheir courſe 
Through my burn'd boſome : nor intreat the North 
To make his bleake windes kilſe my parched lips, 
| And comfort me with cold.I doe not aske you much, 
I beg cold comfort : and you are ſo Rraight 
And to iagratctull, you deny me that. | 

Hen. Oh that there were ſome vertue ui my tearts, 

That might relieve you. 
Tohn. The faltof them is hot. 
| Within me is a hell,and there the poyſon 
Is,as a fiend,confin'd to tyrannize, _ 
On unrepreeveable condemned bloods 
Enter Baſtard. : 

Ba#?t, Oh, I am ſcalded with my violent motion 
And fplecne ofſpeec,to ſee your Majeſtic. 

Tolhn. Oh Cozen, thou art come to ſet mine eye : 
The tackle of my heart,is crack'dand burnt, 
And allthe ſhrowds wherewith ry life ſhould ſaile, 
Are turned to one thred, one little haire : | 
My heart hath one poore ſtring to ſtay it by, 

Which holds bur till thy newes be uttered, 

And then all this thou ſeek, is butaclod, 

And module of confounded Royalty. 

| 2af. The Dolphinis preparing hither-ward, 
Where heaven he knowes how we ſhall anſwer him. 
For in anight the beſt part of my power, 


{ As 1 uponadvantage di 


—— 
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remove, 
Were in the #ſvesall unwarily, 
Devoured by the unexpeRted fleod. 
j| FSal. Youbreathethcſe dead newes inas dead an care 
My Liege,my Lord : but now a King,now thus. 

He». Even ſo muſt I runne on and even ſo ſtop. 
f What ſurcty of the world, what hope,what ſtay, 
Whenthis was now a King,and now is Clay? 

Baft. Art thou gone ſo? I doe butſtay behinde 


> — 


| 


——__—_— 


| 


As iton carth hath been thy ſervant till. | 
Now,now you Stars,that move in your right Spheres, 
Where be your powers? Shew now your mended faiths, 
And inſtantly returne with me againe, 
To puſh deſtruction and all ſhame 
Sn o_ _ of our fainting _ ; - 
tratght let us fecke,or ſtraight we ſhall be ſought, 
The Dolphin rages at our very hecles. 
Sat. Itſcemesyou know not then ſo much as wwe, 
The Cardinall Pand#lphis within at reſt, 
Who halfe an houre ſince came from the Dolphin, 
And brings from him ſuchoffers of our peace, 
As we with honour and reſpe& may take, 
FR preſently to leave this warre. 
Baſt. He will the rather doe 1t,when be ſees 
Our ſelves well fincw'd s00ur defence. 
Sal. Nay,is in a mannerdone already, 
For many carriages he hath diſpatch'd 
To the Sea-ſide,and put his caule and quarrell 
To the diſpoling of the Cardinall, 
With whom your ſclfe,my ſelfe and other Lords, 
If youthinke mecte,this Me will poſt 
To conſummate this buſineſſe happily. 
Batt. Letitbeſo,and you my Noble Prince, 
With other Princes that may beſt be ſpar'd, 
Shall waite upon your Fathers funcrall. 
Hen. At Werfter mult his body be interr'd, 
Forſo he will'd it. 
 _- TR ſhall itthen, hs 
ppily may your {wer ſelfe put on 
The lincall / len 4. of the Lind, 
To whom with all ion on my knee, 
I doe bequeath my faithtull ſervices 
And true ſubjeftion cverlaltingly. 
Sal. And the like tender of our love we make 
To reſt withouta ſpot for evermore, 
Hey, 1 havea kinde foule that would give thankes, 
And knowes not how to doe ir,but with tcares. 
Baſt, Ohlet us pay the time : bur needfull woe, 
Since it hath bcene chand with our grictes. 
This © never did,nor never ſhall 
Lye at the proud foore of a Conquerer, 
But whenit firft did helpe to wound it ſelfe, 
Now,theſe her Princesare come home againe, 
Come the three corners of the werld in Armes, 


To doe the office for thee,of revenge, And we ſhall ſhocke them : Nought ſhall make us rue, 
And then my ſoule ſhall waite on thee to heaven, | IF Englazd to it {clfe,doc reſt but true. Exenn, 
| 
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eATus Primus, Scena "FRI 


——_— 


Enter King Richard, [ohn of Gauut vith other Nobles 
aud Attendants. 


Ld Tobn of Game time-honeurad 

Haſt thou accordingto thy oath and band, 
Brought hither Hewy Herford thy bold ſon : 
Here to make good the boyſtcrous late ap» 


ps 
i 
+% : 
b 
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Which then our leaſure would not let us heare, (peale, 
Againſt the Duke of N orfolke, Thomas Mowbray ? 


aunt, I have my Liege. 
La Tell me moreover,haſt thon ſounded him; 


Ifheappeale the Duke on ancient malice; 
Or worthily asa goed ſubjeRt ſhould, 
On ſome knowne ground of treachery in him. 
Gawnt, As neere as I could fift him on that argument, 
Onlome apparant danger ſcene in him, 
Aym'dat your highneile,no invererate malice. 

King. Then call them to our preſence face to face, 
And frowning brow to brow,ourſclves will heare 
Traccuſer,and the accuſed, freely ſpeake ; 

High ſtomack'd are they both,and full of ire, 
la rage,deafe as the ſea ; haſty as fire, 


lt Many yeares y befall 
y gracious Soveraigne,my molt loving Liege. 
Citew, Each day Nil betrer others ”. inelſe, 
Vntill the heavens envying earths good hap, 
Adde an immortall title to your Crowne. 

King. Wethanke you both, yer one bur flatters us, 
As well appeareth by rhe cauſe you come, 
Namely to appeale each other ofhigh treaſon." 
Couſin of Hereford what doſt thou objeR 
Againſtthe Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mowbr gy ? 

Bull. Firſt,heaven be the record to my ſpeech, 
In the devotion of a ſubjets love, 
Tendringthe precious ſafety of my Prince, 
And free trom other miſ-begotren hate, 
Come I appealant to this Princely preſence. 
Now Thomas Mowbray doc I turne to thee, 
And marke my greeting well : for what 1 ſpeake, 
My body ſhall make good upon this earth, 
Or my divine ſoule anſwer it in heaven. 

arta Traitor and a miſcreant ; 

Too good tobe ſo,and too bad to live, 
| vince the more faire and Criſtall is the $kie,; 


| 


| 


The uglier ſeeme the cloudes that init flye ; 

Once more,the more to aggravate the yore; 

Wirtha foule traitors name ſtuffe I thy throat, 

And wiſh(to pleaſe my Soveraigne)ere I move, (prove. 
What my tongue {peaks,my right drawne {word may 

Aow. Let not my coole words here accuſe my zeale : 

Tis not the tryall of a womans warre, 

The bitter clamour of two cagert h 

Can arbitrate this cauſe betwixt us ewaine: 

The bloud is hot that muſt be cooi'd for this, 

Yer can I not of ſuch rame patience boaſt, 

As tobe hutht,and nought atall to ſay. 

Firſt the faire reverence of your highneſſe cubes mee, 
From giving reines and ſpurresto my tree ſpeech, 
Which clfe would poſt,untill ic had rewrn'd 
Theſe tearmes of treaſon,doubly downe his throat, 
Setting aſide his high blouds royalty, 

And let him be no kinſmanto iny Liege, 

I doe defie him,and I (pit at him, 

Call him a {landerous Coward,anda Villaine : 
Which to maintaine,I would allow him oddes, 
And meet him,were I tide to run afoot, 

Even to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Orany other ground inbabitable, 

Where ever Engliſhman durſt ſer bis foot. 

Meane time\let this defend my loyaity, 

By all my hopes molt falſely doth helye. 

Bul.Pale trembling Coward,there 1 throw my gage, 

Diſclaiming here the kindred ofa King, 

And lay aſide my high bloods Royaity, 

Which fcare,not revererice makes thee to except, 
If guilty dread hath kft chee ſo much ſtrevgth, 
Asto take up mine honours pawne,then ſtcope, 
By that,and all the rights cf Knighthood elle, 

Will I make good againit thee arme toarme, 
What I have ſpoken,or thou canit deviſe. 

Mow. Itake ic up,and by that ſword I iweare, 
Which gently laid my Knighe-hood on my ſhoulder, 
Ile anſwer thee inany faire degree, 

Or Chivalrous deſigne of knightly tryall: 
And when I mount, alive may I not light, 
If I be traitor,or unjuſtly fight, 

King. W hat doth our Couſin lay to Mowbrayes charge? 

It mult be great that can inkerite us, 
So much as ofa thoughr of ill in him. 
Bul. Looke what I faid,my life ſhall prove ittrue, 


| That CMowbray bath receiv'd eight thouſand Nobles, 
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Inname of lendings for your Highneſſe Sovldiers, 
The which hc hath detain'd for lewd imploymcnts, 
Like a faiſc traitor,and injurious Villaine. 

Bel:des I fay,and will i battaile prove, 

Or heeregor eiſewhere to the furtheſt Verge 

That ever was furvey'd by Englsh eye, 

That all the treaſons tor theſe c1ghteene yeares 
Complotted and contrived in this Land, : 
Fetchr from falſe Mowbray their firſt head and ſpring. 
Further I ſay,and further will maintaine 

Vpon hi «bad life, to make all this good, 

Thar he did plot the Duke of G/cufters death, 
Suggelt his ſoone beleeving adverſaries, 

And conſequently like a traitor Coward, 


W hich bloud,like ſacrificing eAbels cryes, 
(Even from the tongueleſle cavernes of theearth) 
Tome for luſtice,and rough chaſtiſement ; 
And by the glorious worth of my decent, 
This arme ſhall doe 1t,or this lite be ſpent. 

King. How higha pitch his reſolution ſoares:; 

Thomas of Norfolk, why fay{tthou to this ? 
Mew. Oh ict my Soveraigneturne away his face, 
And tid hiseares alittle while be deafe, 
Till 1 have told this ſlander of his bloud, 
How God and good men hate ſo fowle a lyer. 
King. AMowbray,impartiall are our eyes and cares, 
Were he my brother,nay,cur Kingdomes heire, 
As he is but my fathers brothers ſunne ; 
Now by my Sceptersawe, I make a vow, 
Such neighbour-neerenefſe toour ſacred blood , 
Should nothing privy iledge him,nor partialize 
The unſtooping tirmencfie of my upright ſoule. 
He is cur ſubject( Mowbray) fo art thou, 
Free ſpecch and fearcleſic, 1 to thee allow. 

Mew, Then Bullingbreokeas low as tothy heart, 
Throughthe falſe paſlage et chy throat ; thou lyelt : 
Three parts of that recciptT had for Callice, 
Di:burK I to his Highnefle ſouldicrs ; 
The other part reſerv'd I by conſent, 
For that my Soveraigne Liege was in my debr, 
Vpon remainder of a deere account, 
Since laſt I went to Frexceto ferch his Queene: 
Now ſwallow downe that lye. For G/onſters death, 
I flew him not ; but (ro mine owne diſgrace) 
Neglected my {worne duty inthat caſe : 
For you my noble Lord of Lanca#ter, 
The honourable Father tomy Foc, 
Once I did lay an ambuſh for your life, 
A treſpaſſe that doth vex my gricvedſoule ; 
Burerc I laſt receiv'd the Sacrament, 
I did confeſſc it,and exatly begg'd 
Your Graces pardon,and I hope I had it. 
This is my fault : as for the reſt appcal'd, 
It ifſues frem the rancour of a Villaine, 
A recreant and molt d rate traitor, 
W hich in my ſelife 1 boldly will defend, 
And interchangeably hurle downe my gage, 
Vpon thisoverwcening traitors foot, 
To prove my leltea loyall Gentleman, 

Evenin the beſt bloud chamber'd in his &oſome. 
In haſte whereof moſt heartily I pray 
Your Highneſle to a{ligne our tryall day. 
King. Wrath kindled Gentlemen be rul'd by me : 
Ler's purge this choller withourletring biood : 

This we preſcribe,though no Phyſition. 


Sluc'd out his innocent ſoule through ſtreames of blood: 


mon malice makes too deepe incilion. 
orget, forgive,conclude,and be agreed, 
Our Doors fay,thisis no time to bleed. 
Good Vncle,let thisend where itbegun, 
Wee'l calme the Duke of Norfolke,you your ſon, 
Gazn, Tobe a make-peace ſhall become my age, 
Throw downe (my {onne) the Duke of Norfolke gage, 
King. And Norfotkethrow downe his. 
Ganne, When Harry when? Obedience bids, 
Obedience bids, 1 ſhould not bid agen, 
King, Nofole, throw downe , we bid ; there is no 
e 


Mow. My ſelfe I throw (dread Soveraigne )at thy fogr, 
My life thou ſhalt command, but not my ſhame, 
Theone my duty owes,but my faire name 
Deſpight of death that lives upon my grave 
To darke diſhonours uſegthou thalt not have, 

] am diſgrac'd,impeach'd,and baffel'd here, 
Pierc'd to the ſoule with flanders venom'd ſpeare ; 
The whichno blame cancure,bur his heart blood 
W hich breath'd this poyſon. 
King. Rage muſt be withſtood : 

Give me his Bage : = =_ s tame, 

Mow.Yea,but not c is ſpots: take but my ſhame, 
And I reſigne my gage. My deere,deere Lord, 
The —— —— os Frome afford, 
Is ſpoticfle reputation + thataway, 
Men are but gilded loame,or painted clay. 
A lewell in aten-timesbarr'd up Cheſt, 
Isa bold fpirit in aloyallbreſt. 
Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one : 
Take honour from me,and my lite is done. 
Then (deeremy Li rlet metry, 


Ms. th 


Liege )mine 
In that I livezand for that will I die. 


King, Coolin,throw downe your gages 
Doe you begin, 
Bul. Oh hcavendefend my ſoule from ſuch foule fin. 
Shall I - ceme Corn wy fathers ſight, 
Or with pale beggar-feare impeach my high 
Bcftore Lung daſtard ? Ere _ - 
Shall wound minc honor with ſuch feeble wrong ; 
Or ſound ſo baſe a parle : my teeth ſhallteare 
The (laviſh motive of ing feare, 
And ſpit it bleediog in his high diſgrace, 
Where ſhame doth harbour, even in Afowbrajes face. 
Exit Gant, 
King. We were not berne to ſuc, butto command, 
Which ſince we cannot doe to make you fricnds, 
Be ready, (as your lives ſhall anſwer it) 
Ar (oventree, upon Saint Lamberts day : 
There (hill your ſwords and Lances arbitrate 
Theſwelling differenceof your {ctled hate : 
Since we cannot attone you, you ſhall ſce 
[uſtice deſigne the Viators Chivalry. 
Lord Marſhall, command our Oificers at Armes, 
Be ready to direRt theſe home Alarmes. Exeant, 


— _—__ 
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Scaena Secunda. 


Enter Gaunt, and Dmutcheſſe of Glouc-fter. 
Gawnt. Alas,the part I had in Glewiters blood, 
Doth more ſolicite me than your exclaimes, 
To ſtirre againit the Butchers of his life, 
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Gas. Siſter 


Loe, this ig all : nay yet 


"But tuace correRtion lyeth in thoſe hanUs 

\y hich made the fault that we cannot corre, 

Put we our quarrell to the will of heaven, 

Who when they lee the houres ripe on carth, 

\V ll ratac hot vengeance on offenders heads: 
D#t. Findes brocherhood in thee no ſharper ſpurre? 

Hatch love in thy old blood no living fire ? 

Edwards icven touncs ( whereof thy (elfe art one ) 

\V crc as levea vaalics of his Sacred blood, 

O. leven faire branches {pringing from one roote : 

Some of thoic levenare dride by natures courſe, 

Some of thale branches by the deſtinies cut : 

But ſbomas, my deere Lord, my lite, my Gloſter, 

One Vaail tull of Edwards Sacred blood, 

One louruthing branch of his moſt Royall roote 

Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor {pilt ; 

[s hackt downe, and his ſummer leaves all vaded 

By Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe. 

Ah Gazzt ? His blood wasthiac, that bed,that wombe, 

That mettle, that felfe-mould that taſhion'd thee, 

Made aim a man : and though thou liv'it, aud breath'ſt; 

Yet art thou ſlaine in him : thou docit conſent 

[1 (ome large mealure tothy Fathers death, 

[ chat rhou ſcelt thy wretched brother dye, 

Who was the modell of thy tathers life. 

Call it not paticnce (Gawm) it is deſpaire, 

In ſattering rhas thy brother to be flaughter'd, 

ſhou ſhew'ltthe naked pathway to thy life, 

Taactung iterne murther how to butcher thee : 

That whuch 1n meane men we intitle patience 

Is paie cold cowardife in noble breits: 

W hat ſhall I fay, to fategard thine owne life, 

The belt way is to venge my Glolters death. 
Guemt. Heavens 1s the quarrcli : tor heavens ſubſtirute 

His Depury aanoynccd in his fight, 

Hach caus'd his death, the which if wrongfully 

Let hcaven revenge : tor 1 may never litt 

An aagry arme againtt his Muulter, 

{| D#. Where thea (alas) may 1 complaine my fclfe ? 
G-». To heavengthe widdowes Champion todefence. 
0; hy then Will : farewell ond Gaunt. 

Thx g9'lt zo Coventry, there to behold 

Our { ofine Heretord,and tell Mowbra fight: 

Otit my husbands wrongs on Heretords ſpeare, 

That it1nay enter butcher Mowbrayes breſt : 

Or it misfortune miſſc the frit carreerc, 

Be Mowbrayes finnes {© heavy in his boſome , 

Thar they may breake his foaming Courſers backe, 

And throw the Rider hcadlong in the Liſts, * 

A Cayriffe recreant to my Coline Hereford. 

Farewcll old Gawzt, thy tometimes brothers wife 

With her companion Greefe, muſt end her lite, 

fire well : 1 muſt ro Courntric, 

As much good ſtay with thee, as go with me. 
Daz. Yet one word more: Grecte boundeth where it 

Not with the emptie hollowneſſe,but weight: (falls, 

I take my leave, before I have begun, 

For ſorrow ends not: when it ſeeqaeth done. 

| Commend meto my brother Edward Torks. 


manxio, 


Thoughthis be all, do not 10 quickly goe, 

] hall remember more. Bid un, Oh, what? 
With all good ſpeedar Plaſhie viſir me. 
Alacke,and what ſhail go9d 01d Yorke there ſee 
But empty lodgings, and unfurniſh'd walles, 
Vn-peopel'd Orfices, untroden itones ? 


And what heare there for welcome, but my grones ? | 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 

To ſeeke out ſorrow, that dwels every where : 

Deſolate, deſolate will | hence, anddye, 


The laſt leave of thee, rakes my weeping eye. Exennt 
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ScenaT ertia. 


= 


Enter CM arſhall, ond eAnmerle. 
Mar. My L. eAumerls,is Harry Hereford arm'd? 
Aum. Yea,at all poynts, and longs to enter in. 
Mar. The Duke of Nortolke, ſprightfull and bold, 
Stayes but the ſummons of the Appealants Trumper. 
An. Why then the Champions, are prepar'd,and ſtay 
For nothing bur his Majeſtics mack Flowr(þ. 
emer Kmg, Gamnt, Buſby, Bagor, Greene, & 
others : Then (Momnbray in Ar- 
mor, and Harrold. 
Rich. Marſhall, demand of yonder Champion 
The cauſe of his arrivall heere in Armes, 
Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To ſweare him in the juſtice of his cauſe, 

AMar.In Gods Name,and the Kings,ſay whothou art, 
And why thou com'ſt, thus knightly clad in Armes? 
Againſt what man thou com'ſt,and what's thy quarrell, 
Speake truely on thy knighthood, and thine oath, 

As ſo detend thee heaven, and thy valour. 

Aow. My name 1s Tho, CMowbray, Duke of Nortolke, 
Who hither come engaged by my oath 
(Which heaven detend a knight ſhould violate ) 

Both to detend my loyalty andtruth, 
To God, my King, and his ſuceeding iſſue, 
Againe the Duke of Hereford, that appeales me: 
And by the grace of God and this mine arme, 
Toprove him (in defer:ding of my felfe ) 
A Traitor tomy God, my King,and me, 
Andas I truly tight, defend me heaven. 

Tacker. Enter Hereford, and Harold. 

Rich. Marſhall : Aske yonder Knight in Armes, 

Both who hee is, and why he commeth hither, 
Thus placed in habiliments of warre: 
And forma ly :ccording to our Law 
Depole him in the juſtice of his cauſe. 

Mw. What is thy name?& wherfore com'ſt thou hither 
Before King Richard in his Royall Liſts ? 

Againſt whom com'{t thou and what's thy quarrell ? 
Speake like a true Knight, ſo defend thee heaven. 
Bul. Harry of Heretord,Lancalter, and Derbie, 
Am 1 : who ready here do ſtand in Armes, 
To prove by heavens grace, and my bodyes valour, - 
In Liſts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 
That he's a Traitor foule and erous, | 
To God of heaven, King Richard, and ro me, 
Andas1I truely fight, detend me heaven. 
Mar. On paine of death, no perſon be ſo bold, 
Or daring hardie as to touch the Liltes, 
Except the Marſhall, and ſuch oificers 
Appointed to dire&t theſe faire delignes, 

Bull. Lord Marſhall, let me kiſfe-my Soveraigns hand, 
And bow my knee before his Majeſtie : 

For Mowbray and my ſeife are like two men, 


That vow a long and weary pilgrimage, 
c 
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Then let us take a ceremonious leave | 
And loving farewell of our ſeverall friends- 
Mar. The Appealant in all duty greets your Highnes, 
And craves to kifle your hand,and take his leave. 
Rich, We will deſcend,and fold him in our armes» 
Cofin of Hereford as thy caulc is jult, 
So be thy fortune in this Royall fight : 
Farewell,my blood,which it to day thou ſhead, 
Lament we may,but not revenge t . 
Bull, Ohlct no noble cycprophane atcare 
For mezif I begor'd with CH 5 ſpeare 3 
As confident, as isthe Falcons flight 
Againſt a bird,doe I with Mowbrop fight. 
My loving Lord,I take my cave of you, 
Ot you (my Noble Coſin) Lord 4umert ; 
Not ſicke,although I have to doe with death, 
But luſtie,yong,and cheerely drawing breath, 
Loc,as at Engliſh Feaſts,ſo1 regrect 
The dainrielt Jaſt,to make the end moſt ſweet» 
Oh thou the carthy author of my blood, 
W hoſe youthtull ſpirit in me regenerate; 
Doth with atwo-fold vigor liftme up 
To reach at victory above my head, 
Adde proofe unto mine Armour withthy prayers, 
And with thy bleſſings ſtcele my Lances point, 
That 1t may enter ©Mowbrayes waxen Coate, 
And furnith new the name of lohna Gann, 
Even in the luſty haviour of his ſonne. 
Gaunt. Heaven in thy good cauſe make thee proſp'rous, 
Be ſwitr like lightning in the execution, 
And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, 
Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske 
Of thy amaz'd perniciousenemy, : 
Rouzcup thy youthfull blood,be valiant,and live. 
Bull. Mine innocence,and S.George to thrive. 
AMow. How ever heaven or fortunecalt my lot, 
There lives,or dics,true to King Richards Throne, 
A loyall,juſt,and upright Geatleman : 
Never did Captainc witha freer heart, 
Caſt off his chaines of bondage,and embrace 
His golden uncontroul'd enfranchiſement, 
More than my dancing foulc doth celebrate 
This Feaſt of Battell,with mine adverſaric. 
Moſt mighty Licge,and my companion Peeres, 
Take from my mouth;the wiſh of happy yeeres, 
As —_—— as iocond,as to jeſt, 
Gol to fight : Truth,hath a quiet breſt. 
Rich. Farewell,my Lord,ſecurely I ſpy 
Vertue with Valonr,couched in thine cyc : 
Order the triall Marſhall,and begin. . 
Har. Harrie of ag (49 anine ab Nerby, 
Receive thy Launce,and heaven defend thy right. 
Bull. $ asa towre in hope, cry Amen. 
Mer. Go bearethis Lance to Thomas D.of Norfolke. 
1.Harry of Hereford, Laneafter,and Derby, | 
Stands heere for God, his Soveraigne,and himſelfe, 
On paine tobe found falſe,and recreant, 
To provethe Duke of Nortolke, Thomas Mowbray, 
A Traitor to his God, his King,and him, 
And dares himto fer for to the fight. 
2.Har, Here ſtandeth Tho. Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 
on paine to be found falſeand recreant, 
Bothro defend himſelfe,and toa e 
Henry of Hereford, Lancafterand Bb 
To God,his Soveraigne,and to him diſloyall : 
Couragiouſly,and with afree defixe, 


| Or being opcn,pur into his hands 


Attending but the ſignall to begin. A charge ſounded 
» Soundtrum ſer forward Conbatants; 
Stay,the King hath rhrowne his Warder downe- 
Rich. Let them lay by their Helmets & their Speares, 
| And both returne backe totheir Chaires againe : 
Withdraw with us,and let the Trumpets {ound, 
| While we returne theſe kf what we decree. 
A lowriſh, 
Draw neere and lilt ": 
W hat with our Councell we have done. 
For that our kingdomes earth ſhould not be ſoyld 
With that deere blood which it hath toltercd, 
And for our cycs do hate the dire aſpet 
Of civill wounds plowgh'd up with acighbors ſwords, 
| Which ſo rouz'd up with boyltrous untun'd drumunes, 


With harſh reſoundi dreadtull bray, 
And grating ſhocke of \ your Armes, 
Might frotn our quiet Conkines fright faire Peace, 


And make us wade even in our kindreds blood : 
Therefore,we baniſh you our Territories. 

You Colin Hereford,upon paine of death, 

Till twice five Summers haveenrich'd our ficlds, 
Shall nor regreerour faire dominions 

Burt treade the ſtranger of baniſhmenr. 

Bull. Your will be : This muſt my comfort be, 
That Sun that warmes you heere,ſhall ſhine on me: 
Aud thoſe his golden beames to you here leat, 

Shall point on me,and gild my baniſhment. 

Rich, Norfolke : tor thee remaines a heavier doome, 
Which I with ſome unwillingneſle pronounce, 

The flye ſlow houres ſhall not determinate 
The dateleſſe limit of thy deere exile : 
The hopelcſſe word,of never to returne, 
Breathe I againſt thee,upon paine of life. 

CMow. A heavy ſentence, my molt Soyeraigne Liege, 
And all uniook'd for from your Highacfſe mouth : 
Adecrer mcrit,not 10 deepe a maime, 

As to be calit forth in the common ayre 

Have I deterved at your ir, (1g hands. 

The Language 1 have learn'd theſe forty yeares 
(My native Engliſh)now I muſt forgo, 

And now my tongues uſe is tome nomore, 
Than an unfiringed Vyoll,or a Harpe, 

Or like a cunning Inſtrument cas'd up, 


That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 

Within my mouth you have engaol'd my rongue, 

Doubly perculliſt with my teethand lippes, 

And dulf,unfeeling,barren ignorance, 

Is made my Gaoler roatrend on me : 

I am too old to fawne upon a Nurſe, 

Too farre in yeeres to be a pupill now : 

W har is thy ſentence then,burt fpeechleſſe death, 

Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath? 
Rich. It boots thee not to be compaſſionate, 

After our ſentence,plaining comes to latc, 

Mow, Then thus I turneme from my countries light 
To dwell in ſolemne of endleſſc night. 

Rich. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee, 
Lay on our Royall {1 baniſht hands; 
Sweare by the duty that you owe to heaven 
(Our part therein we baniſh with your ſelves) 

To kcepe the Oath that we adminiſter : 
You never ſhall (fo helpe you Truth,and Heaven) 


Embrace cach others love in baniſhment, 


| Nor ever looke upon each others face, 
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Nor ever write,regreete,or reconcile 
This lowring tempelt of your home-bred hate, 
Nor ever by adviſed purpole meete, 
To plot,coutrive,or comploer any ill, 
ainlt Vs,0ur Statc,our lubjets,or our Land. 
Bul. 1 tweare. 
Mon. AndI,to keepcall this. 
Bu!. Nortolke,lo tarre,as to mine enemie, 
By this tunc( had the King permitted us) 
Oac ot our toules had wand:ed inthe ayre, 
Bani(h'd cius traile fepulcher of our flcſh, 
As now our Heth is baniſh'd from this Land. 
Coatelle thy Treafons,ere thou flye this Realme, 
Since thou halt farre to go,beare not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty ſoule. 

Mow. No Bullngbrooke: If cyer 1 were Traitor, 
My name be blotted from the booke of Life, 
And £ from heaven baniſh'd as from hence : 
Bar what thou art,heaven,thou, and I doknow, 
Andall roo toone( | feare) the King ſhall ruc- 
Farewell (my Liege) now no way canal ſtray, 
Save backe ro England .all the worids my way» 

Rich. Vncle,evenun the glaſſes of thine eyes 

[ ce thy greeved heart : thy ſad aſpet, 
Hath$ron the number of his bantth'd yeares 
Pluck'd foure away : Six frozen Winters ſpent, 

Returne with welcome home,from bamiſhment. 

Bul. How long a tune lics in one little word : 
Foure lagging Wanters,and toure wanton Springs 
End in a word,ſ(uch is the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt, Ithanke my Liege,that in regard of me 
He ſhortens toure yearcs of my ſonnes exile : 

But lictle vantage ſhall I reape thereby. 

Forere the {ixe yeares that he hathto ſpend 

Can change the Moones,and bring their times about, 
My oylc-dride Lampe,aad time-bewaltcd light 

Shall be extin& with age,and cudleſle night ; 

My inch of Taper, will be burnt,and done, 

And blindfold death,nor let me (ce my ſonne. 

Rich. Why Vacle,thou haſt many yeeres to live. 

Gaunt. But not a minute (King) that thou can{t give ; 
Shorten my dayes thou canſt with ſudden ſorrow, 
And plucke nights trom m©,bur not lend a morrow : 
Thou canſt helpe time to furrow me with age, 

Bur ſtop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 
Thy word is currant with him, for my death, 
Bur dead, thy kingdomse cannot buy my breath; 

Rich. Thy ſonne is baniſh'd upon good advice, 
Wheretothy tongue a -verdidt gave, 

Why at our Juſtice ſeem'ſt thou then to lowre ? 

Gas, Things ſweet totaſt, prove in digeſtion ſowre : 
You urg'd me asa Iudge,but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a Father. 
Alas,T look'd when ſome of you ſhould ſay, 

[ was too {tri& romake ming owne away : 
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 
Againſt my will,to do my (elfe this wrong. 

Rich, Coſine farewell : and Vncle bid him fo : 
Stx yeares we baniſh him,and he ſhall go. 

Flowre(h, 

Lv. Coſine farewell : what preſence muſt not know 
From where you do remaine,let paper ſhow. 

Mar. My Lord,noleave take I,for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me,by your ſide. 

Gaunt,Oh ro what purpoſe do thou hord thy words, 
That thou return'ſt no greeting tothy friends ? 


RR 


Exit. 


Bull. I have too few to take my leave of you, 

when the tongues oilice ſhould be prodigall, 
To breath th'abund4nt dolour of the heart. 
Gas. Thy grecte is but thy abſence for a time: 
Bull. Toy abtent,grecte is preſent for that time. 
Gas. What is ſixe Winters, they are quickely gone ? 
Bull. To men in joy, but greefe makes one houre ren. 
Gaw, Call it a travell that thou tak'|t for pleaſure. 
Bull. My heart will figh,when I miſcall it ſo, 
Which findes ir an inforced Pilgrimage. 

Gaz. The ſullen paſſage of thy weary ſteppes 
Eſtceme a ſoyle, wherein thou artto ſer 
The precious Iewell of thy home returne. 

Bull, Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 

By thinking on the froltic Canraſic ? 

Or cloy the hungry <dge of appetite, 

By bare 1magination of a Feait ? 

Or Wallow.naked in December ſnow 

By thinking on fantalticke Summers heate ? 
Oh no,the apprehenſion of the good 

Gives but the greater fecling to the worſe : 
Fell forrowes toorh, doth ever ranckle more 
Then when it bites,but lanceth not the fore. 

Gan. Com#,come (iy fon) lie bring thee onthy way 
Had I thy youth,and cauſe, would nor ſtay. 

Bul. Then Englands ground farewell:1weet ſoil adieu 
My Mother and my Nurſe,which beares me yet : 
Where ere I wander,boalt of this 1 can, 

Though baniſh'd,yeta true-borne Engliſhman. 


—_ — 


Scaena Quarta, 


Enter King ,Aumerlc,Greene and Bagot, 
Rich, Wedid oblerye. Coline anmerie, 
How farre brought you high Hereford on his way? 
eAwm. 1 brought high Hereford (if you call hica ſo) 
Bur to the next high way,and there 1 left him. 
Rich. And ſay,what ſtore of parting teares were ſhed? 
Amm. Faith none by me : except the Northealt wind 
Which then grew bitterly againſt our face, 
Awak'd the {leepie rhewime;,and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tcare. 
Rich, What faid our Coſin when you parted with him? 
Au. Farewell:and for my hart diſdained þ my tongue 
Shoald ſo prophane the word that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppreſſion of ſuch greete, 


That word ſeemde buried in my ſorrowes grave. 
Marry,would the word Farewell, had lengthen'd houres, 
And added to his ſhort baniſhment; 

He ſhould have had a volume of Farewels, 


Bur ſince it would not,he had none of me, 

Rich, He is our Coſin(Cofin) but'tis doubr, 
When time ſhail call him home from baniſhment; 
Whether our kinſman come to ſee his friends, 

Our ſelfe, and Buſby : heere Bagor and Greene 
Obſervde his Courtſhip tothe common people ; 
How he did ſceme to dive into their hearts, 

With humble, and familiar courteſie, 

What reverence hedid throw away onflavesz 
wooing nen, wich the craft of ſoules, 
And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 
As*twere tobanith their affets with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an Oyſter-wench, 
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A brace of Dray-men bid God ſpeed him well, 
And had the tribute of his ſupple knee, _ 
With thankes my Countrimen , my loving friends, 
As were our England in reverſion his, 

And he our ſubjets nextdegree in hope. 

Gr. Well,he is gone,& with him goc theſe thoughts: 
Now for the Rebels, which ſtandout 1n Ireland, 
Expedient mannage muſt be made my Liege 
Ere further leyſurc, yeeld the futher mcancs 
For their aduantage, and your highncile loſle. 

Rich. We will our ſelfe in perſon te this warre, 
And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, | 
And liberall Largeſle, arc growne ſomewharlight, 
We are inforc'd to farme our royall Realme, 
The revennew whereof ſhall furniſh us 
For our affayres in hand : if they come ſhort 
Our ſubſtitutes at home ſhall have Blanke-charters : 
Whereto, when they ſhall know what men are rich, 
They ſhallſubſcribe them for large ſummes of Gold, 
And ſend them after to ſupply our wants : 
For we will make for Ireland preſently. 

Enter Buſhy. 

Buſty, what newes ? 

Bu. Oid lohuof Gaunt is verieficke my Lord, 
Sodainly taken , and hath ſent polt haſte 
Toentreat your Majeſty to viſit him. 

Ric. Where lyes he ? 

Bu. At Ely houſe. 7 : 

Ric. Now put it (heaven) in his Phyſitians minde, 
To helpe him to kis grave immediately : 

The lining of his coffers ſhal! make Coates 

To decke our ſouldiers for theſe Iriſh warres. 

Come Gentlemen, lct's all go viſit him : 

Pray heaven we may make haſt, and come too late, Exve, 


———— 


eAttus Secundus. Sceana Prima. 


— 
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Exzer Gaunt, ficke winh Yorke. 


Gas. Will the King come, that I may breathe my laſt 
In wholſome counſcll to his unſtaid yourh ? 

Tor. Vex not your (clfe,nor ſtrive not with your breth, 
Forall in yaine comes counſell to his care. 

Gazx. Oh but (they ſay) the tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention like deepe harmony ; 
Where wordsare pars C4 are teldome ſpentin yaine, 
For they breath truth, that breath their words in paine. 
He that no more muſt fay, is liſten'd more, 
Then they whom youth and caſe have taught togloſe, 
More arc mens ends markt, then their lives before, 
The ſetting Sun, and muſicke is the cloſe , 
As the laſt taſte of ſweetes, 15 {weerelt laſt, 
Writ in remembrance, more thenthings long paſt ; 
Though R:cherd my lives counſellwould not heare, 
My deaths fad ale, may yet undeafe his care. 

Yor. No, it isſtopt with other flatt'ring ſounds 
A of his ſtate : thenthere are found 

civious Mccters, to whoſe venom ſound 

The open eares of youth doth alwayes liſten. 
Report of faſhions in proud ltaly, 
W hoſe manners ſtill our tardie apiſh Nation 
Limpes after in baſe imitation. 


| 


— 


Where doth the world thruſt forth a vauuty, 
So it benew,therc's no reſpect how vile, 
That is not quiskly buz'd into their cares? 


That all too late comes counſel to be beard, | 


W here will doth mutiny with wits regard : _ 

Dire& not him, whoſe way himſelfe will chooſe, 

Tis breath thou lackſt, and that breath wilt thou looſe, 
Grazzt. Mcthinkes I ama Prophet new inſptr'd, 

And thus expiring do foretell of hum, 

His raſh fierce blaze ofRyot cannot laſt, 

For violent fires ſoone burne out themſclves; 

Small ſhores laſt long, but ſodaine lormes are ſhorr, 

He tyres betimes, that tpurs too faſt betimes; 

With cager feeding, food doth choake the teeder ; 

Light vanity, inſatiate cormorant, 

Conſuming meanes ſoone preyes upon it ſelfe. 

This royall Throne of Kings, this ſceptred Iſle, 

This earth of Majeſty, this ieate of Mars, 

This other Eden, demy paradiſe, 

This Fortres built by nature for her ſelfe, 

Againſt infection, and the hand of warre : 

This happy breed of men, this little world, 

This pecious tone ſet in the ſilver Sea, 

W hich ſerves it inthe oxtice of a wall, 

Or asa Moate defenſiue to a houſe, 

Againſt thecnuy of — Lands, 

This bleſſed plot, this ,this Realme ,this England, 

This Nurſe, this teeming wombe of Royall Kings, 

Fear'd by their breed, and famous tor their birth, 

Renowned for their deeds,as farrc from home, 

For Chriſtian ſervice,and true Chivalrie, 

As 1s the ſepulcher in ſtubborne Jury 

Of the worlds ranſome, bleſſed Maries Sonne. 

This Land of ſuch deere ſoules, this deere-deerc Land, 

Deere for her reputation through the world, 

Is now Leas'd out( I dyepronouncing it) 

Like toa Tencment or pelting Farme. 

England bound ia wich thetriumphant Seca, 

Wholc rocky ſhore beates backe the envious ſiedge 

Of watery Neptunc,is now bound in with ſhame, 

With Inky blotres, and rotten Parchment bonds. 

That England that was wont to conquer others, 

Hath mad a ſhargCtull conqueſt of it ſelfe. 

Ah ? would the feandall vanith with my life, 

How happy then were my enſuing death ? 


Emer King, Durene, eAumerle, Buſby, Greene, 
Bayor, Ros, and Willoughby. 
Tor. The King is come, dcale mildiy with his youth, 
For young hot Coalts, being rag'd,do raze the more- 
2s. How fares our notl- Vncie Lancatter ? 
Rs. What comfort man ? How iſt with aged Gam? 
Ga. Oh l;ow that name befies my compoſition; 
Old Gaunt 1c d, and gaunt mbeing old | 
Within me greete hath kepta tedious falt, 
And who auitaines from meate, that is nor gaunt ? 
For ſlecping England long time have I watcht, 
Watching breeds leannefle, leannefſe is all gaunt: 
The plealure that ſome Fathers feed upon, 
Is my ſtrict faſt, I meane my Cluldrens lookes, 
And therein faſting, haſt thou made me gaunt : 
Gaunt am 1 for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 
Whaſc hollow wombe inherits nought bur bones. 
Ric. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names? 
Gaz. No, miſery makes ſport ro mocke it (cite: 


Since thou doſt leeker0 Kill my name in mee, 
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1 mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee. 
Ric. Should dying men Ratter choſe rhat live ? 
Gaz. Nuno men living flatter thole that dye. 
Rich. Thou now a dying, fayſt thou flatter” it me. 
Gaw. Oh no,thou dyclt,chough I the ſicker be, 
Rich. 1am in health,I breathe, ſee thee 1ll. 
Gau, Now he'thar made me,knowes | feetheeill : 
Il in my felfe to ſee,and in thee, lecing ull, 
Thy death-bed is no leſſer then the Land, 
Whercin thoulyeſt in reputation licke, 
And thou roo care-lciſe paticnt as thou art, 
Conmir'it thy —_ body to the cure * 
Of thoſe Phyſitions,thar firſt wounded thee: 
A thouſand flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 
Whoſe compatlſe is no bigger then thy hand, 
And yet incaged in o ſma!ÞFa Verge, 
The waſte is no whit lefſer then thy Land 
Oh had thy Grandfire with a Prophets 7 bh ; 
Secne how his tonnes ſonne, ſhould deſtroy his ſonrits, 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy ſhame, 
D<poling thee before thou wert poſleſt, 
Which art poſſeſt now todepol: thy felfe. 
Why(Coſine) were thou Regent of the world, 
It were a ſhame tolet his Land by leaſe : 
But for thy world enjoying bur this Land, 
Is it not more then ſhame,to ſhame it ſo? 
Landlord of Eng[and art thou, and not King : 
ws ſtate of Layv,is bond(lave to the law, 

Reich, And thou,a lunatickeleane-witted foole, 
Preſuming on an Agues priviledge, 
Da''ſt with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood 
With tury,trom his native reſidence? 
Now by my Scates right Royall Majcſtic, 
We.'t thou not Brother to great £awar dr ſonne, 
This tongue that runs ſo round:y in thy head, 
Should run thy head f.om thy unreverent ſhoulders, 

Gas, Oh ſpare me not,my brothers Edwards tonne, 
Forthat I was his Father Edwwrds ſonne : 
That b!ood already (like the Pellican) 
Thou haft tapt out, and drunkenly carows'd. 
My brother Glouceſter,plaine well mganing ſoule 
(Whom faire befall in heaven 'monglt happy toules) 
May be a preſtdent,and witnefſe good, 
That thou re{peX'it nor ſpilling Edwards blood : 
loyne with the preſent fickenefle thar | have, 
And thy onkindact bg like crooked age, 
Tocrop at once a too-lon» wither'd flowre. 
Live in thy ſhame,but dye not ſhame with thee, 
Theſe words hercafter,thy tormentors be. 
Convey me tommy bed,then to my grave. 
Lovethey to live,that love aad honor have. Exu 

Rich, And let them dyc,that age and tullens have, 
For both haſt thou, and both beconre the grave. 

Tor, I doe beſecch your Maceltic impute his words 
To wayward nicklinefſe,and age in him : 
He loves you on my life,a1d holds you deere 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he heere. 

Rich. Right, youſay true : as Hmwefwdrlove;ſo lis; 

As theirs,{0 mine : andall be as itis. 


Enter XN orthumbrland. 


Nor, My Liege, old Gaunt commends him'to your 
Majeſtie. 


Rich. What fayes he ? 

N or. Nay nothing, all is faid : 
His tongue is now a itringletle inſtrument, 
Words, lite,and all,old Lancaiter hath ſpent. 

Tor, Be Yorke thenext, that mutt be bankrupt ſo, 
Though death be poorc,it ends a mortall wo. 

Rib, The ripelt fruit firlt tals,and fo doth he, 
His time is (pcnt,our pilgrimage muſt be ; 
So much for that. Now tor our Iriſh warres, 
We mult ſupplant thoſe rough rug-headed Kernes, 
W hich live tke venom, where no venom elſe 
Bur onely they,have privil.dge to live. 
And for theſe great atfayres do aske ſome charge 


| Towards our afliſtance, we do fcize to us 


The plate,coyne,and revennewes,and movcables, 
Whereot our Vncle Gazne did ſtand poſlelt, 
Yor. How long (hall L be patient > Oh how long 
Shall tender dutic make me tuffer wrong ? 
Not Glonſtersdeath,nor Ferefords baniſhment, 
Nor Gazumes redukes,nor Englands private wrongs, 
Ner the prevention of poore Bullmgbrooke, 
About his marriage,nor my owne du{grace 
Have ever made mc fowre my paticnt checeke, 
Or bcnd one wrinkle on my Soveraignes face : 
Lam the lalt of noble Edwards ſonnes, 
Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firſt; 
Ini warres was never Lyoa rag'd more fierce ; 
In peace, was never gentle Lambe more milde, 
Then was that yong and Princely Gentleman : 
His face thou haſt, tor evenſo look'd he 
Accouplith'd with the number of thy howers : 
Bac whcn hc frown'd, it was againſt the French, 
And not againit his friends : bis noble hand 
{id win what hedid ſpead : and ſpent notthat 
Wh.ch his triumphant fathers hand had won; 
His hands were guiltic of no Kindreds blood, 
But bloody with the encmies of his kinne : 
Oh Richard, Yorke is t00 farre gone with greefe, 
Or elle he never would compare beryeenc. 
Rich. Why Vncle, 
Whar's the matter ? 
Tor. Ohmy Liege pardon me if you pleaſe,if not 
T pleas'd not to be pardon'd,am content with all : 
$&&ke you to {cize,and gripe into your hands 
The Royal:ics and Rights of baniſh'd Hereford? 
Is not Gaw*: dead? and doth not Heretord lives 
Was net Gawt jult 2 and is not Harry true ? 
Did not the one deferve"to have an heyre ? 
Is not his heyre a well-deſerving fonne ? 
Take Herefords rights away,and take from time 
His Charters,and his cuſtomarie rights; * 
Let not ro morrow then inſue to day, 
Be nor thy ſelte. For how art thou a King 
But by faire ſequence and ſucceſſion ? 
Now afore God,God forbid I ſay true, 
If you doe wrongfully ſcize Herefords right, 
Callin his Letters Patentsthat he hath 
By his Atturneyes generall,to ſue 
His Liveric,and denic his oftcr'd homage, 
You plucke athouſand dangers on your head, 
You looſe a thouſand well-diſpoſed hearts, 
And pricke my render patie'ice tothoſe thoughts 
Which honor and al'cgeance cannot thinke. 
Ric. 1hinke what you wi'l : we feite into'our hands, 
His plate,his goods, his money,and his lands, 
Ter. Ile not be by the while : My Leige farewell, 
C3 \V hat 
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What will enſuc hereof, there's none can tell, 

But by bad courſes may be underſtood, 

That their events can never fall out good. Exit, 
Rich. Go Buſtieto the Earle of /itſhire ſtreight , 

Bid him repaireto us to Ely houle, 

To fee this buſineſſe ; to morrow next 

We wall tor /reland, and 'tis time, I trow : 

And wecreate in abſence of our icife 

Our Vnckle Yorke,Lord Governor of England: 

For he 1s juſt,and alwayes lov'd us well. 


| Come on Our Queene,to morrow muſt we part, 


Be merry,tor our time of ſtay is ſhort. Flour. 
CManer N. grth. Villoughby,and Roſ. 

Nor. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancaſter is dead. 

koſſ. And living too,for now his ſonne is Duke- 

Wil. Barcly in title,not in revennew. 

Nor. Richly in both,it juſtice had her right. 

Roſſ. My heart is great:but it muſt break with ſilence 
Er't be disburthen'd with a libcrall tongue. 

Nor.Nay ſpeake thy mind:& let him ne'r ſpeake more 
That {peak es thy words againe to doe thee harme. 
wit. Tendsthat thou'd(t ſpcake to th'Du.of Hereford? 
If it be ſo,out with it boldly man : 
Quicke is mine earc to heare of good towards him. 
Roſſ. No good at ail that 3 caa doe for him, 
Vnlelle you call it good to pitic him, 
Bereft and geided of his patrimonie. 
Nr. Now atore heaven, 'its ſhame ſuch wrongs are 
borne, 
In hima royall Prince,and many moe 
Of noble blood in this declining Land ; 
3 he King is not himſcife,but balely led 
By flatterers and what they will informe 
Mecerely 11 hate *gain{t any of us all, 
i hat will the King ſeverely proſecute | 
*Gainſt us,our lives,our children,and our heires» 

Roſſ. The Commons hath he pill'd with greevous taxes 
And quite loſt their hearts : che Nobles hath he fin'de 
For ancient quarrcls,and quite loſt their hearts. 

Wil. And daily new cxactions are devis'd, 
As blankes,benevolenccs,and I wot not what: 
But what o'Gods name doth become of this ? 
Nor. Wars hath not waſtcd it,for war'd he bathnot, 
But baſely ycelded upon comprimize, 
That which his Anceſtors atchicu'd with blowes : 
More hagh heſpent in peace,then they in warres. 
Rof. The Earle of Wiltſhire hath the realme in Farme. 
Wil. The King's growne bankrupt like a broken man, 
Nor. Reproach,and diſſolution hangeth over him. 
Roſ: He hath not monie for thele Iriſh warres; 
(His burthenous taxations notwithſtanding) 
Bur by the robbing of the baniſh'd Duke. 
NXN yr. His noble Kinſman,moſt degencrate King : 
But Lords,we hcarethis fearcfull tempeſt ſing, 
Yer ſecke no ſhelter roavord the torme : 
Welſce the winde fit ſore upon our ſailes, 
And yet we ſtrike not;but ſecurely periſh. 
Roſ, We ice the very wracke that we muſt ſuffer, 
Andunzvoydcd is the danger now 
For ſuffering 1o the cauſes of our wracke, 


Nor.Not 19 : even through the hollow eyes of death , |. 


T ſpic lite pcering : but I dare not ſay 
How neerc the tidings of our comfort is. 
Wi, Nay letus ſhare thy thoughts,as thou doſt ours. 
Ref. Be confident to ſpeake Northumberland, 
Werhree,arc but thy ſclfc,aud tpcaking to, 


| 


Thy words are butas thoughts,therefore be bold. 
Nor. Then thus : I have from Port le Blan 

A Bay in Britaine,recciv'd intelligence, 

That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainald Lord (obham, 

Thar late "hors from the Duke of Exeter, 

His brother Archbiſhop,lare of (anerbary, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham,Sir Jobm Rainſton, 

Sir fobn Norberie,Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis Quoan 

All theſe well furniſh'd by the Duke of Britane, 

With cight tall ſhips, threethouſand men of warre 

Are making hither with all due expedicnce, 

And ſhortly meane to touch our Northerve ſhore ; 

Perhaps they hadere this,but that they ſtay 


The firſt departing of the King for Ircland. 

If then we thall ſhake off our laviſh yoake, 

I wy out our drooping ies broken wing, 
Re 


ceeme from broaking pawne the blemiſh'd Crowne, 

Wipe off the duſt that dos our Scepters gilt, 

Ahd make high Majeſtic looke like ir (clte, 

Away with me in to Kaverſpwrgh, 

But it you faint,as fearing to doe fo, - 

Stay,and be ſecret,and my ſeife will go. 
Kof. To horſe,to horle,urge doubts to them that feare; 
Wd. Hold out my horic,and I will firſt be there. 


Exenrnt. 


— 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter © meene,Buſhy,and Bagot. 


"Buſh. Madam,your Majeſty is too much ſad, 
You promis'd wind m_— with the King, 
To lay aſide (elfc-harming heavineſle, 
And entertaine a cheerefull diſpoſition. 

2%. Toplcaſe the King,1 did : to pleaſe my ſelfe 
I cannot doe it : yet I know no cauſe 
Why I ſhould welcome ſuch a gueſt as greele, 
Save bidding farewell to ſo ſweet a guelt 
As my ſwect Richard, yct againe me thinkes 
Some unborne ſorrow,ripe in fortunes wombe 
Is comming tow#ds me,and my inward ſoule 
With nothing trembles,at ſomthing it greeves, 
More than with parting from iny Lord the _ 

Buſb.Each ſubſtance of a greefe hath twenty thadows 

Which ſhewes like greefe ſelfe,bur isnot {o ; 
For ſorrowes eye,giazed with blinding teares, 
Divides one thing intire,to many objects, 
Like perſpeRives,which rightly gaz'd upon 
Shew nothing bur confuſion,ey dawry, 
Diſtinguiſh torme : ſo your ſweet Majeſtic 
Looking awry upon your $ gc re, 
Finde | na 7 Fora then bimiſelfe to walle, | 
Which look'd on as itis,is nought but ſhadawes 
Of what it is nor : then thrite-gracious Qyeene, 
More then your Lords departure wecpe not,more s not 
Or if itbe,'tis with falſe ſorrowes eye, — (16676; 
Whych for things true,weepe things 1maginary*« 

©. 1t may be fo : but yet my inward foule 
Pcriwadcs meit is otherwiſe : how cre it be, 
I cannot but be 1ad : ſo heavy tad, 
As though on thinking on no thought I thinke, 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and ſhrinke- 


Buſ. 'Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Ly, 
——_—_—— 
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Qs. 'Tis nothing lefſe : conceit is ſtill deriu'd 

From ſome fore-facher greefe,mine is not (0, 
For nothing hath begot my ſomething grecte, 
Or ſomething,hath the nothing that I greeve, 
'Tis in reverſion that I doe voſſaſſe, 

But what 1t 15,that 1s not yet knowne,what 
| cannot name, tis nameleiſe woe 1 wot. 
Enter Greene, 

Gree. Heaven fave your Majeſty,and wel met Gentle- 
1 hope the King is nor yer ſhipt for Iceland. (men; 

2x. Why hop'ſt thou ſo ? 'Tis berter hope he 1s: 
For his delignes crave haſte,good hope, 

Then wheretore doſt thou hope he is not ſhipt ? 

Gree. That he our hope, might have retyr'd his power, 
and driven into delpaire an enemies hope, 
Who ſtrongly hath (ct foocing in this Land, 
The baniſh'd Bu4:ngbrooky repcaics himſelte, 
And with up-litted Armcs is fafe arriu'd 
At Kavenſpurg. 

2x. Now God in heaven forbid. 

Gree, O Madam *tis too true : and that is worſe, 
The L.Northumberland, his yong ſonne Henry Perce, 
The Lords of Roſe, Beawmond,and Willoughby , 

Wich all their powerfull friends are fled ro him, 

Buſs. Why have you not proclaim'd Northumberland 
And the reſt of the revolted fation, Traitors ? 

Gree. We have : whereupon the Earle of Worceſter 
Hath broke his ſtaffe,reſign'd his Stewardſhip, 
Andalthe houſhold ſervaars fied with i1ica to Bullenbrook 

2s. So Greene,thou art the midyvite of my woe, 
And Puliubrooke my {orcowes diſmall heyre: = 
Now hath my ſoule brought forth her prodigie,. 
And 1a gasping new delivered mother, 

| Have woe to woe, ſorrow to ſorrow joyn'd. 
| Buſh. Deſpaire not Madam. 
Ly. Who ſhall hinder me? 
[ will de{paire,and beat enmitic 
Wrhcouzening hope; he is a Flatterer, 
AParalite,a keeper backe of death, 
Who gently would diflolve the bands of life, 
Which falſe hopes linger in extremity. 
Enter Torke, 

Gree, Heere comes the Duke of Yorke. 

Qs. With fignes of warre about his aged necke, 
Oh full of carefull buſineſſe are his lookes : 
Vnckle,for heavens ſake ſpeake comfortable words. 

Tee, Comfort's in heaven,and we are on the carth, 
Where nothing lives bur groſles, care and greete : 

Your husband he is gone to fave farre off, 

Whullt others come ro make his looſe at home : 

Acere am [ left ro underprop his Land, 

\Who weake with age,cannot ſupport my felfe : 

Now comes his ſicke houre that his ſurtet made, 

Nov ſhall he try his fricadsthat flattered him- 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser, My Lord,your ſonne was gone before I came. 
Tor. He was : why ſo, goall which way it will: 
The Nobles they are fled,the Commons they are cold, 
And will I feare revolt on Herefords ide. 
Srra,get theeto Plaſhie tomy filter Gloſter, 

Bid her ſend me preſently athoufand pound, 
Ho.d,ake my Ring. | 
Ser, My Lurd,! had forgot 
Totell your Lordihip,ro day I came by, and call'dthere, 
ut 1 ſhall grerve youto report the reſt. 

Tor. What is't knave ? 


ry 


| 


Ser. An houre before I came,the Dutcheſle di'de. 
Tor. Heav'n tor his mercy,whart a tide of woes 

Come ruſhing on this wotull Land at once? 

I know not what to doc : I would to heaven 

(So my untruth had nut provok'd him to it) 

The King had cut off my head with my brothers. 

What,are there poltes diſpatcher for Ireland ? 

How ſhall we doe for mony tor theſe warres ? 

Come ſiſter (Cozen 1 would fay) pray pardon me. 

Gofollow,get thee home, provide ſome Carts, 

And bring a.vay the Armour that is there. 

Gentlemen,will you muſter men ? 

If i know how,or which way to ordertheſe affaires 

Thus diſorderly thrutt into my hands, 

Never beleeve me. Both arc my kintmen, 

1 Fone 1s my Soveraigne,whom both my oath 

And dutic bids defeud : th'other ag:iue 

Is my ktaſman,whoin the King hath wrong'd, 

Whom conſcicnce,and my kindred bids toright, 

Well,{omewhat we muſt do : Come Cozen, 

le diſpoſe of you. Gentlemen, go muſter up your men, 

And mcet me preſcntly at Barkley Caſtle : 

I thould to Plathy too : but time willnot permit, 

All is uneven,& every thing isleft at fix and (even. Exit. 
Buſb. The wind fits faue for neweSto go toIrcland, 

Burt none returnes : For us to levy power 

Proportionable torth'enemy,1s all impoſlible, 

Gre. Belides our necreneſle to the King in love, 

Is neere the hate of thoſe love not the King. 

Bag.And that's the wavering Commons,tor their loye 

Lies in their purſes,and who to empties them, 

By io much fils their hearts with deadly hate. 

Bu(h. W herein the king ſtands generally condemn'd. 
Bag. If jadgement lye 1g them,then fo do we, 

Becauſe we have beene ever neere the King. 

Gree. W<ll:!' will for refuge ſtreight to Briſtolt Caſtle, 

The Earle of Wiitſhireis already there. _ 

Bu/t. Thithcr will | with you,for little orice 

Will the hatetu.l Commons pertorme for us, 

Except ke Curres,to teare us all in peeces : 

Will you goe along with us ? 

Bag. No,1 will to [reland to his Majeſtic : 

Farewell,it hearts piefages be not vaine, 

We three here part,that neu'r thall meecte againe. 
Be.That's as Yorkethrives to beate backe Bullmbrooke 
Gr. Alas poore Duke.the taske he undertakes 

Is numbring ſands,and drinking Oceans dric, 

Where one on his ſid: tghts, thouſands will Aye. 
Buſh. Farcwcll at once,for once, for all,and ever. 
Well,me may meete againc, 


Bag. I teare me never, Ext. 


——_ 
CO —— 


Scena T ertia. 


CV CODY ——_—_—_— —_ ——— 
—— 


Enter the Dukg of Hereford aud Nerthum- 
berland. 
Bul. How farre is it my Lord to Barkley now ? 
Nor. Beleeve me noble Lord, 
T am a ſtranger here in Glouſtzrſhire, 
Theſe high wilde hilles,and rough unceven wayes, 
Drawes out our miles, and makes them wearitome : 
And yet our faire diſcourſe hath bceneas ſugar, 


Making 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 


| 
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Making the hard way ſweetand deleQable : 
But I bethinke me,what a wearie way 
F:om Ravenſpurgh to Cottſhold will be found, 
In Roſſe and wwllowghby,wanting your companicy 
Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
I he tedioutneſſe,and proceſle of my travell : 
But theirs is fcracs with the hope to have 
The preſent bencfit that I poſleſle : 
And hope to joy,is little leſſe in joy, 
Then hope cnjoy'd : By this, the wearie Lords 
Shall make their way ſceme ſhort,as mine hath done, 
By ſight of what I have,your Noble Companic. 
Bull, Of much le yaluc is my Compante, 
Then your good words : but who comes here ? 
Emer H. Percy, 
XN orth. it is my Scnne,young Harry Perce, 
Sent from my brother Worceſter : W hence {ocver. 
Harry, how tares your Vnckle ? : 
excite. 1 had thought, my Lord,to havelearn'd his 
health of you. : 
North. Why,is he not with the Queene? | 
Percie.No,my good Lord,he hath torſooke the Court, 
Broken his Stafte of Otdice,and diſperſt 
Fhe Houſchoid of the King. 
North. W hat was his reaſon ? 
He was not ſo reſoly'd, when we laſt ſpake together. 
Percie.Becauſe your Lordſhip was proclaimed Traitor. 
But hee,my Lord,is gone to Ravenſpurgh, 
To cfter ſervice tothe Duke of Hereford, 
And ſent me over by Barkely,to diſcover 
What power thc Duke of Yorke had levied there, 
Then with direction to repaire to Ravenſpurgh. 
North. Have you forgot the Duke of Heretord(Boy.) 
Percie. No,my good Lord ; tor that is not forgot 
Which ne're I did remember:to my knowledge, 
I never in my life did looke on him. 
Noth. Then learne to know him now : this isthe 
Duke. | 
Percie, My gracious Lord,I tender you my ſervice, 
Such as it is,being tender,raw,and young, 


.| Which elder dayesſhall riper,and confirme 


To moreapproved ſervice,and deſert. 

Bull. Ithanke thee gentle Percie,and be ſure 
I count my ſelfe in nothingelc ſo happy, 
As in a Soule remembring my good Friends : 
And as my fortune ripens with thy Love, 
It ſhall be ſtill thy true Loves recompence; 

My heart this covenant makes,thy hand thus ſcales it. 
Nerth. How farre is itto Barkely ? and what itirre 
Keepes good old Yorke there, with his Men of Warre ? 

Perexe. There itands the Caſtle,by yond tuft of Trees, 
Marn'd withthrece hundred men,as } have heard, 
And in it are the Lords of Yorke, Barkely,and Seymor, 
None clte of Name, and noble eſtimate. 
Enter Roſſe and Willoughby. 
orth, Here come the Lords of Roſſe and Wil 
Blood, with ſparring,fieriered with boy "gg, 
Bull, Welcome my Lords,l wort your love purſues 
A banitht Traitor ; ail my Treaſurie 
ls yet but unfelt thankes, which mote enrich'd, 
Shall be your love,and labours recompence. 
Reſſe, Your preſeace makes us rich,moſt Noble Lord. 
Wills, And farre ſurmounts our labour to attaine 1t. 
Bull. Evermore thankes, th'Exchcquer of the poore, 
Which till my intanr-fortune comes to yeeres, 
Stands for my Bountie : but who comes here ? 


{ 


] 


Enter Barkely. 
Nth. It ismy Lord of Barkcly,as I gheſſe. 
Bark, My Lord of Hereford,my Meſſage 1s to you. 
Bull. My Lord,my anſwer is to Lancaſter, 
| And I am come to ſeeke that Name in England, 


| And I muſt finde that Title in your Towne, 
Bctore I make reply to aughr you ſay. 

Bok. Miltake me not,my Lord, 'tis not my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour our. 
To you, my Lord, l come (what Lord you will) 
From the moſt glorious of this 
The Duke of Yorke,to know-what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the abſent time, 
And tright our Native Peace with ſelfe-borne Armes. 

Emer Torke. 

Bull. I ſhall not need tran{pert my words by you, 
Here comes his Grace in Perlon.My Noble Vnckle. 

Tor. Shew me thy humble heart,and not thy knee, 
W hoſe duric is deccivable, and falſc. 

Bull. My pracious Vnckle. 

Tor. Tut,rut,Grace me no Grace,nor Vnckle me, 
I am no Traytors Vnckle ; and that word Grace, 
In an ungracious mouth,is but prophane. 
W hy have theſe baniſh'd,and torbidden Legges, 
Dar'd once to touch a Duſt of Englands Ground ? 
But more then why,why have they dar'd ro march 
So many miles upon her peacefull Boſome, 
Frighting her pale-fac'd Villages with W arre, 
And oſtentation of deſpiſed Armes ? 
Com'ſt thou becauſe th'anoynted King is hence ? 
W hy fooliſh Boy,the King is left behind, 
And in my loya'l Bolome lyes his power. 
Were | but no» the Lord of ſuch hot youth, 
As when brave Gawnt,thy Father,and thy ſelfe 
Reſcued the Black Prmee,that yong Mars of men, 
From forth the Rankes of many thouſand French: , 
Oh then, how quickly ſhould this Arme of mine, 
Now Priſoner to the Pallic,chaſtiſe thee, 
And miniſter corre&tion to thy Fault. 

Bull. My gracious Vnckle,let me know my Fault, 
On what condition ſtands it, and wherein ? 

Tor. Even in condition of the worlt degree, 
In groſle Rebellion, and deteſted Treaſon ; 
Thou art a baniſh'd mar,and here art come 
Before th'expiration of thy time, 
In braving Armes againſt thy Soveraigne. 

Bull. As1 was baniſh'd,l was bauiiſh'd Hereford, 
But as I come,l come tor Lancaſter. | 
And Noble Vncile,l beleech your Grace 
Looke on my Wrongs with an indifferent cye : 
You are my Father, tor me thinkes in you 
I ſee old Gauntalive-Oh then my Father, 
Will you permit,that I ſhall ſtand condemn'd 
A wandring Vagabond ; my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt from my armes perforce,and given away 
To upſtart Vnthrifts ? Wherefore was I borne? 
If that my Couſin King,be King of England, 
It mult be grauntcd, I am Duke of Lancaſter. 
You have a Sonne,,Awumerle,ny Noble Kinſman, 
Had you firſt died and he beene thus trod downe, 
He ſhould have found his Vnckle G awnra Father, 
Torowze his Wrongs,andchaſe them tothe bay. 
I am denyde tofue my Liverie here, 
And yet my Letters Patents give me leave : 


My Fathers goods arcall diſtraynd,and ſold, 


And theſe,and all,areall amiſſe imployd. what| 


_—— 
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What would you have me doe? I ama ſubjet , 
And challenge Law: Attorneyes are denyde me , 
And therefore pertunaily I lay my claime 

To mine inheritance of 1trce Det cent, 


XN 9rth, The Noble Duke hath becne too muchabusd. 


Kojſ. It itands your Grace upon, to doe him right. 


Wale, Baſe mea by his endowmeats are made great. 


Tork, My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 
1 have had teeling of my Colens Wrongs, 
Andlabour'd all } could to doe him right: 
But in this kind, to come 1n brauing Armes, 
Be his owne Carver, and cut out his way, 
To tiad out Righe with wrongs, it may not be ; 
And you that doe abet him 1n this kind, 
Cheriſh Rebellion, andare Rebels all. 
North. The Noble Duke hath ſworne his comming is 
But for his owne ; and tor the right of that, 
We all have itrongly tworneto give him ayd, 
And ict him nev'r tee Ioy,that breakes that Oath. 
Tork, Well, well, 1 ice the ifluc of thete Armes, 
I cannot mend it, 1 muit needes confefle, 
Becaute my power 15 weake and ail iil Icft ; 
But if I coulil,by him that gave mc ute, 
I would attach you all, and make you itoope 
Ynto the Soucraigne mercy of the King. 
But fiace 1 cannoc, be it knowne to 4 ou, 
I doe remaine as Neater.$o fare yuu well, 
Ynlcile you plealc to enter inthe Calt;e, 
Andthcre repoſe you for this Night. 
Bul. An otter Vackle, that we will accept : 
Buz we mult winae yourGrace to goe with us 
ToBriſtow Caltle, which they fay 1s heid 
By Bu(bie, Bagor, and their Complices, 
The Caterpillers of the Commonweaith, 
Which I have ſworne to weed, and plucke away. 
Tork. It may be I will go with you: bur yer ile pawſe, 
For I am loth to breake our Countrics Lawes : 
Nor Fricads, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, 
Things palt : edrefle, are now with me pait care. fxewnt, 


b 
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Scana Quarta. 


—_ —— My, C_WC— ————— _ - > -—_ — 
_————  ——— _ 


Enter S alubury, anda C aptaine , 


Cat. My Lord of Salisbury,we have ſtayd ten dayes, 
and hardly kept your Countrey mea cogether, 
And yer we heare no tidings fron the Kung; 
| Therefore we will diſperſe our ſeives: fare.vell. 
Sf, Stay yet arother day, thou truitic Welchman, 
The King repoſeth all his confidence inthee. 
Cape. Tis thought the King is dead,we will not ltay; 
ie Bay-trees in our Countrey all are wither'd, 
And Meteors frighr the fixcd Starres of ceavcn; 
The pale-fac'de Moone lookes bloody on the Earth, 
Andicane lookt Prophets whiſper Feareful change; 
Rich men looke ſad, and Ruikians danceand lcape, 
one in feare,to loſe what they enjoy, 
her to enjoy by Rage, and Warre : 
eſignes fore-run the death of Kings 
rewell,our Countreymen are gone and fled, 
well aſſur'd Richardtheir King is dead, Exit; 


— 


Sal. Ah Richard, with eyes of heauice mind, 
I fce thy Glory, like a ſhooting Starre, 
Fall tothe batc Earth, from the Firmamient : 
Thy Sunne ſets weeping in the lowly Weſt. 
Wunciling Stormes to come, Woe, and VYnreſt: 
Thy Friends are fled; to wait upon thy Foes, 
And croſlely to thy good, all fortune goes. Exit. 


pm —— 


_—_ 


eAtluTertins. Scana Prima, 


——_— 


Enter Buiingbrooke, Yorke, Northumbertaxd, 
Roſſe, Percie, Willoughby, with Buſhia 
and Greene F reſoners. 


Bull. Bring forth theſe men ; 
Buſhte and Greene, 1 wiil not vex your ſoules, 
(Since pretcntly your ſoulcs mult part your bodyes) 
With too much urging your permtious lives, 
For *twere no Charitie : yet to waſh your blood 
From oft my hands, here inthe view of men, * 
I will unfold fome cauſes of your deaths. 
You have mis-led a Prince, a Royall King, 
A happy Gentleman in Blood, and Lineaments, 
By you unhappucd, and disfigur'd cleane ; 
You have in manner with your fiafull houres 
Madea Divorce betwixt his Queene and him, 
Broke the poſſeſſion of a Royait Bed, 
And ſtayn'd the beautie of a taire Queenes Checkes, 
Withtearcs drawn fi0 her cyes,with your foule Wrongs- 
My ſeit a Prince, by fortune of my birth, 
Necte to the King in blood, and ncere in love, 
Till you did make him miſ-interprete me, 
Haveſtoopr my necke under your injurics, 
And {igh'd my Engliſh breathin forraine Clouds, 
Eating? © bitter bread of baniſhmene ; 
White you have fed upon my Scignories, 
Diſ-park'd my Parkes and fcll'd my Forreſt Woods ; 
From mine owne Windowes torne my Houſchold Coat, 
Raz'd ot my Impreſſe, leaving me no ſigne, 
Save mcns Opinions,and my living blood: 
To ſhew the world 1 am a Gentleman. 
This, ad much more, much morethen twice all this, 
Condemnes you to the death : ſee them delivered over 
To execation, and the hand of death. 
Baſhie. More welcome is the ſtroke of deathto me, 
Then Bulingbrooke to England, 
Gree. My comfort is,that Heaven will take our ſoules, 
Andplzgue Iniuſtice with the paihes of Hell. 
«l. My Lord Nerthumberland,ſee them diſpatch'd; 
Vnckle, you fay the Qu:ene is at your Houſe, 
For Heavens ſake fairly let her be entreated, 
Tell her I ſendto her my kind commends; 
Take ſpeciall carc my Grectings be deliver'd. 
Tork, A Gentieman of mine T have difpatch'd 
With Letters of your love, to her at large. 
But. Thankes gentle Vncle : come Lords away, 
To fight with Glend-wre, and his Complices ; 
A while to worke, and atter holliday, | 
Exennt. 
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Scena Secunda. 


Drums: Flouriſh, and Colour. 
Enter Richard, «Aumerle,Carlile and Souldierrs 


Rich. Barklonghly Caſtle call you this at hand ? 

e#,Yca,my Lord:how brooks your Grace the ayre, 
After your late roſling on the breaking Seas ® | 

Rich. Needes mult 1 like it well : 1 weepe for 10y 
To ſtand upon my Kingdome once againe- 
Deere Earth, 1 doc ſalute thee with my hand, 
Though Rebels wonnd thee wirh their Horſes 
As along parted Mother with her Child, , 
Playes fondly with her teares, and {miles 1n meeting ; 
So weeping, ſmiling, greet I thee the Earth, 
And doe thee fauor with my Royall hands. 
Feed not thy Soveraigns Foc, my gentle Earth, 
Nor with thy ſweetes, comfort his ravenousſence ; 
But let thy Spiders that ſucke up thy Venomeg 
And heavic-gated Toades lye in their way, 
Doing annoyance to the trecherous fcete, 
Which with uſurping ſteps doe trample thee. 
Yeeld ſtinging Nettles to mine Enemues; 
And when they frum thy Boſome plucke a Flower, 
Guard it I prethee with a lurking Adder, 
W hoſe double rongue may with a mortall rouch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraignes Enemies. 
Mocke not my ſencelefle Conjuration: Lords ; 
This Earth ſhall have a feeling, and theſe Stones 
Provearmcd Souldicrs, crc! her Native King 

Shall falter under foule Rebellious Armes, 

' Car,Feare notmy Lord,that Power thatmade you King 
Hath power to keepe you King, in ſpight of all. 

eArm. He meanes, my Lord,that we are too remille, 
Whileſt 2x!im2brooke through their ſecurity, 
Growes [{trong and great, in ſubſtance and in friends. 

Rich. Diſcomfortable Coulin, knowelt thou nor, 
Thar when the {carching Eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the Globe, that lights the lower World, 
Then Theeues and Robbers raunge abroad unſcene, 
In Murthers and in out-ragebloody here : 
But when from under this Terreſtriall Ball 
He fires the prowd tops of the Eaſterne Pines, 
And darts his Lightning through ev'ry guiltic hole, 
Then Murthers, Treaſons and dcteſted finnes 
(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from offtheir backs) 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themſelves. 
SO when this Theete, this Traytor Bulingbrooke, 
Who all this while hath revell'd in the Night, 
Shall ſee us riſing in our Throne, the Eaſt, 
His Treafons will fit bluſhing in his face, 
Not able to endure the ſight of Day ; 
But ſelfe-affrighted, tremble at his ſinne. 
Not all the water in the rough rude Seca 
Can waſh the Balme from an anoynted King ; 
The breath of wordly men cannot e 
_ Depurtie ele&ted by the Lord : 

or every man that Bmllingbrooke hath preſt, 

To lift ſhrewd Steele _ our Golden Crowne, 
| Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 


hoofes: 


| 


| 


A glorious Angell : then if Angels fight, 
Weake men mult fall, for Heaven ſtill guards the right, 
Emer Salts bury. 
Welcome my Lord,how farre off lyes your Power ? 
| Salizb. Nor neere, nor farther oft, my gracious 
Then this weake arme; diſcomfort _ my tongue, 
| Andbids me ſpeake of nothing but deſpaire : 
One day too late, I feare (my Noble Lord) 
Hath clouded all my happie dayes on Earth : 
Oh call backe Yeſter day, bid time returne, 
And thou ſhalt have twelve thouſand fighting men: | 
Today, today, unhappie day too late 
Orethrowes thy Ioyes, Friends, Fortune,and thy tate. 
For all the Welchmen hearing thou werr dead, 
| Are gone to Bullingbrooke, diſperſt, and fled. 
_- Comfort my Liege, why lookes your Grace ſg 
of 
Rich, But now the blood of twentic thouſaud men 
Did triumph in my face, andthey are ficd, 
Andtill ſo much biood thither come againe, 
Have I not reaſon to looks pale, and dead? 
All ſoules that will be ſafe, fiye from my ſide, 
For time hath ſet a blot upon my pride. 
. Awum. Comfortmy Liege, remember who you are. 
Rich, 1 had forgot my lelfe. Am I not King? 
Awake thou ſluggard Majeſtic, thou llcepett : 
Is notthe Kings Name fortic thouland Names? 
Arme,arme my Name : a punic ſubje. {trikes 
Atthy great glory. Looke not to the ground, 
Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 
High be our thoughts : I know my Vnckle Yorks 
Hath Power enough to ſerve our turne, 
But who comes here? Enter Scroope 
Scroope. More health and happincfle beride my Leige, 
Then can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him. 
Rich. Mine care is open, and my heart prepar'd : 
The worſt is worldlylofſe, thou canlt untold : 
Say, Is my Kingdome loſt? why 'twas my Care ; 
And what loſſe is itto be rid of Carc? 
Strives Bullin etobe as great as we? 
Greater he ſhall not be: If he ſerve God, 
Wee'l ſerve him too, and bee his Fellow fo. 
Revolt our ſubjets ? That we cannot mend, 
They breake their Faithto God as well as us ; 
Cry Woe, Deltrution,Ruine, Loſle, Decay, 
The worſt is Dcath,and death will have his day. 
Scroope. Glad am I, that your Highneſlc is ſoarm'd 


ff -J) I Ire reprogmgpmagy OT 


_— 
-—_ 


To bearethctidings of Calamitie. - 
Like an unſcaſonable ſtormie day, Ca 
Which make the ſilver Rivers drowne their Shores, W; 
As if the World were all diflolu'dto teares : T : 
So high, above his Limits, ſwells the Rage _—_ 
Of Bullingbrooke, covering your fearetull Land Tie 
With hard bright Steele, and hearts harder then Scecle: | | 5.7 
White Beares have arm'd their thin & hairelefſe Scalps | | 1.” 
Againſt thy Majeſty, and Boyes with Womens Voycrs, C ; 
Strive to ſpeake bigge, and clap their female joynts _ 
In ſtiffe unwicldie Armes :againſt thy Crowne To 
Thy very Beadi-menlearne to bend their Bowes Give 
Ot double fatall Eugh : againſt thy ſtate = 
Yea Diſtaffe-Women ruſtic Bills : And 
Againſt thy Seat both young and old rebell, Wher 


Andall goes worſe then I have power to tell. 
Rich, Too well, too well thou tell'ſt a Tale ſo ill. 
W here is the Earle of Wiltſhire? where is Bago:? 


| What is become of Buſbie? where is Greene? 


That 


—_ 


—_ 
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That they have let the da Enemy 

Mcaſure our Confines with ſuch peacefull ſteps ? 

If we prevalle,their hands ſhall pay for it. 

| warrant they have made with Bulli ngbrooke. 
Scroope. Pcace have they made with him indeede(my 


LO Villains, Vipers,damn'd without redemprion, 
Dogges,alily won to fawne on any man, 
Snakes in my heart blood warm'd, that ſting my heart, 
Three Iudaſles, each one thrice worſe then [nde, 
Would they make peace ? terrible Hell make yyarre 
Vpontheir ſported Soules for this Offence. 
Scroope. Sweet Love ( Liee ) changing his property, 
Tarnes to the {owreit, and molt deadly hate : 
Againe uncurſe their Soules ; their peace is made 
With Heads,and not with Hands:thuſe whom you curſe 
Havefelr the work of Deaths deſtroying hand, 
Andlyefull low, grav'din the hollow ground. 
Aun. Is Buſbie, Greene, and the Earle of Wiltſhire 
dead ? 
Scroope. Yea, all of them at Briſtow loſt their heads. 
Awm.\W here is the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Rich. No matter where, of comfort no man ſpeake: 
Let's talke of Graves, of Wormes, and Epitaphs, 
Make Duſt our Paper, and with Rainy eyes 
Write Sorrow 1a the Boſome of the Earth, 
Let'schuſe Executors, and talke of Wills : 
And yet not ſo; for whatcan we bequeath, 
Save our depoled bodyes tothe ground ? 
Qur Lands, our lives and all arc Bullingbrookes, 
And nothing can we call our owne, but Death, 
And that ſmall Modcll of the barren Earth, 
Which ſcrves as palte, and Cover to our Bones 2 
For Heaveas ſake letus fit upon the ground, 
Andtell fad ſtories of the death of Kings : 
How ſome have beene depos'd, ſomefſlaine in warre, 
Some haunted by the Gholts they have depos'd, 
Some poylon'd by their Wives ſome ſleeping kill'd, 
All murther'd. For within the hollow Crowne 
Thatrounds the Mortall Temples of a King, 
Sc 


$ Death his Court, and there the Antique ſits 
3 his State, and grinning at his pompe, 

Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 
To Monarchizc, be fear'd, and kill with lookes, 
Iafuſing him with ſelfe and vaine conceit, 
Asif this Fleſh, which walls about our Life, 
Were Braſle impregnahle : and humor'd thus, 
Comes at the lalt, and with a lictle Pinne 
Boxresthrough his Calle Walls, and farewell Kings 
Cover your heads, and mocke n6t flcth and blood 
With ſolemne Revercnce : throw away ReſpeR, 
Tradition, Forme, and Ceremonious Jerie, 
For you have bur miſtooke me all this while : 
[ive with bread hke you, feele Wane, 
TalteGriefe, need Friends : ſubjeted thus, 
How can you ſay to me, Lam a King ? 

Cel.My Lord, wiſe menne're wailetheir preſent woes, 
But preſently prevent the wayes to waile ; 
To fearethe Foe ,ſince feare oppreſſeth ſtrength, 
| Gives in your weakenefle, ſtrength unto your Foe; 

Feare, and be laine, no worſe can come to fight, 
And fight and die, is death deſtroying death. 
Where fearing, dying, payes death (ervile breath. 

Awn. My Father a Power, enquire of him, 
And learne to make a Body of a Limbe. 

Rich:Thou chid'ſt me well:proud Bullingbrooks I come 


ns...  —_ 


| To change blowes with thee, for our day of Doome: 


ts 


This ague fit of feare is over-blowne; 
An caſte taske it 1s to winne our OWNe« 
Say Scroope, where lyes our Vnckle with his Power? 
Speake {weetely man, although thy lookes be ſowre. 
Scroope. Men judge bythe complexion of the Skie 

The ſtate and inclination of the day, 
So may you by my dull and heavie Eye : 
My tongue harh bur a heavier Tale to ſay; 
I play the Torturer, by ſmall and fmall 
To lengthen out the worſt,that mult be ſpoken. 
Your Vnckle Yorke is joyn'd with Ballngbrooke, 
And all your Northerne Caſtles yeelded up, 
Andall your Southerne Gentlemen in Armes 
Vpon his Faction, _ 

Rich. Thou haſt ſayd enough. 
Beſhrew thes Couſin, which didſt leade me forth 
Of that ſweetway I was in, to defpaire : 
Whar fay younow? W hat comfort have we now? 
By heavenlle hate him cverlaſtingly, 
T hat bids me be of comfort any more. 
Goe to Flint Caltle,there lle pine away, 
A King, Woes ſlave, ſhall Kingly Woe obey : 
That Power I have, diſcharge, and let 'em goe 
Toeare the Land, that hath ſome hope to grow; 
ForI have none. Let no man ſpeake againe 
Toalter this, for counſaile is but vaine« 

Aum. My Liege, one word. 

Rich. Hedoes me double wrong, 
That wounds me with the flatterics of his tongue+ 
Diſcharge my followers : ict them hence away, 
From Richards Night, tg Þullingbrooke tajre Day, 

E xennt. 


* Scena Tertia, 


- - 


—_— 


E weer with Dram and Colours, Bullingbrooks, 
Yorke, No/thumberland, Attendants. 


Bull, So that by this intelligence we learne 

The Welchmen arediſpers'd,and —_— 

Is gone tomcet the King, who lately landed 

With ſome few private triends, upon this Coalt, 

N orth. The newes is very faire and good, my Lord, 

Richard not farre from hence, hath hid his head. 

Tor. It would beſccme the Lord Northumberland, 

Toſay King Richerd: alack: the heavie day, 

When ſuch a facrel King ſhould hide his head, 

N arth. Your Grace miltakes ; onely to be briete, 

Left I his Title out. 

Tor. The time hath beene, 

Would you have beeneſo bricfe with him, he would 

Have beenc ſo bricfe with yon, ro ſhorten you, 

For taking ſo the head; your whole heads length. 
Bull. Miſtake not (V nckle) farther than you ſhould, 
Yor. Take not (good Couſin) farther than you ſhould, 

Leaſt you miſtake the heavens are ore your head, 
Bull. Tknow it (Vnckle) and oppoſe nor my ſelfe 

Againe their will. But who comes here? 

EntePr ercie. 

Welcome Harry : what, will not this Caſtle yeeld 2 
Per. The Caſtle royally is mann'd, my Lord, 

Againſt thy entrances 


Bull. Roy- \ 


[ 
| 
| 
| 
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Bull. Royally ? Why,it contaynes no King e 

Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King : Kind Richard lyes 

Within the limits of yoad Lime and Stone, 

And with him,the Lord Aumerle,Lord Salizbury, 

Sir Stephen Scroope,befides a Cleygic man 

Ot holy reverence ; who, I cannotlearne. 

XN th. Oh,belike it is the Biſhop of Carlile, 

Bal. Noble Lord, 

Goe tothe rude Ribs of that ancient Caſtle, 

Through Brazen Trumpet ſcnd the breath of Parle 

Into his ruin'd Eares,and thus deliver : 

Henry Bullingbrocke upon his knees doth kiſe 

King &:chayas hand,and ſends allegeance ; 

And true faith of heart to his royall Perſon : hither come 

Evenat his feet, to lay my Armesand power, 

Provided,that my Baniſhment re & 

And Lands reſtor'd againe,be trecly graunted : 

If not, Ile ulc th'advantage of my power, 

And lay the ſummers dult with ſhowers of blood, 

Rayn'd from the wounds of {laughter'd yo, ; 

The which,how farre off from the mind of Bullngbrooke 

It is, ſuch Crimſon Tempeſt ſhould bedrench 

The freſh greene Lap offaire King Richards Land, 

My ſtooping duty tenderly ſhall ſhew. 

Goe fignific as much,while here we march 

Vponthe Graſlic Carpet of this plaine : 

Let's march withoutthe noyſe of threatning Drum, 

That from this Calities tatter'd Battlements 

Our faire Appointments may be well perus'd. 

Me thinkes Kiag £*chard and my ſelfe ſhould meete 

With no icſſe terror than the Elements 

Of Fireand Water, hen their thundring ſmoake 

At meeting rearcs the cloudie Cheekes of Heaven : 

Bc hc the fire, lic berke yeelding Woarer ; 

The Rage be his, while on the Earth | raine 

My V- ates 0: the Earth,and not on him. 

March 6n,aad mark< King Richard how he lookes. 
Pa, le without and arſwere witon : then a Flours/h. 
Enter on the Walls, Richard,{ arlile, Aumerle,Scroop, 
S$cilirbury. . 

Sec,ſce, King Richard doth himſelfe appeare 

As doth the bluſhing difcontented Sunne, 

From out the fieric Portal of the Eaſt, 

When he perceives the envious Clouds are bent 

To dimme his glory,and to (taine the traR 

Of his bright paſſage to the Occidenr. 

York. Yet lookes he like a King : behold his Eye 
(As bright as is the Eagl:s) lightens forth 
Controlling Majeſtic : alack, alack, for woe, 

That any harme ſhould ftaine fo fairea ſhow. 

Rich. We arc amaz'd,and thus long have we ſtood 
To watch the fearefull bending of thy knee, 
Becauſe we thought our ſelfe thy lawfull King : 
And if we be, how dare thy joynts forget 
To pay the a, full dutie ro our preſence ? 

If we be nor, ſhew us the Hand of God, 

Thar hath di{miſs'd us from our Stewardſhip, 

For well we know, no hand of Blood and Bone 
Can gripe the ſacred Handle of our Scepter, 
Vnleſſe he doe prophane, ſtcale or uſurpe. 

And though yourhinke, that all, as you have done, 
Have torne their ſoules, by turning them from us, 
And we are barren, and bereft of Fricnds : 

| Yetknow, my Maſter, God Omnipotent, 


Is muſtrivg in his Clouds, on our bchalte, 


| 


— 


Armies of Peſtilence, and they ſhall ſtrike 
Your Children yet unborne, and unbegot, 

T hat lift your Vaſlall Hands againſt my Hcad, 
And threat the Glory of my precious Crowne. 
Tell BuUingbooke, for yond me thinkes he 1s, 

That every ſtride he makes upon my Land, 

Is dangerous Treaſon : he is come to ope 

The purple Teſtament of bleeding Warre ; 
Butere the Crowne he lookes for, live in peace. 
Ten thouſand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face, 
Change the complexion of her Maid-pale Peace 
To Scarlet indignation, and bedew 

Her Paſtors Graile with faithfull Engliſh Blood. 


N #rth. The King of Heavenforbid our Lord the King 


Should ſo with civill and uncivill Armes 
Be ruſh'd upon : 1hy thrice-noble Couſin, 

Harry Bullsngbrooke, doth humbly kiſfſe chy hand, 
And by the Honorable Tombe he ſ\weares, 
That ſtands upon your Royall Grand(ircs Bones, 
And by the Royalties of both your bloods, 
( Currents that ſpring from one moſt gracious Head) 
And by the buried Hand of Warlike Gawn, 
And by the Worth and Honour of himſeife, 
Compriſing all that may be ſworue, or ſaid, 
His comming hither hath no fucthet ſcope, 
Than for his Lincall Royalties, and to begge 
Infranchiſement immediate on his knees: 

Which on thy Royall partie grantcd once, 
His glittering Armes he will commend to Ruſt, 
His barbed Steedes to Stables, and his heart 
To faithtull ſervice of your Maicſty : 
This ſweares he as he isa Prince, 1s juſt, 
And as 1 am a Gentleman, Icredit him. 

Rich. Northumberlard, tay thus : The King returnes, 

His Noble Coulin is right welcome hither, 
And all the number of his faire demands 
Shall be accompiiſh'd without contradiction : 
With all the gracious utterance thou haſt, 
Speake to his gentle hearing kind confmends. 
We doe debate our ſeife (Couſin) doe we nor, 
To looke lo poorcly, and toſpeake fo faire ? 
Shall we call back Northumberland and (end 
Defiance to the Traytor and ſodie? 

eAwm.No,g00d my Lord,let's fight with gentle words, 


Till timelend friends, & friends their hopetull Swords. 
Rich, Oh God, oh ere this tongue of mune, 
That layd the Sentence of Baniſhment 


On yond proud man, ſhould take ir off againe 
With words of footh? Oh that I were as great 
As is my Griefe, or lefler than my Name, 
Or that I could torget what I have beene, 
Or not remember what I muſt be now : 
Swell "it thou proud heart? Le give thee (cope to beate, 
Since foes have ſcope to beate both thee and me. 
. 3 Aum, Northumberland comes backe from Bullmy 
fe 

Rich. Whar mult the King doe now?muſt he ſubmit? 
The King ſhail doeit ; Muſt he be depos'd ? 
The King ſhall be contented : Muſt he loſe 
The Name of King ? of Gods Name let it goc. 
le give my Iewels tor aſet of beades, 
My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 
My gay Apparrell, for an Almes-mans Gowne, 
My figur'd Goblets, fora Diſh of Wood; 
My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Staffe, / 


— 
—— 
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| 
| 


My 


- 


ut? 


OD —_— 


The Lifeand Deathof Richard the ſecond, 


— 


My Subjects, fora payre bf carved Saints, 
And my , for a little Graye, 
Alictlc littie Grave, an obſcure Grave. 
Or 11c be buried in the Kings high-way, 
Some way of common Trade , where Subgefts feere 
May howrely trample on their Soveraignes Head: 
For 2 My heart they tread now, whulett I live ; 
And buricd once, why not upon my Head? 
Aumarle, thou weep'it ( my tender-hearted Couſin) 
\Wee'le make foule Weather with deſpiſed Teares: 
Our lighes, and they, ſhall lodge the Summer Corne, 
And make a Dearth in this revolting Land. 
Or ſhall we play the Wantons with our Woes, 
And make ſome prettic Match with ſhedding Teares? 
As thus : todrop them ſtill upon one place, 
Till they have fretted us a payre of Graves, 
Within the Earth : and therein lay'd, their lyes 
Two Kinlmen digg'd their Graves with weeping Eyes? 
Would not this ill, doe well ? Weil, well,l (ce 
[ raike bur idly, and you mocke atme. 
Moſt m:gatie Prince, my Lord N erthamberiand, 
Whar {ayes King Bull» er Will his Majeſtic 
Give Kicheard leave to live, till Richard dic ? 
You make a e, and Bu langbrooke (ayes 1. 
N 7th, way in the bate Court he doth atrend 
Toipeaxe with you, may it pleaſe you to come downe, 
Rich. Downe, downe I corac, like gliſt ring Phaeton, 
Wanting che manage of uw uly lades. 
Ia the oale Court? aſe Tourt where Kings grow baſe, 
Tocome at Traytors Calls ,and doe thera Grace. 
In the baſe Court come down:down Court,down King, 
For night-Owls ſhrike,where mounting Larks ſhould 
Bui. What ſayes his Majeſtic ? (ling. 
Nyrth. Sorrow, and griefe of heart 
Makes him ſpeake tondly, like a franticke man ; 
Yet he 1s come. 
B#. Stand all apart, 
And ſhew faire dutic to his Majeſtic. 
My gracious Lord. 
Rich. Faire Couſin, 
You debaſe your Princely Knee, 
Tomake the baſe Earth proud with Kiſſing it» 
Me rathcr had, my Heart might feele your Love, 
Than my unpleas'd Eye ſee your Courtcſic. 
VpC-ulto, up, your Hcartis up, I know, | 
Thus high ar kaſt, althoagh your Knee be low. 
Bull. My gracious Lord , I come but for mine 
Owne. * 
AY Your owne is yours, and I am yours, and 
Bal. So farre be mine, (my moſt redoubted Lord,) 
As my true ſervice ſhali deterue your love. 
kich. Well you deſerv'd: 
They well deſcrue to have, 
That know the ſtrong'ſt, and ſureſt way to get. 
Vnchle give me your : nay, drie your Eyes, 
Teares ſhew their Love, but want their remedics« 
in I amto young too be your Father, 
Thongh you are old enough to be my Heire. 
What you will have, lle give, and willing too, 
For doe we muſt, what force will have us doc, 
Xt one towards London: 
ſn, is it ſo? 
Bull. Yea, my good Lord. 
Rich. Then 1 mult not ſay, no. 
Excumt. 


Flowriſfh. 


——. 


| 
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WP What ſport ſhall wedeviſe here in this Garden, 
Todrive away the heavie thought of Care ? 
Za. Madame, weele play at Bowles, 
ot Paldaabors > Le 
my fortune runnes 
La. Madame, wee'le Dances "yes 
2%. My Legges can keepe no meaſure in Delighr, 
When my poore Heart no meaſure keepes in Gricfes 
Therefurs nn Dancing (Girle) tome wther ſports» 
14. » We='ie tell Tales 
Lu. Of 5orrow;, or of Griefe ? 
La. Ot eyther, Madame. 
ns wm ay Gile, | 
t of Loy, bciug altogether wanting, 

It doth ———— the more of Sorrow : 

Or if of Gricte, being altogether had, 

Ir addes more Sorrow tomy want of loy t 

| For what 1 have, 1 need nattorepeat ; 

And what I want, it bootes not tocomplaiuc. 
Le. Madame, le ling. 
2s. 'Tis weil that thou haſt cauſe : 

But thouſhould'ſt pleaſe me better, would'ſt thou weepe. 
Lz. I could weepe, Madame, would it doe you good. 
2%. And I could ſing, woutd weeping doe me good, 

And never borrow any Teaxe of thee. 

Emer a Gardiner, and two Servanti. 

But ſtay, hzere come the Gardiners, 

Let's ſtep into the ſhadow of theſe Trees. 

My wretchedneſle, unto a Rowe of Pinnes, 

They'le talke of ſtate : for every one doth fo, 

Againſt a Change ; Woe is fore-runne with Woe. 

«rd, Goc binde thou up yond dangling Apricocks, 

Which like unruly Chiidren, make thew Syre 

Stoupe with oppreſſion of their prodigall weight : 


Give ſome ſu ance tothe bending twigges. 
Goe 6 wage | ikean Execurtioner 


Cur off the heads of too falt growing ſprayes, 
That looketoo loftic in our Common-wealth : 
All muſt be even, in our Governement, 
You thus imploy'd, I will goe root away 
The noyſome weedes, that without profit ſucke 
The Soyles ferrtilitic from wholetome flowers. 
Ser. Why ſhould wee, in the compaſſe of aPale, 
Keepe Law and Forme, and due Proportion, 
Shewing as ina Modell our firmeftace ? 
When our Sea-walled Garden, (the whole Land, ) 
Is full of Weedes, her faireſt Howers choaktup, 
Her Fruit-t-ecs all unpruin'd,her Hedges ruin? 
Her Knots diſorder'd, and her wholetome Hearbeg 
Swarming with Caterpillers. 
God. Hold thy C 
He that hach ſuffer'd this diſorder'd Spring, 
Hath now himſelfe met with the Fall of Leafe. 
The Weeds that his broad-fpreading Leaves did ſhelter, 


coke 


Creene, 


That ſeem'd, itt cating him, to hold him up, 
e 3 
, 


Arepull'd up, Roor and all, by Bulk 
I ee Nees Wikihin, Subs 
| d Ser. What 


— 


| 
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Sar. What a < they dead? | Now Bag, freely ſpeake thy minde, 
oy | ket, Ao Care Eb Gleaſters death . 
Ana Bulls broke i< {; (eiz'd the waſtcfull King. Who wrought 1t withthe King, and who pertorm'd 
What pitt} is it, tha: iz had not trim'd The bloody Oifice of his timeleile cad. 
And d:eft his Laad, as we this Garden, at time of yeare; Bag. Then ſet before my face, the Lord Amuner/c, 
And wound the Barke, the skin of our Fruit-trces, Bull. Coin, {tand forth and looke upon that man. 
Leait being over-proud with Sap and Blood, Bag. My Lord Awmerle, I know your daring tonyve 
With roo much riches it confound it ſelfe ? SCornes to unſay, what it hath once deliver'd. 
Had he done io, to great and growing men, In that dead time, when Glouſters death was plotted, 


They mighe haveliv'd to beare, and he to taſte 1 heard you ſay, Is not my arme of length, 
Thci "I ut of dutic. All ſuperfluous branchcs That reacheth from the reſt full Engliſh Court 


We lop away, that bearing boughes may live : As farreas Callis, ro my Vnckles hcad? 


—_ 


| Had he done1o, himlelfe had borne the Crowne, Amonglt much cther talke, that very time, 
| Which waite and idle houres, bath quite thrown downe- | 1 or cn ſay, that you had rather refuſe 
Ser. What thinke you the King ſhall be depos'd? The ofter of an hundred thouſand Crownes, 
Then Ba{/mgbrooke returne to England; adding withall, 


Ger. Deprelt he is already, and depos'd - _— 
"Tis donbred he will be, Letters —__ night que ap this Land would be,in this your Coluns death, 
To adcere Friend of the Duke of Yorke. wm. Princes and Noble Lords : | 

W hat anſwer ſhall I make to this baſe man ? 


That tell blac«c rydings. - -_ 
2=.Oh Iam —_ Ir s T-ark chrough want of ſpeaking: | Shall Iſo much diſhonour my faire Starres , 
Thou old eAdams likcnelle, tet to dreſſe this Garden : On equall termes to give him chalticement ? 


How dares thy harſh tongue ſound this unpleaſing Either [ muſt, or have mine honour ſpoyld 
What Eve ? whe ierpent hath ſuggelſtedrhee, (newes ? With th' Atteindor of his fland'rous Lippes. 
To makea {cond fall of curſed man ? There is my Gage, the manuall Seale of death 


| Why do'lt thou ſay King Kechard is depos'd? | That markes thee our for Hell: Thou lyelt, 
| Dar'lt thou (thou little betrer thing then earth) And will maintaine what thou halt ſaid, is falſe, 
Divine his dowatal;2 Say where, whgn, and how In thy heart blood, though being all t00 bale, 
Cam'ſt thou by this ill rydings? Speake thou wretch, To itaine the temper of my Katghtly ſword. 

Gard. Pardon me Madam. Little joy have 1 Bui. Bagor torbeare, thou ſhalt not take 1t = 
{| To breath theſe newes; yet what T ſay, is true; eAum. Exccpting one, I would he were the beſt 


King Richard, he is in the mighty hold In all this preſence, that hath moved me fo. | 
Of Bu{lmgbrooke, their forruncs bothare weigh'd : Fitz. It that thy valour ſtand on ſympathies ; 
In your Lords Scale, is nothing bt himſelfe, There is my Gage, Aumerle, in Gage to thine : 


By that taire Sunne, that ſhewes me where thou ſtand, 


Bur in the Ballance of great Ballngbrooks, 1 hcard thee fay ( and vantingly thouſpak'It it ) 
Beſides himl{clfe, are all the Englith Pceres, That thou wer't cauſe of Noble Gloulters death. 


And withthat oddes he weighes King Richard downe. | 1fhou deniclt ir, rwenty times thou lyelt, 
Poſte you to London, and — inde t io, And I will turne thy falſhood ro thy hear ty 
Iſpeake nomore, then every one doth know. Where it was torged with my Rapicrs point. 

#, Nimble miſchance; that art (© light of foote, e Aus. Thou dar*{t nor (Coward) live to {ee the day. 
Duth not thy Embaſlage belong to me ? Fuz. Now by my Soule, 1 wouldit were this houre 
And am I laſt that knowes it? Oh thou think'ſt Aum, Fuzwater thou art damn'dto hell tor this. 
To ſerve me laſt, that I maylongcſt keepe Per. eAumerle, thou lyelt : his Honor 18 astruc 
Thy ſorrow in my breaſt. Come Ladics goc, Inthis appcale, as thou artall unjuſt : 

To mect at London, Londons King in woe, And thar thouart ſo,there 1 throw my Gage 

What , was I borne to this! that my ſad looke, To prove it on thee, to th'extreamelt point 

Should gracc the Triumph of great Bullingbrooks! Of inortall br cathing. Seize it, if thou dar'lt. 

Gardner, for telling me this newes of woe, Aum. And if! do not, may my hands rot oft, 

I wou'd the Plants thou graft'ſt, may never grow. Exit, And neverbr andiſh more revengetull Steele, 
G. Poore Queene,ſo that thy ſtate might beno wocle, Oyerthe glittering Helmet of my Foc. 

I would my $skill were ſubject to thy curſe: Surrej. My Lord Fitz-water: 

Heeredid ſhedrop a teare, heere ia this place I do remember well, the very time 


And ſome few Vanities, that mak* him light : 


_————  - RN Ss ———_ wo 


Tle ſet a Banke of Rew, (ſowre Herbe of Grace: ) ys qr and you did talke- 
_— for _ _ ſhortly ſhall be ſeene, ae. 4 ace th 
Inthe rem c of a Weeping NC- | hat — rap , 
TIE Ong Lg Exits | And you can witneſſe with me,this 15 true. | / 
—— . « 4 — As falſc, by heaven, | 
; $ heaven it ſelfe 15 true. / 
Atus Quartus. Scena Prima. Fitz... Surry, thouLyeſt, 1 
Swrry. Diſhonourable Boy ; S 
| | That Lye, ſhall lie ſo heany on my Sword, I 
Enter as to the Parliament, Builingbrooke « Aumerle, —_ Thar it {hall render Vengeance and Revenge, d 
thumberland, Percie, FuzWater, Surrey, Carle, 4 Till thou the Lye-giver, and that Lye, doc lyc \ 
of Weſtminſter. Heranld, Officers, and Bagot. In carthas quiet, asthy Fathers Scull. [ 
In proofe whereof, there is minc Honors pawne, A 
Bullingbrooke, Call forth Bagor, ' Engageit to the Triall, if thou dar'it. | be 
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Firzw, How fondly do'ſt thou ſpurre a forward Horſe? 
If I dare eate,or drinke,or breath,or live, 

| dare mecte Swrry ina Wilderncile, 

And ipit upon him,whillt I fay he Lyes, 

And Lyes,aud Lyes : there is my bond of Faith, 
To tye chee eo my ſtrong Corretion. 

A 1 intended to thrive in this new World, 
Aumerle is guilty of my true Appeale, 

Belides,| heard the baniſh'd Norfoke ſay, 

That thou 4wwerle didit ſend two of thy men, 
Tocexccute the Noble Duke at Callis. 

Aum. Some honeſt Chriſtian truſt me witha Gage, 
That Norfotke lyes : here doe I throw downe this, 
If he may be repeald, to try his honour. 

Bud. Thele differences ſhall all reſt under Gage, 
Till N.orfolke be repeal'd : repeal'd he ſhall be; 

(And though mine Enemy) reſtor'd againe 
Toall his Lands and Seignories : 1 hee's return'd, 
Againlt Auwerle we will intorce his Tryall. 

(al. That honorable day ſhall ne're be ſeene. 
Many a ti:nc hath baniſh'd Norfolke fought 
For (cſu Chriſtin glorious Chriſtian field 
Streaming the Enligne of the Chriſtian Croſſe 
Againlt blacke Pagans, Turkes,and Saracens : 

And toyl'd with workes of Warte, retyr'd himſelfe 
To Italy,andrhere at Venice gave 

His Body to that pleaſant Countries Earth, 

And his pure Soule unto his Captaine Chritt, 

Vnder whoſe Colours he had fought ſo long. 

Zul. Why Biſhop,is N.gfo-ke dead ? 

Carl. Asſure as | live my Lord. 

Bull. Sweet peace condutt his {weet Soule 
To the Boſome of good old Abraham. 

Lords Appealants,your differeces ſhal all reſt under gage, 
Till we'aitigne you to your dayes of Tryall. 
Emer Torke. 

Torks. Great Duke of Lancaſter,l come to thee 
From Plume-pluckt K«oebard, who with willing Soulc 
Adopts thee Heire,and his high Scepter yeeids 
Tothe poſſeſſion of thy Royall Hand. 

Aſcend his 1 hrone,detcending now from him, 

And long live Hexry,of that Name the Fourth. 
Bal. 1n Gods Name, Ile aſcend the Regal! throne- 
Cal. Mary, Heaven forbid. 

Worſt in this Royall Preſence may I ſpeake, 

Yet beſt beleeming me to ſpeake the truth. 

Would God, that any in this Noble Preſence 

Were cnough Noble to be upright —_ 

Of Noble Richard ; then truc Noblenefle would 

Learne him forbearance from ſo foule a Wrong. 

What Subje can give Sentence on his-King ? 

And who ſits here, that is not Richards SubjeR? 

Theeves are nat judg'd,bur they are by to heare, 

Although apparant guilt be ſeene in them : 

And hall the figure of Gods Majeſtic, 

His Captaine,Stewar eelet, 

Anoynted,Crown'd and ed many yeeres, 

Be judg'd by ſubjeR,and inferior breath, 

And hc himſclte not preſent ? Oh, forbid it,God, 

That in a Chriſtian Climate, Soules refinde 

Should ſhew ſo heynous,blacke,obſcenea deed- 

I ſpeake to SubjeRts,and a SubjeR ſpeakes, 

Strr'd up by Heaven,thas boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 

1s a foule Traytor to prowd Hereford: King. 

Andif you Crowne him,let me prophecie, 


OR 


| 


Theblood of Engliſh ſhall manure the ground, 


And future ages groane for his foule Act. 
Peace ſhall goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels; 
And in this Sear of Peace,tumultuous Warres 
Shall Kinne with Kinne,and Kinde with Kinde confound. 
Ditorder, Horror, Fearc,and Murtinie 
Shall here inhabite.and this Land be call'd 
The field of Golgotha,and dead mens Sculls.” 
Ohzit you reare this Houle, dgainſt this Houſe 
It will the wotulleſt Diviſion prove, 
That ever fell uponthis curſed Earth, 
_ _ - let it not be ſo, 
1d,Childs Children cry againſt you, Woe. 

North. Well have you argu'd 5 your paines, 
Of Capirall Treaſon we arreſt you here. 
My Lord of Weſtminſter,be it your charge, 

To keepe him fafely,till his day of Tryall. | 
May 1t pteafe you, Lords,to grant the Commons Suit ? 

Bull. Fetch hither Richerd,that in common view 
He may ſurrender : fo we ſhall proceede | 
Without ſuſpirtion. 

Tor, I will be his Condu@. Exit, 

Bull, Lords,you that here are under our Arreſt, 
Procure your Surecties for your Dayes of Anſwer ; 
Little are we behoiding to your Love, : 
And little look'd for at your helping Hands. 


Enter Richard and Yorke. 

Rich, Alack,why am I ſent for to a King, 
Before I have ſhooke off the Regall thoughts 
Wherewith I 1cign'd ? I hardly yet havelearn'd 
To infinuate,flatter,bowe,and bend my Knce- 
Give Sorrow leave a while,to returneme 
To this ſubmiſſion. Yet I will remember 
The favors of thele men : were they not mine? 
Did they not ſomerime cry, All hayle to me? 


So lades did to Chriſt : but he in twelve, 


Found truth in all,bur one ; I, in twelve thouſand,nanc. 

God tfavethe King : will no man fay, Amen ? 

Am [I both Prielt and Clarke ? well then, Amen. 

God fave the King,althoughgl be nor he : 

And yet Amen,if Heaven doe thinke him me. 

Todoe what fervice,am I ſent for hither ? 

Ter. To doe that ortice of thine owne good will, 

Which ryred Majeſtic dit! make thee offer ; 

The Refigration of thy State and Crowne 

To Henry Bulingbrook;. 

Rich.Give me the Crown-Here Couſin,ſeize the Crown: 
Here Coſin,on this ſide my Hand,on thar fide thine, 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckers,filling one another, 

1heemptierever dancing in theayre, 

The other downe,unſcene,and tull of Waters 

That Bucket downe,and full of Teares am T, 

Drinking my Griefes,whilit you mount up on high. 
Bol, 1 thought you had beene willing to reſigne, 
Rich, My Crowne I am, bur ſtill my Griefes are mine: 

You may my Glories and my State depoſe, 

But not my Griefes;ſtill am ! King of thote, 

Bull.Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown. 

Rich, Your Cares ſer up,doc fot pluck my Cares down. 
My Care,is lofſe of Care,by old Care done, 

Your Care, is gaine of Care, by new Care wonne : 

The Cares I give,l have,though given away, 

They tend the Crouwne,yert {till with me they ſtay : 

Bul. Are you contented _ refigne the Crowne ? 
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Rich, 1,n0;no,T : for I muſt nothing bee : 
Therefore no,no,for I reſigneto thee. 

Now,marke me how I will undoe my ſelte. 
I givethisheavie Weight from off my Hcad, 
And this unwieldic Scepter from my Hand, 
The pride of Kingly ſway from out my Heart, 
With mine owne Teares I Waſh away my Blame, 
With mine owne Hands1 give away my Crowne, 
With mine owne Tongue denic my Sacred State, 
With mine owne Breath releaſe all dutious Oathes : 
All Pompe and Majeſtic I doe forſweare : 
My Manors,Rents,Revenues, I forgoc ; 
My Acs,Decreces,and Statutes I denie : 
God pardon all Oathes that are broke to me, 
God keepe all Vowes unbroke are made to thee. 
Make me,that nothing have,with nothing griev 'd, 
And thou withall pleas'd,that haſt all atchiev'd, 
Long mayſt thou live in Richards Seat to fit, 
And ſoone lyc Richard 1n an Earthie Pit. 
God fave King Hemry,un-King'd Richard (ayes, 
And ſend him many yeeres of Sunne-ſhine dayes. 
W hat more remaines ? 

North. No more : but that you reade 

Theſe Accuſations,andtheſe grievous Crymes, 

Committed by your Perſon,and your followers, 
Againſt the Srate,and Prokt of this Land: 

That by confeiling them the Soules of men 
May deeme,that you are worthily depos'd. 

Kich. Mult I doeſo? and muſt I cavell out 
My weav'd-up follyes ? Gentle N orthamberland, 
If thy Offences were upon Record, 

Would it not ſhame thee, in ſo faire a troupe, 
Toreade a LeFure of them ? If thou would'ſt, 
There ſhould'ſt thou finde one haynous Article, 
Containing the depoſing of a King, 
And cracking the {trong Warrant of an Oath, 
Mark'd with a Blot,damn'd in the Booke of Heaven. 
Nay, all of you,that ſtand and looke upon me, 
Whilſt that my wretchedneſle doth bait my ſelfe, 
Though ſome of you, with P4/ate waſh your hands, 
Shewing an outward pittie : yet you Pulates ; 
Have here deliver'd me to my ſowre Crolle, 
And Water cannot waſh away your ſinne. 

North. My Lord diſpatch,reade o're rheſe Articles. 

Rich. Mine Eyes are full of Teares,I cannot ſee : 
And yet falt-Water blindes them not ſomuch, 
But they can ſec a ſort of Traytors here. 
Nay,if I turne mine Eyes upon my felfe, 
I finde my ſelfe a Traytor with the reſt : 
For I have given here my Soules conſent, 
T'undeck the pompous Body of a King ; 
Made Glory baſe ; a Soveraigue,a Slave; 
Prowd Majeltie,a Subject ; State,a Peſant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord of thine,thou haught-inſulting man); 
No,nor no mans Lord : I have n-» Name, no Title; 
Nognot that Name was givea meatthe Font, 
But*tis uſurpt: alack che heavic day, 

That I have worne {0 manv W :mters out, 

And know not now,what Nams t© cail my ſelfe, 
Oh,that I werea Mock-ric,6aing of Suow, 
Standing before the Sunne of 3s» gbrooke, 

To melt my ſelfe away in Water-drops. 

Good King,great King,and yer not greatly good, 
Andif my word be Sterling yer in England, 
Letit command a Mirror hither {traight, 


| 
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That it may ſhew me what a Face I have, 
Since 1t 1s Bankrupt of his Majeſtic. 
Bull. Goe {ome of you,and ferch a Looking-Glaſſe, 
Ner.Reade o'rethis Paper,while the Glaſle doth come, 
Rich. Fiend,thou torments me,ere I come to Hell. 
Bull. Vrge itno more,my Lord Northumber lard. 
North. The Commons will not then be — 
Rich. They ſhall be fatisfy'd : Ile reade enough, 
WhenT doe ſee the very Booke indeede, 
W here all my ſinnes are writ,and that's my {cite. 
Enter one with a Glaſſe. 
Give me that Glaſſe,and therein will I reade. 
No deeper wrinckles yet? hath ſorrow ſtrucke 
So many Blowes upon this Face of mine, 
And made no deeper Wounds? Oh flatt'ring Glafle, 
Like tomy followers in proſperitie, 
Thou do'it beguile me- Was this Face,the Face 
That every day, und&r his Houſe-hold Roofe, 
Did keepe tenthouſand men ? Was this the Face, 
That likethe Snnne,did make beholders winke ? 
Is this the Face, which fac'd ſo many follyes, 
Thar was at laſt out-fac'd by Bullimgbrooks ? 
A brittle Glory ſhinethiaghis Face, 
As brittle as the Gloryats the Face, 
For there it is,crackt tap aundred ſhivers. 
Marke ſilent King,the Morall of this ſport, 
How ſoone my Sorrow hathdeſtroy'd my Face. 
Bul. The ſhadow of your Sorrow hath deſtroy'd 
The ſhadow of your Face. 
Rich. Say that againe. 
The ſhadow of my Sorrow : ha, lct's (ce, 
'Tis very truc, my Griefelyes all within, 
Andthele externall manners of Laments, 


Are meerely ſhadowesto the unſcene Gricfe, 

T hat ſwells with filence inthe tortur'd Soule, * 
There lyes the ſubſtance : and I thanke thee King 
For thy great bounty, that not onely giv'it 

Me cauſe to waile, but teacheſt me the way 

How to lament the cauſe. le begge one Boone, 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more, 
Shall I obraine it? 

Bul. Name it, faire Coulin, 

Rich. Faire Couſin ? I am greater than a King : 
For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then bur ſubjects Going now a {ubjeR, 

I havea King heeretomy flatterer: 
Being ſo great, I have no neede to begge. 

Bul. Yetaske. 

Rich. And ſhall I have? 

Bal. You ſhall. 

Kich. Then give me leave to gee. 

Bul. Whither ? 

Rich. Whither you will,ſo I were from your ſights. 

Bul, Goe tome of you, convey him tothe Tower. 

Rich: Oh good : convey : Conveyers are you all, 
Thatriſe thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

Bul. On Wedneſday next, we ſolemnly ſet downe 

Our Coronation : Lords, prepare your (elves. Exeunt. 
eAbbot. A wofull Pogetae have we here beheld. 
Carl. The Woe's to come,the Children yet unborne, 

Shall feele this day as ſharpe to them as Thorne. 

Aum. You holy Clergie-men, is there no Plot 

Torid the Realme of this pernicious Bloe? 8 
Abbot. Before I freely ſpeake my minde keerein, 

You ſhall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To bury mine intents, butalſo to cffet 
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What ever I ſhall happen to deviſe. 

[ {ce your Browes arc full of Diſcontent, 

Your Heart of Sorrow, and your eyes of Teares; 
Come home with me to Supper , He la ya Plot 

Shall ſhew us all a merry day, E xeunt. 


——____ 


eActus Quintus, Scena Prima. 
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Emer Ducene, and Ladies. | 
Qs. This way the King will come : this is the way 
To luis Ceſarinilerectcd Tower : 
To whole flat Boſome, my condemned Lord 
1s doom'd a Pritoner, by proud « 


OO —_—_— 
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Here let us reſt, if this Rebellious Eart 
Have any relting for her true Kings Queene. 

Enter Kichard and Guard, 
But ſoft, bur ſce, or rather doe nor fee, 
My faire Role wither : yerlouke up ; behold, 
That you in pitue may difloive to dew, 
And wath hun treth againe with true-love Teares; 
Ah thou, the Modal where old Troy did ſtand, 
Thou Mappe ot Honour, thou King Richards Tombe, 
Andnot King Rberd: thou moit beauteous Inne, 
Why ſhould hard-iavor'd G.icte be lodg'd in thee, 
When Irtumph is becume au Ale-houſe Guelt? 

Rich. Ioyne not wita gricte, taire Woman, do not fo, 
To make my end £00 1uaucn: icarnc good Soule, 
Tottunke our toriacr State a happy Dreame, 

From which awak d, the tt uch ot what we are, 

Shewes us bur this» 1 am {x orne Brother (>weet) 
Togrum Neccliiiic ; aud he and 1 

Wul keepe a League tili Veath. High thee to France, 

And Cloyiter thee un tome Religious Houle: 

Our holy lives mult winne a new worlds Crowne,” 
Which our prophane hourcs here have itricken downe } 

Q». What, is my Richard both in ſhape and minde 
Transform'd, and weaken'd? Hath Bui c 
Depos'd thine IntelleR?hath ke beene in thy Heart? 

The Lyon dying thruſteth forth his Paw, 

And wounds the Earth,if nothing elſe,with rage 
Tobeo're-powr'd:and wilt thou,Pupil-like, 
Take thy Corre&ion mildly, kifſc the Rodde, 
Andtawne on rage with baſc humility, 
Whichart a Lyon and a King of Bealts? 

Rich. A King of bealts indecd : if aught but Beaſts, 
I had beene ſtill a happy King of Men. 
Good(ſomerime Queene)prepare thee hence for France: 
Thinke 1 am dead, and that even here thoutak'|t, 
As trom my Death-bed, my laſt living leave. 
In Winters tedious Nights {itby the fire 
With good old folkes, and ct them tell thee Tales 
Ot wofull Ages, long agoe bertide: 
And cre thou bid good-night, to quit their griefe, 
Tell thouthe lamentable fall of me, 
Andſend the hearers weeping to their Beds : 
For why ? the tencelefſe Brands will ſympathize 
The heavieaccent of my moving Tongue, 
And in compallion, weepe the fre out : 
And ſome will mournein Aſhes, ſome coale-blacke, 
for the depoling of a rightfull King. 

Emer IN orchumber{and. 
Nomrth.My Lord,the mind of Bulingbrookg is chang'd. 


EI, 


| You muſt to Pomfret, not unto the Tower. 


And Madame, there is order ta'ne for you : 


{ With all ſwift ſpced, you muſt away to France. 


Rich. Nt land, thou Ladder wherewithall 
The mounting Bulwgbrooks aſcends my Throne, 
| The time ſhall not be many houres of age, 
More than it is, cre foule | fry gathering head, 

Shall breake into corruption : thou ſhalt thinke, 
Though he devide the Realme, and give thee halfe, 
Ie1s too little, helping him toall; 

He ſhall thinke, that thou which know'ſt the way 
To plane unrightfull Kings, wilt know againe; 
| Being ne're ſo little urg'd, another way, 
To plucke him headlong from th* uſurped Throne. 
The Love of wicked friends converts to Feare ; 
That Feare, to Hate ; and Hate turnes one, or both, 
To wortlie Danger, and delcrved Death. 
Nygrth, My guilt be on my Head, and there an cnd : 
Take leave, and part, for you muſt part forthwith. 
Kich. Doubly divorc'd? (bad men) ye violate 
A rwo-told Marriage ; *twixt my Crowne, and me, 
And then beriwixt me, and my marrycd Witc. 
Let me un-kifle the Oath *twixt thee and me; 
Aad yct not fo, for with a kiſſe 'twas made. 
Fartus Northemberland: I, towards the North, 
W here ſhivering Cold and Sickneſſe pines the Clyme: 
My Queene to krance:trom whence,tct torth in pompe, 
She caine adorned hither like ſiveet May 
Senc backe like Hollowmas, or ſhorrt'it of day. 
2%. And muſt wee be divided? muſt we part? 
Richb.T,hand from hand(my Love)and heart fro heart» 
Qs». Baniſh us both,and tend the King with me. 
North. That were ſome Love, bur little Pollicy- 
2s. Then whithecr he goes ,thither let me goc. 
Rich. So two together weping, make one Woe, 
Weepe thou for me in France; I, tor thee heere ; 
Better farre off,than neere,be ne're the neere, 
Goc,countthy Way with Sigbes;I,mine with Groanes, 
2. So longeit Way ſhall have the longeſt Moanes. 
Ric. Twice for one ſtep Ile groane,the way being ſhort, 
And peece the way out with a heavie hearr. 
Come, come, in wooing Sorrow let's be bricfe, 
Since wedding it, there is ſuch length in Gricte: 
One Kiſle ſhall ſtop our mouthes, anddumbely part; 
Thus givelI mine, and thus take I thy heart. 

9s.Give me mine owne againe: 'twere no good part, 
To take on me to keepe, and kill thy heart. 
So, now I have mine owne againe,be gone, 
That | may ſtrive to kill it with a groanc, 

Rich. We make Woe wanton with this fond delay: 
Once more adjeu; the reſt let Sorrow fay. Exeunt, 


—— 


Scana Secunda. 


Emer Yorke, and his Ducheſſe, 


Dacb.My Lord, you told me you would tell the reſt, 
When weeping made you breake the {tory off, 
Of our two Couſins comming into London. 

Yor, Where did I leave ? 

Dat. At that ſad ſtoppe, my Lord, 
Where rude mi{-govern'd hands, from Windowes tops, 


| Threw duſt and rubbiſh on King Riche ds head. 
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To. Then, as 1 fayd, the Duke ( great Bullingbrookg,) 
Mounted upona hot and ficrie Steed, 
Which his atpiring Rider ſcem'd to know, 
With flow, but itately pace, kept on his courle : 
While all tongues cride, God ſave thee Buſlmngbrooke. 
You would have thought the very windowes ſpake, 
So many greedy lookes of young and old, 
Through Caſcments darted their deſiring cycs 
Vpon his viſage : and that all the walles 
With painted Imagery had ſayd at once, 
Telu preſerve thee, welcome Buliingbrooke. 
Whit he, from one {ide tothe other turning, 
Barc-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke, 
Beſpake them thus : Irthanke you Countrimen : 
And thus ſtill doing, thus he palt along. 
Dwutch.Alas poore Richard, where rides he the whilſt? 
Yorke. As in a Theater, the eyes of men 
After a well grac'd Actor leaves the Stage, 
Arc idiely bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 
Evcu fo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes 
Did {cowle on Xicherd : no man cridc, God fave him : 
No joyfull rongue gave him his welcome home, 
But duſt was throwne upon his Sacred head, 
Which with ſuch gentle ſorrow he ſhooke off, 
His tace {till combating with tcares and ſmiles 
(The badges of his greefe and patience ) 
That had not God (tor ſomeitrong purpoſe) ſteel'd 
Thc hearrs of mcn,they mult perforce have melted, 
And Barbariſme it ſelfe have pitticd him. 
But hcaven hath a hand in theſe events, 
To whole high will we bound our calme contents, 
To Bullingbrooke, are we ſworne Subjects now, 
WhoſcState, and Honour, I for for aye allows 
Enter »,1 ume ie. 
Dut. Heere comes my tonne A mmerle. 
Tor. Aumerlethat was, 
But thar is 12it, tor being Richards Friend. 
And Madam, you mult call him Ktland now :; 
I am in Parliament pledge tor his truth, 
And laſting tea.tic 1athe 1ew-made King. 
Dut. Welcome my ſonne : who are the Violets now, 
That ſtew the greene lap of the new-come Spring ? 
eAnm. Madam, I know not, nor 1 greatly carenor, 
God knowes, | had as licte be none, as one. 
Yorke. Well,beare you well in this new-ſpring of time, 
Leait you be cropt before you come to prime, 
W hatnewes fr6 Oxford? Hold thoſe Iuits & Triumphs? 
Aum. For ought I know my Lord, they do, 
'Pork, You will be there I know. 
Aum, If God prevent not, I pupolſe ſo. 
Tor, W hat Scalc is that that hangs without thy boſom? 
Yea, looi.'{t thou palc ? Let me {ce the Writing. 
eAum. My Lo1d, 'tis nothing. 
Yor. No matter then who ſees it, 
I will be ſatisfied, let me ſcethe Writing- 
um, [do bc:(cech your Grace to pardon me, 
It 15 a matter of ſmall! conſequence, 
Which for ſome reaſons I would not have ſeene. 
Tor. Whichfor ſome reaſons fir, I meane to ſee : 
I feare, I fearc. | 
Dwt. What ſhould you feare? 
'Tis nothing bur ſome bond, that he is enter'd into 
For gay apparrell, againſt the Triumph. | 
Tor. Bound to him ſelf? What doth he with a Bond 
That he is bound to? Wite, thou art a fooles 


| 


ET —— 


Boy, let me ſee the Writing, 


Tor. I will be ſatisfied, let me fee it I fay. Snatcbes it 
Treaſon, foule Treaſon, Villaine, Traitor, Slave, 
Dat, What's the matter, my Lord ? 
Yorke. Hoa, who's within there? Saddle my horſe, 
Heaven for his mercy : whattreachcry is heere ? 
Dat. Why, what is*t my Lord ? 
Yorke, Give me my boots, I lay : Saddle my horſe : 
Now by my honour, my life, my troth, 
I will appcach the Villaine. 
Dat. What is the matter ? 
Yorke. Peace fooliſh Woman. 
Dur. I will not peace. W hat is the matter Sonne? 
eAum, Good Mother be content, it is no more 
Then my poore life muſt anſwer. 
Dat. Thy lite anſwer ? 
Emter Servant with Boots. 
| Tor, Bring my Bootes, 1 will unto the King. 


Dat Strike him Aumerle. Poore boy,thou art amaz'd, 
Hence V illaine, never more come in my {ighr, 

Tor. Give me my Bootes 1 lay. 

Dat. Why Yo:ke what wilt thou do? 
Wilt thou nor hide the Treſpaſle of thine owne? 
Have we more Sonnes? Or are we like to have? 
Is not my teeming date drunke up with time? 
And wilt thou plucke my faire Sonne from mine Age, | 
Androb me ot a happie Mothers name ? 
Is henot like thee? Is henotthine ownce? 


eAum.l do belecch you pardon me, I may not ſhe ir, | 


Tor. Thou fond mad woman: 

Wilt thou conceale this darke Conſpiracy ? 

Adozen of them heere have tance the Sacrament, 

And interchangeably ſet downe their hands 

To kill the King at Oxford. 
Dat. He ſhall be none: 

Wee'l keepe hum here : thenwhat is that ro him? 
Yor. Away fond woman: where he twenty times my 

Son, I would appeach him, 
Dut. Hadſt thou groan'd for him as I have done, 

Thou wouldelt be more pitrifull : 

But now I know thy minde; thou do'ſt ſuſpect 

That I have beene diſloyallto thy bed, 

And that he is a Baſtard, not thy Sonne : 

Sweet Yorke, ſweet husband, be not of that mindc: 

He is as like thee, as a man may be, 

Notlike to me, nor any of my Kin, 

And yet I iove him. 
Tor. Make way, unruly Woman. Exu 
Dm. Atter «A«mecr/e. Mount thee upon his horſe, 

Spurre poſt, and ger before him to the King, 

And beg thy jardon, ere he do acculc thee, 

He nor be long Þclind: theugh Ibe old, 

I duubrt not but toride as zait as Yorke: 

And never will I riſe up from the ground, 

Till Bull»gbrock; have pardon'd thee: Away,be gone. Exit 


— 


Scena T ertta. 


Ecter Bullmngbrooke, Percie, and other Lords. 
B«!. Can noman tel! of my unthriftic Sonne ? 
'Tis ful! three monthes fince 1 did ice him laſt. 
1 f any plague hang over us,'tis he: 
I :youid to heaven ( my Lords) he might be found, 
Enqui:e at London, 'mongſt the Tavernes there: 
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For there (they ſay) he dayly doth trequent, 
\With unreſtrained looſe Companions, 
Eyca ſuch ( they ſay) as ſtand in narrow Lanes, 
And rob our Watch,and beate our paſſengers , 
Which he ( yong wanton, and cfteminate Boy ) 
Takes on the point of Honour, to ſupport 
$0 diflolute a CreWes 
Per. My Lord,ſome two dayes ſince 1 ſaw the Prince, 
And told him of tacle Triumphes held at Oxford. 
Bul. And what fayd the Gallant ? 
Fer. His antwer was : he would unto the Stewes, 
And from the common'ſt creature plucke a Glove 
And weare it asa favour, and with tha: 
He would unhorle the luſticlt Challenger. 
zull. As dullolute as defp'rate, yer through both, 
[ {ce ſome {parkes of better hope: which elder dayes 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here? 
Enter Anmerle. 
eAum. Where is the King ? 
Bull. What meanes our Couſin, that he ſtares 
And lookes ſo wildely ? 

eAum.God fave your Grace.I do beſeech your Majeſty 
To have fome conterence with your Grace alone. 

Bui, Withdraw your (clves, and leave us here alone: 
What 25 the inatter with our Couttn now ? 

Awm, For ever may my knees grow to the earth, 
My tongue cleave ro my roofe within my mouth, 
Vnleſle a Pardon, ere 1 riſe or ſpea!;c. 

Butt. Intended or com:atcted was this fault ? 

If on the firſt, how hainous ere it be, 
To win thy atter-love I pardonthee, 

Aum. 1 hen give me lcave, that | may turne the key, 
That no man enter tull che tale be done. 

Boll. Have thy deſire. Yorks within. 

Tor. My Licge beware, looke tothy lclte, 
Thou halt a Traytor inthy preſence there. 

Bull. Villaine, llemakethee tate. 

eAwum. Stay thy revengetull hand, thou haſt no cauſe 
t0 feare. 

Torkz. Open the doore, ſecure foole-hardy King : 
Sha/lI tor loveſpeake treaſon to thy lace? 
Open the duore, or I will breake it open. 
Emer Torke. 
Bal. W hat is the matter (Vuklc) ſpcak,recover breath, 
Tellus how neere is danger, 
That we may arme us to encounter it- 

Tor. Peraſe this writing here, and thou ſhalt know 
The reafon that my haſte torbids me ſhow- 

Aum. Remember as thou read'{t,tay promiſe palt: 
| do repeat me, reade not my name there, 
My hcart is not confederate with my hand. 

Ter, It was (villaine) cre thy hand did ſet it downe. 
| rore it trom the traitors boſome, King. 
Feare and not Love , begcts his peaitence; 
Forget to pirry him, lealt thy pitty prove 
ASerpeurt, that wil: ſting thce co the heart. 

Bull, Oh heinous, &rong, and bouig Conſpuacie, 
O loyall Father of a treacherous Sonne : 
Thou ſheere, immaculate,and filver fountaine, 
From whence this {treame, through muddy paſſages 
Hath had his current, and defil'd himſclte. 
Thy overflow of good, converts to bad, 
And thine abundant goodneſſe ſhall excuſe 
This deadly blor, in thy digreiting ſonne. 

Yor $0 (þali my vertue be his vices bawd, 


For| 


And he ſhall ipend mine Honour, with his Shame: 


OR 


| Asthrifclefle Sonnes their ſcraping Fathers Gold, 


Mine honour lives when his diſhonor dyes, 

Or my ſham'd life in his diſhonour lies : 

Thou killit me in his life, giving him breath, 

The Traitor lives, the true man's put to death. 

Dmtcheſſe within. 
Dut.\W hat hoa ( my Liege)for heavens ſake let me in. 

Bull. What ſhrill-voic'd Suppliant makes this cager cry? 
Das. A Woman and thine Aunt ( great kwg) 'tis 1+ 

Speake with me, pitty me, open the dore, 

A Begger begs, that never begg'd before. 

But. Our Scene isalter'd trum a fcrious thing, 

And now chang'd to the Begger, and the King: 

My daungerous Cofin, let your Mother in, 

I know ſhe's come to pray for your foule ſin. 

Yor. Itthon do pardon, whoſoever pray, 

More finnes for this forgiveneſſe, proſper may, 

This ftetter'd joynt cut off, the relt reſts ſound, 

This lct alone, will all the reſt confound, 

Enter Datcheſſe. 
Dat. O King,belceve not this heard-hearted man, 

Love,loving not it {elte, none other can. 

Yer. | hou franticke woman, whatdoſt thou make here, 

Sha!l thy old dugges once more a Traitor reaze ? 

Dat. Sweet Yorke be paticnt,hcare me gentle Liege. 
Bul. Riſe up guod Aunt. 
Dat. Nor yer, | thee belcech. 

For ever will I kneele upon my knees, 

And never {ce day that the happy ices, 

Till thou give joy : vntill thou bid me joy. 

By pardoning Rutland, my tranſgreiling Boy. 

Anm. Vnto my Mothers prayers, I bend my knee. 
Torke, Againſt them both,my true joynts bended be, 
Dr. Pleades he 1n carnelt ? Looke upon his Face, 

His eyes do drop no tcares:his p:ayers are injeſt : _ 

His words come trom his mouth, ours from our brett. 

He prayes bur faintly, and would be denide, 

We pray with heart, and foule, and all beſide: 

His wearic joynts would gladly ritc, I know, 

Our knees ſhall kneele, till to the ground they grow: 

His prayers are full of falte hypocrifie, 

Ours of true zcale, and dcepe itegritie : 

Our prayers do out-pray his, then let them have 

That mercy, which true prayers ought to have. 

But. Good Aunt tand up. 
Dat. Nay donot fay (tand up. 

But Pardon firſt, and aitcrwards ftand up. 

Andif I werethy Nurſe, thy tongue to teach, 

Pardon ſhould be the firlt word of thy ſpeech. 

I never long'd to heare a word till now : 

Say Pardon ( King,) ler pitty teach thee how, 

The word is ſhort: bur not fo ſhort as ſwect, 

No word like Pardon, for Kings mouth's fo meet. 
Tor, Spea\citin French (King) fayd Pardon'ne moy. 
D#t. Doſt thou teach pardon, 2ardon to deltroy ? 

Ah my ſowre husband,my hacd-hearted Lord, 

That ſer'ſt the wordir ſelte, againſt the word, 

Speake pardon as *tis currant 1n our Land, 

The chopping French we doe not underſtand, 

Thine eye begins to ſpeake, fer thy rongue there; 

Or in thy pitrcous heart, plant thou thine care, 

Thar hearing how our plainrs and prayers do pearce, 

Pitty may movethee, Pardon torchearte, 

Bul. Good Aunt, ſtand up. 
Dat. I donot fucto mg 
Pardon isall the ſuit I have in hand. _ 
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Bull. Tpardon him as heaven ſhall pardon me. 
Dut. O happy vantage of aknecling knce : 


Yet am I ſicke for feare : Speake it againc, 


wice ſaying Pardon, doth not pardon twaine, 
But makes one pardon ſtrong. 
Bull. I pardon him with all my heart. 
Dat. A God on carththou art. 
Bl. Burt for our truſty brother-in-Law, the Abbot, 
With all the rc of that conſorted crew, 
Deſtruction ſtraight ſhall dogge them ar the hecles: 
Good Ynckle helpe to order teverall powres 
To Oxford, or where cretheſe Traitors are : 
They ſhall not live within this worid 1 ſweare, 
Burt I will have them once know where. 
Vnckle farewcll, and Cofin adicu : 
Your mother well hath prayd, and prove you true. 
Dat. Come my old ſon, pray heaven make thee =_ 
xit. 
Enter Exton and Servant. 
Ext. Didſt thou nor marke the King what words he 
ſpake ? 
Have I no friend will rid me of this living feare : 
Was it not {o ? 
Ser. Thoſe were his very words. ; 
Ex. Have no Friend? (quoth he: ) he ſpake it twice, 
And urg'd it twice together, did he not ? 
Ser. He did, 
Ex.And ſpeaking it,he wiſtly Iook'd on me, 
As who ſhall fay, I would thou wer't the man 
That would divorce this terror from my heart; 
Mcaning the King at Pomfrec : Come, let's goe; 


1 am the Kings fricnd, and will rid his Foc. Exit. 


Dn —— 


Scena Quarta, 


| _—_—_— 


Emer Richard. 
Rich, I have bin ſtudying, how to compare 

This Priſon where I live, unto the World: 

And for becauſe the world is populous, 

And heere isnot a Creature, but my ſclte, 

I cannot doe it: yet llc hammer't our. 

My Braine, Ile prove the Female to my Soule, 
My ſoule,the Father:and theſe two beget 

A generation of itill breeding Thoughts ; 

And theſe tame Thoughts, pcople this Little World 
In humors, like the pcople of this world, 

For no thought is contented. The better ſort, 

As thoughts of things Divine, are intermixt 
With ſcruples, and do fet the Faith it ſelfe 
Againſt the Faith:as thus:Come little ones: & then again, 
It is as hard tocome, as for a Camel} 

To thred the poſterne of a Needles eye, 
Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot 
Vnlizely wonders; how theſe vaine weake nailes 
May teaie a paſſage through the Flinty ribbes 

Of this hard world,my ragged priſon walles: 
And for they cannor, dye in their owne pride, 
Thoughts tending ro Content, flatter themſelves, 
That they arc not the firſt of Fortunes laves, 
Nor ſhall not be the laſt. Like filly Beggars, 
'Who fitting in the Stockes, refuge their ſhame 
That many have, and others mult fit there ; 

And in this Thought, they finde a kind of caſe, 


{ 


—_ 
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Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 
Of ſuch as have before indur'd the like. 
Thus play I in one Priſon, many people, 
And none contented. Sometimes am IKing; 
Then Treaſon makes me wiſh my ſelfe a Beggar, 
And ſo I am. Then cruſhing penurie, 
Perſwades me, 1 was better when a King : 
Then am I king'd againe :and by and by, 
Thinke that I am un-king'd by Bullingbrooke, 
And {traight am nothing. But what cre I am, COefch 
Norl, nor any man, that but man is, 
With nothing ſhall be plea&'d, till he be cas'd 
With being nothing. Muſicke dol hearc? 
Ha, ha? keepe time : How ſowre ſweet Muſicke is, 
When Time is broke, and no Proportion kept ? 
S015 it in the Muſicke of mens lives: 
And here have I the daintinefſe of care, 
To hcare time broke in a diforder'd {tring : 
But tor the Concord of my Stateand Time, 
Had not an carc to heare my true Time broke. 
I waſted Time, and now doth Time waſte me: 
For now hath Time made me his numbring clocke; 
My Thoughts, arc minutes; and with Sighes they 1arre, 
T heir watches to mine eyes, the outward Watch, 
W hereto my finger, like a Dialls point, 
Is pointing {till, in clenſing them trom teares- 
Now fir, the ſound thattels what houre it is, 
Are clamorous groanes, that {trike upon my heart, 
Which is the bell: ſo Sighes, and Teares, and Grones, 
Shew Minutes, Houres, and Times: O but my Time 
Runs poalting on, in Bulingbrookes proud joy, 
WhulcTI itand fooling heere, his jacke o' th' Clocke. 
This Muſicke mads me;,let it ſound no more, 
For thoughit have holpe madmentotheir wits, 
In me it (eemes, it will make wiſe-men mad : 
Yet bleiling on his heart that gives it me ; 
For 'tis a ſigne of love, and love to Richsrd, 
Is a ſtrange Brooch, in this all-hating world. 
Enter Groome. 

Groo, Haile Royall Prince, 

Rich. Thankes Noble Peere. 
The cheapeſt of us, is ten groates toe deere. 
W har art thou? And how com'ſt thou hither ? 
Where no man ever comes, but that ſad dogge 


| Thar brings me food, to make misfortune live? 


Oreo, 1 wasapooreGroome of thy Stablc (King) 
When thou wer't King, whotravelling towards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at length have gotten leave 
Tolooke upon my ( ſometimes Royall) maſters face- 
O how it yern'd my heart,when I beheld 
In London ſtreetes, that Coronation day, 


; When Bukngbrooke rode on Roane Barbary, 
That horſe, that thou ſo often haſt beſtrid, 


That horſe, that Iſo carefully have dreſt. 

Rich, Rode he on Barbary? Tell me gentle Friend, 
How went he under him? 

Groo. So prougly, as if he had diſdaind the ground. 

Rich. Soproud, that Bulls e was on his backe; 
That Iade hath cate bread from my Royall hand. 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not ſtumble > Would he not fall downe 
(Since Pride mult havea tall) and breake the necke 
Of that proud man, that did uſurpe his backe ? 


| Forgiveneſſe horſe : Why do Iraile on thee, 


Since thou created to beaw'd by man 
Was t borne to beare? I wasnot made a horſe, 
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And yer | __ a ha like an _ 
Spur-gall'd, a r Jaunci gbrooke. 
EY as Keeper with « Dibb 
Keep. Fellow, give place,heere is no longer ſtay. 
Xicb, If thou love me, 'tistime thou wer'taway- 
Groo. What my tongue dares nor,that my heart _ 
(1 's xi. 
| Keep. My Lord, wilt pleaſe you to fall too? 
Rich. Talte of it firſt, as thou wer't wont to doo, 
Keef- My Lord I dare not: Sir Pierce of Exton, 
Wholately came from th' King,commandsthe contrary« 
Rich. The divell take Henrie of Lancaſter, and thee; 
Patience is ſtale,and [ am weary of it. 
Keep, Helpe, helpe, helpe. 


Emer Exton and Servants. 

Ri. How now?what meanes Death in this rudeaflalt? 
Villaine,thine owne hand yceids thy deaths inſtrument, 
Gothou and fill another roome in hell. 

; Exton ſtrikes bim downe. 
That hand ſhall burne in never-quenching fire, 
That ſtaggers thus my perſon, Exton, thy fierce hand, 
Hath with the Kings blood, flain'd the Kings ownland. 
Mount, mount my toule, thy feate is up on high; * 
Whil'it my grofls fleſh ſinkes downward, hcere to dye. 

£xton. As Full of Valor as of Royall blood, | 

Both have I ſpilt: Oh would the deed were good, 
For now the divell, that told me 1 did well, 
Faves, that this deede is chronicled in hell. 
This dead King to the living King ite beare, 
Take hence the reſt; and give them buriall heere. £x, 


_— 


Scana Quinta, 


Flowriſh. Enter Bullingbrogke, Torke, with 
PR Lords & attendants. 

Bull, Vnkle Yorke, the lateſt newes we heare, 
[sthat the Rebels have conſum'd with fire 
Our Towne of Ciceter in Glouceſterſhire, 
But whether they be tane or flaine, we heare not. 

Enter N orthumberland. 

Welcome my Lord : W hat is the newes ? 

Nor. Ficlt to thy Sacred State, wiſh I all happineſle: 
The next newes is, I have to London ſent 
The heads of Sabsbwry, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent: 


The manner of their taking may appeare 
Ar large diſcourſed in this paper heere- 

Bil. We thanke thee gentle Percy for thy paines, 

And to thy worth will adde right worthy gaines- 
Emer Futz-waters. 

Fitz. My Lord, I have from Oxford ſentto London, 
The heads of Broccas , and Sir Benner Seely, 

Two of the dangerous conſorted Traitors, 
That ſought at Oxford, thy dire overthrow: 

Bull. Thy paines Fitzwaters ſhall not be forgot, 
Right Noble 1s thy merit, well I wor. 

: Enter Percy and Carlile. 

Per, The grand Confpirator,Abbort of Weſtminſter, 
With clog of Conſcience, and ſowre melancholly, 
Hath yeelded up his body to the grave : 

Bur heere is ({arfle, living to abide 
Thy Kingly doome, and ſentence of his pride. 
Bull. Carlile, this is your doome : 


| Chooſe out ſome 7 yon por ſome reverend roome 


Morethan thou haſt, and with it joy thy ſelfe : 
Soas thou liv'ſt in peace, dye free from ſtrife: 
For though mine enemy thou halt ever bene, 
High ſparkes of Honor in thee have I ſcene. 
Enter Exton with a Coffm. 
Exton, Great King, within this Coin I preſent 
Thy buricd feare. Heerein all breathleſſe lies 
The mighticſt of thy greatzit enemies 
Richerd of Burdeaux, by me hither brought. 
Ball. Exton, I thanke thee not, for thou haſt wrought 
Adecde of Slaughter, with thy fatall hand, 
Vpon my head, and all this famous Land. 
£x.From your owne mouth my Lord,did I this deed. 
Boll. They love not poyton, that do poyſon neede, 
Nor do I thee: though 1 did wiſh him dead, 
I hate the Muutherer, love him murthered. 
The guilt of conlcience take rhoutor thy labour, 
But neyther my good word, nor Princely favour. 
With (aine go wander throughthe ſhade of gight, 
And never ſhew thy head by day, norlight, 
Lords,I proteſt my foule is tull of woe, 
That blood ſhould ſprinkle me,and make me grow. 
Come mourne with me, for that 1 do lament, 
And put on ſullen Blacke incontinent : 
le make a voyageto the holy-land, 
To waſh this blood off from my guilty hand. 
March fadly after, grace my mourning heere, 
In weeping after this untimely Beere. - 


Excennt. 
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Emter the King, Lord Iobn of Lancaſter Earle 
of Weſtmerland,wuth others. 


K ng. . 
BAS8Y O ſhaken as we are,to wan with care, 
DM GP Find wea time for frighted Peace to pant, 
NY And breath ſhortwinded accents of new broils 
To be commenc'd in Stronds asfarre remote ; 
No more the thirſty entrar ce of this Soyle, 
Shall dambe her lippes with her owne childrensblood : 
No more ſhall trenching Warre channell.her ficlds, 
Nor bruiſc her Flowrets with the Armed hoofecs 
Of hoſtile paces. Thoſe oppoſed eyes, 
W hich like the Meteors ot a troubled Heaven, 
All of one Nature,of one Subſtance bred, 
Did lately mecte :n the inteſtine ſhocke, 
And turious cloze of civill Butchery, 
Shall nowgrimurcuall well-belecming rankes 
March all one way,and be no more oppos'd 
Againſt Acquaintance,Kindred,and Allies- 
The edgeof Warre,likean uli-ſheathed knife, 
No more ſhall cut his Maſter. Therefore Friends, 
As farre as to the Sepulcher of Chriſt, 
Whoſe Souldicr now,under whole bleſſed Crofle 
Weare impreſſed and ingag'd to fighr, 
Fo:thwitha power of Engliſh ſhall we levie, 
W bole armcs wcre moulded in their Mothers wombe, 
To chace theſe Pagans in thoſe holy Fields, 
Over Whoſe Acres walk'd thoſe bleſſed feete 
Which fourtecne hundred yeares ago were nail'd 
For our adyantagc on the bitter Croſle. 
But this our purpoſe is a twelvemonrh old, 
And bootlefle 'tis to tell you we will go : 
Thercfore we mecte not now- Then let me heare 
Of you my gentle Couſin Weſtmerland, 
Whar jellernigit our Councell did decree, 
In forwarding this deere expedicnce. 
Weſt. My Liege : This haſte was hot inqueſtion, 
And many limits of the Charge ſet downe 
But yeſternight : when all athwart there came 
A Poſt from Walcs,loaden with heavy Newes ; 
Whoſe worſt was, That the Noble Aforrumer, 
Leading the men of Herefordſhireto fight 
Againſt the 1rregular and wilde Glendower, 
Wasby the rude hands of that Welfhman taken, 
And athouſand of his people butchered : 


—_ 


V pon whoſe dead corpesthere was ſuch miſuſe, 
Such bealtly, ſhamciefle transformation, 

By thoſe Welſhwomen done,as may not be 
(Without much ſhame) re-rold or ſpoken of. 

King. It ſeemes then, that the ridings of ths broile, 
Brake off our buſineſle tor the Holy land. 

Weſt. This matcht with other like,,my gracious Lord, 
Farre more vneven and unwelcome Neives 
Came from the North,and thus it did report : 

On Holy-roode day,the gallant Horſpwrrethcre, 
Young Harry Percy,and brave Archibald, 

That ever-valiant and approoved Scot, 

At Holmedon met,where they did ſpend 

A fadand bloody houre ; 

As by diſcharge of their Artillerie, 

And ſhape of likelyhood the newes was told : 
For he that brought them,in the very hcate 

And pride of their contention,did take horſe, 
Vncertaine of the iſſue any way, 

King. Heere isa deere and true induſtrious fricnd, 
Sir Walter Blunt,new lighted from his Horle, 
Stain'd with the variation of cach ſoyle, 

Berwixt tha Ho/meden and this Seat of ours : 

Ard he hath brought us{moath and welcome newes. 
The Earle of Dowgla is diſcomfited, 

Ten thouland bold Scots;two and twenty Knights 
Balk'd in their owne blood did Sir Water (cc 


| On Holmedons Plaines. Of Priſoners, Horſpwrre tooke 


CMordake Eaile of Fife,and eldeſt ſonne 
Tobeaten Dowg/as,and the Earle of efrbet, 
Of Harry,eAngnsand Mente.th. 
And is not this an honourable ſpoyle ? 
A gallant prize ? Ha Coſingis it not? In faith it is, 
Weſt. A Conqueſt for a Prince to boaſt of. 
King. Yea,there thou mak'it me ſad, & mak'ſt me fin, 
Inenvy,that my Lord Nerthumberland 
Shouid ve the father of ſo bleſt a ſonne : 
A Sonnce, whoisthe Theame of Honors tongue ; 
Amonglt a Grove,the very ſtraighteſt Plant, 
W ho 1s ſweet Fortunes Minion,and her Pride : 
W hiP{t I by looking on the prayſe of him, 
See Ryorand Diſhonor ſtaine the brow 
Of my yong Harry. O thatit could be prov'd, 
That ſome Night-tripping Faicry,had exchang'd 
In Cradie-clothes,our Children where they lay, 
And call'd mine Perey,his Plantagenet : Thes 


| 


1 


in, 
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T _ would I have his Harry, and he mine : 


But lct hin from my thoughts, What thinke you Coze | 


Of:his voang Percers pride? The Priſoners 
Which he inthis adventure hath ſupriz'd, 
To his owne uſe he keepes, and ſends me word 
1 11/1 have none but Aordake Earle of Fife. 
pet. This is his Vnckles teaching. This is Worceſter 
Malcvolcnt tO you 1n all Aſpets 3 
which makes him prune himſelfe, and briſtle up 
The creſt of Youth againſt your Dignity. 
King. But Ihavelent for him to anſwer this ; 
And tor this cauſe a while we muſt negle& 
Our holy purpoſe to /eruſalems, 
Colin, on Wedneſday next, our Counccll we wil! hold 
Arwiwdſfor, 10 informe the lords: 
But come your felfe with ſpeed to us againe, 
For morc 15 tO be faid, and tobe done, 
Than out of anger can be uttered. 
weit. 1 will my Liege. Exemnt. 


— ———— — 


Scena Sectnda. 


Mn #— 


Enter Henry Prince of F ales, Sir Iohn Fal- 
ſhaffe, and Points. 


Fal, Now Hal, what time of day is it Lad ? | 

P::mce. Thou art! ſo fat-witted with drinking of old 
Sicke and unbutroning thee after Supper, and ſleeping 
upon benches in the atternoone, that thou haſt forgotten 
todemand that truely, which thou wouldeſt truly know. 
\What a divell haſt thouto doe with the time of the day? 
unleſſe houres were cups of Sacke, and minutes Ca 
and clock es the tongues of Bawdes, and dialls the fignes 
of Leaping-houſes, and the bleſſed Sunne himſelfe a tai e 
hot Wench in Flame«coloured Taffata; I fee no realon, 
whythou ſhouldeſt bee fo ſuperf.uous , rodemand the 
t:me of the day. : 

Fal. Indeed you came neere me now Hal. for we that 
tae Purſes, go by the Moone and ſeven Starres, and not 
oy Phcebus hee, that wand'ring Knight ſo faire. And 1 
pray thee ſweet Wagge, when thou art King,as God fave 
thy Grace, Maicſty 1 ſhould ſay,for grace thou wilt have 
NONE, 

Pris, What ! none ? 

Fa, No, not ſo much as will ſerve to bg Prologue to 
an Egoc and Butrer, 

Pris, well, how then? Come roundly, roundly. 

Fa!, Marre then, ſweet Wagge, when thou art King, 
ls nct us thatare Squires of the Nights body, bee call'd 
Ttzevesof the Dayes beautie. Let us be Dianaes Forres \ 
ters, Genlemenef the Shade, Minicns of the Moone ; 
ind ler menſay, we be men of good Government, being | 
prerncd a5the Sea is, by our noble and chaſt miſtris the ( 
Moone, under whoſe cougtenance we lieaie . 

Prin, Thou ſay'ſt well and it holds well too: for the 
fortune of us that are the Moones men » doeth' cbbe and 
Fo like theSea, being governed as the Seca is, by the 
Moonc: as forproeft, Now apurſe of Gold moſt reſo- 


lutely ſnach'd on Monday night, and molk diffolately 
{pent 0n Tueſday Morning; got with ſwearing, Layd by: 


Fal. Thou fay'ſt truc Lad : and is not my Hoſteſle of 
the Taverne a molt ſweet Wench ? 

Prin. As isthe hony, my old Lad of the Caſtle : and is 
not a Bufte Ierkina molt ſweet robe of durance? | 

Fal. How how ? how now mad Wagge ? Whatin thy 
quips and thy quiddities > What a plague have 1 to doc 
witha Buffe-Ierkin ? 

Prin. Why ,what apoxc have 1 to doe with my Ho- 
ſeſſe of the Taverne ? 

Fal. Well, thou haſt call'd her to a reckning many a 
timeand oft. 

Prin. Did I ever cal for thee to pay thy part? 

Fat. No, llc give thee thy due, thou haſt paid all there. 

Pris, Yea andclicwhere, ſo farreas my Coyne would 
ſtretch, and where n would not, I haveuPd my credit. 

Fal. Yea, and ſous dit, that were it heere apparant, 
that thou art Heire apparant. But prythee ſweee Wag, 
ihallthere be Gallowes (landing in &xgland when thou 
art King ? and re{6lution thus fobb'd as it is, with the ru- 
ſy curbe of cld Father Anticke the Law ? Doenot thou 
when thou arta King, hang a Theefe: 

Prin, No, thou tha'r. 

Fal. Shall 1? O rare! Ie be a brave Tudge. 

Prin. Thou judgett falſe already. 1 meane, thou ſhalt 
have the hanging of the Theeves, and ſo become a rarc 
Hangman. 

Fal. Well Hal, well : and in ſome fort it jumpes with 
my humour, as well as waiting in the Court, I can tell 
yous 

Prin, For obtaining of ſuites ? 

Fat. Yea;for obtaintag of ſuites, whereof the tang- 
man hath nolcanc Wardrobe. I am as Mclaacholiy $a 
Gyb-Cat, ora lugg'd Bcare, 

' Frin, Or an old Lyon, or a Lovers Lute. 

Fal. Yea, or the Drone of a Lincola[bre Bagpipe. * 

Prin. What ſay'tt thou to a Hare, or the Mclancholly 
of Moore-Ditch ? | 

Fal. Thon haſt the moſt unſavoury fimiles, and art in- 
deedthe moſt comparative raſcal. {t tweet yong Prince. 
But Hat, | prythec trouble me no more with vanity, I 
would thou and I knew, where a Commodity of good 
narnes were to be bought : an old lord of the Councell ra- 
ted me the other day 1n rhe ftrect about you fir ; but I 
mark'd him not,and yet he talk'd very. wilcly,but T1 regar- 
ded him not,und yet he talkr wiſcly, and in the ftreer too. 

Frin. Thou didit well : for no manregards its 

Fal. O, thou haſt damnable iteration, ard art indeed 
able to corrupt a Saint. Thou haſt done much harnie un- 
tome Hal,God forgive thee tor it. Betore 1 knew thee 
Hal,1 knew nothing:apd now I am(if a man ſhunld ſpeake 
truly )lietle better than one of the wickec.! mult give 0- 
ver this life, and I will give it over : and I do not, Lam a 
Villaine. llc be damp''d for never a Kingslonne 1n Chri- 
{tendome- 

Prin, Where ſha'l we take a purſe tomorrow, Iacke? 

Fal. Where thou wilt Lad, 1le make one 2 and I doe 
not, call me Villaine, and baffle me. 

Prin. 1 ſee a good amendment of life in thee : From 
Praying, to Pufſe-raking. 38 | 

Fal. Why, Hal. *tismy Vocation Hal. Tisno fin for a 
man to labour in his V ocauon. 

Pointz., Now ſhall wee know if Gads hill have feta 
Watch. O, if men were to be ſaved by merit, what hole 


ed ſpent with erying, _ in : now, in aslow anebbe | in Hell were hor enough for him? This is the wolt omuy- 


the foot of the Ladder; 


and by inas hich a low 
5 the ride cf the Gallowes. ” p big 
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poten: Villaine, that ever cryed, Stand, to a true man. 
Prin. Good morrow Ned. | 
Points, 


| 
| 
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Poines, Good morrow ſweet Hat. W hat ſaies Mon- 
fieur Remorte?- W harſayes Sir Iohn Sacke and Sugar. 
Iacke? How agrees the Divell and thee about thy Soule, 
that thou ſoldeſt = on =" Up laſt,for a Cup of 
Madera,and a cold Capons legge : 

Pr, Sir lohn Randsto his word,the devill ſhall have 
his bargaine,for he wasnever yeta Breaker of Proverds: 
He will groe the devil bis due - | 

Poin. Thenart thoudamn'd for keeping thy word with 
the divell. Wd 

Prin, Elſe he had bin damn'd for cozening the divell. 

Pey. But my Lads,my Lads, to morrow morning, by 
foure a clocke early at Gads hill,there are Pilgrumes $0- 
ing to Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders ri- 
ding to London with fat Purſes. I have vizards for you 
all ; you have horſes for your ſelyes : Gads-hill lyes to 
night in Rocheſter,I havebeſ & Supper to morrow 1n 
' | Ealicheape; we may doe it asfecure as ſleepe:if yuu wil 

go,l will ſtuffe you Purſes full of Crownes : if you will 
not,rarry at home and be hang'd- 

Fel.Heare ye Yedward,if 1 rarry at home and gonor, 
He hang you for going- 

Poy. Youwill chops. 

Fat. Hal, wilt thou make one ? 

Prin. Who,Lrob ? I a Thecfe ? NotT. 

Fal. There's neither honeſty, manhood, nor good fel- 
lowſhip in thec,northou cam' not of the blaod-royall, 
if thou dar'ſt not ſtand for ten ſhillings. 

Frin, Well then, once in my dayes Ile be a mad-cap. 

Fal. Why that's well ſayd. 

Prin. Well, come what will, Ile tarry at home, 

Fal. Ile bea Traitor then, when thou art King. 

Pram. I care not. 

Poyn.Sir Johm,1 pray thee leave the Prince & mealone, 
I will lay him downe ſuch reaſons for this adventure, 
that he ſhall go. : 

Fat. Well, maiſt thou have the ſpirit of perſwaſion; 
and he the caces of profiting, that what thou ſpeakeſt, 
may movezand what he heares may be beleeved,that the 
true Prince,may(for recreation ſake )provea falſe theefe; 
forthe poore abuſes of the time, want countenance. 
Farewell, you ſhall finde me in Eaſtcheape. 


Prir. Farcyell the latter Spring. Fareweil Alhollown 
Summer. £Exu.Fal. 


to morrow.T have a jelt to execute, that I cannot man- 

e alone. Falſftaſſe, Harvy, Roſſit, and Gads-bill, ſhall 
robbe thoſe men that we have already way-layde; or 
{elfe & 1,will not be thete:and when they have the 

jif you and 1 doc not rob them,cut this head from my 

oulders. ; 

Prid.But how ſhall we part with them in ſetting forth? 

Poyn, W hy,we will ſer forth before or after them,and 

point them a place of meeting, wherein it 1s at our 
vs tofaile; and then will they adventure upon the 
exployt themſelves, which they have no ſooner atchic- 
ved,but wee'l ſet upon them. 

Prix. T but tis like that they will know us by our 
horſes,by our habits,and by every other appointment to 
be our ſelves. 

Poy. Tur,our horſes they ſhall nor ſee, Tetyethem in 
| the Wood; our vizards wee will change after wee leave 
then: and firrah,! have Caſes of Buc+ ram forthe nonce, 
to immaske our noted ourward garments. 

Prin. But I doubt they will be roo hard for us. 
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true bred Cowards as ever turn'd backe : and forth, 
longer than he ſees rez{on,lle for! wey | 
Armes.The vertue of this Jeſt will be,the incomprcheg, 
| WE tte 
with , what 
Wardes, what blowes, what extremitics he eodureg, 


 Ifalle 


| Pon. Well,for two of thein, I know them to bee as | 


| 


The { 
And that ſame greatneſſe too, which our owne hands 
Have holpe to make ſo portly. 


third if he fight 


ſible lyes that this fat R will rell us, when 
at Supper : how thirty ae leaſt he foughe 


andiin the reproofe of this, lyesthe jeſt- 


Prin. Well,lle goe with thee, provide us all thing, 
, and mcete mee to morrow night in aj. 


nec 
cheape,there lle ſup. Farewell. 
Poyn. Farewell, my Lord. 
Fri. I know youall, and will a-while uphold 
The unyoak'd humor of your idleneſlc : 
heb ares I Ws q p 
0 permit the baſe contagious cloudeg 
To {mother up his from the world; 
That when he _ tobe himſclfe, 
Bcing wanted, he may — wondred at, 
By breaking through the foule and ugly miltg 
Of vapours, that did ſeeme —=_ ſtranglc him. 
| the yeare were playing holidaycs, 
Toipor wud <rediours to woke 
ut w ſcldome come, wiſht-for c 
And nothing pleaſeth but rare accidents. wo 


. So when this looſe behaviour I throw off, 


And pay the debt I never {ed ; 


Shall —— more eyes; 
no ſoyle to ſer it off. 

Ne fo offend, to make offence a skill, 

Redecming time, when men thinkelcaſt I will. 


Exit Points, 


SexnaTertia. 


Enter the King ,N orthumberland, Worceſter, Borſpurre, 
Sw Watter Blan, and other:, 


 Ex# King. My blood hath beene too cold and temperate, 
Poj. Now,my good ſweet Hony Lord, ride with us | Vnaptre ſtirreat theſe indignities, 


Rndyon a. found me; ang, 
ou trea my patience : But be {ure, 
I will Gee hine be my ſclfe, 
Mighty, and to be fear'd, than my condition, 
Which hath beene ſmooth as Oy 
And therefore loſt the Title of reſpcR, 

Which the proud ne're payes, but to the proud. 
FWor,Our houſe ( my Soveraigne Liege little deſerves 
ot 'greatneſſe robe uſed on it, 


Nor. My Lord. 


King. Worceſter get thee gone : for I do ſee 


ir, your preſence isto0 and perem 
And Majcſtie might never PO 


endure 
brow 


The moody Frontier of a 


You have good leavetoleave us. When wwe need 
Your uſc and counſell, we ſhall ſcnd fop you. 
You were about to ſpeake. | 


North. Yea, my good Lord. Tick 
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oft as yong Downe, 
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Thoſe Priſonersin your Highnefſe demanded, No: anthe barren Mountaine let him ſtarve : 
Which Harry Percy here at Holwmedee tooke,- For I ſhall never hold thazman my Friend, 
Were (as he ſayes) not with ſach ſtrength denied W hoſe tongue ſhall aske me for one peny coſt 
As wasdelivered to we þ ine hemeoorctend Meriimer, 

Who cythert envy, or prifion, of. Rev Mortimer ? 

Was guilty ofthis faule; and nor my Sonne. He never did fall off, my Soveraigne Liege, 


Her. My Liege, I did deny no priſoners. But by the chance of Warre: to prove thar true, | 

Needs no more but one tongue. For all theſe Wounds, | 
*'* | Thoſe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly hetooke, | 
When on the gentle Severnes fiedgic banke, 


trimly dreſt ; In fingle tion hand to hand, 

Ercſh as yn" > = man —_ reapt, He did c ound the beſt part of an houre 

Shew'd like a ſtubble Land at harveſt home. In changing bardiment with Glendower : 

He was perfumed hike a Milliner, Three times they breath'd,and chree times did they drinke | 
And *cwixt his Finger and his Thambe, he held V ponagreement,of ſwift Severnes fiood ; 

A Pouncet-box : which ever and anon Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes, 

He gave his Noſe, and took't away againe 3 Ran fearefully among the trembling Recdes, 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there, And hid hiscriſped-head ina hollow banke, 

Tooke it in Snuffe. And ſtill he ſmil'd and ralk'd : Blood ſtained with theſe Valiant Combarants. 

And asthe Souldiers bare dead bodies by, Never did baſc and rotten policy 

Hecall'dthem untaught Knaves, Vamannerly, Colour her working with ſuch deadly wounds ; 

Tobring a lovenly unhandſome Coarſe Nor never could the noble Zerwiner , . 
| Betwixt the winde, and his Nobility. Receive fo many, andall willingly : 

With many holidy and Lady tearmes : Thenlet hum not be ſland'red with Revolt. 

Hequeſtion'd me : Among the reſt, detnanded King. Thou do'lt bely him Percy, thou doſt bely him; 
My Priſoners, in your Majeſtics behalte. | | He never did encounter with Glendower : 

[ then, all-ſmarting, with my wounds being cold, I tell thee, he durſt as well have metthe divellalone, 

(To be ſo peſtered with a Popingay ) As Owen Glendower for ancaemy. 

Out of my Greefe, and my impatience, | Artthou noraſham'd ? Bur Sirrah, henceforth 

Anſwer'd ( ingly) I know not what, Let me not heare you ſpeake of Mortimer. 

He ſhoald , or not ; For he made me mad, Send me your P .1ſoners with the ſpeedieſt meanes, 

Toſce him ſhine ſo briske, and fmell ſo fweer, Or you heare in ſuch a kinde from me 

And talke ſolike a Waiting-Gentlewoman, As will diſpleaſeye. My Lord Northumberland, 

Of Guns,andDrums;and Wounds: God fave the marke; | We Licenſe your departure with your ſonne, 

And telling me, the Soveraign'ſt thing on carth Send us your Priſoners, or you'l heare of it. F xit King. | 
Was Parmacity, for an inward bruilc : Hot. Andif the divell come androare for them, 

And that it was great pitty, ſo it was, I willnot ſend them. 1 willafter ſtraight 

That vilanous Sair-peter ſhould be digg'd Andtell him ſo : for I will caſe my heart, 

Out of the bowels of the harmelefle Earth, + Although it be with hazard of my head, | 

Which many a good Tall Fellow had deſtroy'd Nor. W bat? drunke with choller?ftay & pauſe awhile, 
Socouardly, And but for theſe vile Gunnes, Heere comes your Vnckle. Enter Worceſter, 
He would himſclfe have beene a Souldier. Hee. Speake of Mortimer? | 

This bald, unjoynted Chat of bis ( my Lord) Yes, I will ſpeake of him, and let my ſoule 

Made me to an{were indirely ( as 1 fayd.) Want mercy, if Ido not joyne with him. 

And | beſcech you, let notthis report In his behalfe, lle ailthoſe Yeines, 

Come currant for an Acculation, + And ſhed my deere drop by drop 1'th duſt, 
berwixt my love and your high Majeſty. But I will litt the downfall Aortimer 


Blunt. The cjrcumltance conſidered, good my Lord, | Ashigh 1th Ayre as this unthankefull King, | 
What ever Horry Percie then had ſaid, | As this and Cankred B . | 


Toſuch a Nov. Brother,the King hath Nephew mad. | 
At ſuch a time, withall the reſt retold, wei Who aging þ woke harder 

May reaſonable dye, and never riſc Hoee.. He will (forſooth) have all my priſoners ; 
Todo him And when I urg'd the ranſome once againe 

What then be ſaid, ſo he unſay it now. Of amy wives Brother, then his cheeke look'd pale, 

King. W y his Paſoners, And @n my face he turn'd aneye of death, 6 
Pat with proviſoand Exception, , Trembling eyenatzhe name of Mortimer. 
That we at our owne charge, ſhall ranſome ſtraight or. I camor blame him : was he not proclann'd 
His Brother-in-Law,the fooliſh Aſorrimer, By Richerd chat dead is, the next of blood? | 
Toney fete) heyday Nor. He was: 1 heard the Proclamation , 

Thelives of thoſe, that he did leade to Fighe, And then it was, when the y King | 
the great Magitian, damn'd : (Whole wrongs in us God ) did ſet forth 
c daughter (as we heare) the of March is Iri 
Hath lately married, Shall our Cotfers then, 
be emptied, to redeemen Traitor home ? 
Shall we buy Treaſon ? and indent with Feares, 


When they have loſt and forfeyted themſelves? 


AMC 
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| Heyreto the Crowne? 
| Nor. He did, my ſelfedid heare it. ; 
Hot. Nay then I cannot blame his Couſin King, | 
That wiſh'd him on the barraine Mountaines ſtarv'd- 
But ſhall ir be, that you that ſet the Crowne 
Vpon the head of this forgettull man, 
And for his ſake, wore the deteſted blot 
Of murtherous ſubornatioas ? ſhall it be, 
That you a world of curſes undergoe, 
Being the Agents, or baſe {eco.'d meanes, 
| The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather ? 
O pardoa,if that I deſcend folow, 
To ſhew the Line, and the Predicament 
W herein you range under this ſubrill King, 
Shall it for ſhame, be ſpoken in theſe dayes, 
Or fill up Chronicles in time to come, 
That men of your Nobility and Power, 
Did gage them both in an unjuſt behalfe 
(As both of you, God pardon it, bave done) 
To put downe Richard, that ſw cet lovely Roſe, 
Andplant this Thorne, this Canker Bulngbrooks ? 
And ſhall it 1n more ſhame be further ſpoken, 
That you are fool'd, diſcarded, and ſhooke off 
By him, for whom theſe ſnames ye underwent ? 
No: yettime ſerves, wherein you may redeeme 
Yourbaniſh'd Honors, anc reſtore your ſclves 
Into the good Thoughts of che world againe. 
Revenge the geering and diſdain'd contempt 
Of this proud King, who ſtudics day and night 
Toanſwer all the he owes unto you, 
Even with the bloody Payments of your deaths : 
Therefore I lay=— 

Wor. Peace Couſin, ſay no more. 
And now 1 will unclaspe a Secret booke, 
And to your quicke conceyving Diſconrents, 
Ile reade you Matter, dcepe and dangerous, 
As full of perill and adventurous Spirit, 
As too're-walke a Current, roaring loud 
Onthe unſtedfaſt footing of a Speare. 


| Send from the Eaſt unto the Weſt, 
So Honor crofle in from the Northto South, 
And letthem grapple : The tlood more ſtirres 
To rowzea Lyon, then to ſtarta Hare. 

Nor. Imagination of ſome great exploit, , 
Drives him beyond the boundsof Patience. 

Hot. By heaven ,me thinkes it were an eaſic leap, 
To plucke bright Honor from the pale-fac'd Moone, 
Ordive into the bottome of the deepe, , 
Where Fadomc«-line could never touch the 

And plucke up drowned Honor by the Lockes : 
| So he that doth redceme her chence,might weare 
Without Co-rivall, all her Dignirties : 

But out upon this balfe-fac'd Fellowſhip. 

Wor. Heapprehcndsa world of Figures here, 
But not the forme of what he ſhould artend ; 
Good Couſin give me audicnce for a-while, 
Andliſt rome. 

Hot. 1 cry you mercy. 

Wor. Thoſe ſame Noble Scottes 
That are your Priſoners. 

Hot. them all, 

By heaven, he thall not have a Scot of them : 
No, if a Scot would ſave his Soulc, he ſhallnot. 


rr 


Het. 1t he fall in, good night, or ſinke or ſwinmme : 


——_——. 


52 
Hee. But ſoft I pray you ; did King Richerdthen | Ile keepe them, by this Hand. 
Proclaime my brother Mortimer, Wor, You ſtart away, 
And lend nocare unto my 


{ *'Twas where the 


— 


—— 


Thofe Priſoners you ſhall keepe. 

Het. Nay, I will ; that's flat : 

Hefaid be would not ranſorne Afortimer : 
Forbad my tongue to{peake of Mortimer. 

But I will finde him when he lyes aſlecpe, 

_ S — lie holla Afortomrer. - "_ 

fay, Ic have a Stariing ſhall be ta to c 
Ncthing but ing and give his, 
Tokeepehis anger ſtill in motion, 

Wer. Heare you Couſin: a word- 

Hot, Allfiudics here 1folemnly defie, 
Save how to gall and pinch this &ndhwgbroeke, 
And that ſame Sword and Buckler prince of Wales. 
Bur that I thinke his Father loves him not, 
And would be glad be met with ſome muſchance, 
I would have poyſon'd him with a pot of Ale. 

Wor, Farewell Kinſman : Ile talke to you 
When you are better temper'd toattend. 

Nor. Why w hata Waſpe-tongu'd and im 
Art thou, to breake into this Womans , 
Tying thine care to no tongue but thine owne ? 

Hot. W hy looke you, Iam whipt & ſcourg'd with rods, 
Netled, and ſturg with Piſmiers, when1 hcare 
Ot this vile Politxcian Bull . 

In Richards time ; W hat de”ye call the place ? 
Aplaguc upon', it is inGlouſterſhire : _ 
| Duke his Vncle kept, 
His Vncle Yorke, wherel firſt bow'd my knee 
Vato this King of Smiles, this =. 
W hen you and he came backe from gh. 
Nor, At Barkley Callie. 
Hot. You ſay true : 
W hy whar a caucte deale of curteſie, 
This fauning Gray-tound then did proffer me. 
Looke w hen his infant fortune cameto age, 
And gentle Harry Fercy,and kinde Couſin ; 
O, the Dave!l take ſuch Couziners, God forgive me, 
Good Vncl: tell your tale, for 1 have done. 
Wor. Nay, if you bave not, too't againe, 
Wee'l ſtay your leyſure, 

Hot, I have done infooth. 

Wor, Thenonce more toyour Scottiſh Priſoners. 
De'iver them up withourttheir ranioa:c itraight, 
And make the Dowglas ſonne your oncly mean”: 

For powers in Scoiland-: which for divers reaſons 
Which 1 ſhall. nd you written, be afſur'd 

Will cafily be g-anted you, my Lord. 

Your Sonne in Scotland being thus imploy'd, 


aticnt foole 


Shall ſecretly in the boſome creepe 
Of that ſame noble Prelate, well belov'd, 
The Archbiſh ' 


Hot, Of ==> of is'r not ? | 
antes =o TPO 

His Brothers at Briftow, the Lor i 

I ſpeake not this iu cſtimation, 

As what Ichinke mighc be, but what 1 know 

Isruminatcd, plotted and ſet downe, C- 

And onely ſtayes pur to behold the facc 

Of that occaſ:0n that ſhall bring it on. 
Hot. I\mellirt:; 

Vpon my life, it will do wond*rous well, Fe 
Nor. Before the gam's a-foot, thou ſtill let'ſt ſlips 
Hot, W hy it cannot chooſe but be a Noble plot, 


And 


i" 
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And then the power of Scotland, and of Yorke 
To joyne with Mortimer, Ha. 

Wor. And ſo they ſhall. 

Herþ.-Infaith it is exceedingly well aym'd. 

wer. And 'tisno little reaſon bids us{peed, 
To fave our heads, by railing of a Head : 
For, beare our lelves as evenas we can, 
Th: King will alwayes thinke him in our debt, 
And thinke, we thinke our ſelves unſatisfied, 
Till be he hath found a time to pay us home. 
And ſee already, how he doth beginne 
To make us ſtrangers to his lookes of love. 

Hot. He docs, he does; wee'l be 'd on him. 

wor. Coulin, farewell. No further go in this, 

Then I by Letters ſhall direR your courle 
When time is ripe, which will be ſodainely:; 
Ile ſteals ro Glendower,and loc, Mortimer, 
Where you, and Dowglas, and our powers at once, 
As | wiil faſhion it, (hall happily meete, 
To beare our fortunes in our owne ſtrong armcs, 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 

Nor. Farewell good Brother, we ſhallthrive, I truſt. 

"Hot. Vncle, adicu ; O let houres be ſhort, 

Till ficlds,and blowes,and grones,applaud our ſport. Exit 


—_—_— 


Aftus Secundus. Scena Prima, 
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Enter a Carrier witha Lenterne in bis hand, 

1.Car. Heigh-ho, an't be not foure by the day, Ile bee 
hang'd, Charles wawne is over the new Chiancy, and yet 
our horſe not packt. Vhat Oltler ? 

OH. Anon, anon. 

1. Cr, I prethce Tom, beate Cuts Saddle, put a few 
Flock es in the point : the poore Jade is wrung in the wi- 
thers, our of all c:fic. 

Enter another Carrier. 

2. Car. Peaſe and Beanes are as danke here asa Dog, 
andthis is the next way togive pooure ladesthe Bottes: 
Hr houſe is turned upſide downe fince Robin the Oltler 

1. Ca. Puorc fellow never joy'd ſince the price of oats 
role, it was the death of him. 

2. Car. I thinke thiggs the moſt villanous houſe in all 


| 


{ 


—— 


— 


| ding in the ſtable, 

I. Car. Nay fot I pray ye, I know atricke worth two 
of char. 

Gad. I prethee lend me thine. 

2. (&. I, when, canſttell ? Lend mee thy Lanthorne 
(quorh-a) marry Ile ſce thee hang'd firſt. 

Gad. Sirra Carrier: What time doe yon meane to come 
to London? 

2. Car. Time enough togoe to bed with a Candle 1 
warrantthee. Come neighbour Awgger , wee'll call up 


have great charge. Exemne. 


Enter Chamberlaine, 


Gad. What ho, Chamberlaine ? 

Chem. At hand quoth Pick-pwe. 

Gad. That'sevenas faire , as at hand quoth the Cham- 
berlaine : For thou varicſt nomore from picking of Pur- 
les,then giving direRion,dothfrom labouging. Thou lay'ſt 
the plot, how. 

Cham. Good morrow Maſter Geds- Hil , it holds cur- 
rant that Itold you yeſternight. There's a Franklin inthe 
wilde of Kent, bath brought three hundred Markes wich 
him in Gold:] heard him tell ic to oae of his company lalt 
night at Supper; a Kinde of Auditor, one that hath abun- 
dance of charge too (God knowes what) they are up al- 
= , and call tor Egges and Buttgr, They will away 

ently. 
Gad. Sirra, if they meete not withS. Nicholas Clarks, 
Ile give thee this necke. 
Cham, No,llc none of it: I prythee keepe that forthe 
Hangman, for I know thou worſhipſt S. Nicolas astru- 
ly as a man of falſhood may. 

Gad. What talkeſt thou to me of the Ha ? Ifl 
bang , Ile make a tat payre of Gallowes, For , if I hang, 
old vir Johwhangs with mee, and thou know'ſt hee's no 


the Gentlemen, they will along with company, for they*\ 


Starueling. Tur, there are other Troians thatY dreamt 
not of, the which (for ſport fake) are content to doethe 
Profilion ſome grace ; that would (if matters ſhould be 
look'd into) for Feir ov nc Credit ſake, make all W hole. 
I am joyned with no Foot-land-Rakers, no Long-ſtaffe 
ſix-penny ſtrikers , none of th-ſe mad Muſtachio-purple- 
hu'd-Maltwormes, but with Nobility, and Tranquilitie ; 
Bourgomaſters, and great Oreyers, luchas can bolde iv , 
ſach as will ſtrike ſooner then {peakes and {pcake ſooner 


London rode for Ficas : I tn itung likea Tench. 

1, Ca. Like a Tench? There is nerea King in Chri- 
ſtendome, could be berter bit, then I have beene ſincethe | 
hirlt Cocke. 

2, Car. Why, you will allow usne're a Tourden , and 
then we leake in your Chimny : and your Chamber-lye 
breeds Fleaslike a Loach, © 

1,C&. What Oſtler, come away,and be hangd; come 
away. 
2+ Car. IT have a Gammon of Bacon, and two razes of 
Ginger, tobe delivered as farre as Charing-croſle. 

I. Car, The Turkies in my Panniersare quite ſtarved. 
What Oſtler? A plague on thee, haſt thou never an eye in 
thy head ? Can'ſt not heare? And t'were not as good a 
deed asdrinke, to breake the pate of thee;I am a very Vil- 
laine. Come and be hang'd, haſt no faith in thee ? 

Enter Gads-hull. 
Ged. Good.morrow Carriers. What'saclocke? 
Cs. Ithinke it betwoa clocke. 
Gad. I prethcelend me thy Lanthorne to ſee my Gel- 


———_— 
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then drinke, and drinke ſooner then pray : and yer T lye, 
for they pray continually unto their Saint the Common- 
wealth; or rather ,not to pray to her,but prey on her : for 
they ride up and downeon her,and make her their Boots. 

Cham. Whart,the Commonwealththeir Bootes? Will 
ſhe hold out warer in foulc way? 

Gad. She will, ſhe will; Luſtice hathliquor'd her. We 
ſteale as in a Caſtle, cockiure : we have the receit of Fern- 
ſecede, we walke inviſible. 

Cham, Nay, I thinke rather, you are more beholding 
ro the Night, thenthe Fexyſced, tor your walking in» 
viſible. 

Gad. Give me thy hand. 

Thou ſhalt have a ſhare in our purpole, 
As Iamatrue man. 

(ham. Nay, rather let me have it,as youare a falſe 
Theete. 

Gad. Goetoo: Home isa common nameto all men. 
Bid the Oſtler bring the Gelding out of the ſtable. Fare- 
well, ye muddy Knave. Extent, 
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| Prin. You foure ſhall front them in the narrow Lane ; 
; Nedand , will walke lower} itthey {cape from yor en- 
counter, then they light on us. 
Scena Secunda. Pore. But how —_ be of them ? 
| 2 bh mis Gad. Somecight or ten, 
| Fal Willthey not rob us ? 


Enter Prince, Poynes, and Pets. Prin. What, a Coward Sir Jobn Pauach ? 

'Poines, Come ſhelter, ſhelter, I have removed Falftafs Fad. Indced 1 am not [obn of Gawnt your Grandfather : 
Horſe, and he frets like a gum'd Velvet. but yetno Coward, Hal. 

Prin. Stand cloſe. Prin, Wee'l leave that to the proofe. 

' Omer Falftaffe. Pow. Sirra lacke thy horſe ſtands bebinde the hedge, 

Fal. Poynes, Poynes, and be hang'd Pomez. ; whenthou need'ſt hian , there ſhalt thou fiade hun, Fare- 

Prix. Peace ye fat-kidney'd Raſcall, what a brawling | weil, and ſtand fait. 
doſt thou keepe? Fal. Now cannocl ſtrike himyif I ſhould be hang'd. 


Fal. What Pomes. Heal? # Prom. Ned, where are our diſguiſes ? 

Prin. He is walk'd upto the top of the hill, Ile go ſecke | Poe, Heere hard by : Stand cloſe. 
him, | Fal. Now my Makera fits man be his dole, ſay I: 

Fat. I am accurſt torob in that Theefes company : that | every man to his buſineſſes 
Raſcall hath removed my Horſe, and tied him I know not 
where, If I travaile but foure foot by the {quire further a Enter Travellers. 


foore, I ſhall breake my winde. Well, I doubt not but Tre, Come Neighbor: the boy ſhell leade our Horſes 


to dic a faire death for all this, if 1 ſcape hanging for kil- | downe the hill: Wee'l walke a-foot a while , and caſe our 
ling that Rogue. I have forſworne his company hourely | Legges. 


| any time this two and twenty yeare,and yet I am bewitcht | Zheeves, Stay, 

with the Rogues company. Ifthe Raſcall have not given | T7. Icſu bleſſe us. 
me medicines to make me lovehim, Ile be hang'd,it could | P44. Strike: downe with them, cut the villains throars; 
not be elſe : T have drunke Medicines Peines, Hall, 2 | a whorſon Caterpillars : Bacou-fed Kuaves , they hateus 
Plague upon you bagh. Bardolph, Petro: Ne ſtarve cre I | youth ; downe with them, fleece them. 
rob a foot further. And 'twere not as good adeede as to Tra, O, we are ndone,both we and ours for ever, 
drinke, to turne Trueman , and to leave thoſe Rogues, I | Fa/. Hang ye gorbellicd kraves, are you undone ? No 
amthe verieſt Varlet thar ever chewed with a Tooth. | ye FatChuftcs, | would your ſtore were heere. On Bu 


Eight yards of uneven ground js threeſcore and ten miles | conson , what ye knaues > Yong men muſt live, you arc 
afoot with me : and rhe {tony-hearted Villaines know 1t Grand Ilurers? Wee'l jare ye ew 


well enough. A plague upon't, when Theeves cannot bee Heere they rob them,and binde then, Enter the 
tru2 one to another» They Whittle, Prince and Poines. 

| Whew : a plague light upon you all. Give my Horſe you Prin, The Theeucs have buund the True-men : Now 
Rogues: give me my Horſe and be hang'd. could thou and 1 rob thc Theeves and go mcrily to Lots 


Prin. Peace ye fat guttes, lye downe, lay thine care | don, it would be argument fora Wecke. Laughter for a 
cloſero the ground , and lilt if thou can hearethetread of | Moneth, mo ielt for ever. 


Travellers. Poynes, clolc, | here them comming, 
Fal. Bave youany Leavers tolift me up againe being FT k 
downe ? Ile not beare mine owne fleſh ſo tar afoor again, Enter Theeves apaine. 
for all the coine inthy Fathers Exch:quer. What a plague | Fal. Come my Maſters, letus ſhare, and then tohorſſe 
meanc ye to colt mc thus? before day : and the Prince and Poynes bee not rwoar- 


Prix. Thou ly'{t,thou art not colted ,thou art uncolted. | rand Cowards, there's noequicy ſtirring.!There's nomoe 
Fal. Iprethee good Prince Hal, helpe me to my horſe , | yalour in that Poynes,thanin a wglde Ducke. 
good Kings ſonne. Prin, Your money. _ 
Pris. Out you Rogne, ſhall. I be your Olller ? | Poin, Villaires. 
Fa. Go hang thy {clfc inthine owne heire-apparant= | As they we ſharing, the Prince and Poynes ſer wen them. 
Garters: If Ibe tane , Ile peach for this: and 1 havenot | They allrwn away leaning the booty behind then. 
} Ballads made 0n all, and ſung to filthy tunes, letra Cup of | Prince. Got with much caſe. Now merrily to Horſe: 
Sacke be my poyſon : when a jelt is ſo forward, and a | The Theevesare {cattred, and poſſeſt with fear ſo ſtrong- 


footetoo, I hate it. ly, that they dare not mecteach other : cach takes his fe 
low foran Otlicer. Away good Ned, Falffaffe lweates to 
Enter G ads-bull. death, _— _—_— walkes along: wel t 
not for laughing, I picty him. 
Gad. Stand. . . Poine, How the Rogue ruar'd. F xennt. 
Fal. So Ide againſt my will. 
Poin, | + 04am HOME tus voyce : CE — 
B wdolfe, what newes ? , n 
Bar. Caſe ye,caſe ye; on with your Vizards, there's Scana Ter ta, 
mony ofthe Kings comming downe the hill , *tis going | . _ MC... E) 
[_ _ cis goi he Kings T Enter Hotipurre ſolu L 
Fal. You lic yourogue,'tis going tothe Kings Taverne. ner Hot , reading « Letter. 
Gad. There's enough to make usall. | | But for mine owne part, my Lord, 1 conld bee well contented 1s 
Fad. To be hang]. | be there, in repel of the love [ beare your bowſe. 


| He) 
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He could be contented: Why is he not then? in reſpeR of 
the love he beares our houſe. He ſhewes in this, he loves 
his owne Barne better then hee loves our houle. Ler mee 
fre forme more, The purpoſe you undertake u dangero ws. 
Why that's cerraine : 'Tis dangerous to takea coide, to 
leepe,to drinke : bur I tell you (my Lord foole) out ot 
this Nettle, Danger ; we plucke this Flower, Safety. The 
purpoſe you wndertake s dangerom , the Friends you have na- 
wed wncertaine , the Time ut ſelſe unſorted , your whole 
Tn Een rn 
Say you lo, fay youlo : 1 tay unto you » Y 
allow conglly Hinde, and you Lye. What a lacke- 
braineisthis ? 1 proteſt,our plot isas good a plotas ever 
was laid ; our Friend true and conſtant : A good Plorte, 
good Friends, and full of — : An excellent plot, 
very good Fricnds. What a Froſty-ſpirited rogue is this? 
Why, my Lord of Yorke — the plot, and the 

courſe of the ation. By this hand, it I were now 
by this Raſcall, I could braine him with his Ladycs Fan. 
Is there not my Father, my Voncle, and my Scife, Lord 
Edmond Mortimer, my Lord of Torke,and Owen Glendoxr? 
Isthere not beſides, the Dowglas? Have 1 notall their let- 
ters, to inecre me in Armes by the ninth of the next Mo- 
neth? and are there not ſome. of them ſet forward already? 
What a Pagan Raſcall is this? An Infidel. Ha, you ſhall 
ſe now in very fincerity of Feare and Cold heart,will he 
to the King, and lay open all our proceedings- O , Icould 
devide my ſelfe,and go to buffers, for moving ſuch a diſh 
of skim'd Milke with ſo honorable au Action. Hang him, 
let him relþthe King we are prepared. I will ſet forwards 
rouight. 


Enter bus Laay. 


How now Kate, ] muſt leave you within theſe two hours. 
Le. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone ? 

For what offence have I this fortnighe beene 

A baniſh'd woman from my Harries bed ? 

Tell me ({tweer Lord) what is't that takes from thee 

Thy ttomacke,pleaſure, and thy golden ſleepe ? 


.-+ Why doſt thou bend thine eyes the earth ? 


And ftart fo often when thou fitr'(t alone ? 
Why ha(t chou loſt the freſh blood in thy cheekes ? 
And given my Treaſures and my rights of thee, 
Tothick-ey'd muſing, and cur(t melancholly? 
In my taint flumbers, | by thee have watchr, 
Aud heard thee murmur etalesof Iron Warres : 
Speake termes of mannage to thy bounding Steed, 
*% courage tothe field. And thou baſt ralk'd 
Ot Sallies, and Retires; Trenches, Tents, 
OfPalizadoes, Frontiers, Parapets. 
Of BaGiliskes, of Canon, Culverin. 
OfPriſonersranſome, and of Souldicrs llaine, 
Andall the current of a headdy fight. 
Thy ſpirt within thee hath beene ſo at Warre, 
Andthus hath ſo beſtirr'd thee in thy fleepe, 
That beds of fweate hath ſtood upon thy Brow, 
ror poernr "_ a late-difturbed ——_ : 
in ſtrange motions have appcar'd, 
Such as we ſee when men reſtrainetheir breath 
On ſome great ſodaine haſt. O what arctheſc? 
Some heavie buſineſle hath my in hand, 
And 1 mult know it : elſe helovyes me nor. 
Hot. What ho ; Is Giliams with the Packet gone? 
Ser. He ismy Lord, an houre agone. 
Hor Hath Bnrler bought thoſe horſes from the Sheriffe? 


| Ser. One horſe, my Lord, he brought euen now, 


| Toplay with Mammers, and to tilt withlips. 


— 


Hot. What Horſe ? A Roane, a crop care, is it not? 
Ser. Itis my Lord. 

' Her. That Roane ſhall bee my Throne. Well, I will 
backe him firaight. X perance,bid Butter, leade him forth 
into the Parke. 

Za. But heare you, my Lord. 
Hot, What fay'ſt x anc my Lady? | 
La. What is1t carries you away ? 

Hor. Why, my horſe (my Love) wy horſe, | 
Ls. Ont you mad-headed Ape, a Weazell hath not 
ſuch a deale of Spleene, as you are tolt with. In ſooth Ile | 
know your buſineſſc Herry, that 1 will. 1 feare my Bro- 
ther CHortimer doth ſtirre about his Title , and hath ſent 

for youtoline hisinterprize. But if you go———= 

Hos. So farre a foot, I ſhall be wearie, Love. 

La. Come,cowe, you Paraquito, anſwere me dire&ly 
Vnto this queſtion, that I ſhall aske. Indeede 1le breake 
thy little finger Harry, if thou wilt notrell me trne. | 
, Het. Away, away; you trifler : Love, I love thee yot, 
I care not for thee Kate : this is noworld 


We mult have bloody Noſes, and crack'd Crownes, 
And paſſe themcurrant too. Gods me, my horſe. 
W hat fay'ſtrhou Kare? would'ſt thou have with me? 
£4. Doycnot love me? Do you not indeed? 
Well, donot then. For fince you love me not, 
I will not love my ſcifg. Do you not love me ? 
Nay, tell me if thou ſpeakeſt in jeſt,or no. 
Het. Come, wiitthou ſee meride? 
And when lama horſcbacke, I will fweare 
Hove thee infinicely. But harke you X ate, 
I maſt not have you henceforth, ton me, 
Whither I go : nor reaſon whereabour. | 
Whither I muſt ; I muſt: andto conclude, 
This Evening muſt 1 leave thee, Kate. 
I know you wiſc, but yet no further wiſe | 
Then Harry Percies wife. Conſtant you are, 
Bar yet a woman : and for ſecrecie, 
No Lady cloſer. For I will beleeve 
Thou wilt not utter what thoudo'ſt not knoyw, 
Ando farre will I truſtthee, gentle Kate. 
Le. How fo farre? 

Hot. Not an inch further. But harke you Kate, - |} 
Whither I go, thizher ſhall you go too ; 
Today will [ fer forth, to morrow you. 
Will this content you Kare? | 

Za. It muſt of force. Exennt. 


E_—_——— 0 —— 


Scana Quarta, | 
Emer Prince and Poynes. o 
Prin. Ned, prethee come out of that fat roome, & lend 
me thy hand to laughs litrlc. | 
Poynes. Where haſt beene Hal? FT OI 
Prom, With three or toure Logger Jo 
or foureſcore Hogſheads. I have tounded the verie baſe 
ſtring of humilirie. Sirra, 11a ſworn brother to.a leſh of 
Drawers,and can call them by their names,as Tow, Dicke, 
and Francis. They take it alreadie upontheir confidence, | 


—_ —— 


\ 


that h 1 be but Prince of Wales, yer I ata the Ki 

of ing me flatly | am not lack like F, 

ftaffe, bur a Corinthian, a lad of , a good boy, and | 
when Iam King of England,l ſhall command all the good 


Laddes in Eaſt-cheape. They call drinking deepe, dy- 
ing Scarlet z and when you breake in your watring', = 
e 3 y 


— 
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they and bid you play it off. To conclude, 1 am 
ſo tle in caocumnr efankoyn, that I can 
drinke with any Tinker in his owne Lavguage during my 
life. I tell thee N.ed,thou halt loſt much honor,that theu 
wer't not with me inthis ation: but ſweet Ned, ro ſwee- 
ten whichname of Ned,I givetheethis peniworth of Su- 
gar, clapt even now 1nto my hand by an under, Skinker, 
one that never ſpake other Engliſh in his life, then Eight 
ſhillings and fx pence, and, Tow are welcome: with this ſhrill 
addition, e-Awen, Anon fir, Score 4 P mt of Baitard- in the 
Halfe Woone, or (0.But Ned, to drive away time till Fal- 
ftaffecome, I prytheedoe thou ſtand in ſome by-roome, 
while I queſtion my puny Drawer , to what cod he gave 
me the Sugar, and do neverleave calling Franc, that his 
Tale to me may be nothing but, Anon: ſtep aſide , and Ile 
ſhew thee a Prefidcart. 
Points. Prancy. 
- Prin, Thouart perfe&. 
Poin. Francs. - 
Ge Enter Drawer. 
Fran. Anon, anon fir ; looke downe into the Pomgar- 
net, Raſfe. 
Prince, Come hithcr Francs. 
Fran, My Lord. 
Pris. How long haſt thou to ſerve, Francis? 
Fran. Forſooth five years and as much as to—— 
Pom. Francis. 
Fran. Anon,anon (ir. 
Prin, Five yeares : Berlady a long Leaſe for the clin- 
Ling of Pewter. But Francis, dareſt thou be ſo valiant,as 
to play the coward with thy Indenture,and ſhew ira faire 
parre of heele, and run from it? : 
Frev. O Lord fir, Ile be {worne upon all the Books in 
England, I could finde in my heart; 
Poin, Francis. 
Fran, Anon, anon fir. 
Prin. How old artthou, Francis? 
Fran, Let me ſee, about Michaclmas next I ſhall be— 
Poin. Francis, 
Frax. Anon fir, pray you ſtay a little, my Lord. 


Prin, Nay but harke you Francis, for the Sugar thou 


gaveſt me, *twas a peny worth, was'tnot? 
Fran. O Lord fir, 1 would it had bene two. 
Prin. I will giue thee for it athouſand pound : Aske 


| mewhenthou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it. 


Pon. Francis. 

Pran., Anon,anon. 

Prin. Anon Francis? No Francis, but to morrew Fran- 
cis: or Francis,on thurſday:or indeed Francis when thou 
wilt, But Francis. 

Fran, My Lord. 

Prin. Wilt thou rob this Leatherne Terkin, Chriſtall 
button,Not-pated, Agatring, Puke ſtocking , Caddicc 
garter, Smooth rongue, Spaniſh pouch. 

Fran, O Lord fir,who do yon meanc 
- Pris, Why then your browne Baſtard is your onely 
drinke : for looke you Francis, your white Canuas doub- 
let will ſully. In Barbary fir, it cannot come tv ſo much. 

Fran* What fir? 

Poin, Francis. * 
Prin, Away you Rogne, doſt thou heare them call ? 
Heere they both call bim, the Drawer flands amaz4d, 


not knowing which way to go. 


Enter Vantner. > 
Pint. What, ftand'ſt thou ftill, and hear'ſt ſucha cal- 


—_— — 


| 


| 


ling? Looketo the Gueſts within : My Lord, olde Sir 
John with halfe a dozen more, are at the doore : ſhall 1 lc 
them in ? . ds 

Prin, Letthem alone awhile, and then open the doore, 
Pomes, | 

Ko? EP Enter Pomes. 

Poies, Anon,anon fir. ; 

Prin. Sirra, Falftaffe and the reſt of the Theeves, are at 
the doore, ſhall we be merry ? 

Poin, As merricas Crickets my Lad. But harke yee, 
W hat cunning match have you made withthis jeſt of the 
Drawer? Come, what's the iſſue ? 

Prin, I am now of all humors, that have ſhewed them. 
ſelves humors, ſince the old dayes of goodman eadem,to 
the pupill age of this preſent tweluc# clock at midnight. 
What's aclocke Francis? ' 

Fras. Anon, anon fir. , 

Prin, That cver this Fellow ſhould have fewer words 
thena Parrert, and yetthe ſonne of a Woman. His indy. 
ftry 1s up-ftairesand down-ſtaires, his cloquence the par- 
cell of a reckoning. Iam nor yet of Percies mind, the Hot- 
ſpurre of the North, he that killes me ſome fixe or ſcaven 

ozen of Scots ata Breakfaſt, waſhes his hands and ayes 
to his wite; Fie uponthis quiet life, I want worke. O my 
ſvieet Harry layes ſhe, how many haſt thou kill'd today? 
Give my Roanc horſe adrench ( fayeshee) and anſivers, 
ſome fourtcene,an houre after :atrifle , atrifle. I prethee 
cail in Falitaffe, lie play Percie, and that daman'd Brawne 
ſoall play Dame Afortimer his wife. Revo , ſayes the drune 
kard. Call in Ribs;call in Tallow. . 


Emer Falftaffe. 


Pein. Wecome Tacke, where haſt thou beene ? 
Fal. A plague of all Cowards I fay, and a Vengeance 
too, marry and Amen. Give mea cup of Sacke Boy. Ere 
1 leade this life long, Ile ſowe nether ſtockes, and mend | 
them too. A plague of all cowards, Give wmcc a Cup of | 
Sacke, Rogue. Is there no Vertue extant ? | 
Prin. Didſt thounever fee Titan kifle a diſh of Butter, | 
pittifull hearted Titan that melted at the ſweete Talc of 
the Sunne? If thou didft, then behold that compound. 

Fal. You Rogue, heere's Lime in this Sacke too: there 
isnothing but Roguery to be tound ina Villanous man;yet 

a Coward is woricthen a Cup of Sack with lime- A vib 
lanous Coward, gothy wayes old Iacke, dic when thou 
wilt, it manhood, good manhood be not forgot upon the 
face of the earth, thenam I a ſhotten Herring : there lives 
not three good menunhang'd in England ,and one of them 
is fat,and growes old,God the while, a bad world 1 | 
fay. I would 1 were a Weaver, I could ſing all manner of | 
ſongs. A plague of all Cowards, I fay (till. | 

Prin. How now Woolſacke, whatmurtter you ? 

Fal. A Kings Sonne? IF | do not beate thee ont of thy | 
Kingdome with a dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Sub-' 
jeRs afore thee like a Rocke of Wilde-geeſe, Ile never 
weare haire on my face more. You Prince of Wales? 

Prin, Why you horſon round man? what'sthe mattef? 

Fal. Are you notacoward ? Anſwere me to that , and 
Poines there? 

oo Ye fatch paunch, and yee call me Coward, Ic 
thee. 

Fal. 1 call thee Coward? Ile ſee thee damn'd cre I call 
thee Coward:but I would givea thouſand pound I could 
run as faſt as thou canſt. You are ſtrai h inthe 
ſhoulders, you care not who ſees your backe: Call you 


that 


— 


— 
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chat backing of your friends? a plague upon ſuch berking 
give me themthat will face me. Give mc a Cup of Sack, 
Lama Rogue if Idrunke to day. 

Prince. O Villaine, thy Lippes are ſcarce wip'd, fince 
thou drunk'ſtlaſt. 

Fai, All's one for that. He drinkes. 
Aplagne of all Cowards ſtill, ſay I. 

Prio, What's the matter ? 

Falft. What's the matter ? here bee foure of us , have 
ta'ne athouſand this Morning, 

Prin. Where 1s it, I««ske? where 1s it ? 

Faift. Where is it? taken fiom us, it is:2 hundred up- 
on poore foure of us. 

Prin. W hat, a hundred, man ? 

Falf. I ama Rogue, if I were not at halfe ſword with 
a dozen of them two houres together. I have ſcaped by 
miracle. Iam eight times thruſt through the Doubler, 
foure through the Hoſe, my Buckler cut through and 
through, my Sword hackt like a Hand-ſaw, ecce ſigns. 
[ never dealt better ſince I was a man : all would ngt doe. 
A plagne of all Cowards : letrhem ſpeake ; if they ſpeake 
more or lefſe then truth, they are villaines and the fonnes 
of darkneſſe, 

Prince. Speake firs, how was it ? 

Gad. We foure ſet upon ſome dozen. 

Falft. Sixteene, at leaſt, my Lord. 

Gad. And bound them. 

Pete. Nogno,they were not bound. 

Faiſt. ou Rogue they were bound,cycry man of them, 
or Iama Iew cl{c,an lew. 

Gad.As we were ſharing; ſome (xe or ſcaven freſh men 


ſct upon us. 
_—_ And unbound the reſt , and then come in the 
other. 

Prince. W hat, ye with them all? 

Faift. All? I know not what ye call all : but if I fought 
not with fiftic of them, I am a bunch of Radiſh : if there 
werenot two or three and fiftic upon poore olde lacke, 


then am I no two-legg'd Creature, 
Poin. Pray Heaven, you have not murthered ſome of 


Faſft. Nay, that's paſt prayiog for. I have pepper'd 
twoof them : Two I amſure I have payed, two Rogues 
in Buckrom Sutes. I tell thee what, Ha!, if I tell thee a 
Lye, ſpit in my face,call me Horſe: thou knowelt my olde 
word ; here Ilay andthus I bore my point; foure Rogues 
in Buckrom let drive at me. . .. 

Prince. W hat, foure? thou ſayd't but two,even now. 

Falft, Foure Hal, I told thee foure. 

Poin, 1,1, he ſayd foure. 

Falft, Theſe foure came all a-front,and mainely thruſt 
arme; I made O—_ but rookeall their ſeaven 
points in my Targuet, thus. | 

Nine. forend why there were bur fourc,even now. 

Falft. In Buckrom. 

Poin, T, foure, in Buckrom Sutes. ; 

Palit. Seven, by theſe hilts, or Lama Villaineelſe. 

Prin. Pretheelet him alone, we ſhall have more anon. 

Fat, Doeſt thou heare me, Hal? 


Pris. 1, and marke thee too, lack, 
_Falf. Doeſo, forit is worth the liſtning too : theſe 
nine in Buckrom, that I told thee of. 
Prim. So, two more alreadic. 
Falft, Their Points being broken. 
Pain, Downe tell his Hole. 
Falft. Began to give me ground + but I followed 


| 


EC 


— 


| 


me 


cloſe,came in foot and hand;and with athoughe,feaven if 
the clevcn[T pay'd. ki 

Prin. O monſtrous! eleven Buckrom men growne c 
of two? 

Fatt. But as the Devill would haveir, three mi'-c.- 


—_ 


n Kraves, in Kendall Greene, came ar my Backe, 1: i 
drive at me;for ic was fo dacke, Hatzthat thoucous ;: | 


not ſce thy Hand. 
Prin. Theſe Lyes arc like the Father that begets them, 
ole as a Mountaine, open, palpable. Why thou Clay- 
tayu'd Gnts, thon Knotty-parcd Foolegthou Herſon 0b- 
{cene grealic Tallow Catch. 
Fal#. What, ar: thou mad? artthou mad > is not the 
truth; the truth ? 
Prin. Why, how could'ſt thot: know theſe men in 
Kendall Greene, when it was fo darke, thou could'(t not 


ſee thy Hand ? Come, tell us your reafon: what lay'ft chou } 


to thus ? 

Poin, Come, your reaſon lack, your reaſon. 

Falft « What, npon compullion? Noz were Iat the 
Strappado, orall the Rackes in the World, 1 would pot 
tell you on compuiton. Give ycua reaſonon compulli- 
on ? If reaſons wereas plenty as Black-berrics, I would 
give no man a reaſon upon compuliion,l, 

Prim. Ile be no longec guiltie of this ſinne. This (an- 
guine Coward, this Bed-prefler, this Horſ-back-breaker, 
this huge Hill of Fleſh. 

Falt, Away you Starveling, you Elfe-skin,you dricd 
Neats tongue, Bullcs-piſſell, you itocke-fith:O tor breth 
to vtter, What 18 like thee? You Tailors yard, you ſheath, 
you bow-caſe, you vile ſtanging tucke. 

Prin. Well, breath a-while, and thento'tagaine : and 
whenthon haſt tyr'd chy {clte 1nbaſe comparitons, keare 
me ſpeake but thus. 

Pom. Murke lacke. 

Prin. Wetwo, ſaw you foure ſet on foureand bound 
them, and vere Maſters of their Wealth: mark now how 
a plaine Tale ſhall put you downe. Then did werwo, {ct 
on you foure, and with a word , outfac'd you from your 
prize,and haveit: yea,and can ſhew it you in rhe Houſe. 
And Falſtaffe, you caricd your Guts away as nimbly,wich 
asSquicke dexteritic, and roarcd for mercy, an«! {t1'] ranne 

roar'd, as ever | heard Buil-Ca:te. W har a Stave art 
thou, to hacke thy ſwore as thouhaſt done, and then ſay 
it wasin fight. W hart trick? whar device ? what farting 
hole canſt thou now find our, to hide rhee from this open 


and appaxant ſhame? 
Powers. Come, let's heare Iacke : What tricke baſt 


thot now ? Gs 
Fal. 1 knew yeas well as he that made ye. Why heare 
ye my Maſters , was it for me to kill the Heire apvarant ? 
Should I turne upon the true Prince? Why, thou knowelt 
I am as valiantnas Herenles : but beware Inftint, the Lyon 
will not touchthe true Prince: Inſtintt is agreat matter, 
I wasa Coward on Inſtint ; I ſhall thinke the berter of 
my ſelfe, and thee, during my life : 1,tor a valiant Lyon, 
and thou for a true Prince. But Lads, I am gjad you have 
the Mony, Hoſteſle, clap to the doores: watch to Night, 
pray tomorrow. Gallants, Lads, Beyes, Hearts of Gold, 
Mchegood Titles of Fellowſhip: come to you. W har, 
ſhallwe be merry ? nll vel ory. 
Prin. Contcnt,and the argument} .all bee =: 4:2 
away. 
Fal A, no more of that Hall, and thouloveſt me. 
Enter Hoſteſſe. 
Heft. My Lord,the Prince ? 


Prin, 
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Prin, How now my Lady the Hoſteſſe , what (ay {t 
thou to me ? 

Hefteſſe. Marry, my Lord,there is a Noble man of the 
Courtat doore would ſpcakewith you : he fayes,he comes 
from your Father. 

Prix. Give him as much as will make him a Royall 
man,and ſend him backe againe to my Mother. 

Falft. What manner of man is he? 

Hoſteſſe. An old man. 

Falft. What doth Gravitie out of his 
Shall I give him his anſwere ? 

Prin, Prethee doe lacke. 

Falſt. *Faith, and Ile ſend him packing. Exit. 

Prince, Now Sirs : you fought faire ſo did you 
Peto , {o did yon Bardo!: you are Lyons too » you ranue 
away upon inſtin : you will not touch the true Prince ; 
no, fie. 

Bard. 'Faith, I ranne when I ſaw others runne. 

Prin, Tell mec now in carueſt , how came Falftaffes 
Sword ſo hackt? 


Bed at Midnight ? 


' Petro. Why, he hacktic with hi cr, and ſaid, he 
would ſweare truth out of E : but he would make 


_ beleeve it wasdone in fight, and perſwaded us to doc 
the ike. | 

Bard. Yca,andto tickle our Noſes with Spear-grafſe, 
tomakethemblced, ard then beſlubber our garments, 
with it,and ſwearc it was the blood of true men. I did 
that I did notthis ſeven yeares before , I bluſht to heare 
his monſtrous devices. 

Prin. O Villainc, thou ſtoleſt a Cup of Sacke eighteene 


| yeeres agoe, and wert taken with the manner, andever 


ſince thou haſt bluſht extempore : thou hadſt fire and 
{word onthy fide, and yet thou ranneſt away ; what 1n- 
ſin hadſt thou for it? 
Bard. My Lord, doe you ſee theſe Meteors? doe you 
behold theſe exhalations? 
Prin.. 1 doe, 
Bard. \W hat thinke you they portend ? 
Prin .Hot Livers,and cold Purſcs. 
Bard, Choler, my Lord, it rightly taken. 
Pris. No, if rightly taken, Halter. 


Enter Falſtaſſe. 


Heere comes leane [acke, hecre comes bare-bone. How 
now my {weere Creature of Bombaſt, how long is't agoe, 
Tacke, ſince thou ſaw'ſtthinc owne Knee ? 

Falit; My owne Knee ? When I was about thy yeeres 
( Hal) 1 was notan Eagles Talent inthe Waſte, 1 could 
have crept intoany Aldermans Thumbc-Ring : a plague 
of lighing and gricfe, it blowes a man up like a Bladder . 
There's villanous Newes abroad: heere was Sir /ob» 
Braby from your Father ; you muſt goe ro the Court in 
the Morning, The ſame mad fellow of the North, Percy; 
and hee of Wales, that gave Amamoes the Baſtinado, 
and made Lacifer Cuckold, and ſwore the Devill his rrue 
Leige-man upon the Crofle of a Welch-hooke ; what a 
Palgue call you him? 

Poin. O,Glendower. 

Falit. Owen, Owen ; the ſame, and his Sonne in Law 
<Ilortimer, and old Northemberland, and the ſprightly 


o 


Scoe of Scots, Dowglas, that runnes a Horſe-backe upa | 
Bi | 


perpendicular. 
Frin. Hee that rides at high ſpeede, and witha Piſtoll 
killsa Sparrow flying. 

Falft, You hauc hit it. 


1 


| 


Prin, So did he ncuer the Sparrow. 

Falſt. Well, thatRaſcall hath good metrall in him, hee 
will norruane. 

Prim, Why, what a Raſcall art thou then, to prayſc him 
ſofor running? 

Falit. A Horſe-backe (ye Cuckoe) but a foot he ill 
not budge a foot. 

Priu. Yes lacks, upon inſtin. 

Faſſt. 1 grant ye, upon inſtin: Well, hee is theretoo, 
and one M5rdake , anda thouſand blew-Cappcs more, 
Worceſter is ſtolncaway by Night : thy Fathers Beardis 
turn'd white with the Newes; you may buy Land now 
as cheape as ſtinking Mackrell, 


Prin. Then 'tis like,it there come a hot Sunne,and this | 


civ1ll buffetting hold, wee ſhall buy Maiden-heads as they 
buy hob-nayles, by the hundreds. 

Falft. By the Maſſe Lad, thou fay'{ttruc ,it is like wee 
ſhall have good trading that way. But tell me Hell , are 
not thou horrible afcar'd ? thou being Heirc apparant, 
could the World picke thee out three ſuch Enemyes a- 
gaine, as that Fiend Dewglas , that Spirit Percy , and that 
Devill Glendower ? Art thou not horrible afraid ? Doth 
not thy blood thrillat ir ? 

Pris. Not a whit : Ilacke ſome of thy inſtinQ. 

Fai. Well, thou wilt be horrible chidde ro morrow, 
when thou commeſt tothy Father :/ if thou doe love me 
practice an an{were. 

Prin. Doe thou ſtand for 7 "an and examine mee 
upon the particulars of my Lite. 

Falſt. Shall 1? content : This Chayre ſhall bee my 
State, this Dagger my Scepter , and this Cuſhion my 
Crowne. | 
F Prin, po _ istaken nn: thy Gol- 

en Scepter for a Leaden and thy precious rich 
a} for a purifull wry, Db . 

Prin, Well, andthe fire of Grace be not quite out of 
thee now ſhalt thou be moved. Give me a Cupof Sacke 
tomake mine eyes looke redde , that it may bee rhought1 
have wept, for I muſt ſpeake in paſſion, and I will doe it 
in King Cambyſes vein, 

Prin.. Well, hecre is my Legge. 

Faſt. And beere is my ſpeech 2 ſtand aſide Nobilitic. 

Hefteſſe. This is exccllent ſport, yfaith. 

Fal. Weepe not, {weegQueene , for trickling teares 
are vaine. 

Hoſteſſe. Othe Father, how hee holdes his counte- 
nance ? 

Fal.For Gods ſake Lords, convey my truſtfull Queen, 
For teares doe ſtop the s of her cyes. 

Hoſteſſe. O rare, he doth itas like oneof theſc harlotry 
Playersas ever I (ce. 

Fad. Peace Pint-pot, 
Harry, Idoe _ = wherethou ſpendelt thy 
time ; butalſo, how thouartaccompanied : For though 
the Camomile,the more it is troden.the faſter it growes; 
yet Youth, the more itis waſted , the ſooner it weares. 
Thouart my ſonne : I have partly thy Mothers Word, 
partly my Opinion ; but chiefely , a villanous tricke of 
thine Eye, and a fooliſh hanging of thy nether Lippe, that 
doth warrant me. If then thou bee Sonne ro mee, heere 
lyeth the point : why, being Sonne to mee , art thou fo 
pointed at? Shall the bleſſed Sonne of heaven prove a 
Micher, and cate Black-berries? aqueſtion not to bee 
askt» Shall the Sonne of proove a Theetc , and 
take Purſes? aqueſtion to bee askt, There isathing, 
Herry,whichthou haſt often _ of,and it is knowne to 
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inour Land, by the Name of Pitch : this Pitch ( as 
ancicot Writers doe report)doth defile; ſo doth the com- 
panic thou : for Harry, now 1doe not ſpeake to 
thee in Drinke,but in Teares ; not in pleaſure, but in Paſ- 
fien ; not in Words onely , but in Woes alſo: are yer 
there is a vertuous man, whom | have often noted in thy 
companic, but I know not his Name. 

Prov. W hat manner of man, and it like your Ma- 
jſt? | 

Fal#. A goodly y man yfaith , and a lent, 
of careiil _— pleaſing Eye , anda molt noble 
Carriage , and as I thinke,his age ſome fiftie,or (byrlady) 
:nclining to threeſcore ; and now I remember mee , his 
Name is Faifaffe : if that man ſhould be lewdly given , 
hedeceives mee ; for Harry , Ice vertue in his Lookes. 
Ifthen the Tree may be knowne by the Fruit, as the Fruit 
by the Tree, then per ily I ſpeake it,there is Vertue 
inthat Falſftaffe : him keepe with , the reſt baniſh. And 
tell we now, thou naughtic Varlet , tell me, where haſt 
thou beene this moneth ? 

Prin. Do'(tthou ſpeake like a King ? doe thou ſtand 
for mc, and Ile play my Father. 

Falſt. Depolc me : if thou do'ſt it halfe ſo gravely, fo 
majcſtically, both in word and matter, hang me up by the 
heeles for a Rabber-ſucker, or a Poulters Hare. 

Prin, Well, heere 1 am (ct. 

Faſft. And heere I ſtand : judge my Maſters. 

Prin. Now Harry, whence come you ? 

Faift. My Noble Lord, from Ealt-cheape. 

Prin. The complaints I heare of thee; are grievous. 

Falft. faith, my Lord, they are falſc : Nay, Ile tickle 
ye for a young Priace. 

Prin. Sweareſt thou , urgracious Boy ? henceforth 
ne're looke on me : thouart violently carryed away from 
Grace:therevis a Devill haunts thee, anthe likeneſſe of a 
fatuld Man; a Tunne of Man is thy Companion ; Why 
do'ſt thou converſe with that Trunke of Humors, that 
Boulting-Hutch of Beaſllineſſe , that ſwolne Parcell of 
Dropſies, that huge Bombard of Sacke,that ſtuft Cloake- 
bagge of Guts, that roſted Manning-Tree Oxe with the 
Puddings in bis Bclly, that Reverend Vice, that grey Ini- 
quirie, that Father RuHan,that Vanirie in yeares? where- 
in is he good, but to talleSacke and drinke it ? wherein 
neat and cleanly,but ro carue a Capon,and eate it ? where- 
in Cunning, but 1a Craft ? wherein Craftie, but in Villa- 
nic ? wherein Viilanous, but inall chings ? wherein wor- 
thy, but in nothing ? 

Falſt. 1 would your Grace would take me with you : 
whom meanes your Grace? 

Prince. T hat villanous abominable mis-leader of Youth, 
Faiſt affe that old whitc-bearded Sathan. | 

Falft, My Lord, the man 1 know. 

Prince, 1 know thou do'ſt, 

Falft. Butro lay, 1 know more barme in himthen in 
my ſelfe, were to {3y more then | know. That he is olde 
(the more the pittic) his white haires doe witnefſeir : 
but that hce is ( ſaving your reverence ) a Whore-ma- 
ſter, that I utrerly deny. It Sacke and be a fault, 
Heaven helpe the wicked : if to be olde and merry, bea 
lime, then many an olde Hofte that I know , isdamn'd : 
it tobe fat, be to be hated , then Pharcobs leane Kinearc 
tobe loved. No, my good Lord, baniſh Pets , baniſh 
Bardalph, baniſh Poines: but for ſweete Hacke Falftaſfe, 
kinde ache Faliaffe ,true Lacks Falfaffe, valiant Tacks Fal- 
Raffe, and therefore more valiant, being as heis olde Tacks 
Falitsffe , baniſh not him thy Heres companic , baniſh 


OT 


not him thy Harryes companic ; baniſh plumpe / Y 
baniſh all che Werld. mo FI 
Prince, Idoe, 1 will. 


Enter Bardolph running. 


Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord , the Sherife,withamoſt 
monſtrous Watch, is at thee doore. | 

t aff. Out you Rogue, play outthe Play ; 1 have much 
tofay inthe behalte ot that Fallaſſe, 


Enter the Hoſteſſe, 
Haſteſſe. O, my Lord, my T ord. 
Felff. Heigh, beigh, che Divell rides upona Fiddle- 


lticke : what's the matter ? 
Heſtefe. The Sherite and all the Watch arc at the 
3 _ are come totearch the Houtc, ſhall T ct 
in 

Faift. Do'lt thou heare Hat, never call a true pecce of 
Gold a Counterfeit ; thou art effentially made , without 
{eeming lo, 

_—_ And thou a naturall Coward , without in- 
nct. 

Faſt. I deny your £H/awor; if you will deny the 
Sherife , ſo : if not , let him enter. 1F 1 LenORe 
as well asanothe. man, a plague on my bringing up : 1 
ys I ſhallas ſoone be {angled wh a Halter , as ano- 

Prince. Goe hide thee behinde the Arras, the reſt 
walke up above. Now my Maſters, for a true Face and 
_— : 

Faii?, Both which 1 have had : but their date is out 
and therefore ie hide me. Exit. 

Prixce.Call inthe Sherife. 


Emer Sheriſe and the Carrier. 
. mee. Now Maſter Sherife, what is your will with 
me 


Sbe. Firſt pardon me, my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath 
followed certaine mcn unto this houſe. 

She: One ofthernis 

» One of them 1s well knowne, m cious Lord 

a grolſe fat man. wu ; 

(*. As fat as Butter. 

Pronce. The man, I doe affure you, is not heere, 
For 1 wy clte atthis time have imploy'd him z 
And Sherife, 1 will engage my word to thee, 
That I will by comorrow Dinner time, 
Send him to anſwere thee, or zny man, 


For any thing he ſhall be charg'd withall: 


And fo let meentreat youleavethe houſe. 
She. I will, my Lord : there arc two Gentlemen 
Have itthis Robbery loſt three hundred Markes. 
Prince. It may be fo : if he have robb'd thele men, 
He ſhall be anſwerable : and ſo farewell, 
Sbe. Good Night, my Noble Lord. 
Prince, I thinke it is good Morrow, is it not? 
She. Indeede, my Lord, I thinkeit be twoa Clocke. 
Exit. 
Prince. This oyly Raſcall is knowneas well as Poules : 
goe call him forth. : 
Pete, Falftaſfe? faſtaſleepe behinde the Arras , and 
ſnorting like a Horſe, 
Prince, Harke, how hard he fetches breath ;, ſearch bis 
Pockets. He 


— 
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He ſearcheth bis Pockets and findeth 
certaine P apers. 
Prinee, W hat haſt thou found ?. 
Peto. —_—y but papers, my Lord. 
s(c 


Prince. Let's (ce, what be they ? reade them. 
Peto. Item, a Capon- ii*$-ii.d. 
| Itew, Sawce. tlii.d. 
Item, Sacke, two Gallons, VeS.viii.d. 
Item, Anchoves and Sacke after ſupper. ili-$,vi.d. 
Item, Bread. : ob. 
Prince, O monſtrous, but one halfe penny-worth of 


Bread to this intullerable deale of Sacke ? W hat there 1s 
elſe, keepe cloſe, weele reade it at more advantage: there 
let him the till day. Ile tothe Court in the Morning : 
We muſt alltothe Warres, and thy place ſhall be hono- 
rable. Ile procure this fat Rogue a Charge of -Foot, and 
I know his death will be a Match of Twelve-ſcore, The 
Money ſhall be pay'd backe againe with advantage. Be 
with me betimes in the Morning: and ſo good morrow 
Pete. 


Peto, Good morrow, good my Lord. E xeunt 


—  ——_ 


eA us Tertius. Scana Prima. 


——— 


—— — 


Enter Hotſpurre Worceittr, Lord Mortimer, 
Owen Glendower. 


Hort. Theſe promites are faire, the parties ſure, 
And our induction full of proſperous hope» 
Hetfþ. Lord Mortimer, and Couſin Glendewer, 
Will yoa fit downe ? 
And Vnckle Force#ter ; a plague upon it, 


1 have forgot the Mappe. 


Glexd. No, here itis : 
Sit Couſin Perey, (it good Couſin Horſpurre : 
For by that Name,as oft as Lancefer doth ſpeake of you, 
His Cheekeslooke pale, and with a riſing gh, 
He wiſherh you in Heaven. 

Hoti. And you in Hell, as oft as he heares OwenGlen- 
dawer \poke of. 

Glend. I cannot blame him : At my Nativitie, 

The front of heaven was full of fieric ſhapes, 
Of burning Creſſers: and at my Birth, 

The frame and fuundation of the Earth 
Shak'dlike a Coward. 

Hotfþ. Why ſo it would have done at the ſame ſcaſon 
if your Mothers Cat had but kitten'd, chough your fcltc 
had never becne borne, 

Glend. | ſay the Earthdid ſhake when I was borne. 

Hot. And 1 ſay the Earth was not of my minde: 


If you ſuppoſe, as fearing you,it ſhooke. 
Clend, Th: heavens were allon firc, the Earth did 
tremble. 
Hot. Oh, then the Earth ſhooke 
To ſeethe Heavens on fire, 
And notin feare of yourNativitie, 
Diſcaſcd nature oftentimes breakes forth 
In ſtrange eruptions ; and the teeming Earth 
Is withakinde of Colicke pinchtand vext, 


By heimpriſoningofunruly Winde 


Within her Wombe : which for enlargement ſtriving, 
Shakes the old Beldame Earth, and tomblesdowne 


—_—_—_RRun 


— 


Stceples,and moſſ Towers. At your Birth, 
Our Grandam Earth, having this diſtemperature, 
In paſſion ſhooke. 
Glend, Coufin ; of many men 
{ I docmot bearc theſe Croſſings: give me leave 
To tell yoga once againe, that at my Birth 
The front of Heaven was fall of fieric ſhapes, 
The Goares ranne from the Mountaines, andthe Heards 
Were ſtrangely clamorous tothe frightcd ficlds ; 
Theſe ſignes have markt me extraordinaric, 
Andall the courſes of my Life doe ſhew, 
I am not in the Roll of common men. 
W here is the Living, clipt in withthe Sea, 
That chidesthe Bankes of England, Scotland, and Wales, 
Which cails me Pupiil, or bath rcad ro me? 
And bring him out,that is but womans ſoone, 
Can trace me inthe tedious wayes of Art, 
And hold me pace in deepe experiments, 
Hot. | thinke there's no man ſpeakes better Welſh : 
Ile to Dinner, 
Mort, Peace Couſin Perey, you will make him mad. 
Glend., I can call Spirits from the valtic Deepe. 
Hor. Why ſocan 1, or ſo can any man : 
But will they come, when you doe call for them? 
E Why, I can teach thee,Couſin, to command the 
vill. 
Het. And1I can teach thee, Couſin, to ſhame the Divell, 
By telling truth. Telltrath, end ſhame the Divel. 
It theu have power to raiſe him, bring him hither, 
And lle be {worne, I have power to ſhame him hence. 
Oh, while you live , tell truth, and ſhame the Divell. 
__ Come, come, no morc of this unprofitable 
'Þ 
Glend.T hree times hath Hewy Bulingbrooke made head 
Againſt my power : thrice fromthe Banks of Wye, 
And ſandy-bottom'd Severne, have I hent him 
Booticlie home, and Weather-beaten backe. 
Hot. Home without Bootes, 
And infoule Weather too, | 
How ſcapes he Aguesin the Divels name 
Glend. Come, heere's the Mappe : 
Shall wee devide our Ri he, 
According to our threefold order ta'ne? 
_ Ihe Arch-Deacon hath devided ic 
Intorhree Limits, very equally : 
England, from Trenond Gras hitherto, 
By South and Eaſt, is to my part aſſign'd: 
All Weſtward, Wales, beyond the Severnc ſhore, 
And all the fertile Land withinthat bound, 
To Owen Glendower : And deare Couze, to you 
The remnant Northward, lying off from Trent. 
And our indentures Triparrite are drawne ; 
Which being ſealed enterchangeably, 
( A buſineſle tharthis Night may execute) 
To morrow, Coulin Percy, you and I, 
And my good Lordof Worceſtcr will ſet forth, 
To meet your Father, and the Scottiſh Power, 
As iSap-ointed us at Shrew . 
My Facher Glendower isnot Jets 
Nor ſhall we needc his helpe theſe foureteene dayes : 
Within thar ſpace, you may have drawne together 
Your Tenants, Friends, andnei ing Genrlemen- 
Glend. A ſhorter time ſhall ſend me t@ you, Lords: 
And in my condu&ſhall your Ladies come, 
From whom you now mult ſteale, and take no leave 
For there will be a World of Watcr ſhed, a 
pan 
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a the parting of your Wives and you; 
ry Me thinkes my moity, North from Barton kere, 
In itic equals not one of yours ; | 
See, how this River coms mecranking 
And cuts me from the beſt of all my Land, 
A huge halfe Moone, a monttrous Cantle out. 
lle have the Currant in this place dama'd up, 
And here the ſmug and Silver Trent (hall runne, 
In anew Chanell, taire and evenly : 
It ſhall not winde with ſuch adeepe indent, 
To rob me of fo rich a Bottome here. | 
Glad. Not winde? it ſhall,it muſt, you ſee it doth. 
Mort, Yea, but marke how he beares his courſe, 
And runnes me up, with like advantage on the other ſide, 
Gelding the oppeled Continent as much, 
As onthe other (ide ir takes from you. 
wore, Yea, but alitle Charge willtrench him here, 
And onthis North fide winne this Cape of Land, 
And then he runnes ſtraight and even. ; 
Hotſh, ile have it ſo,a little Charge will doe it, 
Gla»d. Tle not have italter'd. 
Hef. Will not you ? 
Gland. No, nor you {hall not, 
Hap. Who ſhall ſay me nay ? 
Gland, Why that will I We 
Hop. Let ine not underſtand you then , ſpeake irin 
Welſh. 
Glend. I can ſpeake Engliſh, Lord,as welkas you ; 
For [ was ankvg ooets Envlith Court ; 
Where, being but young , | framed to the Harpe, 
Many an Engliſh Dittie, lovely well, 
And gave the Tongue a helpetull Ornament z 
A Vertue that was never ſcene in you. 
Hotfþ. Marry, and I am glad of it withall my heart, 
had rather be a Kitten,'and cry mew, 
Then one of theſe ſame Meerer Ballad-mongers : 
| hadrather hearea Brazen Candleſticketurn'd, 
Or adry Wheele grate on the Axle-rrec, 
And that would ſet my teeth on edge, 
Nothing ſo much, as mincing Poetrie ; 
Tis like che forc't gate of a ſhuffli:1g Nagge . 
Gland. Come, you ſhall have Trent turn'd. 
Horfs, 1 doe notcare ; Ile give thrice ſo much Land 
Toany well-dcſerving friend ; 
But in the way of ine, marke ye me, 
lle cavill onthe ninth part of a hayre, 
Arethe Indentures drawne? ſhall we be gone ? 
—_—_ m_ -- faire, 
ou may away by Night : 
_ _ os Writer; and __ ES; 
ake with your Wives, of your departure e: 
lam afraid wy Daughter -— pnonke madde. 
$0 wuch; the doteth on her Afortineer. Exit. 
, Cw Fie , Couſin Percy , how youcroſſe my Fa- 


Horfp. Icannot chooſe : ſometime he 
With telling me of the Moldwarpe and the Ant, 
Otfthe Dicamer Merlin, and his Prophecies; 
And of a Dragon, and a finne-leſſe Fiſh, ' 
rm. armm. 2 Gridin,and a - —— Raven, 
couching Lyon, a . 
Ardſichadealeofsleimble-Skamble Stuffe, 
ge [ts me from ay Faith. Itell you what, 
He beld me laſt Night, at leaſt, nine bowres, 
yeockoing up the {everall Devils Names, 


were his Lacqueyes : 


I cry'd hum, and well, goe too, | | 
But mark'd him not a word. O, he is astedious 
ASa tyred Horſe, a railing Wife, 
Wortethena ſmoakie houſe. 1 had rather live 
Wich Cheeſe and Garlike ina Windmill farre, 
Then feede on Cates, and have him talketome , 
In any Summer: Houſe in Chriſtendome. 

Hort. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman; 

Excecding well read, and profited, 

In {trange Concealements : 

Valiant as a Lyon, and wondrous affable, 

And as bountifull, as Mines of India, 

Shall I cell you, Coutin, 

He holds your temper ina bigh reſpeR, 

And curbs himſclte, even of his natura!! ſcope, 
When you doe crofle his humor : *faich he does. 
I warrant you, that man is not alive, 

Might fo have tempted him, as you have done, 
Without the talte of danger, and reproofe ; 
Bur doe not uſe it oft, let me entrear you. 

Worc.In faith, my Lozd, you are too wilfull blame, 
And fince your comming hither, have done enough, 
Tapur him quite beſides hispatience : | 
You mult needes learne, Lord, toamend this fault ; 
Though ſometimes it ſhew Greatnefſe, Courage,Blood, 
Andthart's the deareſt grace it renders vou ; 
Yeroftentimes it doth preſent harth Rage, 

DefeR of manners, want of governement, 
Pride, Haughtineſſe, Opinion, and Diſdaine : 
The lcalt ot which, haunting a Noble man, 
Loſeth mens hearts, and leaves behind a ſtaine 
Vpon the beautie of all parts beſides, 
Beguiling them of commendation. 
Hotfp. Well, I am ichool'd : 
Good-manners be your ſpecde; 
Heere come your Wives, and !ct us take our leave. 


Enter Gleudower, with the Ladies. 


More. This is the deadly ſpight that angers me, 
My Wife can ſpeake no Englith, I no Weith. 

Glend. My Daughter weepes,ſhce'le notpart with you, 
Shee'le be a Souldier to0,ſhee'le tothe Warres. 

Mori.Good Father tell her, that ſhe and my Aunt Forcy 
Shall follow in your Condu& ſpeedily. 


Glendower ſpeakes to him Welſh, and be an- 


ſmweres him in the ſam. 


Glend. She is deſperate heere ; 
A peevilh (elfe-will'd Harlotry, 
One that no perſwation cin doe good upon, 


The Lady ſpeakerin Welſh, 


More. T underſtand thy Lookes : that prety Welſh 
Which thou powr'ſt down from theſe ſwelling Heavens, 
I am too in: and but for ſhame, | 
Inſucha parley ſhould I anſwerethee. 


The Lady againe in Well. 


CIorr. I underſtand thy Kiſſes, and thou mine, 
And that's a feeble diſputation : 
But I willlnever be a Truang, Love, Ys 


Till Fhave kearn'dthy Language: forthy tonghe Ko 
| 


©. 
- 


— 


| Andſhe will 
— w- on your Eyc-lids Crowne the God of 


_ 


-| breſttcacher : andthe Indentures bee 
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| Makes Welſh as ſweet as Dittics highly penn'd, 


Sung by a faire in a Summers Bowre, 
With raviſhing Diviſion to her Lute. 
Glend. Nay, if thou melt, then will ſhe cunne madde. 


The Lady fpeakes againe in Welſs. 


e Hort. O, Tam Ignorance it ſelfein this. 
Glend, She bids you, 
On the wanton Ruſhes lay you downe, 


An the 2 rf any va wort yoo 


your with pleaſing beavineſle; 
uch diffcrence betwixt Wake and 

As ry > difference betwixt Day and Night, 
The houre before the Heavenly Harneis'd Teeme 

Begins his Golden Pr in che Eaſt. 

Art. Withall my heart Ilc (ir, and heare her ſang : 
By that time will our Booke, 1 thinke, be drawne. 

Glend. Doc lo: 
And thoſe Mufitians that ſhall play to you, 
Hang in the Ayrea thouſand Leagues from thence; 
And ſtraight they ſhall be here : fir, and attend. 

Hep. Come K ate, thou art perfect inlying downe : 
Come, quicke, quicke, ther 1 may ley ay Head in thy 


Lady. Goe, ye giddy-Goole, 4 


The Muſicke player. 


Hot. Now 1I perceive the Devill underſtands Welſh, 
And 'tis no marvell he is ſo hiimorous : 


Byrlad Fs lady he's a good Muſitian. 


Thea would you be nothi nr 
For yquare alkogether governed by 


Lye ibll ye theefe, and heare the Lady fing in a Welſh. 
— Hah I had rather heare (Lady) tmy Brach howlcin 


ods Would'ſt bavethy Had broken ? 


Herſs. Tothe Wc« LadiesBed, 
- What'sthat? 


Hoh, Peace ſhe lings. 


Heere the Lady (ng aWelſ Song. 


Hetfp. Come, Ile have your Song too. 
Lady. Not mine, in good ſooth. 


Not yours ſooth ? 
You a ocaci eCamiraers Wi 


Ang dd mere laments 
thou never walk'ft further then Fingbury. 

Smears me, Keke 3 Lady ,asthou art, 
moark-flingOuth and and lexve in fot, 


as ſuch proteſt 
To Veln-Guntds, and randay Cirizens 
Come, ſing. | 

Lad. | will not ſing. 

Hetſþ. 'Tisthe next way to turne -Taplar, or be Red- 
drawne, le away 


—_— 


—— 
——4 


1 Aud left me in 


— 


within theſe two honeine and ſo come in, when ye 
will. Exit. 

Glend. Come come, Lord Mortimer are as{| 
Ashie Lord Pawy lean: 
By this our Booke is drawne:wee'le but ſeale, 
Andthen to Horſe immediately. 

Morg. Co——_ 


E renn, 


mm 


$ cena 3 "=? 


——  — 
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Enter the King, Prince of Waler,and other:. 


King. Lords, give asleave : 
The Frince of Wales, and I, 
Mult have ſome private conference : 
But be neere at hand, 
For we ſhall preſenly have necd of you. 
Exenn Lords, 


I know not whether Heaven will have it ſs, 
For ſome diſplcaſing ſervice 1 _ 
That in his ſecret Doome, out of # 
Hee'le breed Reve 
But thou do'ſt inth 


ment, and a) 


Topunith my 

Could ſuch dex ar deſires, 

| Such ,uch bare,ſuch lewd, ſuch meane attempts, 
__ match _ and 

Asthou art W 

Acc ic the pandgrafied oo 


ompani greatneſſe 

And holdtheir leveil with thy Princely heart ? 
Prince« Sopleale your Lay, I would Icould 

Quirall offences withaochare excule, 

As well as I am doubtleſſe I'can 

My ſelfe of many 1 am withall : 

Yet ſuch extenuationlet me 

As in reproofe of many Tales devis'd, 

Whichofrth Earce of Greatneſle vecdes muſt beare, 
By ſmiling Pick-thankes, and baſe 

__ for ſome things true, w —_——_ 

Hach "Faultic wabdrel and? 


Atthy affections, whichdoe hold a Wing 
Quite fromthe flight of all —_— 
Loo _ irs 'd 
thy younger 1s PF 
And artalmolt analien tothe — 
Of all the Courtand Princes of my blood. 
The hopeand of thy time 
Reo man 
hetically do fore-thinke thy fall 
- I ſo laviſhof my | — 
common hackney'd in men, 
fo lend aan 
Opn al helpe me to the Crowne, 
kept -\-.—— 
reputeleſſe baniſhmenr 


— 


—_ 


| What never-<dyi 


My preſence like a Robe Pontifical, 

Ne're ſcene, but wondred at : and ſo my State, 
Seldome but ſumptuous, ſhewed like a Feaſt, 

And wonne by rareneſle ſuch Solemnity. 

The skipping King heambled up and downe, 
With ſhallow leſters, and raſh Bavin Waits, 
Soone kindled, and foone burnt, carded his State, 
Mingled his Royalty with Carping Fooles, 

Had his great Name prophancd with their Scornes, 
And gave his Countenance, his Name, 
Tolaugh at gybing Boyes, and (tand the puſh 
Ofevery Beardleſle vaine Comparative; 

Grew a Companion tothe common Streetes, 
Entcof'd himfelfe to Popularity: 

That being dayly ſwallowed by mens Eyes, 

They ſurtered with Honye,and began to loathe 
The taſte of Swetneſſe, whereot a little 

More then a little, is by much too much. 

Sowhen he had occaſion to be ſeene, 

He was but as the Cuckow 1s 1n Tune, 

Heard, not regarded:ſecne but with ſuch Eyes, 

As ficke and blunted with Community, 

Aﬀoord no extraordinary Gaze, 

Such as is bent on Sunne-like Majeſty, 

When it ſhines ſeldome in admiring Eyes: 

But rather drow2'd,and hung their eyelids down, 
Slept in his Face, and rendred ſuch aſpet 

As Cloudy men uſe to dotheir adverſaries, 

Being with his preſence glurted,gorg'd,and full. 
And in that very Line, Harry, thou: 

For thou haſt loit thy Princ&y Privitedge, 

With vile participation. Not an Eye . 
But isaweary of thy common ſight, G 
Save mine,which hath defir'dto ſee thee more: 
Which now doth that 1 would not have it doe, 
Make blinde it ſelfe wich fooliſh tenderneſle. 
Prince. I ſhall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 
Be more my lelfe. 

King. For all the World, 

Asthou art to this houre, was Richard then, 

When I from France ſet forthat Ravenſpurgh ; 

And evenas | was then,is Perey now ; 

Now by my Scepter, and my to boot, 

He hath more worthy intereſt to the ſtate . 

Then thou the ow of Succeſſion ; 

For of no Right, nor colourlike to Right, 

He doth fill helds with Harneis inthe Realme, 
Turnes head againſt the Lyons armed Iawes ; 

And being no more indebt to yecres, thenthou, 
Leades ancient Lords, and reyerent Biſhops 0a 

To bloody Battailes, and tobruſing Armes. 
honour hath he 
? whole high Deedes, 
Name in Armes, 
Majoritie, 


Againſt renow 
W hoſe bot Incurſions and 
Holds from all Souldiers chi 
And Militaric Title Capitall. 


Throughal the Ki thatacknowledge 


Chrift 


Kingdomes , 
Thrice hath the Horſpurre Adars, inſyathing Clothes, 


| 
| 
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That men would tell their Children, This is he: This Infant Warrior, in his Enterpriſes, 
Others would Tay, Where, Which is Bullingbrooks. Diſcomhted great las, tzne him once, 
And then I ſtole all Courteſie from Heaven, Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 
And dreſt my ſelfe in ſuch Humility, To fill the mouth of the deepe Defiance up, 
That did pluke Allegeance from mens hearts, And ſhake the peace and fafery of our Throne. 
Loa d Shows and Salurations from their mouthes, And what ſay you to this ? Percy, Northumberland. 
Even in the preſence of the Crowned King. The Arch-biſhopsGrace of Yorke, Dowglas, Mortimer, 
Thus I did keepe my Perſon freſh and new, Capitulate againſt us, and are 


up. 
But wheretore do I tell theſe Now to thee ? 

Why, Harry, doe I tell thee of my Foes, 

W hich art my neer'ſt and deareſt Enemie ? 

Thou art like enough, through vaſlall Feare, 

Baſe Inclunatton ,and the ſtar: of Spleene, 

To fight againſt me under Percies pay, 

To dogge his heeles, and curtfic 1t his frownes. 

To ſhew how much thou art degenerate. 

Prince. Doe not thinke fo, you ſha!l uot findeit ſo : 
And Heaven forgive then, that ſo uwch have tway'd 
Your Majeſtics b_ thoughts away from me : 

I will redeeme 


Ing on his Helae, 
"were multitudes; and on my head 
——_ redoubled. For the time will come, 
That I ſhall make this Northerne Yourh exchange 
His glorious Deedes for my Indignitics ; 
Perey is but my Factor, good my Lord, 
To nm | deedes on my behalfe: 
ng {o {tr1& account, 

every Glory up, 
Yea,cven the Ncighteſt w of hisrime, 
Or I will teare the Reckoning from his Heart. 
This, in the Name of Heaven, I promiſe here : 
The which,ifI promiſe, and doe ſurvive, 
I doe belcech your Majeltic, may ſalve 
The wne Wounds of my intemperature 2 
If nor, the end of Life canceils all Bands, 
And I will dye a lundred thouſand Deaths, 
Ere breaks the ſmallelt parcell of this Vow. 
King. A Fundred thouſand Rebells dye in this : 
Thou ſhalt have Charge, and (overaigne truſt hercin» 


Enter Blunt, 


How now good Blunt ? thy lookesare full of ſpeed. 
Blunt. So hath the Buſinefſe that I come to ſpeake of. 

Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſent word, 

That Dowgla and the Engliſh Rebels met 


| Theeleventh of this moncth, at Shrewsbury : 


Cf Promieabe kepe on every hand ) 

I on every 

MM aeredi yin a State. 

King. The Earle of Weſtmerland ſer forth to day: 
With him my ſonne, Lord /zbn of Lancaſter, 

For thisadverriſcment is five dayes old. 

On W next, Herrythou ſhalt ſet forward : 

On thurſday, we our ſelves will march. 

Our mecctingis AT 4 Harry, you ſhall march 


- 


| 


— 


Through | 


———_ 


— 


——IR 


hangs 
| Gowne : 1 am withered like an olde Apple /obn. 1 Well, 


| maintain'd that Salamander of yours with fire, 


= 
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—— 


Gloceſterſhire : by which account, | 
Our Buſineſle valued ſome twelue dayes hence, 


Our ——_ Forces at Bridgenorth ſhall mectc. 
Our hands are full of Buſineſle : let's away , 


Advantage feedes them fat, while men delay. Exewrt. 


—_— 


EUmpm_— _ 


Scena Terta, 


Enter Falftaffe and Bardolph. . 


Falf. Bardolph, am I not falne away vilely, fince this 
laſt ation? doe I not bate? doe I not dwindle ? Why 
my skinne about mee like an olde Ladies loole 


out of heart ſhortly , and then I ſhall have no 
repent. And I have not forgotten what the 
in-ſide of a Church is made of, I ama Pepper Corne, a 
Brewers Horſe, the inſide of a Church. Company, villa- 
nous y hath bcenethe ſpoyle of me. ; 
Bud. Sir Tobn, you are ſo fretfull , yon cannothive 
[ 


"Fat, Why there isit : Come, {ing me a bawdy Song, 
make me merry : I was as vertuouſly given, as a Gentle» | 
man need to be ; vertuous cnough,ſwore little, dic'd not 
above ſeaven times a weeke, went toa Bawdy-houſe not 
above once ina quarter of an houre, payd Moy that! 
borrowed, three or foure times ; lived well, and ingood 
compaſſe : and now I live out of all order , out of com- 


i" 
Bard. Why, you areſofat, Sir Job» , that you muſt 
needes bee = of all compaſle ; out of all rcafonablecom- 
e, Sir /obs, 
oy Doethou amend thy Face, and Tle amend thy 
Life . Thou art our Admirall, thou beareſt the Lanterne 
in the Poope, but *tisinthe Noſe of thee ; thou art the 
Knight of the burni . 
Bard. Why, Sir John, my Face does you no harme. 
Faſf. Noylle be ſworne : 1 make as good ule of it , as 
many a man doth of a Deaths-Head, or a MMements Mors. 
I never ſce thy Face,but 1 thinke vpon Hell fire and Dives 
that lived in Purple ; for there he1s in his Robes burni 
burning. 1f thou wert any way given to vertue, I w 
{weare by thy Face ; my -Oath ſhould bee, &y chu Fare : 


Iler and that ſuddenly, while I am in ſome liking : 
1 halle 
to 


Hoſteſſe. Why Sir Ichn,what doe you thinke, Sir lob? 
doe you thinke I keepe Theeves in my Houſe? I have 
ſearch'd, I have enquired, fo haz my Husband , Man 
Man, Boy by Boy, Servant by Servant : the tight of a 
hayre was never loſt in my houſe before. 

Falft. Yelye Hoſtclle : Bardolph was ſhav'd , and loſt 
many a hayre ; and Ile beſworne my Pocket was pick'd, 
goe to, you area Woman, goc- 

_ Hoiteſſe. Whol? Idehie thee: I was never call'd fo 
1n mine owne houſe before. 

Falft. Goeto , I know you well enough. 

Hefteſſe. No, Sir Tolm,you doe not know mee, Sir Jobs: 
I know you, Sir Jobs : you owe me Money, Sir John, and 
now you picke a quarrell, tobeguile me of it : Ibought 
you a dozen of Shirts to your Backe. 

Faſt. Doulas, filthy Doulas: I have given them 

ny to Bakers Wives, and they have made Boulters of 
them. 
Hefteſſe, Now as I ama true Woman, Holland of cight 
ſhillingsan Ell : You owe Mony here tclides , Sir Jobs, 
for your Dyct, and by-Drinkings, and Mony lent you, 
foure and twentic pounds. 

Falft. He had his part of ity let him pay. 
| Fr ho Hee? alas hee is poore, hee hath no- 


ng. 

Falſt. How ? Poore? Looke upon his Face : What call 
you Rich? Let them coyne his Noſe, let them coyne his 
Checkes, Ile not pay a Denier. What, will you makea 
Younker of me? Shall I not take mine caſc in mine Inne, 
but I ſhall have my Pocket pick'd ? I have loſt a Scale 
Ring uf my Grand-fathers, worth fortic Marke. 

Heſteſſe. 1 have heard the Prince tell him, I know nox 
how oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Fai. How ? the Prince is a lacke, a Sneake-Cuppe; 
and if he were heere, I weuld cudgell him like a Dogge, 
it he would ſay f0. 


Enter the Prince marching, and Falſtaffe meets 
bim, on #u 7 runchion 


2 |; a Fife. 
Falſt. How now Lad ? is the Winde in that Doare? 


Muſt we all march? 
Bard. ca, twoand two, Newgate faſhion, 


| Heſteſſe. My Lord, I pray you hcare me. 


Prince. W hat fay'ſt thou, Miltrefſe Omickly? How 
doesthy Husband ? Ilove him well, hecis an honeſt 


mane 


But thou art altogether given over; and wert indcede, 
but for the Light in thy Face, the Sunne of utter Darke- 


1 nefſe. When thou ran'ſt up Gads-Head in the Night , to 


catch my Horſe, if I did notthinke that thou becne 
an Tone faturs, or a Ball of Wild-fire, there's noPurchaſe 
in ts. O, thou art aperpetuall Triumpb, an ever» 
laſting Bone-fire-Light : thou haſt ſaved mee a thouſand 
Markes in Linkesand Torches, walking with thee inthe 
Night berwixt Taverne and Tavcrne : Butthe ſacke that 
thou haſt drunke mee, would have bought mee lights as 
goodcheape, asthedeareſt Chandlers in Europe, 1 have 
time 
this rwoand thirtic yeeres, Heaven reward me for it, 

Berd, I would my Face were in your belly. 

FalF. So ſhould I be ſure tobe heart-burn'd, 

Emer C_—_ | 

How now, Dame Pertlet the Hen, have yon enquir'd yet 
whopick'd my Pocket? 


Heſteſſe. Good, my Lord, heare me. 

Falft. Prethee let her alone, and liſt tome. 

Prince. W hat ſay*it thou, Jacks? 

Faift+ The other Night I fell afl heere behind the 
is Houſe isrurn'd 


Arras, and had my Pocket pick: : 
Bawey-houle, they picke Pockets. 
Pronce, W hat did({t thou loſe, Jacks? 
Falft, Wilt thou belceve me, Hal? Three or foure Bonds 


of fortic pound a peece, anda Scalc-Ring of my Grand- 
fathers. 


Prince, A Trifle, ſome cight- matrer. 
Heft, $SoIrtold him, + un I ſayd, Fheard your 


Grace ſay ſo :and (my Lord ) hee ſpeakes moſt vilely 
you, likea foule 'd man he is, and ſaid, hee would 
cudgell you. 


Prance, W har he did not? 
Heſt. There's neyther Faith, Truth, nor Woman-hood 


in me clſc. 
Falf. There's 


hh. * 
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Falit, There's no more faith in thee then a fiu'de Prune; 
nor no more truth in thee then ina drawne Fox : and for 
Wooman-hood, Maid-marian may be the Deputics wife 
of the Ward torhee. Go you nothing : go. 

Hoſt.Say ,what thing? wher thing ? 

Falit, W batthing? why a thing to thanke heaven on- 

Hoſt. 1 am nothingto thanke heaven on, I would thou 


thy Knighthood aſide , thou art a knavero call me (0. 

Falf. Setting thy womanhood aſide, thou art a bealt to 
lay otherwilc. 

Heft. Say, what beaſt, thou knave thou? 

Fal. What bealt ? Why an Otter. 

Prin. An Otter, fir Joby»? Why an Otter ? 

Fal. Why? She's neither fiſh nor fieſh; a man knowes 
not where to have her. 

Heft, Thou art unjuſt man in ſaying fo ; thou , or any 
man knowes where to have me, thou knave thou. 

Prince. Thou ſay'ſt true Holteſle, and he flanders thee 
moit groſlely. 

Hoſt. So be dath you, my Lord , and ſayde thisother 
day, You ought him a thouland pound. 

Prince. Sirrah,do I owe you a thouſand pound? 

Falft. A thouſand pound Hal? A Million. Thy loveis 
wortha Million ; thou ow'lt me thy love. 

Heft. Nay my Lord, hee call'd you Iacke, and ſaid hee 
would cudgell you. 

Fal. Did1, B ? 

Bo. _ 7 Wk you ſayd ſo, 

Fel. Yea, if beſai Ring was Copper. 

Prince. Iay 'tis Ges Dar'ſt thou hee as goodas 
thy word now ? 

Fal. Why Hal? thou know'ſt, as thou art but a man, 
dare 3 but, as thonart a Prince, I fcare thee, as I feare the 
roaring ofthe Lyons Whelpe, . 

Prince. And why not as the Lyon ? 

Fal. The King himſclfe is to bee feared as the Lyon : 
Do'ſt thouthinke Lle feare thee, as 1 tcarethy Father? nay 
if Ido,lct wy Girdle breake. 

Pris. O, if it ſhould, how would thy guttes fall about 
thy knees. But ſirra: There's no roome for Faith, Truth, 
nor Honeſty, in this boſome of thine : it is all fill'd uppe 
with _— and Midriffe. = an — | Woman 
with picking th ket? Whyt on _—_— 
im Raſcal, it _ were any thing intky Pocker bur 
Tavernc Recknings, Aemorandams of Bawdic-houſes, 
and one poore -worth of Sugar-candieto make thee 
long-winded : if thy were cnrich'd with any 0- 
ther injuries but theſe, I am a Villaine : And yet you will 
_ - you willnot Pocket up wrong. Art thou not 
alham'd ? 

Fal. Do'ſt thou heare Ha/? Thou know'ſt inthe ſtate 
of Innocency, eAdam fell : and what would poore lacks 
Falſtaffe do,in the 
more fleſh then 
Youconteſle then you pickt my Pocket ? 

Prin, It appeares1oby the Story. 
orgivethee : 


m_ 


At 


Fa/. Hoſteſle, I & 
Go make ready Breakfaſt, love thy Husband, 
Looke tothy Servants, and cheriſh thy Gueſts : 
Thou ſhalt find me tractable toany honeſt reaſon ; 
Thou ſceſt, I am pacified ſtill. 

Nay, I prethee be gone. 


Now Hel, tothe the Fenn, 5-5 
Now tothe newesat Court for the R ? 
How is that anſwered ? ; 


gr 
Ls 


— 


ſhouldſt know it ; 1 aman honeſt mans wife: and ſerting 


'es of Villany > Thou ſeeſt, 1 have | 
man, and therefore more frailty. | 


* © Bot. Doſo,and 'ris well, What Letters haſtthouthere? 


| —— 


| 


—_— 
— 


Prin, O my ſweet Beefe : 

I muſt ſtill be good Angell ta thee. 
The mony is paid backe againe. 

Fat. O, 1 do notlike that paying backe , 'ris adouble 
Labour. 

Prin.l am good Fricnds with my Father, and may doe 
any thing. 

Fat. Rob methe Exchequer the firſt thing thou do'ſt 
and doit with unwaſh'd hb ro0O, I» x 

Bard. Do my Lord. 

Prin. 1 have procured thee /ache, a Charge of Foot. 

F al. 1 would it had beene of Horſe, Where (hal I finde 
one that cap ſteale well ? O, for a fine theefe , of two and 
rwentie, or thereabout: I am heynouſly unprouided. Well 
God be thanked fortheſe Rebels, they offend none but 
the Vertuous. I laud them, I praiſe them. 

Prin, Bardolph, 

Bar. My Lord, 

Prm. Gobearethis Letter to Lord ſolmof Lancaſter 
Tomy Brother /obn. This to my Lord of Weſtmetland, 
Go Peto, to horſe : for thou; and I, 

Havethurtie miles to ride yer eredinnertime. 
lacks, meet me tomorrow in the Temple Hall 
At twoa clocke in the afternoone, 
There ſhalt thou know thy Charge, and there reccive 
Mony ard Order tor their Furniture. 
The Land is burning, Percie ſtands onhye, 
Acdeither they, or we myſt lowerlye. 

Fal. Rare words ? brave world. 
Hoſteſle, my breakfaſt, come; _ 
Oh, I could wiſl; this Taverne were wy drumme; 

E xennt ones, 


Aus Quartus, Scana Prima. 


Emer Harrie Hut ifurre, Worceſter, 
and Dowgla, " 


—M— — 


Hot. Well ſaid, my Noble Scot, if ſpeaking truth 
In this fine Age, were not thought flatterie, 
Such attribution ſhould the Dowglas have, 
Asnot a —_ of this ſcaſons itampe, 

Should go fo generall currant through the world. 

——r ct fatrer : 1 PP 

The Tongues of Soothers. But a Braver place 

In my hearts love, bathno man rhen your Selfe. 

Nay, taske me to my word : approve me Lord. 
Dow. Thou artthe King of Honor : 

No man ſo potent breathes upon the ground, 

Bur 1 will Beard him. 


Enter « Al: ſſenger. 


Ican butrthanke you. | a 
AMeſſ. Theſe Letters come from your Father. 
Hot. Lettersfrom him ? 


Why comes he not himſelfe? 


He cametcome,my Lord, 
He is ous fick 

Ioſucha juſtling time ? Who leades hispower ? .,_ | 
Vnder whoſe Government come they along? © 


RY a — 


—— R————_— 


, 


greev e. 
Hot. How ? haz he the leyſure to he ficke now, 
aan. 4 


| 


JIE 


—O_@{i. 


i... Al. —— 
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Meſ. His Letters beares his minde, not I bis minde. | 
Wor. 1 prethee tell me, doth he keepe his Bed ? 
Meſſ. Hedid, my Lord, foure dayes ere I ſet forth ; 

And at the'time of my departure thenee, 

He was much fear'd by his Phyſician. 

For. T would the ſtate of time had firſt beene whole, 

Ere be by ſickneſſe had beene viſited ; 

His health was never better worth then now. 
Horſp.Sicke now?droope now? thisficknes doth infeRt 

The very Life-blood of our Enterpriſe, 

Tis catching hither, even to our Campe. 

He writes me here, that inward fickneſle, 

And that his friends by depuration 

Could not ſo ſoone be drawne : nor did he thinke it meet, 

Tolay ſodangerous and deare a truſt 

On any Soule remoy'd, but on his owne. 

Yet doth he give usbold advertiſement, 

That with our ſmall conjunRion we ſhould on, 

Toſce how Fortune is diipos'd to us , 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 

Becanſe the King is certainly poſleſt 

Ofall our purpoles. Whar ſay you to it? 

Wor. Your Fathers ſickneſle isa mayme tous. 
Hotip. A perillous Gaſh, a very Limme lopt off : 

And yer, in faith,it is not his preſent want 

Seemes more then we ſhall finde it, 

Were it good, toſet the exat wealth of all our ſtates 

Allat one Caſt? Toſer ſoricha mayne * 

On the nice hazard of one doubrfull houre, 

It were not good : for therein ſhould we reade 

The very Bottome, and the Soulc of hope 

The very Liſt, the very utmoſt Bound - 

Of all our fortunes, 

Dowe, Faith and ſo we ſhould, 

Where now remaines a {weet reverſion. 

We may boldlyſ{pend, uponthe hope 

Of what is to come in ; 

A comfort of retyrement lives in this. 

Hotſþ, ARahdevous, a Home to fiye unto, 

If that the Divell and Miſchance looke bigge 


Vpon the Maydenhead of our Afaires. 


tor, But yet I would yourFather had beene here : 
The qualitie and Heire of our Attempt 
Brookes no diviſion; If will be thought 
By ſome, that know not why he is away, 
That wiſcdome, loyaltie,and meere diſlike 
Ot our pr ings,kept the Earle from hence. 
And thinke, how ſuch an apprehenſion 
May turne the tide of fearctull Faction, 
And breedea kinde of queſtion in our cauſe : 
For well you know, we of the offring ſide, 
Muſt keepe aloote from ſtriftarbitrement, 
And ſtopall fight-boles,cevery loope, from whence, 
Theeyec of reaſen may pric in uponus : 
This abſence of your Father drawesa Curtaine, 


That ſhewes the ignorant a kinde of feare ' | 


Befure notdreamt of. 

 Hotfp. You ſtrayne too farre. 

I rather of his abſence make this uſe : 

It lendsa Luſtre, and more _ Opinion, 

A larger Dare to your terprize, 
Thenif the Earle were here: for men mult thinke, 
A ws wa rm CI 
To Le Staknss ah ii 

We ſhall o'returne it topſie-turuy downe : - 
Yet all goes well, yerall our joynts are whole, 


—_—_— Aw. — —_ 


Dowg. As heart can thinke : 
There is not ſuch a word ſpoke of in Scotland, 
At this Dreame of Feare. _ 


Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 


Hotip. My Couſin Fernen, welcome by my Soule, 
Fern, Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, Lord, 
The Earle of Weſtermerland, ſeven thouſand {trong, 
Is marching hither-wards, with Prince /obn. 
Hotip. No harme : what more? 
Vers. And further, I bave learn'd, 
The King himſclfe in perſon hath ſct fourth, 
Or hither-wards intended ſpeedily, 
With ſtrong and mightie preparation. 
Hoifp, He ſhall be welcometoo, 
Where is his Sonne, 
The mimble-footed Ma Prince of Wales, 
And his Cumrades, that daftthe World aſide, 
Andbid it paſſe? 
Vgn. All furniſh, all in Armes, 
All plum'dlike Eſtridges, that with the Winde 
Bayted like Eagles, baving lately bath'd, 
Glittering in Golden Coates, like Images, 
| Asfull of ſpirit as the Moneth of May, 
And gorgeous as the Sunneat Mid-ſummer, 
Wanton as youthfull Goates, wildeas young Bulls. - 
Ifaw young Harry with his Bever on, 
His Cuſhes on his thighes, gallantly arm'd, 
Riſe ſrom the ground like feathered Mercary, 
And vaulted with ſucheaſe into his Scat, 
As if an Angell dropt downe from the Clouds, 
To turne and winde a fierie Pegaſw, 
And witch the World with Noble Horſemanſhip, 
Hot, No more, no more, 
Worſe then the Sunne in March : 
This prayſe doth nouriſh : letthem come. 
They come like Sacrifices intheir trimme, 
And to the fire-ey'd Maid of ſmoakie Warre, 
All hor, and bleeding, will we offerthem : 
The mayled Mars (hall on his Altar fit 
Vp tothe cares in blood. Iamon fire, 
To heare this rich reprizall is{onigh, 
And yet not ours. Come, let me take my Horſe, 
Whoisto beare me like a Thunder-bole, 
Againſt the boſome of the Prince of Wales. 
Harryto Harry, (hall not Horſe to Horle 
Meete, and ne're part, tillone drop downe a Coarſe? 
Oh, that Glendower were come. 
Ver. There is more newes : 
I learned in Worceſtet, as I rode along, 
He cannot draw his Power this fourtcene dayes. 
Dowg. That's the worſt Tidings that 1 heare of 


gre I by my faith, that beares a froſty ſound. 
Hotfp. What may the Kings whole Barraile reach 
unto ? 
Ver. Tothirty thouſand, 
Hot. Forty letit be, 
— Armor gb 
s of us, may ſerue a day. 
ond afwas rake a muſter Yo 
Doomeſday isncere ; dye | 
Tam out of feare 


Dow, Talke not ofdyi 
Ofdeath,or deaths hand,forthis one halfe yeare. 
Exenmt omnl!. 


Scone. 


A_ Y 


 — 
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_ Tur, never feare mel am as vigilant 8s a Cat,to 
reame. 
Scena Secunda. Prmce. I thinke to ſteale Creame indeed, forthy theft 
hath alredie made thee Butter : but tell me J«chky, whoſe 
_— * | t:llowes aretheſe that come after ? | 
Enter Falftiffe and Bardolph, Falſt, Mine, Hal, mine. | 

Price. Idid never (ee ſuch pittifull Raſcals. 

Falft. Bardi4ph, rm before to Coventry,fill me 2 Fal, Tut, tur, good ma totofle : foode for Pow- 
Bottle of Sack, our Souldiers ſhall march through : we'le | der, foode for Powder: they'le fill a Pit,as well as better: | 
to Sutton=cop-hiil to Night- tuſh man, morrall men, mortall men. ; 

Bud, Willycu give me money ,Captaine ? | Weitm. 1,but Sir /obn, me thinkes they are exceeding 
Falft. Lay out, lay out. poore and bare, too beggarly. 


Zard. This Bottle makes an Angell. 54 
Falft. Andif it doe , take ir for thy labour : and if it 
make twentie, take them all , Ile anſwere the Coynage. 
Bid my Licutenant Pezo meete me at the Townes cnd. 
Berd. 1 will Captaine : farewell. | Oni 
Falf. If 1 bee not aſham'd of gy Souldiers, I ama 
ſowc't-Gurnet : I have miſ-us'd the Kings Prefle dam- 
nably. I have got, inexchange of a hundred and fiftie 
Souldiers, three hundred and odde Pounds. I preſſe me 
none but good houſe-holders, Yeomens Sonnes : enquire 
me out contraſted Batchelers, ſuch as had bene ask'd 
twice on the Bancs: ſuch a Commodity of warme ſlaves, 
as had as lieve heare the Deuill, as a Drumme ; ſuch as 
feare the report of a Caliver, worſe then 3 itruckFoole, 
or a hurt wilde-Ducke, 1 preſt me rone but ſuch Toſtes 
and Butter, with hearts in their Ballyes no biggger then 
Pines he2ds, and they hwvebought outtheir {ervices:; 
And now, my whole Charge conſiſts of Ancients, Cor- 
pocals, Lieutenants, Gentleinen of ies, Slaves as 
ragged as Lazarw in the painted Cloth, where the Glur- 
tongs Dovgges licked his Sores ; and ſych, as indeed were 
vcve: $: nldiers, bur dif-carded unjuſt I 
g.7 Lone to younger Brothers, Revolted Tapſtersand 
Olcrs, Trade-falne, rhe Cankersofa calme World, and 
long Peace, tenne times more dis-honorable ragged, 
tlcn an old-fac'd Ancient; and ſuch have I to fill upthe 
roomes of thee that have bought out their ſervices : that 
you would thinke, that I had a hundred and fiſtie rotrer'd 
Prodigalls, larely come from Swine-keeping, from cating 
Draffe and Huskes. A mad fellow met mee on the way , 
and tc14 me, 1 had unloaded al the Gibbets, and preſt t 
dead bodyes> Noeye hath ſcene ſuch $kar-Crowes ; lle 
not maxch through Coucntry with them,that's flat. Nay, 
and the Villaines march wide berwixt the Legges, as if 
they had Gyves on ; for indeede, I kad the molt of them 
out of Priſon. There's not a Shirt and 4 halfe in all my. 
Company : and the halfe Shirt is ewo Napkins tackt to- 
gether, and throwne over the ſhoulders like a Heralds 
Coat, without fleeves : andthe Shirt, toſay thetruth , 
lloine rom my Holt of S. Albones ; or the Red-Noſe 
Inve-keeper of Daventry» Bur that's all one, they'le finde 


| Linen cnough onevery Hedge. 
Enter the Prince, and the Lord of Well wer land. 


Prince. How now blowne lacks? how now Quile? 
Falt, W hat Halt How now mad Wag, whats Di 


do'(tthpu in Warwickſhire ? Lord of Welt- 
I cry you mercy,1 SY your Honour bad al- 
read; beene art Shrewgbury. 


Weſt. ' Faith, Sir Jobs, 'tis more then time that I were 


there, and you too : but ny Powers arc there alrcadie. | 


The King, 1 cantell 
al to Night. 


you, lookes for us all : we andſtaway 


—_ 


In IL; 
Ti berter part of ours are full of reſt 


Faiſt. Faith, for their poverty, I know not where they 
had that ; and for their bareneſſe , Iam fare they never 
learn'd that of me. 

. Prince, No,Jle be \worne, unleſſe you call three frugers 
on the Ribbes bare. But ſirra make haſte. P#r6y is already 
inthe field. 

©alft. What, is the King 'd? 

Feſtm, Hee is, /obn, I feare wee ſhall ſlay too 


g- | 
Falft. Well, tothe latterend of a Fray, andthe begin» 
ning of a Feaſt, fits a dull fighter, and a keene Gueſt. 


E xenon. 
Scena Tertia, 
Emer Hotijar, worcefter, Dawg las, and 
Vernon. 


Hotſp. Wee'le hight with him to Night. 

Worc. It may notbe. 

Dowyg. You give him then aduantage. 

—_ greens 0: 

Hotfp. W ou {o ? lookes he not ? 
Vern, Leen d, "ey 

Hott. His is certaine, ours is doabtfull. 

Wore. Good Coulinbe advis'd, ſtirre not to night. 
Uern. Doe not, my Lord. 

Dowg. You doe not counſaile well: 


You ſpeake it out of feare, and cold heart. 


Vern. Doe me no ſlander, Dewglas =_= Life, 


— ge de an 

It well Honor bid me on, 

I kold as little counfaile wich weake feare, 

As you, my Logd, or any Scot that this day lives. 
Ler it be ſeene to morrow in the Barrell, 

W hich of us feares. 


_ Yea, or tonight. 
Herfp. To night, ſay. - 


Vern. Come, come it may not be. 


I wonder much,being me of ſuch great leading as you ave | 
Thar you fore-ſce pot what impediments 
5 — 


my Coufin Yarwexs are not yet come up, 


Your Vncle Wyrcefters Horle came but to day, 
| ——L TR BST. 
That not a Horſc is halfe the halfe of himſclfe, * 


with hard labour tame and dull, 


Horfp. So arethe Horſes of the Enemie 
bated, and brought low ; 


£4. 
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Forc. The number of the King exceedeth ours : 
For Gods ſake, Couſin, ſtay till allcome in. 


The Trumpet ſounds a Parley. Enter Sir 
Walter Blunt. 


Blunt. T come with gracious offers from the King, 
If you vouchſafe me hearing ,and reſpeR, 
Hotſp. Welcome,Sir Walter Blunt. 
And would to God you were of our determination. 
Some of us love you well : andeven thoſe ſome 
Envie your great deſervings, and goodname, 
Becauſe you are not of our qualicic, 
Bur ſtand againſt us like an encmic. | 
Blunt. And Heaven defend, bur ſtill I ſhould ſtand fo, 
Solong as out of Limit, and true Rule, 
You ſtand againſt anoynted Majeltic. 
Butto my ge. 
The King hath ſent to know . 
The nature of your i whereupon 
You conjure from the breſt of Civill Peace, 
Suchbold Holtiliric, ing his dutious Land 
Audacious Crueltic. If thatthe King 


Haveany way your deſarts forgot, 
Which Flo be manifold, 
He bids you name your griefes ; and with all ſpeed 
You ſhall have you dehires, with intereſt ; 
And Pardonabſolute for your ſelfe, and theſe, 
Herein mis-led, by your ſuggeſtion. 

HetS. The king is kinde : 
And well we know , the King 
Knowesat what time topromiſe, whey to pay. 
My Father, my Vnckle, and my ſelfe, 
Did give him that ſame Royaltic be weares : 
And when he was not ſixc and twentie ſtrong, 
Sicke inthe worlds regard, wretched and low, 
A poore unminded Our-law , ſneaking home, . 
My Father gave him welcome to the ſhore : . 
And when he heard him ſweare, and vow to God, 
He came to be butDuke of Lancaſter, 
To ſuc his Liveric, and begge his Peace, 
With rteares of Innocencic, and tcarmes of Zeale: 
My Father, in kinde heart and pitty mov'd, 
Swore him aſſiſtance, and 'dit too. 
Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realme 
Perceiv'd Northumberland did leane to him, 
The more and lefſe came in with Cap and Knee, 
Mer him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 
Attended him on Bridges, ſtood in Lanes, 
Layd Gifts before him, protfer'd him their Oathes, 
Gave him their Heires, as Pages followed him, 
Even at the heeles, in golden multitudes. 
He preſently, as gr knowes ir ſelfe, 
Steps mea little higher then his Vow 
Madeto my Father, while his blood was poore, 
Vpon the naked ſhore at Ravenſpurgh ; 
And now (forſooth) takes on hum to geforme 
Some certaine EdiQts, and ſome ſtrait Decrees, 
_ lay to heavie on the Common-yealth ; 

ryes Out upon abuſes, ſcemes to weepe 
Over his Countries W : andby this Face, 
Uermens var of Iuſlice, did he winne 
The hearts of all that he did angle for. 
Proceeded further, cut me off the Heads 
Ofall the Favorites, that theabſent King 1 
In deputation left behinde him heere, 


—— 


| 


| 


When he was perſonall in the Iriſh Warrc. 
Blunt. Tut, 1 came not to heare this. 
Hee. Then to the point. | 

In ſhort time after, he 'dtbe King, 

Soone after _—_— him of his Life : 

And inthe neck of that, task't the whole State. 

To make that worſe, ſuffer'd his Kinſman Hah, 

Who is, ifevery Owner were plac'd, 

Indeed his King, to be engag'd in Wales, 

There, without ranſom, tolye forfeited : 

Diſgrac'd me iu my happy ViRories, 

, 
-Boord, 


Sought to intrap me by intelli 
Rated my Vnckle from the 
— rage 7 rene Father from the Courr, 

r on Oath, committing Wrong on W 
Andin concluſion, drove us to kung —_— 
This head of (afetie ; and withall, to pric 
Into his Title : The which we findec 
Too indireR, for long continuance, . 

Blent. Shall I returne thisanſwere to the King? 

Hetfp. Not ſo, Sir Walter. 


| _— nbo——_— while : 
rothe King, and let there be impawn'd 
Some ſari for fe reure inc, 
in the Morning carly ſhall my Vnckle 
| Bring him our purpoſe : and fo farewell. - 
Blant, 1 would you would of Grace and Love. 
Hoſp. And't may be, ſo we 
Blunt. Pray Heaven you doe, Exon, 
Scaena Quarta. 


Enter the Arch-Biſhop of Torks , and Sir Michek. 


eArch. Hie,good Sir Mcholl,beare this ſcaled Brick: 
With winged haſte tothe Lord Marſhal, 
This to my Couſin , and all the reſt 
-— tr me > . 
If you knew how much doc import 
Yeu CC =y : 
Ser . M Lord I th I . 
Arch, Like N—_ cir tencr 
To morrow Sir Aicbell, is a day, 
Wh en rr 
Mult bide the touch. For Sir, at Shrewsbury 
So lemarny grenco GG ; 
King, with mightie andquick-rayſed Power, 
Meetes with Lord Harrie: and Ifeare, Sir Adchel, 
ol erromdoaanrny 
e power was in the firſt on » 
Whoſepowerwavin the fltproporicn 
wir nee too, 
comes not in, over-rul'd by Propheci 
Tere the Power ef Fergie r 
TE ne 
Mach. need 
Thee i Deepa ad A mm 
_ No, Av 
Mic. is Mordeke Yernen Lord Harry P 
Andrber is my Londof Wort, 'Y 
Anda Warri 
RibCet 


bl 


| Arch. od 


= $4 EY 


— 
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Arch. And ſo there is,- but yet the King hath drawne | When yet you were in place, and in account 
The ſpeciall head of all the Land together : Nothing fo ſtrong and fortunate, as ; © © 
The Prince of Wales, Lord /ob» of Lancaſter, It was my Se!te, my Brother, and hisSonne, 
The Noble Weſtmerland, and warlike Blunt ; That brought you home,and boldly did out-dare 
And many moe Corriuals, and deere men The danger of the time. You ſwore tous, 
Oteſtimation, a 1 in hone ES : _ you = rx hy Oath at Doncaſter, 
Six M. Doubt not my Lord, well oppos'd. you did nothing 'gainit rhe State, 
Arch. I hope no leſle : Yet needfull 'tis ro feare, Nor claime no further, then _ new-talne right, 
And to prevent the worſt, Sir CMichell ſpeed ; The feate of Gaze, of Lancaſter 
For if Lord Percy thrive not,ere the King Tothis, weſwarc our aide: Butin ſhort ſpace, | 
Diſmiſſe his power, he meanes to viſit us ; It rain'd downe Fortunc ſhowring on your head, 
For he hath hcard our Contfederacie, | And fuch a floud of Greatneſle fell on you, 
And,'tis but Wiſedome to make ſtrong againſt him : What with our helpe, what with the abſent King, 
Therefore make haſte, muſt goe writeagai What with the injuries of wanton time, 


To other Friends : and ſo farewell, Sir Exeunt, | The lecming ſufferances that you had borne, 
And the contrarious VWindes that held the King 
OTE EO 2 + 4! ds WE a 1 On Counacky ik VRnY 
Thatall in | 


; | England did c him dead: 

eAtns Quintus. Scene Prima. And from this ſwarme of faire advantages, 
You tooke occaſion to be quickly wood, * 
= — To gripe the generall ſway into your hand, 

F your Oath tousat Doncaſter, 

Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord Tobn of Lancaiter, being fed by us, you us'd us (o, 

Earle of Weſtmerland, So Walter Blunt, As that ungentle gull the Cuckowes Bird, 
and Falſtaffe. Vſeththe Sparrow, did our Neſt, 
Grew by our Feeding, to ſo great a bulke, 

King. How bloodily the Sunne beginsro peere That even our Love durſt not comeneere your ſight 
Above yon busky hill : the day lookes pale For feare of ſwallowing 1 But withnimble wing 
At his ti ure. We were inforc'd for fafetic ſake, to fliye 

Prin. The Southerne winde -— of aqode_ co you raiſe this preſent Head, 
Dath play theTrumpet to his purpoſes, Whereby we oppoſed by ſach meanes 
And by his hollow whiſtling in the Leaves, | As you your ſclfc, have torg'd againſt your ſelfe, 
Foretels a Tempeſt:and a bluſt*ringday. By unkinde uſage, dangerous countenance, 

King. Then withthe loſers let it ſympathize, And violation of all faith and troth 
For nothing can ſceme ſoure to thoſe that win. Sworneto us in yonger enterpri 

The Trumpet ſounds, | ngs1 
Enter Worceſter. 


King. How now my Lord of Worſter ? "Tis not well | With ſome fine colour, that may pleaſe the eye 
That you and I ſhould meet upon ſuch tearmes, Of fickle Chg Coorg Diſcontents, 
Asnow we meet. You have deceiv'd our truſt, Which gape, and rab the Elbow at the newes 
And made us doffe our eafie Robes of Peace, Ot hurly burly Innouation : 
Tocruſh our old limbesin ungentle Steele : And never yet did Inſurreion want 
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. Such water-colours,to impaint hiscauſe : 
What ſay you ro it ? Will you againe unknir Nor moody Beggars, ſtarving for a time 
This churliſh knot of all-abhorred Warre? Of vell-mell bauocke,and confuſion. 

And move in that obedient Orbe againe ; Prin. In both our Armies, there is many a ſoule 

Where you did give a faire and naturall light, | Shall pay full dearely for this encounter, 

And be no more an exhal'd Meteor, If once they joyne intriall. Tell your Nephew, 

Ofbcce - ->- -—= wr WED in | CR hou a 
Miſt ,to imes ? n prayſc of Hemry Percy: By my Hopes, 

Wor. Heare me, my Liege : Thas preſent ze ſet off his head, 

For mine owne part, 1 could be well content I donot thinke a braver Gentleman, + 
Toentertaine the Lagge-ene of my life More active, valiant, or more valiant young, 
Withquict houres : ForI do proteſt, More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 
I bavenot ſought thee day of this diſlike. To grace this latter Age with noble deedes. 
King. You havinct ſought it; how comes itthen? | For my part, T may ſpeaker to my ſhame, 
Fal.Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. I have a Truant beene to Chivalry, 
Prin, Peace, Chewet, peace. | And ſo I heare, bedoth account metoo: 
Wor. It pleas'd your Majcſty, to turne your lookes Yetthis before my Fathers Majeſty, 
Of Favour, from ay Selfe, and all our Houſe ; I am contentthat he ſhall take the oddes 
And yet I muſt remember you my Lord, Of hisgreat name and cſtimarion, 
We were the rt, anddexeſt of your Friends: And will, to ſave the blood on either fide; 
For you, my ſtaffe of Office did I breake Try fortune with him, ina Single Fight. - 
In #ichards time, and poaſted day.and ni King. And Prince of Wales,ſo dare weventer thee, 
To meer you on the way,and kiſle your Albeit, confideratioosiahnite ; 


 —— 


—__ 


a * ne = 
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Nephewestrelpaſſe may be well 
Ie the excuſe of youth, and heate 
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Do make againſt it : No good Worlter, no, 
Welove our people well ; eventhoſe we love 
That are miſled upon your Coufins part: 
And willthey take the offer of our Grace: 
Both he, and they, and you; yea, every man 
Shall be my Friend againe, and[le be his, 

So tell your Couſin, and bring me word, 
What he will do. But if he will not yecld, 
Retukeand dread corretion waite on us, 
And they ſhall de their Otfice. -So be gone, 
We willnot now betroublcd withreply, 
We offcr faire, take it adviſedly, - 

Prin. It will notbe accepted, on my Life, 
The Dowel and the Hotfpwrre bath together, 
Are confident againſt the world in Armes. 

King. Hence therefore , every Leader to his charge, 
For on their anſwere will we {ct on them ; 

And God befriend us,as vur cauſe is juſt, Exeqnt. 
Mane Prince and Falftaffe. 
Fal. Hal, if thou ſee me downe in the battell, 
And beſtride me, ſo; *cis a point of friendſhip. ; 

Pris.Nothing but a Coloſſus can do thee that freindſhip; 
Say thy prayers, and farewell. 

Fal. I would it were bedtime Hal, and all well. 

Prin, Why, thou ow'lt heavena death. 

Falf. 'Tisnot due yet : I would be loath wr 
before hisday. W hat needel bee fo forward with him 
that call's not on me ? Well,'tis no matter, Honor prickes 
me on. But how if Honour pricke me off when I come 
on ? How then? Can Honour ſet tooa legge? No : or an 
arme ? No: Or take away the greefe ofa wound ? No. 
Honour hath no skill in Su then? No. Whatis Ho- 
nour? A word. What is that word Honour? Ayre: A 
trim reckoning. Who hathit? He thardy'dea Wedneſ- 
day. Doth he tcele it ? No. Doth he heare it? No, Is it 
inſenſible then? yea, to the dead. But will it notiive with 
the living ? No. Why? DetraQtion will not (uffer it,ther- 
fore le noneofit. Honour 1s a meere Scutcheon, and ſo 
ends my Catcchiſme. | Exits 


——_— 
- 


Scana Secunda. 


Emer Worceſter, and Sir Richard Vernon. 


Wor. Ono, my nephew muſt not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberall kinde offer of the king. 

Ver. 'Twere beſt he did. 

Wor, Then we are all undone. 
It is not poſſible, it cannot be, 
The = would keepe his word in loving us, 
He will ſuſpe& us ſtill, aud finde atune 
To puniſh thisoffence in others faults : 
Suppoſition, all our lives ſhall be tucke full of cyes ; 
For Treaſon isbut truſted like the Foxe, 
Who ne're ſortame, ſocheriſht, endlock'd up, 
Will have a wilde tricke of his Anceſtors ; 
Looke how he can, or {ad or merrily, 
Interpretation will miſt our $, 
And we ſhall feede like Oxcnart a fall, 
The better cheriſht, ſtill the nearer death. 


blood, 


_ 


| 


CO IY 


Andan adopted name of Priviledge 
A hare-brain'd Horpwrre, govern'd by a Spleene: 
All his offences live my 
And on his Fathers, Wedidtraine him on, 
And hiscorruption being tane from us, 
We as the Spring of all, thall pay for all : 
Therefore good Couſin, let not Harry know 
In any caſc, the offer of the King. 

Uer, Deliver what you will, Ile {ay 'tis ſo. 
Heere comes your Cofin. 


Enter Hotipmrre, 


Hot. My Vnkle is return'd, 

Deliver up my Lord of Weſtmerland. 

Vnkle, what newes? 
Wor. The King will bid you battell preſently. 
Dow. Defie him by the Lord of Weſtmerlaud. 
Hot. Lord Dowglas : Go you and tell him ſo. 
Dow, Marry ane ſhall, and verie willingly. 

"ou Exit Dowgla. 

Wor. There is no ſeeming mercy inthe King- 
Het. Did you begge any ? God forbid. 
Wor. 1 told him gently of or greevances, 

Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 

By now for{wearing that he is forſworne, - 

He calsus Rebels, Traitors, and will ſcourge 


With haughty armes, this wg name in us. 


Emer D 
Dow. Arme Gentlemengtor for I have throwne 
A brave defiance in King Henrestecth : 
And Weſtmerland that wasingag'd did bearc it, 
Which caunot chooſe but bring him quickly ons _ 
Wer. The Prince of Wales ſtept forth before the king 


And Nephew, challeng'd you to fingle fight. 


Hor. O, would the quarrell lay our heads 
And that no man might draw + nokry today, ; 


But 1 and Harry CMonmonth. Tell me, tc!l me, 

How ſhew'd his Talking ? Seem'd it in contempt? 
Fer. No, by my Soule : I neverin my life 

Did heare a Challenge urg'd more modcftly 
Vnleſſe a Brother ſhould a Brotherdare 
To gent!cexerciſc, andproofe of Armes. 

He gave youall the Duties ofa Man, 

Trimm'd up your praiſes with a Princely tongue, 
Spoke your delervingslike a Chronicle, 

Making you ever berter then his prayſe 
By ſtilldif p prayſe, valew'd with uz 
And which became him like a Prince indeed, 

He madea bluſhing citallofhimſelfe, 

And chid his Trewant youth with a Grace, 

As if he maſtred there adouble ſpirit 
Ofreaching, and of learning inftantly : 

There did he pauſe. Butletme tell the World, 
If he out-live the envie of thisday, 

England did never owe ſo ſweetea hope, 

So much miſconſtrued in his wantonneſſe. 

Hot. Couſin, I thinke thou artcnamored 

On his Follies : never didI heare 
Of any Prince ſo wildeat Liberty, 

Bur be he as he will, yet oncecrenight, 

1 will imbrace him with a Souldiersarme, 

That he ſhall ſhrinke nader my curteſie. : 
Arme, arme with ſpecd. And Fellow's,Soldicrs,Fricads, 
Better conſider what you have to do, 

Than I that have not well the gift of Tongue, 


Can 
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Can lift your blood up with perſwaſion. 
Enter 4 enger. 

Meſ. My Lord, heereare letters for you. 

Hot. 1cannot reade them now. 
O Gentlemen, the time of life is ſhort ; 
Toſpend that ſhortneſſe baſely, were too long. 
If life did ride upon a Dials point, 
Still endiog ar the arrivall of an houre, 
Andif welive, welive to tread on Kings: 
If dye ; brave death, when Princes dye with us: 
Now for our Conſcicnces, the Armes is faire, 
Whenthe intent for bearing them is juſt. 

Enter avother Meſſenger. 

Meſ. My Lord prepare, the King comes onapace, 

Hot. I thanke him, that he cuts me ſrom my tale : 
For I profeſle not ralking : Onely this, 


Muthns where they are pepper'd : there's not three of my 
I50, lcttalive, and they for the Townes end, tv beg du- 
ring life. But ho comes heere ? 
Enter the Prince, 
Prin.Whar,ſtand'{tthou idle here? Lend me thy ſword, 
Many a Nobleman lies ſtarke and ſtiff: 
Vnder the hooves of vanting enemies, 
Whoſe deathsare unreveng'd. Prethy lend me thy ſword 
Fl. O Hal, Iprethee give me leayeto breath awhile : } 
Turke Gregory never did fuch deeds in Armes, asI have | 
done this day. I have paid Percie, I have made him ſure. 
Prirz. Heis indeed, and living to kill thee 
I prethee lend me thy ſword. 
Faſft. Nay Hal, it Percy bee alive, thou getſt not my 
Sword ; but take my Piſtoll if thou wilt. 
Prin, Cave it me ; What,is it inthe Caſe ? 


Leteach mando his beſt. And heere 1 draw a Sword, | 

Whoſe worthy temper I intend to ſtaine 

Withthe beſt blood that I can meete withall, 

In theadyenture of this perillous day. 

Now Ef e Percy, and ſet on : * 

Sound all the lofty Inſtruments of Warre, 

And by that Muſficke, let usall imbrace : 

For heaven to earth, ſome of us never ſhall, 

A ſecond rime doſucha curteſie. 

They embrace, the Trumpets ſound, the King entereth 
with hu , AMarum wnte the battell, Then enter | 


| 


| my way, ſo: if he donor, if I come in his ( willingly) let 


Dowg as yn Walter Blunt. 

Blu.W hat is thy name, thatin batrelithus Y croſſeſt me? 
What honour doſt thou ſeeke upon my head ? 
Dow. Know then my name is Dowglas, 
And I do haunt thee inthe battle thus, 
Becauſe ſome rell me , that thou art a King. 
Blunt, They tell thee true. 
Dow. The Lord of Stafford heere today hath bought 
Thy likeneſfe: for inſteed of thee King Harry, 
This ſword hath ended him,fo ſhall it rhee, 
Vnleſſe thou yceld thee as a Priſoner. 
Bls. I was not borne to yeeld thou hanghtie Scot, 
And thou ſhalt findea King that will revenge 
Lord Stafford dearth. 

Fight, Blunt it ſlaine, then exters Hot pur. | 
Het. O Dowglas, hadit thou tought at Holmedon thus, 
Inever had triumphed o're a Scot. 
Dew. All's done all's won, here breathles lics the King. 
Ho. Where ? | 
Dow, Heere. 
Het. This Dowglas? No, I know this face full well ; 
A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blunt, 
Semblably furniſh'd like the King himlelte. 
Dow. Ah foole : go with thy ſoule whither it goes, 
Aborrowed tirle haſt zhou bought too deere. 
Whydidit thou tell me, thar thou werta King ? 
Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coates, 
Dew. Now by my Sword, 1 will killall his Coates, | 
| He murtherall tus Wacdrobe peece by pecce, 
Vmtill I meetthe Kings 
Het. Vp, andaway, 
Our Souldiers ſtand full fairely for the day. 
Alarum, and enter Falſtaffe ſolu. 
Fal. Though I could ſcape ſhoc-tree at London, lI feare 
the ſhot heere : here's no ſcoring, butupon the pate. Soft 
who art thou? Sir Walter Bluxt , there's Honour for you: 
here's no vanity, Iamas hot as molten Lead, and as hea- 
uytoo; heaven.keepe Lead ourot mee, I neede nomore 


E xenn. 


- | weight then mine 6wne Bowelles. I bave —_— 
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Fal, I Hal, tis hot : There's that will Sacke a City. 
The Prince dr awves out 4 Bottle of Sacke. | 

Frm. What, is 1t a time to jeſt and dally now? Exit 
7 by1w:3 it at hams. | 

Fat. If Percy bealive. Ile pierce him : if hedo come in 


him make a Carbonado of me, 1 like not ſuch gri 

honour as Sir #//ter hath : Give me life , which if I can 
fave,ſo : if not, honour comes unlook'd for,and ther'san 
cnd, Exit. 


- | 


Scena Tertia. 


Alarum, excurſions, emer the King, the Prince, 
Lord Iobn of Lancaſter , and Earle 
of Weſimner land, 


King. Iprethee Hery withdraw thy ſelfe, thou blee- 
deſt roo much : Lord /obn of Lancafter,go you with him. 
P.1lob. Not I, my Lord ,unleile 1 did bleed too. 
Prin. 1 beſecch your Majeſty make up, 
Leaſt you retirement do amaze your tricnds, 
King. 1 willdoſo : 
My Lord of Weſtmerland leade himto his Tent. 
Weft. Come my Lord. Ile lzade youto your Tent 
Pris. Leade me my Lord? I do notneed your helpe, 
And heaven forbid a thallow ſcratch ſhould drive , 
The Prince of Wales from ſuch a ficld as this, 
Where {tain'd Nobility Iyestroden gn, 
And Rebels Armes triumph in . 
oh, We breath too long : come couſin Weltmerland, 
Our duty this way lies, for heavens ſake come. 
Prin. By heaventhou haſt deceived me Lancaſter, 
I did not thinke thee Lord of ſuch a ſpirit : 
Before, I lov'd thee as a brother, lobn ; 
But now, I do reſpe&thee as my Soule« 
King. I ſaw him hold Lord Percy at the 
With luſtier maintenance then I did looke 
Ofſuch an ungrowne Warriour, 
Prin, O this Boy, lends metrall to usall, 
Emar Dowglas, 
Dow. Another King ? ben 4. like Hydra's heads ; 
I am the Dowglasfatall to all thoſe 
That weare thoſe colours on them. Whatart thou | 
That counterfeir'ſt the perſon of a King ? | 
King.The King himielfe; who Dowglasgrieves at bark 


int, 


Exit. 


. 


——_ 


| 


72 


| The Firſt Partof. King Henry the Fourth. 


So many of his ſhadowesthou haſt met, 
And not the very King. I have two Boyes 
Secke Fercy and thy ſclfe aboutthe Field : 
But ſccing thou falPſt on me ſo luckily, 
I will aſſay thee: ſodcfend thy lelfe. 

Dow. | fearethouartanother countefeit : 


| And yetinfaich thou bear'ſt thee likea King : 


But mine 1 am ſure thou art, who cre thou be, 
And thus I winthee. They fight, the K. being in danger, 
Emter Prince. 
Prin. Hold up thy head vile Scot, or thouart like 
Never to hold it up againe : the Spirits 
Of valiant Sherly,Stafford Zlunt, are in my Armes ; 
It is the Prince of Wales that threates thee, 
Who never promiſeth, but meanes to pay. 
T hey Fght, Dowglu flyeth, 
Cheerely My Lord : how fares your Grace ? 
Sir N icholas Gawſey bath for ſuccour (ent, 
And ſv harh Clifres : Ile to C/fronitraight. 
King. Stay, and breath awhile, 
Thou haſt redeem'd thy loſt opinion, 
And ſhew'd thou mak it fome tender of my life 
Inthis faire re{cue thou haſt brought to me. 
Prin. O heaven they did mc too much injury, 
Thatever fayd I hearkned to your death, 
If it were fo, I might have lctalone 
The inſulting hand of Dowglas over you, 
W kich would have beene as ſpeedy in your end, 
Asall the poyſonous Potions inthe world, 
And fay'd the Treacherous labour of your Sonne. 
K, Make up to Chfton, Ile to Sir Nicholas Gauſey. Exit 
Enter Hotſpwrre, 
Het. 1f I miſtake not, thou art Harry Monmonth. 
Prin. Thou ſpeakeſt asif I would deny my name. 
Hot, My name is Harry Percy. 
Prin. Why then I ſcea very valiant rebell of that name. 
I am the Prince of Walzs, and thinke not Percy, 
To ſhare with mein glory any more : 
Two Starres keepe not their motion in oncSphere, 
Nor can one England brooke a double reigne, 
Of Harry Percie, and the Prince of Wales. 
Hot. Nor ſhall it Harry, for the houre is come 
Toend the orc of us ; and would to heaven, 
Thy namein Armes, were now as greatas mine. 
Prin. Ile make it greater, erc I part from thee, 
And all the budding Honors on thy Creſt, 
Lie crop to make a Garland for my head. 
Hot, I can no longer brooke thy Vanities. Fight. 
Enter Falltaffe. 
Fal. Well faid Hal, to it Hal, Nay you ſhall finde no 


| Boyes play heere, I can cl! you. 


Enter Dowglas, he fights with Faltaffe, who fals down 
as if be were dead. The Prince killeth Perrie, 
Het. Oh Harry, thou halt rob'd me of my youth ; 
I better brooke the loſle of brittle life, 
Then thoſe proud ities thou haſt wonne of me, 
They wound my thoughts worſe,thenthe fiyword my fleſh: 
But thought'sthe ſlave of Life, and Life, Times foole ; 
And Time, that takes ſurvey of all the world, 
Muſt have a ſtop. O, Icould P rophcſie, 
Butthatthe Earth, and the cold hand of death, 
Lyes on my Tongue : No Percie, thou art duſt 
And food for | 
Prin, For Wormes, brave Percy.Fatewell great heart: 


- Tl-weav'd Ambition, how muchart thou ſhrunke? 


When that this bodie did containe a ſpirit, 


. I prethee ſpeake, we will not truſt our eycs 


| ved, ſo :1f not, let them that ſhould reward Valour,bear 


A Kingdome tor it was too ſmall a bound : 
But now two paces of the vileſt Earth 
Is roome enough. This Earth that beares the dead, 
Bcares not alive ſo ſtout a Gentleman. 
It thou wer't ſenſible of curtelie; 
I houldnot make fo great a ſhew of Zeale. 
But let my favours hide thy ed face, 
And even in thy behalfe, Ile thanke my (clte 
For doing theſe fayre Ritesof Tendernefſle. 
Adicu, and take thy prayſe withrhee to heaven, 
Thy ignomy ſleepe wich thee in the grave, 
Burnot remcmbred in thy Epitaph. 
What? Old Acquaintance?Could not all this ich 
Keepe ina little lite? Poore Tacke, farewell : 
I could have better ſpar'd a better man. 
O, I ſhould have a beavy miſle of thee, 
If { were much inlove with Yanitic. 
Death hath not ſtrucke fo fat a Deere to day, 
Though many dearer in this bloody Fray ; 
Imbou ell'd will-I ſce thee by and by, 
Till then, in blood, by Noble Perc lyc, 

: Falſtaſfe riſeth np. 

Falſt. Imbowell'd? If thou imbowell mce to day, Ile 
give you leave to powder me, and cat me roo tomorrow, 
"Twas time tocounterfer, or that hotte Termagant Scox, 
had paid me {cot and lot too. Counterfeit ? I am no coun- 
terfeit; to dye, is tobe a counterteir, for hee is butthe 
counterfeit ofa man, who hathnot the life of a man: But 
to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, is to be 
no counterfeit, but the true and perfect i ef life in- 
deede. The better part of Valour, is Diſcretion ; in the 
which betrer part, I have ſaved my life. 1 am affraide of 
this Gun-powder Percy though he be dead. How if hee 
ſhould counterfeit roo, and riſe? I am afraid hee would 
provethe better counterfeit:therefore lie make him ſure: | 
yea, and Ile fweare I kill'd him. Why may not he riſe as 
well asI 2 Nothing confutes me but eyes, and no-bodie | 
ſees me. Therefore firra, witha new wound inyour thigh | 
come you along me. Takes Hotijmrre on bu backs, 

Emer Prince and Iobn of Lancaſter, 

Prin, Come Brother Teh, full bravely haſt thou fleſkt 
thy Maiden ſword. 

Tobn. But ſoft, who have we heerec ? 

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 

Prin, I did, I ſaw him dead, 

Breathleſſc, and bleeding on the ground : Arrthoualive? | 
Or is it fantaſic that playes upon our eye-light ? 


Exu, 


Wirhovut our eares. Thouart not what thou ſeem'ſt. 

Fal. No, that's certaine : Iam not a double man ; but 
if Iam not lacke Faiftaffe,then am I a Iacke: There isPo- 
cy, if your Father will do me any Honor, fo: if nor, let him 
kill the next Percy himſelfe. 1 looke to beeither Earle or 
Duke,I can aſſure you. 

Prin. Why, Percy I kill'd my ſeife, and ſaw thee dead, 

Fal. Did'it thou? Lord, Lord, how the world is given 
to Lying? Igraunt you I wasdowne , and our of Breath, 
and (0 was he, but weroſeboth at an inſtant, and fought 
along boure by Shrev7sburie clocke, If 1 may be belee- 


the ſine upon their owne heads. Ile take't on my death 
I gave bim this wound inthe Thigh : ifthe man were 
live, and would denicit, j wonld make him catca pecce 
of my ſword. a 

John, This isthe ſtrangeſttale that ere 1 heard. 

Pris. This isthe ſtrangeſt Fellow, Brother /obn. 
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Come bring your luggage Nobly on your backe ; 
Ren pr oye en EE 

dit with t mes Ve 
_—_— A Retreat ts ſounded. 

Trumpets ſound Retreat, the day is ours : 
| wb Brother, let'sto the higheſt of the field, 


To ſee what Friendsareliving,who are dead. Eremnt. 


Fal. Ile follow as theylay, or Rowenk, Hee thatre- 
wards me, heaven reward him. It 1do grow great againe, 
Ile grow leſſe ? For lle , andleave Sacke , tvs 
cleanly, a5a Noble man ſhoul ddo. Exit, 


L—— 


Scena Quinta, 


OO — - R— ————— 


The Trumpets ſound. 
Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord Tohn of Lancaſter, 
Earle of Weitmer land, with Worceſter & 
Vernon Priſoner-. 


King. Thus ever did Rebellion finde Rebuke. 

Ill-ſpirited Worceſter, did we not ſend Grace, | 
,and rcarmesof Loveto all of you ? 

And would'{t thou turne our offers contrary ? 
Miſuſe the tenor of thy Kinſmans truſt ? 
Three Knights upon our party laihe today, 
A Noble Earle and many a creature clic, 
Had bcene alive this houre, 
Iflike a Chriſtian thou had'ſttruely borne] 
Betwixt our Armies, true Intell % 
#or. WhatI havedone, my fatety urg'd me to, 


pn et 


— 


And I embrace this fortune patiently, 
Since notto be avoided, it falls on me « 
- King. Bcare Worcelter to death, and Ferns to0. 
Other Offenders we will pauſe upon. 

Exit Worcefter and /ernon. 
How goesthe Ficld ? 


Prin. The Noble Scot Lord Dowglus, when he ſaw 

The fortune of the day quize turn'd trom him, 
The Noble Percy (laine, and all his men, 
Vpon the foot of teare, fled withthe reſt ; 
And falling from a hill, he was ſo bruiz'd 
That the purſuers tooke him. At my Tent 
The Dowgla is, and 1 beſcech your Grace, 

I maydiſpolſc of him. 

King. Wuh ail my heart. 

Prin. Then Brother /ohn of Lancaſter, 

To youthis honourable bounty ſhall belong; 
Goe to the Dowglas, and deliver him 

Vpto his pleaſure, ranſomelefle and free : 

His Valour ſhewne uponour Creſts today, 
Hath caught us how tocheriſh ſuch high deeds, 
Even inthe boſome of our Adverſaries. 

King. Then this remaines : that we devide our Power. 
You yonne /ob», and my Couſin Weſtmerland 
Towards Yorke ſhall bend you, with your deereſt ſpeed 
To meer Northumbrland, and the Prelate Scroope, 
Who(as we heare) are buſily in Acmes. 

My Seife, and Sonne Harry will towards Wales, 
To fight with G/endower, and the Earle of Match. 
Rebellion in this Lane ſhall loſe his way, 

Meeting the Checke of ſuch another day z 

And fince this Bufineſle {o faire is done, 


Let us not leave till all our owne be wonne, g Exeant. 
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Containing his Death : and the Coronation 
of King Henry the Fift, 


ld 


eA us Primus. Scena Prima. 
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InDvcTioON. Scana Secunda, 


Ramor. 
Enter Rumor Enter Lord Bardolfe, and the Porter, 


Pen your Eares : For which of you will ſtop L.Bar. Whok the Gate hoa ? 
— of Hearing,when loud Ruwerſpeakes? | Where is the Farlez 
(fromthe Orient, to the drooping Welt Pro, What ſhall I fay you are ? 
Making the wind my P olt-horſe ) ſtillunfold | Bar, Tellthou the Earle 
The As commenced on this Ball of Earth, That the Lord Bar deffe doth atrend him heere. 


Vpon my pr eaters ride, : Pan. jth Loodſhip bo ck into the Orchard, 
The which, in every Language, I pronounce ce 1t your Honor, knocke but at the Gate, 
Stuifing the cares of them with falle Reports : And he himſclfe will anſwer. 


I ſpeake of Peace, while covert Enmitic Emer N orthumberland. 
(Vnder the ſmile of ſafety) woundsthe World : L. Bar. Heere comes the Earle. 
And whobu: Rumerr, who bat onely I Nor. What newes Lord Bardolfe? Ev'ry minute now 


Make fearefull Muſters, andprepar'd Defence, _ Should bethe Father ot ſome Stra ; 
Whilſt the bigge york ſwolne with ſome other griefes, } The Times are wilde : Cortention Clke a Horſe 
Is thought with childe, by the ſterne Tyrant Warre; Full of high Feeding) madly hath broke loole, 


And no ſuch matter ? Rumoxr, isa Pipe And bearcs downe ali before him. 


Blowne by Surmile, Iclouſies Conjectures ; L. Bar. Noble Earle, 
And of ſo cafic, and ſo plaine a ſtop, I bring you ccrtaine newes from Shrewsbury. 
That the blunt Monſter,with uncounced heads, No. Good, and heaven will. 
The ſtill diſcordant, wavering Multirude, L. Bar. As good as heartcan wiſh : 
Can play apon it. But what neede I thus The King is almoſt wounded tothe death : 
1 My well-knowne Body to Anathomize Andinthe Fortune of my Lord your Sonne, 
Among my houſhold ? Why is Rumoxr heere ? Prince Harrie {laine outright : and both che 3 lwnrs 
I run before King Harries victory, | Kull'd by the hand of Dowglas, Young Prince John, 
W ho in a bloodie field by Shrewsburic ! And Weltmerland, and Stafford, fled the Field. 
Hath beaten downe young Horſpurre, and his Troopes, And Harrie Moumonth's Brawne (the Hulke Sir /obn) 
Quenching the flame of bold rebellion, Ispriſoner to your Sonne. O, ſucha Day. 
Even with the Rebels blood. But what meane I (So fought, ſo follow'd, and A fairely wonne) 
To ſpeake of truth at firſt ? My Office is Came nor, till now, todignific the Times 
To noyſe abroad, that Harry Monmonth fell Since Ceſers Fortunes. 
Vnder the Wrath of Noble Horipwrres Sward : Nor. How isthis deriv'd ? 
And that the King, beforethe Dowglas Rage Saw you the Ficld? Came you from Shrewsbury ? 
Stoop'd his Annointed head, as low as death. L.Far. I ipake with one (my L.)chat came fro thence, 
This have I rumor'dthrough the peaſant-Townes, A Gentleman well bred,and of good name, 
Betweene the Royall Field of Shrewsburic, Thar frcely render'd me theſe newes for true. 
And this Worme-caten-Hole of Stone, Nor. Heere comes my Servant Travers, whom I ſent 
Where Horſpurres Father, old N land, | On Tueſday laſt, to liſtenafter Newes. 
Lyes crafty ſicke. ThePoſtes come tyring on, EmerTravers, 


And not a man of them brings other newes L.B&. My Lord, I over-rode him cn the way, 

Then they have learn'd of Mc. From Ramonrs T , | And he is furniſh'd with no certainties, | 

They bring ſmooth-Comforrs.falſe, worle then True- | More then he (haply) may retaile from me. | 

| WrLongs. Emo. Nor. Now Travers,what good tidings comes fr0 _ 
rh. : 


——_— _—— 
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Tra. My Lord, lobs Uanfremill turn'd me backe 
With joyfull rydings;and{bcing better hors'd) 
Out-rod me. After him, came {purring bard 
AGentcman(al.noit fare-ſpent with ipeed) 

That ſtopp'd bxmego breath bus bloodied horſe. 
Heask'd the way to Cheſter : And of him 

1 did demand what Newes from Shrewsbury: 
He told me , that Rebellion _ ill lacke, by 
And that Harry Percies Spurre was cold. 
With nl yoo ve bis able Horſe the head, 
And bending forwards ſtrooke his able heeles 
Againſt the panting ſides of his poore lade 
yptothe Rowell head, and ſtarting ſo, 

Hee ſeem'd in running,to devoure the way, 
Staying no longer queſtion, 

Noth. Ha? Againe; | 
Said he yong Harry Percies Spurre was cold? 

(Of He-Spwrre,coid-Spurre) that Rebcilion, 
Had met ill lucke? 

L, Bar. My Lord : Ile tell, you what, 

It my yong Lord your Sonne, have not the day, 
Vpon mine Honor, for a filken point 
lle give my Barony, Never talke of it, 
Nor. Why ſhould the Gentleman that rode by Travers 
Givethen ſuch inſtances of Loſle? 
L. Bar. Who, hc? 
He was ſome hiclding Fellow,that had tolne 
The Horſe he rode-on : and upon my life 
Spake at adventure. Looke , here comes more Newes, 


Enter Merton: 


Ne. Yea, this mans brow, like to a Title-leafe, 
Fore-tels the Nature of a Tragicke Volume: 
$0 lookes the Strond, whenthe Imperious Flood 
Hath left a witneſt Vſurpation. 
day Merton, did'ſt thou come from Srewsbury? 
Cor. Iran from Shrewsbury(my Noble Lord) 
Where hatcfull death put on his vglicſt Maske 
Totright our party. 
Nor. How doth my Sonne,and Brother? 
Thou trembl'{t;and the whiteneſle in thy Checke 
Is apter then thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand. 
Even ſuch a man,ſo faint, ſo ſpiritleſte, 
Sod:il,lo dead inlooke,fo woe-be-gone, 
Drew Priams Curtaine,in the dead of night, 
And would have told him, Halfe his Troy was burn'd. 
But Priamy tound the Fire,ere he his Tongue: 
And I, my Percies death,cre thou report'ſt it. 
This, thou would'ſt ſay ; Your Sonne did thus,and thas; 
Your Prother,thus.So fought the Noble Dowgle, 
Stopping my greedy care, with their bold deeds. 
But inthe —_ to ſtop mine Earec indeed) 
Theu haſt a Sigh, to blow away this Praiſc, 
Ending with Brother,Sonne,and all are d-ad. 
| OMor. Dowglas is living, and your Brother, yer: 
But for my Lord,your Sonnne. f 
No. Why he is dead. 
See what a ready tongue Suſpition hath; 
He that but fearesthe thing, he would not knouy, 
Hath by Inſtint, knowledge from others Eyes, 
That what he feard,is chanc'd. Yer ſpeake(Adorton) 
Tellthou thy Earle,his Divination Lies, 
And1 will take it, as a ſweet Diſgrace, 
And make thee rich, for doing me ſuch wrong. 
Mor. You are to0 great,to be(by me) gainſaid: 


YourSpiritistoo true your Fearegroogertiilaes! > 14/! 
Nyr. Yet for all thisfay noethat: PareieedeadÞ (6 : 
Licea ſtrange Conteflion bethine Eye: - MNanzaiub bod 
Thou ſhak'{t thy head,und boli Fearegot She," 
Toipcakeatrutb. Ifhe be flaine,Cay'for-! 110 0 þ 
The Tongue otfends nor, thar reports his denhs0-51162-! 
And he doth ſinne that both belyethedeads.1 1moft ot 
Not he, which ſayts the dead isnot akver' 3 1h 465410 
Yet the fielt bringtr. ot unwelcome diexwes ' "r11ctaus Ser 
Hath but a looking Qiheezand his Tote, > 21 32-1 
Coupeyarathgag otinnthel {O06 to oh 1t8 -fm ſr 
Rememored, knollinga departing Briend. -!: 11/50# 10 
L. Bas. 1 jor rr my Lord)your ſoa is-deadyo is 
Mor. I am forty, Ehould force you to beleever 110! || 
Thas Cidkb L would tohravery, I had not ſeene. "7 
e 


ac minceyes;laut himinbloady tate}: 2 7 
Rend'ring taint quittance(wearied;add vtt-breath'Uy * 
To Hem Mimmaenth,whoſe (wiftwtath beate dawne 
[he neversdaunted Percie to the. carth O21 Sf 1 
Prom whenee(with hife)be never lord (pray tpetwnc? 
In few;his death( whoſe fpiric ler. a fire, 119713 370M 
Even to thedlitleſt Pedzant in his: Cade) // Sb 
Being brauitedunce;rooke fire and heuteaway 7+! 270t-| 
From the beſt temper'd Courage in his Troopest |: i! 3 
For from higMettle;was his Party fleet - ! - 1 1 nf 
Which once in himabared, allther@7' 01146050) 
Turn'd on themlclves;like dulland heavy Teadeorttt bi * 
And asthe Thing, thar's in ir $lf&{ i; 977 hem) 
Vpon enforcement, fiyes wit TRROLS. 
So did our Mengbeavy in 
Lend to this weight,tachi b 
That Arrowes fled not {witrer theirpyine; 
Then did our Soldiers(ayming at their fafety)''!1 11 1! // |. 
Fly fromthe field. Then was that Noble Worceſtes' i} 
Too ſoone.ta'ne prifoner : and that furious Scary” '-! 7 
(The bloody Dowglas )whote welklabouring | 
Had three tunes (laineth'appearaticeof the King, ' 
Gan vaile his ftomack&,anddid grace the ſhame '' 
Of thoſe thatcurn'd rhcir backes:and in his flight, 
—_— Feare,was tooke. Theſimme of all, '- 
Is, that the King hath wonne:and hath ſent out * © 
A ſpeedy power, toencounter yoh my Lord, + 
Vnder the ConduR of yong Lancaſter TS 
And Wellmerland. This is the Newes ar full... 

Nor. For this,I ſhall have time enough to mourne.. 
In Poyſon,there is Phyſicke:and this newes 
(Having beene well)that would have made me ficke, 
Being ficke,have in ſome meaſure,made me well. 
Andas the Wretch, whole Feaver-iweakned joynts, 
Like ſtrengthlefie Hindges,buckle under life, 
Impatient of his Fit, breakes like a fire 
Our of his keepersarmes: Even ſo, my Limbes 
(Weak 'ned with Jbcing now inrag'd withgreefte, } 
Are thrice themſelves. Hence therfore thou nice crutch, | 
A ſcaly Gauntlet now, with joynts of Steele | 
Muſt glove this hand. And hence thou ſickly Quoitfe, 
Thou arta guard too wanton for the head, 
W hich Princes,fleſh'd with Conqueſt, ayme to hit. 
Now binde my Browes with Iron,and approach 
The ragged'it Loare chat Time and Spight dare bring 
Tofrowne uponth'enrag'd Northamberland. 
Let Heaven kifſe Earth:now let not Natures hand 
Keepe the wilde Flood confin'd:Ler Order dye, 
And let the world no longer be a ſtage 
To feede Contention in aling'ring At: 
Bur let one ſpirit of the Firſt-borne Caine 
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| > e inall boſomes,that each heart being ſect 
'On < rude Scene may end, 
And darkeneſſe be theburicrof the dead. Onor. 
. of © py ay ormanr—nng your 
| . The lives of all your loving ices: 
| Leane-on your: health,che which if you give-0're 
Toſtormy Paſſion,miilt perforcedecay.. -: 
| You cakt t'event af Warre(my Noble Lord) .-\;- 
And ſumm'd the accompt of Chance,before you (aft 
; Let us make headgit. \vas your preſurmize, 
That in thedole of blowes,yeuriSon might drop. 
| You knew he walled ore perils, onari cdgc 
| Morkdakely to falling thento gerore: * 
| You were advis'd dus ficſh.,was le! 2-51 
| Of Wounds, and Scartcs;and thar his forward Spirit 
| Wouldlift him, where moſt trade ofdanger rang'd; . 
| FS Lalgrnnd pint are wet per oy 
trongty appre Jeould reftraine 
} _ rene tern ok &ion:What hath then — 
| Orwhat bold enterprize brought forth, | 
\ More then that Being,which was like to be? 
L. Bar. Well thabare engaged to this lolle, 
Knew that we ventur*d on fuch dangerous Scas, 
That if we wrought out life, wits ten to one: 
And yet we ventiy'd for the gaine propos'd, 
; Choak'dthe reſpg& of likely verill fear'd, 
And ſince we are @ xe-ſet, venture againe. 
Come, we will all put torth;Body,and Goods. "TX 
| Mor. Tis more then time; And(my moſt Noble Lord) 
T heare for certaine, and doſpeake the truth: - 
| The _ Arch-biſhop of Yorke is up 
{ With well ted Powres:he isa man / 
|My Lardly double o_ a | 
y our Sonne)had onely but S 
[But ſhadowes,and the ſhewes of men to fight. : 
| For that ſame word(Rebellion) did divide 
'The a&jon of their bodics,from their ſoules, 
1 And they did fight wich quealinefle,contrain'd 
As mendrinke Putions;that their Weapons only 
Seem'd on our ſide:lut for their Spirits and Soules, 
| This word(Rebcllion)it had froze them up, 
' AS Fiſh arc in a Pond. But now the Biſhop 
| Turnes Inſurre&ion to Religion, 
F Suppos'd firicere,and holy in his Thoughts: 
{ He's follow'd both with Body,and with Minde: 
And dothenlarge his Riſing, with the blood 
Of faire King F:chard, {crap'd from Pomfret ſtones, 
| Derives from heaven his Quarrell, and his Cauſe: 


| 
| 


ww 


Tels them, he doth beltride a bleeding Land, 
Gaſping for life,under great Bulls e, 
And more,and lefſe,do flocke to follow him. 


North. I knew of this before. But to ſpeake truth, 
| This preſent greefe had wip'd itfrom my minde. 
"Goin with mc,and every man 

The apteft way for ſafety ,and revenge: 

Get Poſts, and Letters,and make Friends with ſpeed, 
Never ſo few,nor never yet more need. E xeant 


Scena Terta, 


Oo O— — 


Enter Falflaffe and Page. 
| Fal.Sirta,you giant,what ſaics the DoRt.to my water? 
| Pag. He (aid fir,the water it ſelfe was a healthy 


{ water:but for the party that ow'd it,he might have more 
| diſcaſes then he knew for. 


—_—_—————ﬀ — —_ a. 


Fal. Men of all ſorts take a pride to gird at mee : the | notthe Rebels wane Soldiers?Though ir be a ſhame to ve 


| braine of this fooliſh compounded Clay-man,is not able 
{ to invent any thing that tends to laughter , more then 1 
| inventor 1s irivented on me. 1 am not enely witty in my 
ſclfc, but the cauſe that wit is in other men. I doe heere 
walke before thee,like a Sow ,that heth o'rewhelm'd all 
her Litter, but one. If the Prince put thee into my Ser. 
vice tor any other reaſon, then toſct me off, why then 1 
have no x Sr Thou horſon Mandrake , thou art 
fitter to be worne in my cap, then'to wait at my hceles.l 
was never mann'd with an Agot till now : but I will ſet 
you neither in Gold, nor Siiver,bur in vilde apparell, and 
ſend you backe againe to your Maiſter,for a lewell. The 
Inxenal((the Prince your Maiſter ) whoſe Chin is hot yet 
fledg'd, 1 will ſooner have a beard grow in the Palme of 
my hand,then he ſhall get one on his cliecke : yet he will 
not ſticke to ſay, his Face is a Face-Rgyall. Heaven may 
finiſh it when he will, it is hot a haire amiſſe yet: he may 
keepe it {till as a Face-Royall, for a Barber ſhall never 
carne ſix pence out of itzand yet he will be crowingasit 
he had writ man ever ſince his Father wasa Batche}lour, 
He may keepe his owne Grace , but hee is almoit out of 
mine, 1 can aſſure him. What ſaid M. Dombledon , about 
the Satten for ſhort Cloake,and Slops? 

Pag. He ſaid (ir,you ſhould procure him better Aſſu- 
rance,then Bardo{fe:he would not take his Bond & yours, 
| he bk'd notthe Security. | 

Fat. Let him bee Sman'd like the Glutton, may his 
T bee hotter,a horſon eArchitopbel,a Raſcally-yca- 
torſooth-knave,tobeare a Gentleman in hand , and then 
ſtand upon Security ? The horſon ſmooth-pates do now 
weare nothing but high ſhooes, and bunches of Keyes at 
their girdles : and if a man is through with them in ho- 
neſt Taking-up , then they muſt ſtand upon Security : 1 
had as lice they would put Rats-bane in my mouth , as 
offer ro ſtoppe it with Security- 1 look*d he ſhould have 
ſent me two and twenty yards of Satten (as I am tre 
Knight) and be ſends me Security. Well,he may ſleep in 
Security,tor he hath the horne of Abundance : and the 
lightneſſe of his Wife ſhines through it , and yet cannot 
he ſee,though he have his owne Lanthorne to light him, 
Where's Bar dolfe? 

= . He's gone into Smithfield to buy your worſhip 
a horſe. 

Fal. T bought him in Paules,and hee'l buy mee a horſe 
in Smithfield. If Icould get mee a wife in the Stewes, | 
were Mann'd, Hors'd,and Wiv'd. 

Enter ( Tnefe Inflice, and Servant. : 

Pag. Sir, hecre comes the Nobleman that committed 
the Prince for ſtriking him,about Bardoſfe. 

Fal. Wait cloſe, willnor ſee him. 
Ch. Inft. What's he that goes there? 
Ser, Half and't pleaſe your Lordſhip. 


—_ — 


I CO 


b 
Inſt. He that was in queſtion for the Robbery? _ 
Ser. He my Lord,buthe hath ſince done good ſervice | 
at Shrewsbury : and(as I heareJis now going with ſome | 
Charge,to the Lord /obn of Lancaſter. | 
Inſt. What to Yorke?Call him backe againe, | 
Ser. Sir [obs Falfaffe. | 
Fal. Boy,tell —_— _ de be 
Pay. You mu e lowder,my Maifter is dcate, 
| Taft am ſure 4 the hearino of any thing ood. | 
Go plucke him by the Elbow,I muſt ſpeake with him- 


Ser. Sir John. 
Fal. What?a yong knave and beg?Is there not wars'ls 
there not imployment?Doth net the K.lack ſubzets? do 
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cncay ſide but one, it is worſe ſhame to begge , then to | unquict time,for your quict o're poſting that Action. 


be on the worſt fide, were it worſe then the name of Re- Fal. My Lord? pubs: Wolfe. 
bellion canrell how to make it. Inſt. But ſince all is wel,keepit ſo:wake nota fleeping 
Ser. You miſtake me Sir. Fal. To wakea Wolfe, is as bad as to ſmell a Fox. 


Fal. Why (ir? Did I ſay you were an honeſt man?Set- | Ju. What?you are as acandle,the berter parrburne out. 
ting my Knight-hood,and my Souldicrſhip afide, 1 had Fal.A Waſlcll-Candle,my Lord;all Tallow:if Idid fay 
lyed in,my throat, If had ſaid ſ0. - © | of wax,my growth would approvethe truth. - 

Ser. Ipray you(Sir) then ſer your Knighthood and | 4. There 1s not a white hawre on your face , but ſhould 
your Souldier-ſhip aſide ,and give mee leave to tell you, | have his eftc of gravity. 
ou lye in your throatzif you ſay I am any other then an | Fl. His efteR of grauy,grauy,grauy. | 
man, tuft. Youfollow the yong Prince up and downe, like 

Fal. I give thee leave to tell me ſo? 1 lay a-ſide-that | his evill Angell, 
which grows to me?If thou gert'ſt any leave of me,bang | Fal. Notſo(my Lord) your ill Angell is lights but 1 
me : if thou tak'ſt leave,thou wer't better be hang'd:you | hope, he that lookes upon mee , will take mee without, 


Hunt-counter, hence: Avant. | | weighing : and yer,in ſome reſpets1 grant, I cannot go: 
Ser. Sir,ay Lord would ſpeake with you. I cannot tell. Vertue is of ſolitrle regard in theſe Coſtor» 
Iaft. Sir lobn Fa/ſtaffe, a word with you- mongers;that true valor is turn'd Beare-heard. Pregnan- | 


Fal. My good Lord:give your Lordſhip good time of | cieis made a Tapfter, and hath his quicke wit wafted in 
theday, 1 am gladto ſce your Lordſhip abroad :I heard | giving —_ the other gifrs appertinent to man | 
fay your Lord(hip was ficke.I hope your Lordſhip goes | (as the malice of this Age ſhapes them)are not woorth a 
abroad by adviſe, Your Lordſhip (though not clean paſt Goeſeberry. Youthar are old , conſider not the Capaci- 
your youth)hath yer ſome ſmack of age in you:ſomerel- | tics of usthatare yong : you meaſure the hear of our Li- 
liſh of the taltneſſe of Time , and I moſt humbly beſeech | vers, with the birternes of your gals : and we that are in 
your Lordſhip,to havea reverend care of your health. the vaward of our youth, I muſt confeſſe are wagges too; 

luſt. Sir lob, 1 ſent for you before your Expedition, | J»f. Do you ſet downe your name in the ſcrowle of 
to Shrewsbury. youth, thatare written downe old, with all the Charac- 

Fat. If it pleaſe your Lordſhip, I heare his Majeſty is | tersotage ?jHave you not a moiſt cye?adry hand ? a yel- 
return'd with ſome diſcomfort from Wales. low cheeke?a white beard?a decrealing leg? anincrefing | 

luſt. 1 ralke not of his Majeſty : you would not come | belly?ls not your voice broken? your winde ſhorr?pour 
when 1 ſent for you? wit ſingle ?2and every part about you blaſted with Anti- 

Fal. And I heare moreover, his Highneſſeis falne into | quity?and wil you cal your ſelfe youg?Fy, fy,fy,fir lobn. 
this fame whorſon Apoplezie, (you. | Fal. My Lord,l was borne witha white head & fora- 

Tut. Well, heaven mend him-I pray let me ſpeak with | thing a round belly. For my voice,[ have loſt it with hal» 

Fal. This Apegions is(as I take it ) a kind of Lethar- | lowing and ſinging of Anthemes. To approve my youth 
gy,a ſleeping of the blood,a horſon Tingling. farther, I will not:the truth is , I am onely old in judge» 

Inſt. W hat tell you me of it?be it as it 15- ment and underſtanding,and he that will caper with mee 

Fal. It hath it originall from much greefe;from ſtudy | for athouſand Markesyet him lend me the mony,& have 
and perturbation of the braine. 1 have read the cauſe of | at him. For theboxe of thyeare that the Prince gave you, 
hiseffects in Gates. It isa kinde of deafeneſle. he gave it likea rude Prince, and yontooke it like a ſenſi- 

Inf. 1 thinke you are falne into the diſcaſe : For you | ble Lord.I have checkt him for ir, andthe yong Lion re- 
heare not what I fay'to you. pents: Marry not inaſhes and ſacke-cloath , but innew | 

Fal. Very well(my Lord) very well : rather an't pleaſe | Silke,andold Sacke. 4CT..4 
you) it is - & diſeaſe of not Liſltning , the malady of not Injt.W el,heaven ſend the Prince a better companion. 
Marking,that I am troubled withall. Fal. Heaven ſend EenTn a better PrincezI ci» 

Inft. Topuniſh you by the heeics , would amend the | notrid my hands of 
atenti6 of your cares,& I care no tif I be yone Phyſitian, Inft.W ell,the King hath ſever'd youand Prince Her. 

Fal. | am as pooreas len,my Lord ; but not fo Patient: r7, I heare yon are with Lord /obn of Lancaſter , a- 
your Lordſhip may miniſter the Potionof impriſonment gainſt the iſhop,and the Earle of Northumberland 
to me, in reſpet of Poverty : but how I ſhould bee your | Fat. Yes, I thanke your pretty ſweet wit for jt : but 
Patient,to follow your prelcriptions,the wiſe may make | looke you pray , (all you that kifle my Ladie Peace , ar 
ſome dram of a ſcruple,or indeed a (cruple it ſelte. bemeehes our Armies joyn not in a hot day:forif T take 

I»ft. 1 ſent for yow( when there were matrers againſt | bur two ſhirts out with me,and I meane not toſiveat ex. 


you for your life)ro ſpeake with me. traordinarily : if it bee a hot day , if 1brandifh any thing 
Fel. As I was thenadviſed by my learned Councell,in | but my Bottle , would I might never ſpit white againe: 
the lawes of this Land-ſervice, I did not come- There is not a dangerous Action can peepe out his d 


Iaft.Wel,the truth is(ſir /obn)you live in great infampy | but T am thruſt upon it. Well, l cannot laſt ever, / 
Fal-He that buckleshim in my bclt,canor live in lefle. luſt. Well,be honeſt,be hoacft and heaven bleſſe yuur 
Jeſt. our Meancs is very flender,and your wat great, | Expedition, . . | y 0. 43% 
Fal. I would it were otherwiſe : I would my Meanes | Fat. Will your Lordſhip lend mee athouſand pound, 
| were greater gnd ny {lenderer. to furniſh me forth? z; of | 
Inſt. You have miſled the yourhfull Prince. _ Toft. __ » not a peny : you are t00 impatient | 
Fat. The yong Prince hath miſled mee. I am the Fel- | to beare croſſes. Fare you well. Cominend mee tomy 
low with the great belly ,and he my Dogge- Coſin Weſtmerland. .. . Fs. Exit, 
left. Well, I amloth togall a new-heal'd wound;your | #4. If I doyfillop me with athree-man-Beetle, A man 
daies ſervice at Shrewsbury , hath a little gilded over | can nomore ſeparate Age and Coverouſaciſe, then he can 
your Nightsexploit onGads-hill. You may thankethe | part yong limbes and letchery : but the Gow: galles the | | 


ones {[, 
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greesprevent my curſes. Boy? 

Page. Sir. 

Fat. W hat money is in my purſc? 

Pag. Seven groats,and two pence. : 

Fal.I can get no remedy againſt this Conſumption of 
the purſe. Borrowing onely lingers , and lingers it out, 
but the diſeaſe is incureable. Gobeare this letter rowy 
Lord of Lancaſter,this tothe Prince, thistothe Earle of 
Weſtmerland , and this to old Miſtris Yrſaia, whome I 
have weekly ſworne to marry, ſince I perceiv'dthe firit 
white haire on my chin. About it : you know where to 
finde me. A pox of this Gowt,or a Gowr of this Poxe: 
for the one or th'other playes the rogue with my great 
toe : It is no matrer,if I do halt, I have the warres for my 
colour,and my Penſion ſhall ſeeme the more reaſonable: 

ood wit will make vſc of any thing : 1 willturne dif- 


to commodity. Exeunt. 
Scana Quarta. 
Emer eArchibiſhop, Haſtings, Mowbray nd 
. Lord 'Bardiife 


ardoffe. 
Ar. Thus have you heard our cauſes and know our 
And my moſt noble Friends,I pray youall (Means: 
Speake plainly your opinions of our hopes, 
And firit(Lord Marſhall) what ſay you to it? 
Agor. I well allow the occaſion of our Armes, 
But gladly would be better ſatisfied, 
How(in our Mcancs) we ſhould advance our ſelves 
To looke with forchcad bold and big enough 
Vpon + er puiſlance of Ing. o_ 
| Heft. Our preſcat Muſters grow 
To freandrweary hour men of choc: 


And our lies,live 
Of great <1, gu 


inthe 
ncenſed f _ 
Withan i Fire of Injuries. 
L,Ber-The queſtion then(Lord Hafftings)itandeth thus 
Whether our five and twenty and 
May without Northumberland: 
Haſt. With him, we may. 
L. Bar. I marty,there's the point: 
But if without him we be thoughrtoo feeble, 
— nm wn is, we ſhould not thgp too farre 
Till we had his Aſſiſtance by the and. 
Forina Theameſo Tn 
Conjeture, ExpeRation,and Surmuſe 
Of Aydes incertaine, ſhould not be admitted. = 
Areb."Tis very true Lord Bardotfe,for indeed 
It was yong Hoetſperres caſe , at Shrewsbury. 
L. Ber.It was(my Lord)who lin'd himſclte with hope, 
Eating the ayre,on promiſe of Supply, 
Flatt'ring himſelfe with ProjeR of a power, 
_ ; 9 then the ſmalleſt of his Thoughts, 
ow imagination 
(P da his Powers to death, 
winking)leap'd into deftrution. 
Hafe. But(by your leave) it never yet did hurt, 
To lay downe likely-hoods,and formes of hope. 
| L£. Ber. Yes, if this preſent uality of warre, 
Indeed the inſtant atton:a cauſe on foot, 
Lives ſ0in hope: As in an carly Spri 
Weſeceth'appearing buds, whichto fruite, 


Hope gives not ſo much >1 
Thihoſts will bitethe n. When we meance robuild, 
| We firſt furvey the Plot, thendraw the Modell,-') 


one,and the pox pinches the other ; and ſo both the De- | 


1 


And when we ſce the figure of the houſe, 
Then muſt we rate the colt of the Erection, 
W hich if we finde out-weighes Ability, 
What do wethen,but draw a-new the Modell 
In fewer offices? Or at leaſt, deſiſt 
To builde atall ? Much more, inthis great worke, 
(Which is (almoſt) to plucke a Kingdome downe, 
Andſct another up)ſhould we ſurvey 
The plot of Situation,and the Modell; 
Content upon a ſure Foundation: 
Queſtion Surveyors, know our owneeſtate, 
How able ſuch a Worke to undergo, 
To weigh againſt his lite?Or elle, 
We tfortific in Paper,and in Figures, 
Viing the Names of men, inſtead of men: 
Like one, that drawes the Modell of a houſe 
ond his power to builde it z who(halfe through) 
Giveso're,and leaves his red Colt 
A naked ſubjeR to the eping Clouds, 
And waſte , for churliſh Winters tyranny- 
Haft. Grant that our hopes(yet likely of faire birth) 
Should be ſtill-borne : and that we now poſlcſt 
The utmoſt man of expeRation: 
I thinke we are a Body ſtrong enough 
(Evenas weareJto equall withthe King. 
L. Bar. W hat is the Kivg but five & twenty thouſand? 
Hf. To us no more:nay not ſo much Lord Bardeffe, 
For his diviſions(as the Times do _ 
, Are in three Heads:one Power againſt the French, 
And one againſt Q/eudowey : Perforce a third 
Muſt take up us:So is the unfirme Ki 
In three divided:and his Coffers 


Wirth hollow inceſſe. 

Av-That hc Aer Lang 'ory non ſtrengths togerher 
And come againlt us in full puiſſance, 
Need not be dreaded. | 


Hf. If he ſhould doſo, 
He leaves his backe unarm'd,the French,and Welch 
Baying him at the heeles:never feare that. 
L. Bar. Who is it like ſhould lead his Forces hither? 
aint the Welſh himſelf Hoy Citroen: 
Againit the W ml Harry CMonmonth. 
But whois ſubſticuted he French, 
I haveno certaine notice. 
eArch. Letus on: 
And publiſh the occaſion ef our Armes. 
The Common-wealth is ſicke of their owne Choice, 
Their over-greedy love hath ſurfetted: 
An habitation giddy, and unſure 
Hath hethar buildeth on the vulgar hearr. 
O thon fond Many, with what loud applauſe 
Did'ſt thou beate heaven with bleſſing Bulin e, 
Before he was, what thou would'ſt have him 
And being now trimm'd up in thine owne deſires, 
————_— Feeder )art \'> full of him, 
That thou prouok'ſt thy izlfe to caſt him up. 
So,{o,(thou common Dogge)did'ſt thou diſgorge 
Thy glutton-boſome of the Royall Richard, 
And now thou would'ſt eate thy dead vomit UP, 
And how!'ſtro finde it. Whattruſt is in theſe Times? 
They,that when Kiberdliv'd, would have him dyc, 
Are now become enamour'd on his grave. 


Cri'ſt now, O Earth, yeeld us that King againe, 


__ 
rn —————————— 
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And take thou this( O thoughts of men accurs'd) 
«Paſt, and to come ſermes beſt ; things Preſens,worſt. 

| Mow. Shall we go draw our numbers, and fer on? 

Haſt. We are Times ſubjets,and Time bids,be gon. 


" Mtlus Secundus.S cena Prima, A 


| — 


_ 


Enter Hoſtefſe, with rwo Officers, Fang, and Snare. 
Hoiteſſe. y—_ zhave you mers Action? 
Fare. Ic iS enter . 
Hol. Where's your Yeoman? Is ita luſtly yeoman? 
Will he ſtand ro it? 
Faapg. Sirrha,where's Snare? 

H . I,I, goood M. Snare. 

Snare. Heere. heere. Y 

Fang. Snare, we muſt Arrelt Sir ſobn Falftaſfe. 

Heſt. I good M. Suare,1 have enter'd him, and all. 

$n.!t may chance coſt ſome of usour lives:he wil (tab 

Hoſt. Alas the day : take heed of him : he ſtabd me in 
mine owne houſe, and that molt beaſtly : he cares nor 
what miſcheefe he doth , if his weapon be out. He will 
foyne like any divell, he will ſpare neither man, woman, 
nor childe. | 

Far, If | can Cloſe with him,I care not for his thruſt. 

Hoſt. Nognor I neither: le be at your elbow. 
, Fang. If L but fiſt him once:if he come bur within my 

ice 


Heft. T am undone with his going :I warrant he js an 
infinitive thing upon my ſcore.Good M. Fang hold him 
\ ſure:good M. Szere let him not ſcape,he comes continu- 
antly to PyCorner(ſaving your manhoods ) to buy a fad- 
de, and hee is inditedto dinner to the Lubbars head in- 
Lombard(treet to M- Smnoorher the Silkman, I pra'ye ſince 
my Exion is enter*d,and my Caſe (o openly known tothe 
world,let him be brought in to his anſwer: A 100. Mark 
is long one, for a poore lone woman to beare:& I have 
borne,and borne,and borne , and have bin tub'd off , and 
tub'd-off, from rhis day to that day, that it is a ſhame to 
be thought on. There is no honeſty in ſuch dealing,unles 
2 woman ſhould be made an Aſſe anda Bealt , tobeare e- 
very Knaves wrong. ;. Enter Falſtaſſe and Ear dolſe. 
Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmeſcy-Noſe Bo- 
d/fe with him, Do your Orfices,do your offices; M.Fang, 
& M. Szare,do mc,do me, do me your Orhces. 
Fa.How now? whoſe Mare's dead? what's the matter? 
Fang. Sir [obm,] arreſt you,at the ſuit of Miſt. Qnick/y. 
Fal. Away Varlets,draw Bardo/fe:Cut me off the Vil- 
lines head:throw the Queane in the Channe!. 
Fc hea x me inthe channell?1le yonrebng there. 
: thou? wilt thou? baſtardly Cc er,mure 
der,O thou Hony-ſuckle vileine,wikechou kill Gods of. 
_ _ he Kings?O | ph Rogue, thou art 
4 hony ſeed, a Man-queller, and a woman-queller, | 
Fal. Keep them off, Bardoſſſe. Fox: Arecſcu,a reſcu- 
| Hef. Good people bring a f{cu- Thou wilt not?thou 
= not? Doc,doe thou Rogue:Doe thou nap... 
_ Fay. Away you Scullion you Rampallian, you Fuſti 
lirian:Ile tucke your Cataſtrophe. Emer , Ch, luftice, 
Init. What's the matrer?Keepe the Pence here, hoa. 
Heft. Good my Lord be good to mee. I beſeech you 
ſtand to me. PI 
Cb.Is.How now ſir Job»? What are you braulinghere? 
Doth this become your place,your time,and bulineſle? 
You ſhouid have bene well on your way to Yorke. 
Stand from him Fellow, wherefore hang'(t upen him? 


DB ——_ 


| 


Hoſt. Oh my moſt worſhipfull Lord,and'r pleaſe your 
Grace, I ama poore widdow of Eaſtcheap , and he is ar- 
reltedat my ſuit. Ch, luſt. ror what fume? 

Heff. It is more then for ſome(my Lord)ic is for al:al 
I have, he hath catcn me out of houſe and home?hee hath 
px all my ſubſtance into that far beily of his : but I will 

ave ſome ot it out againe , or I will ride thee o'Nights, 
like the Mare. 
Fad. I thinke I am as like to ride'the Mare,if I haveany 
vantage of ground,to get up. 

Cb. [uſt. How co nes this, Sir John? Fy,what a man of 
good temper would endure this tempeſt of exclamation? 
Ate younot aſham'd to inforce a poore \W iddowe :0 fo 
rough a courſe,to come by her owne? 

Fal. W hat is the groflc ſumme that I owethee? 

Hoſt. Marry(it thou wer't an honeſt man)thy ſelfe, & 
the mony tvo. Thou didſt fweare romee upona parcetl 
gilt Goblet, ſitting in my Do!phin-chamber at the round 
table,by a ſea-cole fire,on Wedneſday in W hitfon week, 
when the Prince brok thy head for lik'ning him to a fin- 
ging man of W indfor;thou did(t fwcare to me then (as I 
was waſhing thy wound)ro marry me,and make me m 
Lady thy wite. Canſt y deny it?D1d noe goodwite K 


the Butchers wife come in then,and cal me gullip Quick- 


t?comming in to borrow a melile of Vincgar:t as, 
ſhe had a gooddith of Prawnes:whereby Y did(t bole to 
cat ſome : whereby I rold fhee they were ill tora greene 
wound? And didſt not thou (when ſhe was gone downe 
ſtaires)defire me to be no more familiar with ſuch poore 
e,laying,that cre long chey ſhould call me Madam? 
And did'it y not kiſſe me, and bid mee fetch thee 30. g@1 
put thee now to thy Book-oath,deny it if thou cant? 
Fal. My Lord,this isa poore mad ſoule : and ſhe ayes 
up & downe the town, that her eldeſt ſon is like you.She 
hath bin in good caſe,& the truth is,pouerty hath diſtra- 
Red her : but for theſe fooliſh Orhicers,] beſeech you, I 
may have redrefle againlt them. 


»/t. Sir lobm,(ir lobn,l am well acquainted with your | 


- 


maner of wrenching the true caule,the talle way.Itisnot 
4 confident brow, nor the throng of wordes, that come 
with ſuch(more then impudent )lawcines from you,can 
thruſt me trom a levell conſideration, I know you hba' 
practis'd upon the cafie- yeelding {pirit of this woman. 

Hoſt. es in troth my Lord. 

Inf. Prethee peace:pay her the debt you owe her, and 
unpay the villany you have done her:the one you may do 
with ſterling mony,& the other with currant repentance, 

Fal. My Lord,1 will not undergo this ſneape without 
reply. You call honorable Boldnes,igmpudent Sawcines; 
Ia man will curt'fic,and ſay nothing,he is vertuous:No, 
my Lord(your humble duty remEbred)I wil not be your 
ſutor.I ſay to you, I deſire deliv'rance from theſe Othcers 
being upon haſtly employment in the Kings Afaires, 

Iuft. You ſpeake,as having power to do wrong : But 
anſwer in the cffe&t of your Reputation , and ſatisfic the 
poore woman. 

Fal. Come hither Hoſteſſe. Enter M. Gower, 

Ch. Int, Now Maſter - W hat 1ewes? 

, Gaw.The King(my Lord) and Henry Prince of Wales 
Are necreat handsThe ref the Paper telles. 

Fal. As I am a Gentleman» 

Heft. Nay,you ſaid ſo before. | "20 
Fal.As 1 am a Gentleman.Come,no more words of it. 
Hoſt. By this Heavenly ground I tread 3n, | mult bee 
faineto pawne both my Plate, and the Tapiitry of my dy- 

:n6 Chat! 


_ : 3 "Bd. 
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Fal. Glaſſes, glaſſes,is the onely drinking : and for thy 
walles apretty ſlizht Droltery, or the Story of the Pro- 
digal,or the Germane hunting in Water worke;is worth 
athouſand of theſe Bed-hangings , and theſe Flybitten 
Tapiſtries.Let it be ten pound(if thou canſt.) Come, if it 
were not for thy humors, there is not a better Wench in 
England.Go,waſh thy face;and draw thy Ation:Come, 
thou muſt notbe in this humour with me,come,I know 
thou was't ſet on to this. 

Hoſe. Prethee(Sir lobn)let it be but twenty Nobles, I 
amloath to pawne my Plate,in good carneſt la. 

Fal. Let it alone ,and make other ſhift : you'l be a fool 
ſul. | 

Hof, Well , you ſhall have it although I pawne my 
—_ I hope you'l come to Supper : You'lpay me al- 
regether? 

al Will I live ? Go with her , with her : hooke-on, 
hooke-on. 
Hoſt, Will you have Doll Texre-ſheet mect you atſup» 

? 


Fal. No more words. Let's have her. 

Ch. Inft. I have heard bitrer newes. 

Fal. What's the newes( my Lord?) 

(b: Inft. Where lay the King laſt night? 

Meſ. At Baſingſtoke my Lord. | 

Fl. I hope(my Lord ) all's well, What is the newes 
my Lord? 

Ch. Is. Come all his Forces backe? 

CMeſ. No: Fifteene hundred Foot, five hundred Horſe 
Are march'd up to my Lord of of Lancaſter, 

Againſt Northumberland,and the Archbiſhop. 

Fal. Comes the King backe from Wales,my noble L? 

Ch, Is. You ſhall have Letters of me preſently. 
Come goalong with me, good M. Gowre. 

Fal. My Lord. + 

(. Is. W hat's the matter? 

Fal. Maiſter Gowre , ſhall I entreate you with me to 
dinner? 
Gow.I muſt waite upon my good Lord here. 
I thanke you,good Sir /obn. 
Ch. In. Sir ſobn, you loyter heere too long, being you 
are totake Souldiers up,in Countries as you go. 

Fal. Wiil you = with me,Maiſter ef 

Ch. Inſt. What tooliſh Maiſter taught you theſe man- 
ners,Sir [obn? 

Fal. Maiſter Gowre, if they become mee not, he was a 
Foole that taught them mee. This is the right Fencing 
grace(my Lord) tap for tap,and ſo part faire. 

C. Is, Nowt lighten thee,thou art agreat 
Foole. 


Scana Secunda, 


Enter Prince Hear Points, Bardeſ, 


age 
Prin, Truſt me, Iam exceeding weary- 
Poin, Is it come to that? I had thought wearines durſt 
not have attach'd one of fo high blood. 
=— doth it diſcoloursthe complexion 


Greatneſſe to acknowledge it. Doth it not ſhew 
y in me, to deſire ſmall Beexe? 
Poin. Why , a Prince ſhould not be ſolooſely ſtudied, 


| 


| 


as toremember ſo weake a Compoſition. 

Prince, Belike then , my Appetite was not Princely 
got : for (in troth)1l do now remember the poore Crez. 
ture ,Smali Beere, Bur indeede theſe humble conſidera. 
tions make me out of love with my greatneſſe. What a 
diſgrace is it to me,to remember thy name?Or to know 
thy face to morrow ? Or torake note how many paire of 
Silk ſtockings thou haſt?(Viz-theſe, and thoſe that were 
thy peach-colour'd ones: ) Or to beare the Inventory of 
thy ſhirts, as one for ſuperfluity,and one other,for uſe. 
But that the Tennis-Court-keeper knowes better then 1, 
for it is a low ebbe of Linnen with thee, when thou kees 
_ not Racket there,as thou haſt not doe a great while, 

ecauſe the reſt of thy Low Cauntries, have made a ſhift 
to cate up thy Holland. 

Pom. How ill it followes,after you have labour'd (0 
hard, you ſhould ralke ſo idlely?Tell me how many good 
yong Princes would do ſo,their Fathers lying ſo 72 oy 
yours 1s? 

Prin. Shall I tell thee one thing, Pointz? 

Poin, Yes:and let it beanexcellent good thing. 
Prin, It ſhall ſerveamong wittes of no higher breed- 
10g then thine. 

Pom. Go to : I ſtand the puſh of your one thing, that 
youlrell, 

Pris. Why, I tell thee, itis not mect,that I ſhould be 
ſad now my Father is ficke : albcit I could tellto thee(as 
to one it pleaſes me, fot fault of a better,to cal my friend) 
I could be fad,and fad indeed too. * 

Pomn, Very hardly {ucha ſubjeR. 

Prin, Thou think'it me as farre in the Divels Book, as 
thou,and Faiſtaffe,for obduracy and perſiſtency. Lerthe 
end try the man. Bur I tell thee,my heart bleeds inward- 
ly,that my Father is ſo fick:and keeping ſuch vild com- 
pany asthou art, hath in reaſon raken from me, all oſten- 
tation of ſorrow. 

Poin, The reaſon? F 

Pr. What would'ſt thon think of me,if 1 ſhould weep? 

Poin, I Would think thee a molt Princely hypocrite. 

Prin, It would be every mans thought : and thou art 
a bleſſed Fellow , to thinke as every man thinkes:never a 
mans thought in the world,;keopes the Rode-way berter 
then thine: every man would think me an H ite in- 
deede. And what accites your moſt worſhiptul thought 
tothinke ſor 

Poin, Why,becauſe you have beene ſolewde , and fo 


much ingraffed to Falſtaffe, 

Frin. And to thee. 

Points. Nay, I am well ſpoken of, I can heare it with 
mine own eares:the worſt that they can ſay of me is,that 


I am a ſecond Brother,and that I am a proper Fellowe of 
my hands:and thoſe two things I confeile I cannot helpe- 


Looke,looke, here comes 8 b 

Prince. And the Boy that 1gave Faiſtaffe , he had hiw | 
from me Chriſtian, and ſee if the fat villain have not | 
trans form'd him Ape. 


Enter Bardolſe, 
_ Save your co_ oble dotfe 
1... And yours,molt Noble Baraolfe, 

Poin, Corleyea pernitious Aﬀe , you behful Foole, 
muſt you be bluſhing? Wherefore bluſh youtiow ? what 
a Maidenly man at Armes are you become ? Is it fucha 
matter to geta Pottle-pots Maiden-head? 

Page. He call'd me even now (my Lord h ared 


Latrice,and I could diſcerne no part of his face tr the 


w 
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window : at laſt I ſpy'd his cycs, and me thaught he had 
made two holes inthe Ale-wives nevy Petticoat,and pec- 
ped throug h. 

Prin, Hath not the boy prokted? 

Bar. Away,you borſon upright Rabbet,away. 

Page. Away,youraſcally 4 dreame, away« 

Prin, Inſtruct us Boy ; what dreame,Boy ? 

Fag. Mary(my Lord ) Altheadream'd , ſhe was deli- 
ver dof a Firebrand, 

Prince. A Crownes-worth of goud Interpretation: 
There it is, Boy. 

Poin. O that this good Bloſlome could bee kept from 
Cankers : Well, there is ſix pence to preſerve thee. . 
Bard. If you do not make him be hang'd among you, 
the gallowes ſhall be wrong'd. 

Prin, And how doth thy Maiſter,Bardo(ph? 

Bw. Well, my good Lord: he heard of your Graces 
comming to Towne. There's a Letter for you. ; 

Prin. Deliver'd with good reſpeR:And how doththe 
Martlemas, your Maiſter? 

Bad. Inbodily health Sir. 

Poin. Marry , the immortall part needes a Phyfitian: 


not. 

Prix. I do allow this Wen to be as familiar with me, 
as my dogge . and he holds his place , for looke you he 
writes» 

Poin, Letter, Jobn Faiſtaſfe Knight ( Every man muſt 
know that;as oft as he hath occa{ion to name himlelte:) 
Even like thoſe that are kinne to the King, for they never 

ricke their finger; but they ſay is{om of the kings 
blood {pilt. How comes that (ſayes he ) that takes upon 
him not to conceive? the anſwer is as ready as a borrow- 
cd cap : Iam the Kings Colin,Sir, ; 

Prin, Nay, they will be kin to us , but they willferch 
itfrom /apher.Bur tothe Letter; —_—— Ss lohn Faſſtaffe, 
Knight, to the Sonne of the King , neereſt his Father , Harry 


Prince of Wales. ny. 

Pon. Why -s is a Certificate, 

Prin. Peace. | 
I will imuare the honourable Romaines in brevity. 

Poin. Sure he mcanes brevity in breath:ſhort-winded. 
I comme nd me to thee , 1 commend thee, and 1 leave thee. Bee 
not too familiar with Pointz , for hee miſuſes thy Favours ſo 
much that he ſweares thow art to marry his Siſter Nell. Re- 
pent at idle times as thow maiſt, and ſo farewell. 

Thine,by yea and no : which (8 as much 41 to ſay,ar thou 
wſeſt him. lacke Falſtaffe with my F amiliars: 
Iohn with my Brothers and Siſter 305 Sir 
lohn, wich all Europe. 
My Lord,[ will ſteepe this Letter in Sack,and make him 
cate 1k, 

Prin, That's to make him eate twenty of his Words. 
Butdo you uſe me thus N ed? Mult 1 your Siſter? 

Pom. May the Wench have no worſe Fortune. But I 
neverſaid ſo, y/ 

Pris. Well, thus we play the Foole with the time and 
the ſpirits of the wiſe, fit in the clouds, and mocke us:1s 
your Maiſter heere in London? 

Bard. Yes my Lord. 


_ e? | 
«4d. Atthe old place my Lord, in Eaſt-chcape; 
Prin, What iCompany? : 
Page. Epheſians my Lord,of the old Church. 
Prin, Sup any women with him? 


1; & 


but that moves not him : though that bee ſicke , it dyes 


therefore I call him hir dream- | 


| 
| 


Prix. Where ſuppes he? Doth the old Bore , teade in | 


( There's for your filence. 


Page. None my Lord,but old Miſtris Pmckly, and M. 
DoltT, bee.” __ 
Prin. W hat Pagan may that be? 4 
Page. A proper Gentlewoman,Sir, and a Kinſwoman 
| of my Mailters. 
| Pres. Even ſuch Kin, as the Pariſh Heyfors are to the 
—_—— | 
Shall we ſteale upon them(MNed)at Supper? 
= - am == —_—_ Lord "Ile follow YOu. 
rm. Sirrha,you boy, and Bar ,no word t 
Maiſter that I am yet in Towne. "__ "IE 


Bw. 1 havenotongue,ſir. 

Page. And for mine Sir, I willgoverne it. 
Prin, Fare ye well:go. 
This Doll Teare-ſreert ſhould be ſome Rode. | 

Pezx. I warrant you, as common as the way betweene 
$. Albans,and London. 
Prin. How might we ſce Falifteffe beſtow hiaſelfeto 


night,in histruc colours,and not our ſelves be ſcenc? 
Porn, Put on two Leather Terkins , and Aprons , and 
waite upon him at his Table,like Drawers. 

Prin. Fromagod ,to a Bull? A heavy declenſion : Ie 
was Ioves caſe. From a Prince,toa Prentice ,a low tranſ- 
formation,rhat ſhall be mine:for in every thing, the pur- 
poſe muſt weigh with the folly. Follow me Ned. Exexnt. 


Scena Tertia; 


—__ OAT 


Enter Northumberl4Md,þis 
"* Percies Lg Fs "Y 


North. I prethee loving Wife, and gentle Daughter, 
Give an even way vnto my rough Afﬀaires: 
Pat not you on the viſage of the Times; . pu 
And belike them to Percie, troubleſome. F 
» Wife. I have given over, I will peakeno more, 
Do what you will: your W iſedome,be your guide. 

- Ner. Alas(ſweet Wifte)my Honor is at pawne, 
And bur my going, nothing can redeeme it. 

La. Oh yet, tor heavens ſake,go not totheſe Warrs; 

The Time was(Father)when you broke your word, 

W hen you were more endeer'd tv it,then now, 
When your owne Percie, when my heart deere- Harry, 
Threw many a Northward looke,to ſee his Father 
Bring up his Powres:but he did long in vaine. 
Who then per{ſwaded you to ſtay at home? 
There were two Honors loſt; Y ours, and your Sonnes. 
For Yours,may heavenly glory brightenit: 
For His,it ſtucke upon him,as the Sunne 
In the gray vault of Heaven:and by bis Lighe 
Did all the Cheualry of England move : 
To do brave Acts. He was(indeed)the Glaſſe - 
W hereinthe Noble-Yeuth did drefle themſelves. | 
He had no ,that practic'd not his Gate: 
And ſpeaking thicke( which Nature made his blemiſh) | 
Became the Accentsof the Valiant. 
For thoſethat could ſpeake low,and tardily, 
Would turne their qwne Pertetton, to Abuſe, 
To ſeeme like him, So that in Speech,in Gate, 
In Diet, in Aﬀections of delight, 


| In Military Rules, Humors of Blood, 


_te\ 


_ ———.. 
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He was the Marke,and Glaſſe, Coppy,and Booke, 
That faſhion'd others. And him, O wondreus!him, 
O Miraclc of Mcn!Him did you leave 
(Second to none) un-leconded by you, 
To looke upon the hideous god of Warre, 
In diſ-advantage;to abide a held, 
Where nothing but the ſound of Hotſpwrs Name 
Did ſeeme defenſible ; fo you left him. 
Never,O never doc his Ghoſt the wrong, 
To hold your Honor more preciſe and nice 
With others,then with him. Let them alone: 
The Marſhall and the Arch-biſhop are ſtrong; 
"Had my fweet Harry had but halte their Numbers; 
Today might I( hanging on Hetſpwrs Necke) 
Have talk'd of Monmonth's Grave. 
North, Beſhrew your heart, 
(Faire Daughter) you doe draw my ſpirits from me, 
With new lamenting ancient Over-f1ghts. 
But I muſt goe, and mcet with Danger there. 
Orit will ſeeke me in another place, 
And fiade me worle provided. 
wife. O fiye to Scotland, 
Till that the Nobles,and the armed Commons, 
Have of — os wa litte hs. _ 
jay. It t et ground, and vantage , 
_—_—_ yrs them, like a Ribbe of Steele, 
To make Strength ſtronger. Bur,for all our loves, 
Firſt let them trye thearſelves. So did your Sonne; 
He was ſo ſuffer'd;{o came I a Widow: 


Toraineupon Remembrance with mine Eyes, 

That it may grow,and {prowt,as high as Heaven, 

For Recordation to my Noble Husband. 'Y 
Nor. Come,come,go in with me :'tis with my Minde 


| As with theTyde,{well'd up unto his height, 


That makes a (till-ſtand, running ncther way. 
Faine would I goc to meer the Arch-biſhop, 

But many thouſand Reaſons hold me backe. 
I will re(olve for Scotland:there am 1, 


Till Tune and Vantage crave my company. Exennt. 


—  ——_—— 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter two Drawer i: 


I. Drawer. What haſt thou brought there ? Apple- 
Tohns? Thou know it Sir /ob» cannot endure an Apple- 
John. 

2. Drew. T hou ſay" true : the Prince once ſet a Diſh 
of Applc-lohns before him,and told kim there were five 
more Sir /obns : and, putting off his Hat,ſaid, I will now 
take my leave of thele fixc drie , round , old-wither'd 
Knights. It anger'd him to the heart : but hee hath for- 

that. 
6" wal Why then covcr,and ſet them downe : and | 
ſee if thou canſt finde out Sneakers Noylc ; Miltris T eare- 
{beer would fainc have ſome Muſique. 

2. Draw. Sirrha, hcere will be che Prince,and Maiſter 
Points, anon : and they will put on two of our Ierkins, 
and Aproas, and Sir ſob» mult not know of it + Bardelph 
hath brought word. 

1. Draw. Then hcre will be old Urss : it will be at 
exccllcat ſtratagem. . 


— —_—— 


And never ſhall have length of Life enough, | 


cellenr 


Do — 


2, Draw. lic (ce if [ can finde out Sneake. Ex, 


Emer Hoſteſſe,and Dol. 


F COR_—_— f rol ein iN an ex» 
crality : your tes AS Extra. 

ordinarily , ons would deſire ; and your Colour ( 1 
warrant you) is asredas any Roſe : But you have drunk 
too much Canaries, and that's a marvellous ſearchi 
Wine ; and it perfumes the blood, ere we can fay what's 
this. How doe you now? 

Dol. Better then 1 was : Hem, 

Heſt. Why that was well faid: A good heart's worth 
Gold. Looke, here comes Sir /obn. 


Emter Falſtaffe. 


Faift.s hen « Arthur firſt in Court<(empty the Iordan) 
and was a worthy King: How now Miltris Do!. 

Heft. Sick of a Calme: yea,g00d-ſonth. 

Fal. So isall her SeR : if they bee once in a Calme, 
they are ſick. | 

Dol. You muddy Raſcall, is that all the comfort you 
give me? 

Fal. You make fat Raſcalls,Miſtris Dol, _ 
Dol. T make themeGlutrony and Diſcaſcs make them, 
I make them not. 

Fal. If the Cooke make the Gluttony , you liclpeto 
make the Diſcaſes(Del) we catch of you(Do!) we catch 
of you:Grant thar , my poore Vertue, grant that. 

Dol. 1 marry,our Chaynes,and our Iewels. | 

Faſft. Your Brooches , Pearles, and Owches : Forto 
ſerve bravely,is to come off : you know,to come 
off the Breach, with his Pike bent bravely, and to Surge- 


ry bravclic ; to venture upon the tharg'd-Chambers 


bravely. | | 

Hoſt. Why this is the olde faſhion : you two never 
meete , but you fallto ſome diſcord : you are both ( in 
good troth ) as Rheumatike as two dric Toſtcs, you 
cannot one beare with anothers Confirmities, What 
the good-yere ? One muſt beare , and that muſt bee you: 
_— the weaker Veſlell , as they ſay , the emptier 
VellclF, l 

Det. Can a weake emptic Veſſell beare ſuch a huge 
foll Hogs» head ? There's a whole Marchants Venture 
of Burdeux - Stuffe in him: you have not ſcene a Hulke 
better ſtufft in the Hold. Come, Ile be friends with thee 
lacks : Thou art going tothe Warres, and whether 
ſhall ever lee thee againe, or no, there is- no body 
CArCs- 
Emter Dy awer. 


Draw. Sir, Ancient Pifoll is below, and would ſpcake 
with you. 
Det. Hang him , ſwag8gering Raſcall , let him not 
= hither : it isthe foule-mouth'dit Rogue in Eng- 
land- 


Hoſt. If hee { er, let him not come here : I mult 
liveamongſt my Neighbors, IenoS$ ers : Jam 
in good name, and fame, with the very beſt : ſhut the 


doore, there comes no $ heere : I have not 
liv'dall this while, to ho D—— now : ſhut the 
doore, I Pe, . | 
Fal. Do heare, Hoſteſſe? 
Heſt.”Pray you pacific your ſelf(Sir Jobm)there comes 
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no Swageerers hecre. 
bay Fal.Do'lt | 
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Falſt. Do'ſt thou heare?it is mine Ancient. ; Bard. Pray thee go downe, good Ancient. 
Hep. Tilly-fally(Sir /obn)never tell me , your ancient | Falf. Hearke thee hither, Miſtris Dot. 
$waggerer comes not in my doores.I was before Maſter Pit, Not 1 : Itellthee what, Bardoph, 1 
Tifek.the Deputy , the other day:andas hee ſaid to mee, | could teare her : lie be reveng'd on her. 
it was no longer agoe then W y laſt; Neighbour | Page. 'Pray thee goe downe. 
Qnickly({ayes hee;)Mailter Dowbe,our Miniſter, was by Psft. Ile ſee her Feno'd firſt : to Plato's damn'd Lake, 
then : Neighbour Pmicky(fayes hee ) receivethole that | tothe Infernall Deepe,where Erebus and Tortures vilde 
are Civill ; for(fayth hee ) you are in an ill Name : now | alſo. Hold Hooke and Line , fay 1: Downe : downe 
hee ſaid ſo, I can tell whereupon : for(fayes hee)youare ——_— Fates: have wee not Hiren here? 
an honeſt Woman,and well t on; therefore take «ft. Good Captaine Pevſel be quiet , it is very late: | 
heede what Gueſts you receive : Receive(ſayes hee)no | Ibeſecke you now, aggravate your Choler. 
(waggering jons-There comes none heere. You Psſt. T hele be good Humors indeede. Shall Packe- 
would blefſe you ro heare what hee ſaid. No, Ile no | Horſes, and hollow-pamper d Iades of Aſia, which can- 
Swaggerers- not gce but thirty miles a day, compare with Caſar, and 
Falft.Hee's no —_— (Hoſteſſe:)a tame Cheater, | with Caniballs, and Troian Greekesnay , rather damne 
hee : you may ſtroake him as gently , as a ag,” them with King Cerberss , and let the Welkin roare: ſhal 
hound : hee will not ſwagger with. a B ne, if | weefall foule for Toyes? 
her feathers ture backe in any 'ſhew of refiltance. Call Hoſt. By my troth Capraine , theſe are very bitter 
him up(Drawer.) words. 
Heit. Cheater , call you him? I will barre no honeſt Bard. Be gone , good Ancient : this will grow toa 
man my hauſe, nor no Cheater : but I donor love ſwag- | Brawle anon. 
gering ; I am the worſe when one ſayes , ſwagger : Feele | © P5f.Dic men, like Dogges;give Crownes like Pinnes: 
Maiſters, how I ſhake : looke you, I warrant you. Have wee not Hires here? 
Dol. So you doe, Hoſteſle. | Hoſt. On my word(Captaine) there's none ſuch here. 
Heft.Doe I 2 yea, in very truth doe I,if it were an Aſ- | What the good-yere, doe youthinke I would denie her? 


Leafe:I cannotabide Swaggerers. I be N 
_u | 08. Then foed,and be fat(my faire Calipabs.) Come, 
Emer Piſtol, and Bardolph and bis Boy. give me ſome Sack, $5 fortune me tormente, ſperato me con- 
texte. Feare wee broad-fides? No, let the Fiend give fire: 
Pift, *Save you,Sir lohn, | Give me ſome Sacke : and Sweet-heart lye thou there: 


Falſt, Welcome Ancient P5ſtel. Here(P5ſtol)I charge | Come wee to full Points here ; and are & geters's n+ 
you with a Cup of Sacke : do you diſcharge upon mine | thing? 
Holteſle. Fal. Piſtel, I would be quiet. | 

Piſt. 1 will diſcharge upon her ( Sir Job» ) with two Pift. Sweet Knight, kific thy Neaffe: what ? wee have 
Bullets. ſcene the ſeven Starres. 

Falſt. She is Piſtoll-proofe (Sir) you ſhall hardly of- Del. Thruſt him downe ſtayres, I cannot endure ſuch 
fend her. 4 Fuſtian Raſcall. 
Heſt. Come, Ile drinkeno Preofes,nor no Bullets : I Pift. Thruſt him downe ſtayres?know we not Gallo» 


will drinke no more then will doe me good, forno mans | way Nagges? 
plealure, I. Fal. Quoir him downe ( Bardoþb) like a ſhove-groat 
Piſt. Then to you ( Miſtris Dororbve ) I will charge _ : _ | doe nothing but ſpeake nothung, hee 
you. not e 
Dol. Charge me? I ſcorne you ( {curuy Companion) Baed. Come, get you downe ſtayres. 
what ? you poore, baſe, raſcally, cheating, ea Pift. W hat ? ſhall wee have Incifion? ſhall wee em- 
| Mate: away you mouldy Rogue , away , 1am meat for | brew? then Death rocke me — abridge my doleful 
your Maſter. dayes : why then let grievous,galtly , gaping Wounds, 
Piſt.I know you, Miſtris Dorothy. untwind'd the Siſters three:Come eAtropes,l lay. 
Det. Away you Cut-purſe Raſcall , you filthy , | Heſft.Heere's good ſtuffe toward, 
Wway:By this Wine, Ile thruſt my Knife in your mouldy Fal. Give me my Rapicr, Boy. 
Chappes, if you play the ſawcy Curttle with me. Away | Dol: I prethee /acks,[ prerhee doe not draw. 
you Botrle-Ale Raſcall, you Basket-hile ſtale Iugler, you. Fal. Get you downe ftayres. ? 
Since when, I pray you, Sir-? what, with two Points on Hoſt. Here's a goodly tumult : lle forſweare keeping 
your ſhoulder ? much, hoaſe, before lle be in theſe tirrits,and frights. So : Mur- | 
=s will _ your —_— this. ther I warrant ——_— , Uas put up your naked Wea- 
o/*, No Captuine Pi/fol : not heere, ſweete | pons, your W capons. 
| Capraine. ” , Dot. Ipoethee lack be quiet , the Raſcall is gone: ah, 
Del. Captaine * thou abhominable damn'd Cheater, | you whorſon little valiant Villaine,you- | 
atthounot aſham'd to be call'd ine ? If Captaines Hoft. Arc you not hure i'th'Groyne ? me thoughthee 
were of my minde,they would trunchion you out, for ta- | made a ſhrewd Thruſt at your Belly. oat 
king their Names upon you, before you have carn'd the. | Fl. Have you turn'd himout ofdoores? RY 7 
You a Captaine?you ſlave, for what? for tearing apoore | Bard. Yes Sirthe Raſcall's drunke:you have hart him 
Whores in 2 Bawdy-bouſetHees Capraine hang (Sir)in the ſhoulder. | | 
an Rogue, hee C:- upon mouldy ſtew'd-Pruines , _ A p_ to m—_—_ = 
eLakes. A Captaine ? Theſe Villaines will make | : Dol. Ah,you tweet ogue, you:alag, . 
the word Capraine odious : Therefore Captaines had | how thou fiyear'ſt ? Come, tecmpihyie dh erarn 
neede looke to it. on, you whorfon Chops : Ah Rogue, I love thee: Thon 
art 
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art as valorous as Hefer of Troy,worth five of Agamem- 
ox; and tenne tines better then the nine Worthies : ah 


Villaine. | 
Fal. A raſcally Slave, I will toſſe the Rogue ina Blan- 
ket. 


Dol. Doe, if thou dar't for thy heart : if thou dov'ſt, | 


Le canvas thee betweene a paire of Sheetes. 


Enter Mnſique. 


Pap. The Muſique is come,Sir, . =. 
Fal Let them play ; play Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Do. 
A Raſcall, bragging Slave : the Rogue fled trom me like 
Quick-ſilver. | 
Dot, And thou followd'ſt him like a Church : thou 
whorſon little tydic Bartholmew Bore-pigge,when wilt 
thou leave fighting on dayes,and foyning on nights, and 
begin to patch up thine old Body for Heaven? 


Emter the Prince and Poines dirguis'd. 


Fal. Peace ( good Dol ) doe not ſpeake like a Deaths- 
head : doenot bid me remember mine end. 

Dol. Sirrha, what humor is the Prince of® - 

Fal. A good ſhallow young fellow : hee would haye 
made a good Pantler , hee would have chipp'd Bread 
well, | 

Dol. They ſay Poines hatha good Wit. "8X 

Fal. Hee? od Wit ? hang him Baboone, his Wit is 
asthickeas Tewksbury Muftard : there is nomorecon- 
ccit in him,then is ina Mallet. | 

Dol. Why doth the Prince love him ſothen? 


Fat. Becauſe their Legges are both of a bigneſſe : and 
hee playes at Quoits well,and cates Cenger and Fennell, 


anddrinkes off Candles ends for Flap-dragons,and rides 
the wild-Mare with the Boyes, and j _— loyn'd- 
ſtooles , and ſweares with a good grace , and weares his 
Boot very ſmooth,like unto the Signe of the Legge; and 
breedes no bate with telling of diſcreeteſtories: and ſuch 
other Gataboll facultics hee bath , that ſhewa weake 
Minde;andan able Body,for the which the Prince admits 
him; for the Prince himſelfe is ſuch another:the weight 
of an hayre will turne the Scales berweene their Haber- 


Frince. Would not this Nave of a W heele have his 
Eares cut off? 
Pon, Let us beate him before his Whore. . 
Prin. Looke , if the wither'd Eider hath not his Poll 
claw'dlikea Parrot. 
Pow. Is it not ftrange,that Defire ſhould ſo many 


ecres out-live performance? 
s Fal. Kiſſe me Dol. | 
. Printe. Satprne and Venus this yeere in Conjuntion? 
W hat ſayes the Almanack to that? | 
Poin. And looke whether the fiery Trigen , his Man, 
be notliſping to his Maiſters old T his Note-Book, 
" og | 
Fal. Thou do'ſt give me flatt'ring Buſes. 
Del. Nay truely , I kifle thee witha moſt conſtane 
Fal. I amold;I amold. 


Del. love thee better,then I love erca (curvy}young 
of them all. 
| Fat, What Stuffe wilt thouhave a Kirtle of? I ſhall 


| receive Money on Thurſday : thou ſhalt have a Cappe 
| to morrowe A merry Song , come*': * growes late, 


—— 


| 


| this lighr Fleſh, andcorrupt Bl 


wee will to to Bed. Thou wilt forget me, when [am 
gone. IS 

Dol. Thou wilt ſet me —_— , if thou ſay'ſt (6 
prove that ever I dreſſe my ſelte handſome , till thy re. 
turne : well, hearken the end. 

Fal. Some Sack, Francis. 

Prom. Poin. Anon,anon,Sir- | 

Fal. Ha? a Baſtard Sonne of the Kings ? And art nat 
thou Pomes, his Brother? 

Prin. Why thou Globe of ſinfull Continents , what 
a Life do'ſt thou lead? | 

Fal. A better then thou : I am a Gentleman, thou art 
a Drawer. 

Prin. Very true , Sir : and I cometodraw you out by 
the Eares. 

Hoſt. Oh, the Lotd preſerve thy good Grace : Wel 
come to London, Now Heaven blefle that ſwcert Face 
of thine : what, are you come from Wales? 

Fal. Thou whorſon made Com of Majeſty : by 
thou art welcome. 

Dol. How?you fat Foole, I ſcorne you. 

Poin, My Lord , hee will drive'y ou out of yourre. 
venge,and turne all to a merryment, if you take not the 
heat. « * 

_ Prin. You whorion Candle-myne you, how vildly did 
you ſpeake of meeyen now,before this honeſt, vertuous 
civilGentlewoman? 

| ory, ny on your good heart , and ſo ſhee is by 

ecoth, 

Fal. Didſt thou heare me? 

, Prince, Yes : and you knew meas you did when you 
ranne away by Gads-hill : you knew I was at your back, 
and ſpoke it on parpoſe,to try my patience. 

Fal. No,no ; no: not ſo: 1 did not thinke , thou walt 


within _— | 

Prin. I ſhall drive you then to confeſſe the wilfull + 
buſe,and then I know how to handle you. | 

Fal No abuſe( Hal) on mine Honer,no abulc, 

Prince. Not to diſprayſe me?and call mc Pantler , and 
Bread-chopper,and I know not what? | 

Fal. Noabuſe(Hl.) | 

Pom. No abulc? 

Fat. No abuſe (Ned)in the World : honeſt Ned none. 
I difprays'd him the Wicked , thatthe Wicked 
mightnor fall in love with him : In which doing,] have 
done the part of acarefull Friend, and atruc SubjeR,and 
thy Father is to give methankes for it. No abuſe(H#:)' 
none( Ned) none;no Boyes,none. | 

Prince. Sce now whether pure Feare,and entire Cow- 

ardiſe,doth not make thee this vertuous Gentle- 
woman,to cloſe with ug?Is ſhee of the Wicked?ls thine 
Hoſteſſe heere , of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of the 
Wickd? Or honeſt Bardeſph(whoſe Zeale Burnes in his 
Noſe )of the Wicked? | 

Pon. An{were thou dead Elme, anſwere. | 

Fal. The Fiend hath prickt downe B irrecove- 
rable, and his Face is Lacifers Privy-Kitchin , where hee 
doth nothing bur roſt Manlt - Wormes : for the Boy, 
there is a goood Angellabout him', but the Devill out- 
bids him too, 

Prin, For the Women? | 

Faſ. For one of them , ſhee is in Hell already , and * 
burnes poore Soules : for the other , I owe her M&+| 
ney 3 and whether ſhee bee daman'd for that , 1 know 


nOor, 
Heft. No, I warrant 
: ms Fal. No,! 


- 
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Pal. No,1I thinke thou art not : I thinke thou art quit 
for that. Marry;there is another Indictement upon thee, 
for ſuffering fieſh to bee earen inthy hou1e , contrary to 
the Law, for the which I thinke thou wilt howle. 

He#t, All Vituallers do {ſo : W hat isa loynt of Mut- 
2gn,0r two,ina whole Lent? 
Prince. Y 0u;Gentlewoman. 
Del. W hat ſayes your Grace? | 
Falfi His Grace ſayes that , which his ficſh rebells a- 


ſt, 
Sf. Who knocks1o lowd at doore ? Looke tothe 
doorethere , Francss? 


Entar Pets. 


Priv, Pets, how now? what newes? 5 

Pets. The King,your Father,is'at Weſtminſter, 
And thereare twenty weake and wearied Poſtes, 
Come from the North:and as I came #long, ; 
I met, and over-tooke _ m_—_— J 
Bare-headed,fweating,knocking at the Tavernes, 
And askingevyery one for Sir lob Palftaffe. 
Pris. By Heaven(Poines)Itecle me much to blame, 
$0 idly to prophane the precious time, 
When Tempeſt of Commotion, like the South, 
Borne with black Vapour, doth begin to melt, 
And drop upen our bare vnarmed heads, 
Give me my Sword; and Cloake: 
Falfeffe,go0d night. + ._ Exit. 
Faſt. Now comes in the ſweeteſt Morſcll of the 
night, and wee muſt hence ; and leaveit unpickr. More 
knocking at the doore ? How now fwhat's the mat- 


ter? WP 3} 
Bard. Y ou muſt away to Court;Sir,preſently, 
Adozen ines ſtay at doore for you. 


Falft. Pay the Muſitians, Sirrha : farewell Hoſteſſe, 
farewell Dol. You ſce(my good Wenches ) how men of 
Merit are ſought after:the undeſerver nay ſleepe, when 
the man of Action is call'd on. Farewell good Wenches: 
if I be not ſent away poſte , I will ſce you againe , ere 1 


goe. 

Dol. I cannot ſpeake : if ny heart bee not readyto 
burſt-W ell({weete latks) havea carcof thy (elte. 
Falſt. Farewell,farewell. | Exit. 
Hoſt. Well , fare thee well : I have knowne theethele 
twenty nine yeeres, come Peſcod-time : but an honeſter, 
and truer-hcarted man-Well, fare thee well. 
Bard. Miſtris Teare-ſbeet. 
Heft. What's the matter? | 
Bad, Bid MiſtrisT eare-ſbeet come to my Maſter. 
Hoſt. Oh runne Dol, runne : runne,good Dol. 

E xenn. 


—  — x — - —— 


Attus T ertins. Scena Prima, 


— 


Enter the King , with « Page. 


King. Goe, call the Earles of Surrey, andef Warwick: 
ere they come, bid themore-reade theſe Letters, 
And well conſider of them : make good ſpeed. Exir, 


| How many thoutand of my pooreſt Subjets 

Areat this howre aſlcepe? O Sleepe , O gentle Sleepe, 
Natures ſoft Nurſe, hoy have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids downe, 
And ſteepe my Sences in Forgetfulneſſe? ; 
Why rather(Slcepe) lycſtthou in ſmoaky Cribs, 
Vpon uncalic Pallads ſtretching thee, | 
And huiſhe with buſſiag Night, flyes tothy ſlumber, 
Then intheperfum'd Chambers of the Great? 
Vnder the Canopies of coltly State, | 
And lull'd with tounds of ſweeteſt Melody? 
O thou dull god, why lycſt thou with the vilde, 
In loathlome Beds, and leav'ft the Kingly Couch, 
A watch-caſc,or a common Larum-Bell? 
Wile thou, upon the high and giddy Maſt, 
Seale np the Ship-boyes Eyes,and rock his Braines, 
In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 
And in the viſitation of the Windes, 
Who take the Ruhan Billowes by the top; 
MD their monſtrous heads,and hanging them 
With deaff'ning Clamors in the flipp'ry Clouds, 
That with the hucley, Death it ſelfe awakes? 
Canſt thou(O parrtiall Sleepe)give thy Repoſe * 
Tothe wer Sca-Boy, in an houre ſo rude: 
And in the calmeſt, and moſt tilleſt Night, 
With all apphances, and meanesto boote, 
Deny it to a King?Then happy Lowe,lye downe, 
Vneaſic lyes the Head, that weares a Crowne. 


Enter Warwicke and Surrey. 


War. Mariy good-morrowes to your Majeſty. 
King. Is it good-morrow,Lords? I 
War. 1 is One a Clock,and 
King. Why then good-morrow to you all(my Lords:) 
Have you read o'ce.the Lettersthat I fent you? 
_— os have(my Liege.) ag 
wg. Then you perceive the B our Kingdome, 
How foule it is : what ranke Diſeales grow. 
And with what danger,necre the Heart of it? 
FY ar. It is but as a Body,yct diltemper'd, 
Whichto his former ſtrength may be refor'd, 
With good advice,and little Medicine: 
My Lord Northumberlazd will ſoone be cool'd. 
King.Oh Heauen, that one might read the Book of Fate, 
And eethe revolution of the Times 
Make Mountaines levell, and the Continent 
(Weary of ſolide firmeneſle)melt it ſelte 
Into the Sca:and other Times,to ſee 
The beachy Girdle of the Ocean 
Too wide for Neptwnes hippes;how Chances mocks 
And Changes fillthe Cuppe of Alteration 
With divers Liquors. 'T1snot tenne yeeres gone, 
Since Richard,and Northumberlend,great friends, 
Did feaſt together ; and in ewo yeeres after, - 
Were they at Warres. Ir is but eight yeeres fince, 
This Percie was the man,neereſt my Soule; 
Wholike a Brother,toyl'd in my Afﬀaires, 
And layd his Love and Life under my foot: . 
Yea, for my4ake, even tothe eyes of Richard - 
Gave him defiance. But which of you was by | 
(You Couſin News,as I may remember) | 
When Richard, with his Eyc,brim-tull of Teares, 
d,and rated by 2 orthundber 


Beals theſe words(now prov'd Croaecier) 


N orthumberlend,thou Ladder,by the which 


th. 


—_— 


LAY 
_—_ 


III 


ME ——_ 


tt. 


| 


| 


| 
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My Couſin Bukingbrooke aſcends my Throne: 
(Though then, Heaven knowes,T had noſuch intent, 
Bur that neceſſity ſo bow'd the State, 
That I and Greatneſfe were compell'd to kifle:) 
The Time ſhall come(thus did hee follow it) 
The Time will come, that foule Sinne gathering head, 
Shall breake into Corruption : ſo went on, 
Fore-relling this fame Times Condition, 
And thediviſion of our Amitic. 
War. There isa Hiſtory in all mens Lives, 
Figuring the natureof the Times deceas'd: 
The which obſerv'd,a man may prophecie _ 
With a neere aime, of the mainc chance of things, 
As yet not come to Life, which in their Seeds 
And weake beginnings lye entreaſured: : 
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time; 
And by the neccſlary forme of this, 
King Richard might create a perfect gueſſe, 
That great N grtbwmberland, then Falſe to him, 
Would of thaz Seed, grow to a greater falſcneſle, 
W hich ſhould not finde a ground to roote upon, 
Vnleſle on yout. 
King. Are theſe things then Neceſſities? 
Then let us meete them like Neceſhties; 
And that ſame word, even now cryes out on us: 
They ſay, the Biſhop and A orrbumberland ® 
Are fifty thouſand 1 . t4 0 
War.It cannot be(my Lotl:) Falk 
Rumor doth double, like the Voice,and Eccho, 
The numbers of the feared. Pleaſe it your Grace 
To goeto bed, upon my Life(my Lord) 
The Pow'ts that you already have fent forth, + * 
Shall brings this Prize in very eaſily. des 
To comfort youthe more,T have recciy'd © © 
A cettaine inftance,rhat O/endeny is dead. 
Your Majefty hath beene this fort-night ill, - k 
Andtheſe unſcaſon'd howres petforce muſt adde 
Vnto your Sickneſſe. ' 
King. 1 will take your counſaile: 
And were theſe inward Warres once out of hand, : 
Wee would(deare Lords) unto the Holy-Land. . 
xewnt 


PEI 


bl . 


* Þ INS" Tenn 


Scana Secunda, 


—_— 
— —_  ——— — — —— 


— ——o— _ — 


Enter Shallow and Silence: with AMouldy, Shadow, 
Wart, Feeble, Bull-calfe. 


— — 


— — — 


—_— 


| 

Shal. Come-on, comc-on , come-on : give mee your | 
Hand, Sir ; give mce your Hand, Sir : an carly ſtirrer,by 
the Rood. And how doth my good Coulin Silevce? 

Sil. Good-morrow,go0od Coulin Shallow. 

Shal, And how doth my Couſin, your Bed-fellow? 


and your faireſt Daughter, and mine,my God-Daughter 
Ellem 


Sil. Alas, a blacke Ouzeli(Couſin Shallow.) 
Shal. By yea and nay,Sir,I dare ſay my Couſin Willow 
is become a good Scholler ? hee is at Oxford Rill,is hee 


not? 


" - 


4 -. 


Sl. Indeede Sir, to my colt. | | 
Shal. Hee muſt then to the Innes of Conrt Chortly 2 1 
was once of Clemens Inne ; where ( Ithinke )they will 


| | 


i. 


 ——— 


_— 


Shattes then(Couſin.) 
ing : and I would have done 
, 


Si#. You were eall'd 
Shad. 1 was call'd any 'th 


any thing indeede to6,and roundly too. There was I, and 
little /obn Doit of and blacke George Boy, 
and Francis Pick-bone, and Will Squele a Cor-ſal-man, you 
had not foure ſuch Swindge-buc:klers in' all the Innes of 
Court againe : And 1 may fay ro you, wee knew where 
the Bona- Roba's were, and had the beſt of them all a 
commandement.Then was /athe Faiſtaffe( now Sir Joby) 


- noy , and Page 10 Thomas Mowbray , Duke of Nor 
olke. | 


Sil. This Sir /ohn (Couſin }that comes hither anon + 
bout Souldicrs? 

Shal. The ſame Sir am; the very ſame : I ſaw him 
breake Schoggan's Head at the Court-Gate,when he was 
a Crack,not thus high:and the very tame day'did'l fight 
with one ov $ Fruiterer, behinde Greyes- 
Inne. Oh the mad>dayes that I have ſpent | and to fe 
how many of mymeolde are dead? 

$4. Wee ſhallall fotlow(Couſin;) 

Shal. Certaine-:- 'tis' certaine-; ſave, veric ſure; 
Death is certaiheto Al}, wil ſhail dye. How a good Yoke 
of Bullocks at Stamford Faixe? | 

Sil, Truly Couſin, I was not-rhere. | 14) 

Shal. Death is certaine-- Is old Dbablr of your Towne 
liuing yer? We (281007. */ 

$4. Dead, Sir. 1EL | 

Shal. Dead ? See, ſee: hee drevy a good Boy : and 
dead ? hee ſhot a fine ſhoote. Tebn of Gaunt loved hin 
well, and berted much Money onhis head. Dead ? he: 
would have clapt in the Clowtar Twelve-ſcore, aud ox- 
ryed you a fore-hand Shaftat fourercenc , and feurcteent 
anda halfe,that it would have done a mans heart good 
tO ſee. How a ſcore of Ewes now? 

$4. Thereafter as they bc 2 a ſcore of good E wes may 
be worth tenne 62.4 | 

Sbal, And is old Dewble dead? 


Enter Bardolph andbis Boy. 


Sil, Heere come two of Sir John Fa/ftafſes Men (451 
thinke. ) | PIES Pep 


Pp 
Beard. My Captaine(Sir) commends him to you : my 


Captaine, Sir lobn Fa/ftaffe : a tall Gentleman, and a molt 
gallant Leader, - 

Shal. Hee greetes me well : (Sir) 1 knew him agood 
Back-Sword=man. How doth the good Knight ? may 1 
aske, how my Lady his Wife doth? 

Bard. Sir , pardon : a Souldicr is better accommods 
eced,then witha Wife. 

Shad. It is well ſaid, Sirzand it is well ſaid, indeede,too: 
Better accommodatedMiris good, yea indeede is it:good 


phraſes are ſurely, and every where very commendable. 
Ac ,it comes of eAccommode: very good ,i 
good Phraſe. 


Bard, Pardon , Sir, I have heard the word. Phraſe 
call you it ? by this Day , 1know aot the Phraſc . but 
I will maintaine or with my Sword , to bce 4 
Souldier-like Word anda Word of excceding good 

+that is, when a mans 


Command. Accommodated 
( asthey ſay) accommodated z or , when a man is,beng 


— 
— 


—- 
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excellent thing. | 
Enter Falitaffe. 


Shal. Itis very iuſt: Looke, heere comes good Sir 
Jobn. Give me your hand, give me your Worſhips good 
hand : Truſt me, youlooke well: and beare your yeeres 
very well. Welcome, good Sir /obn, 

aft. Tam glad to ſee you well, good Maſter Robert 
Shalow : Maſter Swre-card as I thinke? ; | 
Shal. No fir lobn, it is my Colin Silence ; in Commiſli- 


th me. 
EF. Good Maſter Silence, it well betics you ſhould 


—_— — ſhip is welcome 
Sil. Yourg orthip 1 . 
Falft. Eye, this is hot weather (Geutlemen) have you 
ovided me heere halfe a dozen of ſuihcient men? 
Shal, Marry have weir : Will you fit? 
Falf, Let me ſee them, [| beſcech you. | 
Shal, Where's the Roll > Where's the Roll > Where's 
the Roll ? Let me ſce, Jerme = _— ; ens 
ca marry Sir Kapbe Momldy ; let them appeare as I call ; 
ic os =" them doe ſo : Let meſce, Whereis 
Moulay ? —_— 

Moul, Heere, if it pleale yOu- q- - 

Shal. W hat thinke you (Sir /obn) a good limb'd fel- 


low : yong, ſtrong, and _— 
Falſt. Is thy name Monldy ? 
Moul. Yea, if it 


Falſt. 'Tis the more time thou wertus'd. 

Sha. Hay ba, ha, moſt excellent. Things that are movl- 
dy, lacke uſe : very ſingular good, Well faid Sir Job, 
very 7 _ ho 

Fal * Pri Cc ? . - 

Mon. 1 was prickt wellevough before, if you could 
have ler mealone : my old Dame will be undone now tor 
| onetodoe her Husbandty, and her Drudgery ; you need 
not to have prickr me, there are other men fitter to goe 
out then I, | 

Falſt. Goe too 3 peace Honldy, you ſhall goc. Monldy, 
it1stime you were {pent+ 

Monl, Spent? 

Shat. Peace, fellow, peace ; ſtand afide : Know you 
where you are > For the other fir /obn : Let me {ee : S+- 
mon $ . f | 
Falſt. I marry, let me have him to fit under; he's like to 
ve acold (ouldier. 

Shal, Where's Shadow. 

Shad, Heere fir,  - 2 

Falſt, Shadow, —_ _ art thou ? 

Shad, My Mothers ſonne, Sir. 

Faſſt. Thy Mothers ſonne : like enough, and thy Fa- 
thers ſhadow : ſo the ſonne of the Female, is the ſhadow 
of the Male : it is often ſoindced, but not of the fathers 
ludſtance. 

Shel, Docyoulike him, fir Job» 4-3 

Faſf. Shadow will ſerve for Summer : pricke him : For 
_— a number of ſhadowes to fill up the Muſter- 

(ce 


Shal. Thomas tWart. 

Falit, Where's he ? 

Var, Heere fir. 

Faſt, Is thy name wrt ? 

Wart, Yea fir. 1 
Fa';t. Thouarta very ragged Wart. 


whereby he thought to be accommodated, which is an | 
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Sha. Shall I pricke him downe, 
Sir _ K | 

Falf. It were ſuperfluous : for his is buile 
upon his backe,and the ——— pinnes; 

him no. more. . | 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha,'you candoe it fic : you can docits 1 
commend you well. | 
Francis Feeble, 

Feeble. Heere fir « | 


Shel. What T rade art thou Feeble ? | 

Feeble. A Womans Tayler fir. 

Shal. Shall I pricke hum, fir ? | 

Fal, You may 3 / Owa 
Bur if he had beene a mans Taylor,hewould have ptick'd 
you. Wilt thou make as many holes in an''enemics Bat+ 
taile; asthou haſt done-in a Womans petticote?. 

Feeble. 1 will doe my good willſir, you can have no 
Falk. Well ſaid, good Womans Tailour ; Well ſayde 
Couragious Feeble : thou wilt be as valiant as the wrath- 
full Dove, or moſt magnanimous Mouſe. Pricke the wo- þ 
_ Taylour well Maſter Shallow, deepe Maſter Sha 


Feeble. 1 would Wart might have gone fir; 

Fatt, 1 would thou were a mans Tailor, that-t 
might'it mend bim,and make him fit to goe. I canuot put 
himto a private ſouldicr, thatis the Leader of ſo many 
thouſands. Let that ſuitice, moſt Forcible Feeble, 

Fieble.: It ſhall ſucfice. 

Faſft. Iam bound to thee, reyerend Feeble. Who: is 
thenext ? | 

Shal. Peter Bulcalfe of the Greene. 

Falit. Yea marry, let us ſez Bulcalfe. 

Bul. Heere fir, 

\. Fadft. Trult mc; a likely Fellow. Come, pricke me 
Bulcalfe till he roare againe. : 

Bul. Oh, good my Lord Captaine. 

Faift. What? do'ſt thou roare before th'art prickt. 

Bud. Oh fir, 1 aim a diſcated man» 

Bal. A whorlon cold fir, acough fir, which I caught 
wanainging in the Kings affayres, upon his Coronation 

y, fir» | 

Faift.Come,thou ſhalt goe to the Warres in aGowne: 
we will have away thy Cold, and I will take fach order 
thatthy friends ſhall ring for thee. Is heere all ? 

Shel. There is two more called then your number : 
you muſt have but foure becre fir, and fo I pray you goe 
in with me to dinner. - - 

Falſe. Ing —_ _ with you, but I can- 
not tarry dinner. Iam glad to ſceyou in troth, Ma- 
ſter Shaſiw. En 

Sbal. O fir Joby,” doc you remember ſince we lay all 
night in the Windc-mill, in Saint Georges Ficld ? 

F- =q No more of that good Maltcr Shallow: No more 
0 LO # | | 

Shat. Ha? it was merry night. And is [ave N ight- 
worke alive? 

Fai. She lives, Maſter Shalow. 

Sha. She never couldaway with me, 

Falft. Never,never : ſhe would alwayes ſay ſhe could 
not abide Maſter Shallow. 

Shel. I could anger her tothe heart: ſhe was then a 
Boua-Roba.. Doth ſhe hold her owne well ? 
Faift. Old, old, Malter Shallow. 


Sha, Nay, ——— choole but 


2 
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| art a good Scad : 


friend,” and heere isfoure 
Crownesfor yourin very truthyfir,L had as lief be hang'd 


fir, as 

ele 
part, have adeſire to ſtay with my triends : elſe, fir, I did 
not care, 


* Moxl. And Maſter En 
Dancer ind my friend : ſhe 


doe 
and cannot helpe herſelfe : you ſhall have forty, fir. 


ar eyourlikelycſt mcn,and I would have you ſery' 
the belt. 


DE ———— 


old : certainc ſhe's old ; and had Robin Night-worke, by 
old Night-worke, before I came to Clements Inne. 


Sil. That's fitry five yeeres agoe. | 
$hal. Hah, Couſin Swence, that thou had(t ſeene that, 


thatthis Knight and 1 have fecne : hab, Sir /obr, ſaid I 
well? 


Falft. We have heard the Chymesat mid-night, Ma- 


ſter Shalow. 


Shel. That we have, that we have ; in faith, Sir Jobn, 


we have: our watch-world was, Hem-Boycs. Come, 
let's to Dinner ; come, ler'sto Dinner: Ohthe dayes 
that we. have ſcene. Come, come. 


Bul. Good Malter Corporate Bardelph, ſtand my 
pcs ſhillings in French 


and yet, for mine owne part,fir,I doc not care, 
becauſe I am unwilling, and for mine owne 


mine owne part, {6 much. 

Bar, Goce-too : ſtand afide. : 

Captaine, for my 
hath no body to 
thing about her, when I am : and ſheis old 
Bard. Go-too : ſtand aſide. 


Feeble. I care not, 2 mancan dye but once : we owe a 


death. I will never beare a baſe mind : it it be my delti- 
ny, ſo : if it be not, ſo: no man istoo good 
Prisce : and let it goc which way it will, he thatdiesthis 


to ſerve his 


is quit for the next . | 
Bard. Well faid, thou arta good fellow. 
Feebl. Nay, I will beare 0o baſe mind, 
Falſt. Come fir, which men ſhall I have 
Shal. Foure of which you pleaſe. 
Bad. Sir,aword with you: 1 have three poand, to 


free Monldy and Bulk-calſe, 


Falſt. Go-too : well. * 
Shel. Come, fir Job» which foure will you have ? 


Falft. Doe you chuſe for me. "20 
Shal. Marry then, CMonlay , Bull-calfe, Feeble, and 


Shallow, 

Falft, Monldy, and Pull-calfe : for you Monldy, 

ac home,till youre palt ſervice: and A = 
calf e, 


r your part, 
till you come unto it : I will none of you, 
,Sir lob»,doec not your ſelte w they 


Falft, Will you tell me (Maſter Shelow) how to chuſe 


S Sir [ 


2 man? Care I for the Limbe, the Thewes, the ſtatore, 


bulke, and 
rit (Maſter $ 
a 2 

Flank you, with the motion of a Pewterers Ham- 
mer : comeoff, and on, {wifter then he that gibbers on 
the Brewers Bucket. And this ſame halfe-fac'd fellow, 
Shadow, give methis man , he preſents no markero the 
Enemy, the foe-man may with as great ayme 
the 


my man? give me the {p1- 
.) Where's Wart? you fee what 


it is: hee ſhall charge you, and 


levell at 
of a Pen-knife : and fora Retrait, how ſwiftly 
will this Feeb/e,the Womans Taylor, runne eff. O,give 


me the ſpare mea, and ſparemethe great ones. Put me a 
Catyver into Wares hand, Bardalph. 

Bard. Hold Wart, Traverſe : thus, thus, thus, 

Falft. mp0 tn eter : ſo ; very well, 
go-too, very exceeding , e me waycs 
alittle, leanc,old t,bald Shot. Well ſaid #&t,thou 

there is a Teſter for thee. 


| To know the 


| Shal. He is not his Crafts-maſter, he doth not doe | 
it right. Iremember at Mile-end-Greene, when I lay 
ar {/ements Inne, I was then Sir Degener in Arthur, 
Show : there was alittle quiver fellow, and he would 
menage you his Pecce thus : and he would about, and a. 

, and come you in, and come you in: Rab, tah,tah, 
would he ſay, Bownce would hefay, and away againe 
would he goe, and againe would he come : I ſhall never 
ſee ſuch a tellow. - 

Fal. Thelc fellowes will doe well, Maſter Shallow, 
Farewell Malter Silexce,1 will not uſe many wordes with 
you: fare you well, Gentlemen both : I thanke you ; 1 
mult a dozen mile to night. Bardehph, give the Souldiery 
Coates. 

Shat. Sir John, Heaven blcſſe you, and proſper your 
Afﬀayres, and ſend us Peace. As you 1Eturne, viſit my 
houſe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed: peradven- 
ture I will with yourothe Court. 

Falft. 1 would you would, Maſter Shallow. 

Shal. Go-t00 3 I have ſpoke at a word. Fare you 
well. Exu. 

Falft. Fare you- well, gentle Gentlemen. On Bo. 
do/ph, leadethe men away, As I returne, I will fetch of 
thee Tuſtices : 1 doe ſee the bottome of Iuſtice Sha 
low. How ſubjet weold men are to this vice of Ly- 
ing ? This ſame ſtarv'd Juſtice hath done nothing bur 
_ to me of the wildenefſe of his Youth, and the 

cates he hath done about Turnball-ſtreet, and cvery 
third word a Lye, duer pay'd to the hearer, then the 
Turkes Tribute. I doe remember him at Clements Ine, 
|. ke a man madeafter ſupper, of a Cheeſe-paring. W hen 
he was naked, he was, forall the world, like a forked 
Radiſh, with a Head fantaſtically carv'd apon it with a 
Knife. He was ſo forlorne, that his Dimenſions (toany 
thicke ſight) were invincible. He was the very _-m 
of Famine : he came ever in the rere-ward of the Faſhi 
on : And now isthis Vices Dagger become a Squire, 
and talkes as familarily of Jobwof Gaunt, as if he 
tad beene fworne Brother to him : and Ile be ſworne 
he never ſaw him bur onceinthe Tilt-yard, and then he 
burſt his Head, for the Marſhals men. 
I ſaw it, and told /obn of Gaunt, he beat his owne 
Name,for you might have truſs'd him and all his Af- 

rrell into an Eele-skinne: the Caſe of a Treble Hoe- 
was a Manſion for him ; a Court : and now hath 
he Land, and Beeves. Well, 1 will be acquainted with 
him, if 1 rerurne : and it ſhall goe hard, but I will make 
him a Philoſophers two Stones ro me. If the young Dace 
be a Bayt for the old Pike, Iſceno reaſon, in the Law of 
Natare , bur I may ſnap at him. Let time ſhape, and 
there an end. 


Fxeand. 


——m_— 


Atlus Quartus, Scana Prima, 


_——_— 


Emter the «Arch-biſhop, Mowbray, Haſtings, 
Weſt merlend, Colevile. 


Fiſh. What is this Forreſt call'd ? 
a x Tis Gualtree Forreſt, and't ſhall pleaſe you! 
race. 


Biſh.Here ſtand (my Lords) and ſend diſcoverers forth 
4 Hd 
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Haſt. We have ſent forth already. 
Fi6. 'Tis well done, 
My friends, and Brethren (intheſe great Aﬀaires) 
I muſt acquaint you, that I have receiv'd 
New-datcd Letters from Northumberland : 
Their cold intent, tenure, and ſubſtance thus. 
Howdoth he wiſh his Perſon, with ſach Powers 
As might hold ſortance with his Quality, 
The which youy a levy:whereupon 
He is retyr'd, to ripe his ing Fortunes, 
To Scotland ; and tabeia hearty prayers, 
That — wa * In the hazard, 
And | caceri ir Oppolite. 
Mow.Thus do re —— we have in him,touch ground, 
And daſh themſelvesto pieces. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Haſt. Now ? whatnewes? ; 
Meſſ. Welt of this Forreſt, ſcarcely ofa mile, 
In y forme,comes onthe Enemy : 
And by theground they hide, I judge their number 
Vpon,or neere, therate of _ thouſand. 
Mow. The juſt ion that we gavethem our. 
Let us ſway-0n; and face them inthe field. 


Enter Weftmerland. 


Biſh, What well appointed Leader fronts us here Þ 
Mow, Ithinke it is wy Lord of Weſtmerlend. 
weſt. Health,and faire greeting from our Generall, 
The Prince, Lord /ohn,and Duke of Lencaiter. 
Biſh. Say on (my Lord of Weitmerland) in peace z 
What Joth concerne your comming ? 
Weft, Then (my Lord) 
Vato your Grace doe 1 in cheife addreſle 
The ſubſtance of my Speech. It that Rebellion 
Came like it ſelfe, in baſe and abjet Routs, 
Led on by bloody Y outh. guarded with Rage, 
And countenanc'd by Boyes, and Beggery : 
I ay if damn'd Commortion 10 appeare, 
la hisrrue, native, and molt proper ſhape, 
You {Reverend Fathey, and theie Noble Lords) 
Had not beene here, to dreſlethe ougly forme- 
Of baſe, and bloody inſurrcion, 
Withyour faire Honors. You, Lord Arch-biſhop, 
Whoſe Sea is by a Civill Pezce maintain'd, 
Whoſe Beard, the Silver Hand of Pcace hath touch'd, 
Whoſe Learning, and good Letters, Peace hath tutor'd, 
Wholc white Inveſtments figure Innocence, 
The Dove, and very bleſſed Spirit of Peace. 
Wherefore doe you ſo ill tranſlate your ſclfe, 
Out of the Speech of Peace, that beares {ach grace, 
Intothe harſh and boyſtrous Tongue of Warre? 
Turning you Bookes to Graves, your Inke to Blood, 
Your Pennesto Launces, and your Tongue divine 
Toa low Trumpet, and a Poirt of Warre? 
Biſh. Wherefore doe I this ? ſo the queſtion ſtands. 
Briefely tothis end : We are alidiſcav'd, 
And with our ſarferting, and wanton howres, 
Have brought our ſelves into a burning Fever, 
And we mult bleede for it : of which Diſcaſe, 
Our late King Richard (being infected) dy'd. 
But (my molt Noble Lord of Weftmerland) 
[take not on me here asa Phyſician, 


Nor doc I,asan Enemy toPeace, 


1 


Troope in the Throngs of Military men': y 
But rather ſhew a while like fearctull Warre, 
Todyet ranke Mindes, ſicke of happineſſe; © 
And purgs th'obſtrutions, which begin to ſtop 
Our very Veines of Life: heare me more plainely. 
— _ 1n cquall ballance juſtly Sony ' 
© wrongs our Armes may do,what w we ſuffer 
And tind our Griefes a our Offences, 
Welſce which way the ſtreame of Time doth runne, 
And are enforc'd trom our moſt quietthere 
By the h Torrent of Occaſion, 
And have the ſummary of all our Griefes | 
(Whenrtime ſhall ſerve ) to ſhew in Articles ; 
Which long ere this, we offer dto the King, 
And might, by no Suit, gayne our Audience z 
When we are avenged weeds untold our Griefes, 
Weare deny'd acceſle unto his perſon, 
Even by thoſc men, that moſt have done us wrong, 
The dangers of the daycs but newly gone, 
Whoſe memory is written on the Earth 
With yet appearing blood z and the examples | 
Ot every Minutes inſtance (preſent now) 
Hath put us in theſe ill-beſecming Armes : 
Notto breake Peace, or any Branch of it, 
But to eſtabliſh here a Peace indeed, 
Concurring both in Name and Qvality. 
Weſt. When ever yet was your A deny'd; 
Wherein have you beene galled by the King ? 
W har Peerc hath beene (i 'd,tograte on you, 
That you ſhould feale this lawlefle bloody Booke 
Ot torg'd Rebellion, witha Seale divine ? 
Biſh. My brother the Common-wealth, 
I make my quarrell, inparticalar. 
Weſt. There isno neede of any ſuch redrefle ; 
Or if there were, irnot belongs to you. 
Aow. Why notto him in part, and tousall, 
That feelethe bruizes of the dayes before, 
And ſuffer the Condition of theie Times 
Tolaya heavy and uncquali Hand upon our Honors? 
Weſt. O my good Lord Mowbray, 
Conltruc the Tunes to their Necellities, 
And you ſhall fay (jodeed) it is the Time, 
And not the King, that doth you injuries. 
Yer for your part, itnot a Sto me, 
Either from che King, or inthe preſent Time, 
That you ſhould have an inch ofany ground 
To build a Griefe on; Were you not reſtor'd 
Toall the Duke of Nortolkes Seignories, 
Your Noble, and right well-remembred Fathers? 
Mow, Wuhat thing, in Honor, had my father loſt, 
That necd tobe reviu'd, and breath'd in me ? 
The King nes _ _ _—_ 
Wasforc'd compell'd ro baniſh him ; 
And then, that Henry Bullmgbrookeand he 
Being mounted, —— Seates, 
Their neighing Courſes daring Spurre, 
Their armed Staves in charge, their Beavers downe, 
Theireyes of fire, ſparling through ſ:ghes of Steele, 
And the lowd Trumpet them t : 
could have ſtay'd 


Then, then, when there was nothi 
My father fromthe Breaſt of Bulk ; 

O, when the King did throw his Warder downe. 
Staffe he threw ) 


(Ais owne Life hung __ the ——_— 


b 


Then threw he downe 
That by IndiAtmenr, and by dint of Sword, 
Have 


miſ(-carried a 
2 os 


wat. \ 
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Wet. Y ou ſpeake (Lord Mowbray) now you know not 
The Earle of Hereford, was reputed then (what. 
In England the moſt valiant Gentleman. 

Who knowes,on whom Fortune would then have ſmil'd? 
Bat if your Father had beene ViRor there, 

He ne're had borne it out of Coventry. 

For all the Country, 1n a generall voyce, 

Cry'd hate upon him : and all their prayers, and love, 
Were ſet on Herefold, whom they On, 

And bleſs'd,andgrac'd, and did more then the King, 
But this1s mcere figreſſion from my purpoſe. 

Heere come I from our Princely Generall, x 
To know your Griefes zto tell you, from his Grace, 
That he will give you Audience : and wherein 

It ſhall appeare, that your demands are juſt, 

You ſhallenjoy them,every thing ſet off, 

That might ſo much asthinke you Enemies. 

Mow. But he bath forc'd usto compell this Offer, 
And it proceedes from Pollicy, not Love. 

Weft. Mowbray, you over-weene totake ito : 

This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Feare. 
For loe, within aKen our Army lyes, 

Vpon mine Honor, all tooconhdent 

To give admittance to athought of feare. 

Our Battaile is more full of Names then yours, 
Our Men more perfect inthe uſe of Armes, 

Our Armor all as ſtrong, our Cauſethe beſt; 
Then Reaſon will, our $ ſhould be a8good, 
Say you not then, our Offer is compell'd . 

Mew, Well, by my will, we ſhall admitno Parley. 

weft. Thatargues but the ſhame of your offence : 
A rotten Caſe abides no handing. | 

Heft. Hath the Prince Johma tull Commiſſion 
Invery ample vertue of his father, 

To heare, and abſolutely to determine 
Of what Conditious we ſhall ſtand upon ? 

Weft. That is intended in the Generalls Name : 
I muſe you make fo ſlight a Queſtion. 

Biſs, Then take (my Lord of Weſtmerland)this Sche- 
For this contains our generall Grievances : (dule, 
Each ſeverall Article hercin redreſs'd, 

All members ofour Cauſe, both here, and hence, 

That are inſinewed to this Ation, 

a—_ by a true ſubſtantiall forme, © 

And preſent execution of our wills, 

Tous, and to our purpoſes confin'd, 

Wecome within our awfull Banks againe 

And knit our Powersto the Arme of Peace. 
weft,This will I ſhew the Generall. Pleaſe you Lords 

In fight of both our Battailes, wee may meete 

Atcither end in peace : which Heaven ſo frame, 

Or to the place of difference call rhe Swords, 

Which muſt decide it. 

Biſh. My Lord,wee will doe ſo. 

Mow, There is athing within my Boſometells me, 

That no Conditions of our Peace can ſtand. 

Ha#t. Feare you notthat, it we can make our Peace 
Vponſuch largetermes, and ſoabſolute, 

As our Conditions ſhall conſiſt upon, 
Our Peace ſhall ſtandas firme as Rocky Mountaines. 

Mow. 1, but our valuation ſhall be ſuch, 

That evry light, and fallc-derived Cauſe, 
Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton Reaſon, 
Shall, to the King, taſte ofthis Ation : 

That were our Royall faiths, Martyrs in Love, 
We ſhall be winnowed with ſo rough a winde, 


| Bur you miſ-uſethe reverence of your 


That even our Corne ſhall ſeeme as light as Chaffe, 

And good from bad find no partition. 

- 24h. No,no (wy Lord) note this: the King is weary 

Of dainty, and ſuch picking Grievances : 

For he hath found, to end one deubt Death, 

Revives tw greater inthe Heires of Life. 

And therefore will he wipe his Tablescleane, 

And keepe no Tell-tale to his ; 

That may repeat, and Hiſtory his loſle, 

To new remembrance.. For full well he knowes, 

He cannot ſo preciſely weede this Land, 

As his miſdoubts preſent occaſion : 

CNIIS {o enrooted with his friends, 
plucking tounfixe an Enemy, 

He doth unfalten ſo, and ſhake a friend. 

So thatthis Land, like an offenſive wife, 

That hath enrag'd him on,te offer ſtrokes, 

As he is ſtriking, holds his infant up, 


And hangs reſolu'd Correioniti the Arme, 
r'd to execution. 


That was 


wer, like toa Fanglefſc Lion 
May offer, but not hold. 
Bib. 'Tis very true : 
And therefore be afſur'd (my good Lord Marſhall) 
If we doe now make our atronement well, 
a _ will = broken Limbe united ) 
row cr, forthe breaking, 
Mow. Beit ſo: 
Here is return'd my Lord of Weftmer land. 
Emer Weftmerland. 
we.The Prince is hereat hand: pleaſeth your Lordſhip 
To meet his Grace, juſt diſtance *tweene our Armies ? 
Mow. Your Grace of Yorke, in heaven's name then 
forward. 
Biſs, Before, and greet his Grace (my Lord) we come. 


Emer Prince Iokn, 
K wy Fr are well — _— (my cofin Afor- 
y to you, gentle hop, 

Ando yon pd proc yogi hs 
My Lord of Yorke, it better ſhew'd with you, 
When that your Flocke (aſſembled by the Bell) 
Encircled you, to heare with reverence 
Your expoſition on the holy Text, 
Then now toſe you heerean Iron man 
Chearing a rowz of Rebels with your Drumme, 
Turningthe Word, to Sword; and Life to death : 
That man that fits within a Monarches heart, 
And ripens inthe Sunne-ſhine of his favour, 
Would he abuſe the Countenance of the King, 
Alacke, what Miſcheifes might he ſer -_ 
In ſhadow of ſuch Greatnefie? With you, Lord Biſhop, | 
Itiseven ſo. Who hath not heard it ſpoken, 
How you were within the Bookes of Heayen? 
- SRI _ | 

© us, the *imagine voyce of Heaven it ſclfe : 
The very Opener, and Intelli , 
Berweene the Grace, the Sandtities ofHeaven ? 
And our dull workings. O, who ſhall belceve, 
Place, 
Employ the Conntenance, and Grace of Heaven, 
As a falſe Favorite doth his Princes Name, 
Indeeds diſ-honorable? You have taken up, 


Vnder | 


— —_ A 
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Vnder the counterfeited Zeale of Heaven, 
The SubjeRs of Heavens Subſtitute, my Father, 
And both againſt the Peace of Heaven, and bim, 
Have hcre up-\warmed them. 

Biſh, Good my Lord of Lancaſter, 
I am not heere againſt Fathers Peace : 
But (as I rold my of Weſtmerland ) 
The Time (miſ-order'd ) doth in common ſence 
Crowd us, and cruſh us, tothis monſtrous Forme, 
To hold our ſafety ap. 1fent your Grace 
The parcels, and particulars of our Griete, 
The which hath ben with ſcorne ſhov'd from the Court: 
Whereon this Hydra-Sonne of Warre 1s borne, 
Whole dangerous eyes may well be charm'd aſleepe, 
With grant of oar moſt jult and right defires; 
And true Obedience, of this Madneſle cur'd, 
Sroope tamely to the foor of Majeſty. 

Mow. If not, we ready areto try our tortunes, 
To the laſt man. 

Haſt. nd though we here fall downe, 
We have Supplyes, toſecond our Attewpt z 
I they miſ-carry, theirs ſhall ſecond them. 
And fo, ſucceſſe of Miſchicte ſhall be borne, 
And Heire from Heire ſhall hold this Quarrell up, 


Whiles England ſhall have generation. 
bn, Youare too ſhallow ( Haſtings ) 
Much too ſhallow, 


To ſound the bottome of the after-Times. 
Weſt, Plcaſcth your Grace, to anſwere them direly, 
How tarre-forth you doe like their Articles; 
lob, T like them all, and doe allow them well : 
And {weare bere, by the honor of my blood, 
My tathers purpoles have beene miſtooke, 
And ſome, about him, have too laviſhly 


[I 


| Wreſted his meaning, and Authority. 
| My Lord, theſe Grictes ſhall be with ſpced redreſt ; 
| Vponmy life, they ſhall. If this may pleaſe you, 
| Ditcharge your powers untotheir ſeverall ties, 
' As we wall ours: and here betweene the Armies, 
| Let'seriake together friendly, and embrace, 
| That all their eyes may beare thole Tokens bome, 
' Of our reſtored Love,and Amity. | 
| Biſh, I take your Princely word, for theſe redrefſles. 
lon, 1 give it you, and will maintaine my word ; 
And thereupon I drinke unto your Grace. 
Haſft. Goe Captaine,and deliver tothe Army 
| This nevwes of Peace : letrhem have pay, and part ; 
| I know,it will well pleaſe them. 
| Highthce Captaine, 
Bib, Toyou, my Noble Lord of Fe«ſimerland. 
Weſt. Ipledge your Grace : 
Andif you knew what paines I have beſtow'd, 
To breed thispreſent Peace, 
You would drinke freely : bur my love to ye, 
Shall ſhew it lelfe mote openly hercatter. 
Bib. 1doc not doubt you. 
Welt. lam glad of it. 
Health to my Lord, and gentle Couſin Mowbray, 
Mow, You wiſh me health in very happy lcaſon, 
For 1 am, on the ſodaine, ſomething ill. 
Bi, Againſt ill Chances, men are ever merry, 
Bur heavineſſe fore-runnes the good event. 
Weit.Therefore be merry(Cooxe )ſince ſodaine ſorrow 
Serves to lay thus : ſome good thing comes to morrow. 
Bib. Belceve me, I ampaſling light in ſpirit. _ 
| ow. Somuchthe worſe, if your owne Rule be tru. 


z 


Ext. 


—— —— 
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— m—_ | 
_— The word of Peace is render'd : hearke how they 
owt. 
Aw. This had beene chearefull, after ViRory . 
Biſh. A Peace is of the nature of a Conqueſt : 4 
For then both parties nobly are ſubdu'd, 
And neither party looſer. 
lobn. Goe (my Lord) 
Andlet our Army be ditcharged too : 
And _ my Lord (fo pleaſe you) let our Traines 
Marc 


by us, that we may peruſe the men E xwt. 
We ſhould have coap'd withall. - 
Bilb, Goz, good Lord Haſtings : 
And cre they be diſmiſs'd, let them march by. Exit. 


lobn. Icrult (Lords ) we ſhall lye to night together. 
Emter Weitmerland. 
Now Couſin, wherefore ſtands our Army {till ? 
Weſt. The Leaders having charge from you to ſtand, 
Will not goe off, untill they heare you ſpeake. 
Tohn, They know their duties. Emer Haſtings, 
Haſt. Our Army is difpers'd: 
Like youthfull $tceres,unyoak'd, they tooke their courſe 
Eaſt, Weſt, North, South : or like a Schoole broke up, 
Each hurryes rowards his hom, and ſporting place. 
Weſt Good tidings (my Lord Haſtimgs) tor the which 
I doe arreſt thee (Traytor) of high Treaſon: 
And you Lord Arch-biſhop,and you Lord Afowbray, 
Of Capirali Treafor, I atrach you both. 
Meow. Is this procceding juſt, and honorable ? 
Weſt. Is your Aſſembly ſo 7? 
Biſh. Will ycu thus breake your faith ? 
lobn. 1 pawn'd thee none: 
I promiſ'd you redrefle of theſe ſame Grievances 
Whereof you did complainc ; which by mine Honor, 
I will performe, with a moſt Chriſtiancare. 
But for you (Rebels) looke to taſte the duc 
Meet for Rebellion, and ſuch As as yours. 
Moſt ſhallowly did yourthele Armes commence, 
Fondly brought here, and fooliſhly ſent bence. 
S:rike up our Drummes, purſuethe ſcatter'd ſtray, 
Heaven, and not we have ſafely fought to day. 

Some guard theſe Traitors tothe blacke of Death, - 
Trzaſons true bed, and yeelder up of breath, FE xeant, 
Enter Falſtaff, and Collevile. 

Faift. What's your Name,Sir ? of what Condition arc 
you? and of what place, I pray ? 

(ol. lama Knight, Sir : 
And my Name is Collewide of the Dale. 

. Fai. Well then, Collevite is your Name, a Knight is 
your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Collevite (hall 
{till be your Name,a a your Pant the Dun- 

n your Place, aplace' enough ; 1o ſhall you be 
Nil ollevile of the Dale. a ay , 
(#4. Are not you Sir [oh Falfteffe? 
Fal#. As good a manas he fir, who ere I am : doe yee 
yecld fir, or thall I ſwcate for you ? ifI doe ſweate, t 
are the drops of thy Lovers,and they weep for thy death, 
therefore rowze up Feare and Trembling,and doe obſer- 
vance tomy mercy, | 
(al. 1 thinke you are Sir lobw Faltaffe , and inthat 
thought yeeld me. | 
Fat. 1 have a whole Schoole of tonguesin this bally of | 
mine, and nota Tongue of them "4 es any other 
word but my name : and I had but a belly of any indiffe- 
rency, I were ſimply the moſt ative fellow in Europe : 
ombe, my wombe, my wombe undoes me, Heere 
comes our Generall. | 
h 3 Enter 
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Enter Prince [olm, and Weſimerland, 


Tohn. The heat is paſt, follow no farther now 
Call in the Powers, good Couſin Weftmerland. 
Now Faſftaffe, where have you beene all this while ? 
When every thing is ended, thou you come. 


| Theſetardy Trickes of yours will (on my life) 


One time or other, breake ſome Gallowes backe. 

Faſft. 1 would be ſorry (my Lord) but it ſhonld be 
thus: I mover Cnc yer, urechatoend checke was the 
reward of Valour. Doc you thinke me a Swallow ,an Ar- 
row, or a Bullet ? Have 1, in my and old Motion, 
the cxpedirion of Thought ? I have ſpeeded bither with 
the very extremeſt inch of poſſibility. 1 have fowndred 
nine ſcore and odde Poſtes : and heere (travelkrainted 
as I am) have, in my pure and immaculate Valour, taken 
Sir John Collevile of the Dale, a moſt furious Knight, and 
valorous Enemy : Burt what of that ? he ſaw me, and 
yeelded : thatI may juſtly ſay with the hooke-nos'd 
fellow'of Rome, I came, ſaw, and over-came. 

 Tohm. It was more of his Courtclie, then your defſer- 


"Fatt. I know not : heere he is,and heere I yeeld him: 
and I beſcech your Grace, let it be book'd with the reſt 
of this dayes deedes; or I ſweare, I will haveit in a par- 
ticular Ballad, with mine owne Piure on the top of it 
(Collevite) killing my foot:) To the which courſe, it I 
be cnforc'd, if you doe not all 'ſhew like gilt rwo-pences 
tome; and 1, in the cleare Sky of Fame, o're-ſhine you 
as much asthe full Moone doth the Cynders of the Blc- 
ment (which ſhew like Pinnes-beadsro her) belceve nor 
the word of the Noble : therefore let me have right, and 
let deſert mount. 

Tobn, Thine's too heavy to mount. 

Falſt. Lerit ſhine thens 

Tobn, Thine'stco thicke to ſhine. 

Fa/ft, Let it doe ſomething (my good Lord) that may 
doc megood, and call it what you will. 

Tobm. Is thy Name Collevile ? 

Col. Itis (my Lord.) 

Tohn. A famous Rebell art thou, Colevile, 

Faiſt. And a famous true Subjerooke him. 

Col. T am (my Lord) but as my Berttersare, 
That led me hither : hadthey beene rul'd by me, 
You ſhould have wonne them dearer then you have. 

Falft. Iknow not how they ſold themſclves,but thou 
like a kind fellow, gav'(t thy felfe away; and I thanke 


thee, for thee, 
Emer Weſtmerland. 

Tohn, Have you left purſuit ? 

Feſt. Retreat is made, and Execution ſtay'd, 

John. Send (ollevile, with his Confederates, 
To Yorke, to preſent Execution. 
Blunt, leade him hence, and (ce you guard him ſure. 

Exit with Collevile, 

And now diſpatch we toward the Court (my Lords) 
I hearethe King, my Father is ſore ſicke, 
Our Newes fhall goe beforc us, to his Majeſty, 
Which (Couſin) you ſhall beare, tocomfort him: 
And we with ſober {| will follow you. 


Falſ#. My Lord, 1 beſeech you, give me leave to goe 
Funb neon gar 115 energy 


ſtand m Lord, *pray ,in your good report. 
Tobn. —_ well, Palfteffe: I,in my condition, 
Shall better ſpeake of you, then you yo Exit. 


1 Our N 


Faiſt. 1 would you had but the wit : *twere better then 
your Dukedome. Good faith, this fame young ſober. 
looded Boy doth nor love me, nor a man cannot make 
him laugh ; butthats no marvaile, he drinkes no Wine, 
There's never any of theſe demure Come to any 
proofe : for thinne drinke doth ſo over-coole their blood, 
and making many Fiſh-Meales, that they fall into a kind 
of Male Greene-ſickneſſe : and then, when they marry, 


they get Wenches. Theyare ly Fooles, and Cow. 
ards; which ſome of C_—_. for inflamation. 
A good Sherris-Sacke hath a twofold on in it z jt 
aſcends me into the Braine,dryes me thereall the fooliſh, 
and Cull, and crudy Vapours, which environ it: makes 
irapprehenlive,quicke, forgerive, full of nimble, firy, 
cleable ſhapes; whichdeliver'd o're to the Voyce, 
the Tongue, which isthe Birth, becomes excellent Wie, 
The ſecond of your excellent Sherris, is, the 
warming of the Blood : which before (cold, and fetled) 
lefr the Liver white, andpale ; which is the Badge of 
Puſillanimity, and ize : burthe Sherris warmes 
ir, and makes it courſe from the inwards, to the parts 
extremes : itilluminateth the Face, which (as a Beacon) 
gives warning toall the reſt of this little kiaggdome (man) 
to Arme : and then the Vitall Commoners, and in-land 
petty ſpirits, muſter me all ro their Captaine, the Heart ; 
who gicat, and pufftup with his retinue, doth any deed 
of Courage : and this Valour comes of Sherris. So, that 
Skill in the Weapon isnothing, without Sacke (for that 
{ers it a-worke :) and Learning, a meere Hoord of Gold, 
kept by a Devill, till Sacke commences it, and ers it in 
at, and uſe. Hereof comes it, that Prince 1s val 
ant : for the cold blood he did naturally inberite of his 
Facher, he hath, like Trane, ſterrill, and bare Land, m4 
nured, husbanded, and tyll'd, wirh excellent endeavonr 
of drinking gocd, and geo ftete of fertile Sherris, that 
he is become very hot, ard vyalient, II had a thouſand 
ſonnes, the firſt Principle I would teach them, ſhould be 
to torſweare rhirne Potations, and to addi themſelves 
to Sacke. Emer Bardolph. 
R—_— diſ all,and 

B Army is diſcharged all, - 

Fal#ft. Let them goe : Ile h Cloucefterſhirs, 
and there will I viſit Maſter Robert Shallow, Eſquire: 1 
have him already ing berweene my finger and my 
thombe, and ſhortly will I ſeale with him. Come away- 

E xennt. 


_———— 


Scena Secunda. 


_— — 


_— WM _ @—_ — 


Enter King, Warwicke, Clarence, Gloncefter. 


King, Now Lords, if heaven doth give ſucceſſefull end 
Tothus Debate that bleedeth at our doores, 
We will our Youth leade onto higher Fields, 
And draw no Swerds, but what are ſanRify'd. 
is addreſſed, onr Power collected, 


y we want 2 : 
And pawſeus, till theſe Rebels, now a-foor, 
Come underneaththe of Government. 


== 
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| King, Hemphrey (my Sonne of Glouceſter) where is 
the Prince, your Brother ? 
Ge. I thinke he's gone to hunt (my Lord) at Wind- 


ſat» 

King. And how accompanied ? 

Gle. I doe notknow (my Lord) . 

King. Is not his Brother, Themas of Clarence, with 
him ? 

Gle. No (my good Lord) he is in preſence heere. 

{lar. What would my Lord, and Father ? 

King. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence, 
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother ? 
Heloves thee, and thou do'ſt negieR him (Thomes.) 
Thou haſt a better place in his Aﬀecion, 

Then all thy Brothers : cherriſh it (my Boy) 
And Noble Offices thou may'lt cffet 
Of Mediation (after 1 am dead) 
Berweene his Greatneſſe, and thy other Brethren. 
Therefore omit him not : blunt not his Love, 
Nor looſe the advantage of his Grace, 
By ſeeming cold, ar carelefle of his will, 
For he is gracious, it he be obſery'd : 
He hath a ary Hand 

(as Da ity 2 
= ans (Sn wr +7 he's Flint, 
——— —_— as —_—_ 
As Flawes congealed in the Spri 
His temper thereforemuſt be well obſerv'd 
Chide han for faulrs, and doe it reverently, 
When you perceive his blood enclin'd to mirth : 
But bet him Live, and 


Til that apr; LL 


{cope, 

{likea Whale on ground) 
Confoand themſelves with working. Learne this Thomas, 
And thou ſhalt prove a ſhelter to thy friends, 
A Hoope of gold, to bind eby Brothers in : 
nn _— ———_ 
(Mingled with Venomeof Suggeſtion, 
As force , perforce, the Age will powre it in) 
Shallnever leake, though 1t doe worke as ſtong 
As Aconizams , or raſh G wder. 

Clar. 1 (hall obſerve him with all care, and love. 

King. Why art thou notat Windſor with him (The- 
mas ?) 
_ Hee is not there to day : hee dines in Lon- 
\ King And how accompanyed ? Canit thou tell 

2 | 


Clar. With Pointz, and other his continuall follow- 


ers. 
Kin, Moſt ſubjcR is the fatteſt Soyle to Weedes : 
And he(the Noble Image of my Youth ) 

Is over-{pread with thew : therefore my gricte 
Sretches it ſelfe beyond the howre of deat 
The blood weepes from my heart, when I doe ſhape 
(Informcs imaginary) —_— Dayes, 

And rotten Times, that you (hall looke upon, 
When I am fleeping with my Anceſtors. 
For when his ong Riot hath noCurbe, 
| When Rage and hor-blood are his Connſailors, 
When Meanes and laviſh Manners meere 
Oh, with what Wings ſhalt his Aﬀedtions 
"ewerds fronting Pectiyent —_— 

e. My ou 

The Pr oo_—_ Lond,y beyond him quite: 
Like a ſtrange Tongue : wherein, togaine the Language 
| Tisneedfull, chat the moſt immodeſt word 


es 


. 


—_— 


Be look'd _——_—_ learn'd : which once attayn'd, 
Your Hi knowes, comes tono farther uſe, 
Bur robe knowne, and hated. So, like grofle termes, 
The Prince will, in the of time, 
Caſt off his followers : and their memory 
Shall asa Patterne, ora Meaſure live, 
By which his Grace muſt mete the lives of others, 
Turning paſt-evills to advancages. | 
Kin. Tis ſeldome, when the Bee dothleave her Combe 
Inthe dead Carrion. 
| Emer W 
_— yr rm ? 

Wet, H to my Soveraigne, and new ineſſe 
Added to thar, that nnd. ep 
Prince /obn, your Sonne, doth kifle your Graces Hand : 
Mowbray, the Biſhop, Seroope, Haſtings, and all, 

Are brought tothe Correction of your Law. 
There is not now a Rebels Sword untheath'd, 

But Peace puts torth her Olive every where : 

The manner how this Action hath beene borne, 
Here (at more leyſure) may your Highneſle reade, 
With every courſe, in his particular. 

King. O Weitmerland, thou art a Summer Bird, 
Whighever in the haunch of Wiacer ſings 
The lifting up of day. 

Emer Harcourt, 
Looke, heere's more newes, 
Har. From Enemies , Heaven keepe your Majeſty: 


| 4nd when they ſtand againſt you, may they fall, 


As thoſe that 1 am come totell you of. 
The Earle N erthunberland, and the Lord Bardotfs, 
With a Power of Engliſh, and of Scots, 
Are by the Sherite of Yorkeſhire overthrowne : 
* The manner, and true order of the fight, 
This Packer (pleaſe it you) containes at large, 
King. And wherefore ſhould theſe newes 
Make meſicke ? 
Will fortune never come with both hands full, 
But write her faire words till in fouleſt Letters? 
She cither gives a Stomacke, and nofood, 
(Such are the poore, in health) or elſe a Feaſt, 
And takes away the Stomacke ({uch are the Rich, 
That have aboundance, and enjoy it not) 
I ſhould rejoyce now, at this happy newes, 
And now my Sight tayles, and my Gralgp te giddy. 
O me, come neere me, now I am muchill, 
Gle, Comfort your Majeſty. 
(7. Oh, my Royall Father. 
Weſt. My ſoveraigne Lord, cheare vp your ſelfe, leoke 


Ln Gay 
Are with his Hi very or , 

Stand from him, give him ayre : 

He'le ſtraight be well. 

Clar. No, no, he camor long hold out; theſe pangs, 
Th'incefſant care, and labour of his mind, 

Hath the Mare, that ſhould confine it in, 
——__ life lookes through, and willbreake ont. 
Gl, The people feare me : for they dot obſerve - 
Vnfather'd Hcires, and loathly Births of Nature : 

The ſcaſons chtnge their manners, as the yeere 

Had found ſome moneths , and leap'd them over. 
Cla. The River haththrice flow'd; nothbe berweene : 
a med rmeemmen gn ms 

Say it did, a little tiene before 


That our great Grand-fire Edward fick'd, and dy'des 


—””—- — x — 


patient (Princes) you doe know, theſe Fits | 


Ware..\ 
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VErS» 
Glo. This Apoplexy will (certaine) be his end. 
King. Ipray you take me up,and beare me hence 
Into ſome other Chamber : {ottly *pray. 
Let there beno noyle made ( my gentle friends) 
Vnleſſe ſorhe dull and favourable hand 
Will whiſper Maſicke to my weary Epirit. 
War. Call forthe Mulicke in the other Roome. 
King. Set me the Crowne upon my Pillow here. 
Clar. Hiseye is hollow, and he changes much. 
War, Leſlc noyle, Icſlc noyle. 


Enter Prince Hengy. 


Pri. Hen. \W ho ſav the Duke of Clarence? 
(1a. T am here (Brother) full of heavineſle. 


abroad ? How doth the King ? 
| Glo. Exceeding ill. 
Prs. Hen. Heard he the good newes yet ? 
Tell it him. 
Gle. He alter'd much, upon the hearing it. 
Pri. Hen. If he beſicke with Ioy, 
He'l recover without Phylicke. 
War. Not fo much noyle (my Lords) 
Sweet Prince ſpeake low. - 
The King, your father, isdiſpos'd to ſleepe. 
Clar. Let us with-draw into the other Roome. , 
War. Wie pleaſe your Grace to goealong with us ? 


Why doth the Crowne lye there, upon his Pillow, 
{ Being ſotroubleſome a Bed-fellow ? 

O polliſh'd Perturbation ! Golden Care | | 

That keep'ſt the Portsof flumber open wide, 

To a watchfull Night : {lcepe with it now, 
Yet not ſo ſound, and halfe fo decpely {,vcer, 

As he whoſe Brow {with homely Biggen bound) 
Snores gut the Watch of Night. O Majeſty ! 
When thou do'ſt pinch thy Bearer, thou do'ſt fir 
Like a rich Armor, worne in heat of day, 

That ſcald'& withafety : by his Gates of breath, 
There lyes a dowJney feather, which ſtirres not : 
Did he ſuſpire,. that light and weightleſſe dowlne 
Perforce muſt move. My gracious Lord, my Father, 
This ſleepe is ſound indeed : this is aleepe, 
That from this Golden Rigoll hath divorc'd 

So many Engliſh Kings. Thy duc, from me, 
IsTeares, and heavy Sorrowes of the Blood, 
WhichNature, Love, and filiall tenderneſle, 
Shall (O deare father) pay thee plenteouſly, 

My due, from thee, is this Imperiall Crowne, 
Which (as immcdiate from thy place, and blood) 
Derives it ſelfe tome. Loe, hcere it ſits, 

W hich Heaven ſhall guard : 


{ It ſhall nor force this Lincall Honor from me, 

This, from thee, will I to mine leave, 

| As tis leftto mc, | 

Enter Warwicke, Glouceſter, C larmee. 

| . King. Warwicke, Glonceſler, Clarence. ſy 
Clear. Doththe King call ? , 


#ar. What would your Majeſty ? how fares your , 


Grace? ' | 


War. Speake lower (Princes) for the King reco- 


Pri, Hen. How now ? Raine within doores, and none 


Pri, Hen. No: 1I will fit, and watch here, by the King, 


| And putthe worlds whole ſtrength into one gyant arme, 


Ex, 


— 


| King. Why did youleaveme here alone (my Lords) 
(ia. Welett the Prince (my Brother) here (my Liege) 

W ho undertooke to ſit and watch by you. 

Ye The Prince of Wales ? where is he ? let me ſee 


m. 
War. This doore isopen, he is gone this way. 
= He came not through the Chamber where wee 


yd. 
King. Where is the Crowne? who tooke it from my 

Pillow ? 

ny When we with-drew (my Liege) we left it 
cres 
King. The Prince hath ta'ne ithence ; 

Goe {ceke him our. 

Is be ſohaſty, that hedoth ſuppoſe 

My fleepe, my death ? Find him (my Lord of Warwick) 

Chide him hither : this part of his cenjoynes 

With wy diſcaſ*, and belpes toend me 

Sce Sonnes, what things you are : 

How quickely Nature falls into revolt, 

W hen Gold becomes her ObjeR? 

For this, the fooliſh over-carctull fathcrs 

Have broke their {leepes with thoughts, 

Their braines with care, their bones with induſtry. 


For this, they have 1 edandpyl'd up 
The canker'd heapes of ſtrange-atchieved Gold : 
For this, they have beene thoughtfull, ro inveſt 


Their Sonnes with Arts, and Martiall Exerciſes : 
W hen, like the Bee, culling from every flower 
The vertuous Sweets, our 1 highes packt with Wax, . 
Our Mouthes with Honey, we bring it tothe Hive ; 
And like the Bees, are murthered for our paines. 
This bitterraſte yeelds his engroſſements, 
Tothe cnding father. 
Enter Warwicke, 
Now where 1s he, that will not ſtay ſo long, 
Till his friend ſickeneſſe hath determin'd me ? 
War. My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Roome, 
Waſhing with kindly Teares his gentle Cheekes, 
With {uch a deepe demeanure, in great ſorrow, 
That Tyranny, which never but blood, 
Would (by beholding hi) bave waſh'd his Knife 
Wirth gentle eye-drops. He is comming hither. 
King. But wheretote did he take away the Crowne ? 
Enter Prince Henry. 
Loc, where he comes. - Come hither ro me ( Harry, ) 
——_ - Chamber, a us hcere alonc. Ex#. 
14, Hex. I never thoughtto heare you ſpeake againe- 
King. Thy wiſh was father (Hery) to aethoothe: | 
I ſtay too long by thee, I weary thee. 
Do'ſ{tthou ſo hunger for my empty Chayre, 
That thou wilt needes inveſt thee with mine Honors, 
Bc torethy howre be ripe? Ofooliſh youth | 
Thou ſcek'ft the Greatneſle, that will over-whelme thee 
Stay but alittle : for my Cloud of Dignity 
Is held from falling, with fo weake a winde, 
Thar it will quickly drop : my Day is dimme. 
, Thou haſt ſtolne that, whichafter ſome few howres 
= nary ry rm offence: and at my death 
na 'd up my expedation, 
Thy life did manifeſt, thoulov'dſt me nor, 
And thou wilt have me dycaſlur'd of it, | 
Thou hid'ſt a thouſand Daggers in thy thoughts, 
Whichthou haſt whetted enthy heart, 
Toſtabbe at halfe an howre of my li 


| WE cn en benhouce? Ties 


_— 


= 


— . -” "x" of 
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Then get thee gone, and digge my gravethy ſelfe, 
And bd the merry Belsring to thy care 

That thou art Crowned, noethat I am dead, 

Letall the Teares, that ſhould bedew my Hearſe 

Be drops of Balme, to ſanRifie thy head : 

Onely TI ndult; 

Give that, which gwe thee life, unto the Wormes : 
Plucke downe my Othicers, breake my Decrees ; 
For now a time 1s come, to mocke at forme. 

Heary the fift is Crown'd : Vp Vanity, 


And tothe Engliſh Courrt, afſemble now 

From ev'ry Region, Apes of Idleneſle. 

Noiy neighbor-Contines, purge you of your Scum ; 

Have youa RutHan that will tweare? drinke ? dance ? 

Revell the night? Rob ? Murder ? and commit 

The oldeſt finnes, the _— kind of wayes ? 

Be happy, he will trouble you no more : 

England, ſhall double gill'd, histrebble guilt. 

England, (hall give him Otice, Honor, Might : 

For the Fift Harry, from cur'b Licenſe pluckes 

The muzzle of Reſtraint , andthe wild Dogge 

Shall ficfh his tooth in every Innocent. | 

O my poore Ki (ficke, with civill blowes) 

Whenthat my could not with-hold thy Ryots, 

What wilt thou doe, when Ryor is thy Care ? 

O, thou wilt be a Wilderneſle againe, 

Peopled with Wolves (thy old Inhabitants. 
Prin. O pardon me (my Liege) 

But for my Teares, 

The moſt iments unto my Speech, 

I had fore-ſtall'd this deere, and deepe Rebuke, 

Ere you (with greefe) had ſpoke, and 1 bad heard 

Thecourte of it ſo farre. There is your Crowne, 

And he that weares the Crowne immortally, 

Long guard it yours: If laffect it more, 

Then as Honour, and as your Renowne, 

Let me no more from this Obedience riſe, 

Which my moſt true, and inwarddutcous ſpirit 

Teacheth this proſtrate, and cxteriour bending. 

Heaven witneſſe with me, when I heere came in, 

And found no courſe of breath within your Majeſty, 

How cold it ſtrooke my beart. 1f I doe faine, 

Oler me, in my preſent wildeneſſe, dye, 

And never live, to ſhew th'incredulous World, 

The Noble _ I have purpoſed. 

Comming to looke on you, thinking youdead, 

(And deadalmoſt (my Liege) tothink _ were) 

| ſpake unto the Crowne (as having icnſe) | 

Andthus upbraided it. Care on thee depending, 

Hath fed upon the body of my Father, 

Therefore, thou belt of Gold, art worſt of Gold. 

Other, lefſe fine in Charract, is more precious, 

Preſerving life, in Med'cine potable : 

Butthou, moſt Fine, moſt Honour'd, moſt Renown'd, 

Haſtcate the Bearer ups» 

Thus (my Royall Liege) 

Accuſing it, I put it on my Head, 


Totry with it (as withan Enemy, 
That had before my face —_—_ my father) 
The Quarrell of a true inheritor, 
But if it did infeRt my blood with joy, 

Or ſwell my T toany ſtraine of Pri 
If any Rebell, or vaine ſpiritof mine, 
Did, with the leaſt Aﬀection of a Welcame, 
| Give entertainment to the might of it, 


Downe Royall State : All you ſage Counſailors, hence : 


Let heaven, for ever, ktepe it from my head, 

And make me, as the pooreſt Vaſlaile is, 

That doth with awe, and terror knecle to it. 
King. O my Sonne ! | 

Heaven put it in thy mind to take it hence, 

Thar thou might'it joyne the more, thy Fathers love, 

Plcading fo wilely, in excuſe of it. 

Come hither Harry ,fit thou by my bed, 

And heare (I thinke, the very late(t Counſcll 

That ever 1 thall breath : Heaven knowes, ay Sonne) 

By what by-pathes, and indirect crook'd-wayes 

I met this Crowne : and I my {clfe know well 

How troubleſome it (ate upon my head. 

To thee, ir ſhall deſcend with better Quier, 

Better Opinion, berter Confirmation ; 

For allthe ſoyle of the Atchievement goes 

With me, into the Earth. Icſcem'd in me, 

But asan Honor ſnatch'd with boyſt'rous hand, 

And 1 had many living, to upbraid 

My gaine of it, by their Aſſiſtances, 

W hich dayly grew to a Quarrell, and to Blood-ſhed, 

All theſe Feares, 

Thou ſceſt (with perrill) I have anſwered : 

For all my Reigne, hath beeve but asa Sczne 

Atting that argument. And now my death 

Changesthe Moode : For what in me, was purchas'd, 

Falles upon thee, in a more Fayrer ſort. 

Sothou, the Garland wear'ſt fucceſſiuely, 

Yet, though thou ſtand'ſt more ſure, then I could doe, 

Thou art not firme enough, fince griefesare greene : 


And allthy Friends, whichthou muſt makethy friends | 


Have bur their ſtings,and teeth, newly taken out, 

+ yr = working, I was firſt advanc'd, 
whole power, I well mig ana. gg Feare 

To beagaine difplac'd. Which toavoyd, 

I cut them off: and had a purpoſe now 

Tolcade out many to the Holy Land ; 

Leaſt reſt, and lying ſtill, might make them looke 

Tooneere unto my State. 

Therefore (my Harry) 

Be it thy courle to bnlic giddy Mindes + 

With Forraigne Quarrels : chat Action hence borne out, 

May waſte the memory of the former dayes. 

More would |, but my Lungsare waſted fo, 

That ſtrength of Specch is utterly deni'd me. 

How Icameby the Crowne, O heaven torgive : 

And grant it may, withthee, in truc peace live. 

Prin. My gracious Liege ; 

You wonne it ;zwore it, kept it, gave it me, 

Then plaineand right mult my poſſeſſion be; 

Which I, with more, then witha Common paine, 

'Gainſt all the World, will rightfully maintaine. 


Enter Lord lobn of Lancaſter, 
andWarmicke, 


King. Looke, looke, 
Heere comes my /obn of Lancaſter : 
Tobm, Health, Peace, and Happineſle, q 
To my Royall Father: | | 
King. bring'ſt me happineſſe, 
(Sonne lobn ,) 7 oh 
But health (alacke) with yourhfull wings is lowne 
From this bare, wither'd Trunke. Vpoa thy fight 


—— 


My worldly buſinefſe makes a period. 
y y c per1 | 


— 
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Where is my Lord of Warwicke ? Davy. Igraunt your Worſhip,that he is a knave Sir; 
Prin. My Lord of Warwicke. Bur yet heaven forbid Sir, but a Knave ſhould have ſome 
King. Doth any name particular, belong Countenance,at his Friends requeſt, An honeſt man (ir, 

Vnto the Lodging, wherel firſt did ſwoon'd? 1s able to ſpeake for himſelfe,whena Knave is not. I have 
War. 'Tis call'd ernſalem, my Noble Lord. ſerv'd your Worſhip truely fir, theſe eight yeeres : and 
Kix. Laud beto heaven : if I cannot once or twice in a Quarter beare out a knaye, 

Even there my life muſt end. againſt an honeſt man,I have buta very little credite with 

It hath beene propheſi'de to me many yeares, your Worſhip. The Kraveis mine honeſt Friend Sir, 

I ſhould not dye, but in /eraſalem : therefore 1 beſcech your Worſhip, let him be Cqunte. 

W hich (vainely)I ſuppos'd the Holy-Land. nanc'd. T 

But beare me tothat Chamber, there Ile lye : Shal. Goe too, 

Inthat /eruſalems, ſhall Harry dye, Exeunt- | I ſay he ſhall have no wrong: Looke about Davy. 

W here are you Sir /ohn? Come, oft with your Boots, 
oo — | Give meyour hand Maſter Par do/fe. 
: . Bard. 1am glad to ſee your Worſhip. 
oA an F Quintus. Scena Pima, Shal. Ithanke thee, with all my heart, kind Maſter 
Bardolfe : and welcome my tall Fellow : 
Oe > OR LONG — | ComeSir /obv. 
Faſf. Ile follow you; good Maſter Robert Shallow, 
Enter Shallow, Silence, Falilafſe, Bardolfe, Bardolfe, looke to our Horſes. If I were faw'de into 
Page, and Davy. Quantities, I ſhould make foure dozen of ſuch bearded 


| Hermites ſtaves, as Maſter Shafſow. It is a wonderfull 
Shal. By Cocke and Pyc, you ſhall not away to night, | thingtoſce the ſemblable Coherence of his mens ſpirits, 
What Davy, I ſay. and his:They,by obſerving ofhim,doe beare themſelves 
 Fal. You muſt excuſe me, Maſter Robert Shallow. like fooliſh Inſtices : He, by converfing with them, is 
>» Shat. 1 will notexcuſe you : you ſhallnot be excuſed. | turn'd intoa Tuſtice-like Servingman. Their ſpirits are 
Excuſes ſhall notbe admitted : there is no excuſe ſhall | ſo married in Conjundtion, with the participation of S0- 
ſerve : you ſhallnotbe excus'd. ciety, that they flocke in conſent, like ſo m- 
Why Davy. ny-Wilde-Geeſe. If I had a ſuite to Maſter Shallow, I 
Davy. Heere fir. would bumour his men, with the imputation of being 
Shal. Davy, Davy,Davy,let me lee (Davy)let mic fee: | neere their Maſter, 1frohis Men, I would curry with 
William Cooke, bid him come hither. Sir /o/>, you ſhall | Malter Shafow, that no man could better command his 
not be excus'd. | Servants. It is certaine, that either wiſe bearing, orig- 
Davy. Marry fir , thus : thoſe Precepts cannot bee | norant Carriage is caught, as men take diſcaſes, one of 
ſerv'd * and againe ſir ,ſhall we ſowe the head-land with | another : therefore, let men take heede of their Compe- 


Whearte ? | ny- I will deviſe matter out of this Shallow, to | 
Shal. With red Wheate Davy.But for William Cooke; | keepe Prince Harry in continuall Laughter, the wearing 
are thereno yong Pigeons ? out of fix Faſhions (which is foure Tearmes) or two Ac- | 
Davy. Yee Sir. - tions, and be ſhall laugh with tervalums. O it is much ; 
Heere is now the Smithes note, for Shooing, that a Lye (with a flight Oath) and a jeſt (witha fad | 
| And Plough-Irons. brow) will doe, with a Fellow, that never had the Ache 
Shal. Letitbecaſt, and payde : Sir /obn, you ſhatl | in his ſhoulders. O you ſhallſce him laugh, till his Face 
not be excuf'd. be like a wet Cloake, ill laid up. 
Davy. Sir,anew linketothe Bucket muſt needes be | Sh!. Sir /ohn, 
| had : And Sir, doe you meane to ſtoppe any of Williams | Falft. I come Maſter Shallow, I come Maſter Shafov, 
Wages, about the Sacke he loſt the other day,at Hinckley Exeunt, 
| Fayre? 
Shal, He ſhall anſwer 1t : ——___ y _ 
Some Pigeons Davy, a couple of ſhort-legg'd Hennes : a 
joynt adn and any Sony lictle = Kickfhawes, S cana $, ecunda. 
tell Viliam Cooke. > ae ay o—_ e—_— c—— Ju 1. em cu 
Davy. Doth the man of Warre, {tay all night ſir ? | 
| Shal. Yes Davy: Enter the Earle of Warwicke, and the Lord 
I will uſe him well. A friend i*th Court, is better then a Chnefe Inftice. 
peroy in purſe. Vſc his men well Devy, for they are ar- 
rant Knaves,and will backe-bite. War. How now, my Lord Chiefe Iuſtice, whithe! 
Davy. No worſe thenthey are bitten, ſir; For they | away? 
have marvellousfouvle linnen. (bei. Iuſt. How doth the King ? 
| Shat. Well conccited Davy : about thy Buſineſſe, | war. Excecding well : his Cares 
Davy. Are now, all 
Davy. I beſeech you ſir, Ches. Inft. I not dead. 
To countenance William Uiſer of Foncet, 2gainſt Cle- | War. He's walk'd the way of Nature, 
went Perkes of the hill. And to our cs, he lives no more. F 
Shel. Thereare many Complaints Davy, againſt that | Chei. aſt, 1 would his Majeſty had call'd me wich hi, 
| Viſor, that Uſer is av arrant Knaye, on my know- | The ſervice, that I truely did his life. | 
; ledge. | Hath lefrme open toall injuries. - a 
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War. Indeed I thiake the youg King loves you not. 
j. Juſt. 1 know he doth not, and doe arme my ſclfe 
To welcome the condition of the Time, 
Which cannot looke more hideouſly upon me, 
Then I have drawne it in my f: . 


Enter lob _ ryan Glancefler, 


War. Heere come the heavy ive of dead Harry : 
O, that the living Harry had che temper 
Of him, the worit of theſe three Gentlemen : 
How many Nobles then, ſhould hold their places, 
That mult ſtrike faile, ro Spirits of vilde ſort ? 
Ches. Inft, Alas, I feare, all will be over-turn'd. 
lon. Good morrow Coin Warwicks, good morrow- 
Glow. Clar. Good morrow, Colin. 
lobn, We meet , like men, that had forgot to ſpeake, 
War, We doc remember: but our Argument 
[5all t 0 heavy, to admit mach talke. (heavy. 
lon, Well : Peace be with him, that hath made us 
Chei. Inſt. Peace be with us, leaſt we be heavier. 
Glow. O, good my Lord,you have loſt afriend indeed: 
And I dare ſweare, you borrow not that face 
Ot ſeeming ſorrow, it is ſure your owne. 
lobn. Though no man be aflur'd what graccto find, 
You ſtand in coldeſt expeRatiou. 
| amthe ſorricr, would 'twere otherwiſe. ; 
(le. Well,you muſt now ſpeake Sir /obn Falftaffe faire, 
Which fwimmes againſt your ſtreame of Quality. 
Chei. Inft. Sweet Princes :whar I did, I did in Honor, 
Led by th* Lmperiall Condudt of my Soule, 
And never ny ſee, that I will begge 
A ragged, and fore-ſtall'd Remiſſion. 
If Troth, and upright Inn faile me, 
lleto the King (my Matter) that 1s dead, 
And tell him, who hath ſent me after him. 
#. Hcere comes the Prince. 


Enter Prince Htmy. 


Ch. Iuft.Good morrow: and heaven ſave your Majeſty 
Prin. This new, and gorgeous Garment, Majelty, 
Sitsnot ſocafie 6n me, as you thinke. 
Brothers, you mixec your with ſome Feare:z 
This is the Engliſh, not the Turkiſh Court : 
Not Amarah, an Ammrah (uccecds, 
But Harry, Harry: Yet be fad ( good Brethers) 
For (to ſpeake truth) it very well becomes you : 
Sorrow, ſo Royally in you __ 
That I will deepely put the faſhion on, 
And weare it in my heart. Why then be (ad, 
But entertaine no more of it (good brothers) 
Then a joynt burthen, laid upon us all. 
For me, by Heaven (I bid yoube aſſur'd) 
Ilebe your Father, and your Brother too : 
Let the but beare am lle bezre your Cares ; 
But weepe that Harry's dead, and fo will I, 
But Hay lives, that ſhall convert thoſe Teares 
By number, into homies of Happinefle. 
lohn, cc. We hope noother from your Majeſty. -. 
Prin. Youall looke ſtrangely on me 2 and you moſt, 
You are (I thinke aſſur'd, I love you not. 
Chei. [uft. Tam aſſur'd (if I be meaſur'd rightly) 
Tartieliphuk oo | 0547 Ky 
ri,No? might a Prince of my hopes forget 
So great Indignitics you laid upon _— 


| 


 ————_——  —— 


_— 


—_—— 


—_— 


What? Rate ? Rebuke? and roughly ſend tv Priſon 
Th immediate Heire of England > Was this cakie ? 
May this be waſh'd in Lerbe, and forgocten! ? 
Chez. 1u#t, 1 then did uſe the Perſon of your Father 3 
The Image of his power, lay then in me, 
And inth'adminittrationof his Law, 
_ I was bufie for the Commonwealth, 
our Highneſle p!caſed to forget my place, 
The Majeſty, and power of Pn and tuſtice, 
The Image of the King, whom | preſented, 
And ſtrooke me in my very Seate of Iadgement: 
ory an Offender to your Father) 
| gavebold way to my Authority, 
And did commit you. Ifthe deed were ill. 
Be you contented , wearing now the Garland, 
To baveaSonne, ſet your Decreesat naught? 
To plucke downe Tultice from your a Bench? 
To trip the courſe of Law, and bluntthe Sword 
That guards the peace, and ſafery of your Perſon? 
Nay more, to ſpurne at your moft Royall Image, 
mocke your workings, in a Second body ? 
Queſtion Royall Thoughts, make the caſe yours: | 
Be now the Father, and propoſea Sonne : 
Heareyeur owne dignity ſo much 'd, 
See your molt dreadfull Lawes, fo looſdly ſlighted ; 
Behold your felfe, ſo by a ſonne'diſdained : 
And then imagine me, taking you part, 
And in your power, {oft ſilencing your Sonne ; 
—cctictabcns, me; 
,aS youarea K e m your State, 
What have ring rs my place, 
My perſon, or my Lieges Soveraignty. 
Prin. You arcright Iuſtice, and you weighthis well ; 
Therefore ſtill beare the Ballance, ard the Sword : 
And I doe wiſh your Honors may encreaſe, 
Till you doe live, to ſcr a Sonne of mine 
Otfend you, and obey you, as I did, 
Se ſhall 1 live, to ſpeake my Fathers words : 
—_— caman ſobold, 
That doe Iuſtice, on my proper ſonae ; 
And nolefle happy, having ſuch a Sonne, 
That would up his Greatneſſe {o, 
Intothe hands of Iuſtice. Youdid commit me : 
For which, 1doe commit into your hand, 
Th'unſtained Sword that you have us'd tobeare : 
With this Remembrance ; That you uſe the ſame 
With the like bold, juſt, andimpartiall ſpirit 
As you have done 'gain{t me. There is my hand, 
You ſhall be as a Father, to my Youth: 
My voyce ſhall ſound, as youdoe prompt mine care, 
AndI will ſtoope, and humble my intents, 
—_ well-praftis'd, wile DireRions. 
Pringes all , beleeve me, I beſeech you : 
My father is wilde into his Grave, 
(For ia his Tombe, lye wy AﬀeRtions) 
And with tus Spirits, ſadly I ſurvive, 
To mockethe jon of the World : 
To fruſtrate Propheſics, andro race out 
Rotten opinion, who hath writ me downe 
After my ſeeming. The Tide of Blood in me, | 
Hath prowdly flow'd in Vanity,till now, 
to rs —_ O_ 
Where it ſhall mingle wit ate of floods, 
And flow henceforth in formall Majeſty. 
Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 
And let us chooſe ſuch Limbes of Noble Connfaile, - 
L.A 


— 


—_—— CD ——_ 
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That the Body of our State may goc ' 

In cquall ranke, with the beſt govern'd Nation, 

That warre, or Peace, or both at once may be 

As things acquainted and familiar to us, 

In which you (father)ſhall have formoit hand, 

Our Coronation done, we willaccite 

(AsTI before remembred) all our State, 

And heaven (conſigning to my good intents) 

No Prince, nor Peere, ſhall have juſt cauſe tofay, 
Heaven ſhorten Harries happy life, oneday. =Exennt, 


c_—_—_ 


Scena T ertia. 


— _———— 


_— 


Emer Falitaffe, Shallow, Silence, Bardolfe, 
Page, and Piſtoll, 


Shal. Nay; you ſhall ſee mine Orchard where, in an 
Arbor we will catea laſt yeres Pippin of my ownegraf- 
fing, with adiſh of Carrawaycs, and fo forth : Come 
colin Silence, and then to bed. 

FalFt. You have hcere a goodly dwelling, and arich. 

Shat. Barren, barren, barren : Beggers all,beggers all 
Sir John : Mzrry, goodayre. Spread Davy, ſpread Davy: 
Well ſaid Davy. 

Falit. This Davy ſerves you for good uſes: he is your 
Servingman, and your - 

Shal. A good Varkt, a good Varkt, a very good Var- 
let, Sir John : I have drunke too much $acke at Supper. 
A . my Varlet. Now fit downe, now fit doiyne : Come 
Colin, | 

Sil. A firra (quoth-a) we ſhall doe nothing but eate, 
and make checre, and praiſc heaven for the merry 
yeerez when fleſh is cheape, and Females deerc,and luſty 
Lads rome heerc, and there : ſo merrily, and ever among 
ſo merrily. 

Fatt. .There's a merry heart, good Maſter Silence, Ile 
give you health for that anon, * 

Shal. Good Maſter Bardelfe: ſome wine, Davy. 

Dav, Sweet fir, fit : Ile be with you anon: moſt ſweet 
fir, fit. Maſter Page, good Maſter Page, fit: Proface. 
What yon want in meate, We'll have in drinke : but you 
beare, the heart's all. . 

Shal.Be merry Maltcs Bardeffe, and my little Souldior 
there, be merry. 

Site, Be merry, be !, my wiſe ha's all. 

For womenare Shrewes, both ſhort: and tall : 
'Tis merry in Hall, when Beards waggeall ; 
And welcome merry Shrovetide. Be _— be merry. 

Falft. Tdid not thinke Maſter Silence had beenea man 
of this Mettle. 

Sil. Who I? I have beene merry twice and once, erc 


NOW. 
Davy, There isa diſh of Lether-coatsfor you. 
Shal. Davy. ; | 
Dav. Your Worſhip: Ile be with you ſtraight, A 
cup of Wine, fir? 
Si. A Cupof Wine,that's briske and fine, and drinke 
unto the Leman mine : and a merry heart lives long-a. 
| Faſſt, Well ſaid, Maſter Silence. 
Site. If we ſhall be merry, now comes in the ſweet of 


the night. 
Falf, Health, and long life to you, Maſter Silence. 


The bragging Spaniard. 


Site, Fill the Cup, and let it come- Ile pledge you x 
mule to the bottome. 

Sha. Honclt Bardolfe ,welcome : If thou want'ſt any 
thing,and wilr not call, beſhrew thy heart. Welcome m 
little tyne theefe ,and welcome indeed too : Ile drinke tg 
Maſter Bardo/fe, and to all the Cavileroes about London, 

Davy. | hope to ſee London, once cre I dye. 

Bard, 1fT might ſce youthere, Dary. 

Sha. You'll cracke aquart together? Ha, will younct 
Maſter Bardolfe? 

Bar. YcsSir,in a pottle 

Shal. I thanke ralge will ſticke by thee, 1 
can aflure thee that. He will not our, he is true bred. 

—_ And Ile ſticke by him, A WS 

. Why there ſpoke a King: lack nothing, 

Looke, whe at fir ng : who knockes po 

Falſt. Why now you have done me right. 

$i. Doc me right, anddub me Knight, Sawingo, 1s! 
nor {0 ? 

Fal. *Tis 10. 

Sil. Is*t > Why then ſay an old man can doe ſomewhat, 

Das, It it pleaſe your Worſhip, there's one Piſtul 
come from the Court with newes- 

Falit. From the Court? Let him come 1n. 


. 


Emter Pitoll, 
How now Piſtoll ? 

Pi5t, Sir Tobn, ſave you ſir- 

Falft, What winde blew yoa hither, Pi#tol? 

Pi, Not theill winde which blowes none to goed, 
{weet Knight : Thou art now one of the greateſt men in 
the Realme, 

Sl. Indeed, I thinkehebe, but Goodman Puff of 
Barſon. 

Pit, Puffe? puffe in thy teeth, molt recreant Coward 
baſe. Sir Jobs, I am thy Piſtoll, and thy friend : helter 
$kclter have I rode to thee, and tydings doe I bring, and 
lucky joyes, and golden Times, and happy Newes of 
price, 

Wo I prethce now deliver them, like a man of this 
orld, 

Pift. A footra for the World, and Worlings bale, 

I ſpeake of Afﬀrica, and Golden _ 

Fal. O baſe Aſſyrian Knight, what is thy newes? 
Let King (ovitha know the truth thereof. 

$i/. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and /obr. 

Pit. Shall dunghill Curres confront the Helicon: ? 
And ſhall goodnewes be baftel'd ? 

Then Piftolllay thy head in Furies lappe. 
: —_ Honeſt C—_ 

:now not your breeding» 

Pit, Why then Lament therefore. 

' Shal, Give me Sir. . 
If fir, you come with newes from the Coyrt, I take it, 
there is but two wayes, cither to utter them, or to cot 
ccale them. I am Sir, under the King, in ſome Authority. 

Piſt. _ — ? 

Bezonan, e, or dye. 

Shat. Vader | Henry. 

Pift. Harry the Fourth ?or Fift? 

Shal. Harry the Fourth. 

P4#t. A footra for thine Oitice. 

Sir /obn, thy tender Lamb-kinne, now is King, 
Harry the Fift's the man, 1 ſpeake thetruth. 
When Piſtoll lyes, doe this, and figge-me, like 


———___ _— — —— 


Flt. 


tt I — I 
—_ — md 


, 


Q 


Rt ut —_——_—_ 


Fal. Carrie Maſter Sdewteto bed : Maſter Shallow, my 
Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am Forrunes Steward. 
Get on thy Bootes, wee'l ride all night. Oh ſweer Piſtoll: 
Away Bardelfe : Come Piltoll, utter more to mee ; and 
withall deviſe ſomething ro doe thy ſelfe good. Boote, 
boote Maſter Sbellow, I know the King is licke for 
mee. Let ustake any mans Horſſes: T nas 
land are at my command'ment. Happie are they , whic 
have beene my Friends: and woe unte my Lord Chiefe 
luſtice, 

P4jf. Let Vultures vil'de ſeize on his Lungs alſo : 
Where is che life that late I led, ſay they ? ; 
Why heere it is, welcome thoſe pleaſant dayes. ZExount. 


— — 


Scena Quarta. 


— 


Enter Hofleſſe Quickly, Dol Teare-ſhecte, 
and Beadler. 


Heſt:ſſe. No, thou arrantknave: 1 would I might dye, 
that I might have thee hang'd : Thou haſt drawne my 
ſhoulder out of joynt. 

Off. The Conſtables have deliver'd her over to mee : 
and ſhee ſhall have Whipping cheere enough, I warrant 
_ There hath beene a man or two (lately) kill'd aboat 
Dot+ Nut-hooke, nut-hooke, you Lye : Come on, Ile 
tell thee what, thou damn'd Tripe-viſag'd Raſcall, if the 
Childe I now go with, do miſcarrie, thou had*ſt berrer 
_ had'ſt trooke thy Mother , thou Paper-fac'd Vil- 

Hoſt. O that Sir Johnwere come , hee would make 
thisa bloody day to ſome body. But 1 would the Fruite 
of her Wombe might miſcarry. 

Officer. It it doe, you (hall have «dozen of Cuſhions 
agane, you have but eleven now. Come, I charge = 


both go with me: for the man is dead; that you 
what, thou thin man in a Cenſor; 1 


ſtoll beate among you- 
Dol. lie tell t 
will have you as ſoundly ſwindg'd for this, you blew- 
Bottel'd Rogue : you file | 
denot ſwing'd Ile forſweare halfe Kirtles. 
| Off. Come, come, you ſhee-Knight-arrant,come« 


lanes comes caſe. 
» Come you Rogue, come : 
Bring me to a I ——_— 
Hoft. Yes, come you ſtarv'd Blood-hound. 
Del. Goodman death, g>odman Bogcs. 
Hoſt. Thou Anatomy, then. 
Del.Come you thinne Thing ; 
"—_— Raſcall. 
« Very well. 


Erennt, 


Fn "— 


fami(h'd CorreQtioner,if you 


Heft.O, that right ſhould thus o're come might. Well | 
 Impeof Fame. 


_— , . 
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ral. What, is the old King dead ? 1 
Pyt Asnail in doore. | 
bings I ſpeake, are ju . 
_ y Bardolph, Saddle my Horſe, Scena (Nunta, 
Maſter Robert Shallow, chooſe what Oilice thou wile 
In the Land, 'tis thine. Pifot, I will double charge thee | — _ 
With Dignities. 
Bod. O j »yfullday: Enter two Groomeg. 
I would not take a Kai for my Fortune. 1.Groo, More Ruſhes, more Ruſhes. 
Pit. What?1do bring good newes- 2-Groo, The Trumpets have ſounded twice. 


1. Groo, It will be rwo of the Clocke, cre they come 
frow the Coronation. Exit Gros. 


Emer Falſtaffe Shallow, Pifloll, Bardoife, and P age. 


Falftaffe. Stand hecre by me, M- Robert Shallow, I will 
makethe King do you Grace. I will leere upon him, as 
he comes by ; and do but matke the countenance that he 
will give me. 

Pijrot. Bleſſe thy Lungs, good Knight. 

Faift. Come heere A abeltad me. O' if I had 
had timeto have made new Liveries; I would have be- 
ſtowed the thouſand pound I borrrwed of you, Bur it is 
no matter, this poore thew doth better: this doth inferre 
the zeale I had to ſee him. > EL 0LS8 . 

| Shal. Itdothſo. 

Falft. It ſhewes my earneſtneſſe maffeRtion; 

Pift. It doth fo. 

= le doth, it id dy andnight 

Fal. Asitwere,tori ight, 

And not todeliberate, not toremember, 
Not ro have patience to fhift me» 

Skat. It is moſt certaine. 

Fal. But to ſtand ſtained with Travaile , and {eating 
with defire to ſee kim, thinking ef nothing elſe , purting 
all affayres in oblivion, as if there were nothing elle to be 
done, but toſce him, 


— Pift, Tis ſemper idem : for” ab/que hoc mbil eſt. 'Tis all 


inevery part. 

Shad. *Tisſo indeed. 

Pit. My Knight, I will enflame thy Noble Liver, and 
make thee rage. Thy Del,and Helen of thy noble thoughts 
is in baſe Durance , and contagious prilon : Hall'd this 
ther by moſt Mechanicall and durty hand. Rowze u 
Revenge from Ebon den , with fell Aleto's Snake , for 
Dol is in. Piſtol, ſpeakes nought but troth. 

Fal. 1 will deliver her. 

Piltel. There roard the Sea : and Trumpet Clangour 


ſounds. 
The Trumpets ſound. Enter King Henrie the 
* Fift, Brothers, Lord Chufe 
Inſtice. 


Falft. Save thy Grace, King Hall, my Royall Hal. 
Pi. The heavens thee guard, and keepe , moſt royall 


Fal. 'Savethee my ſweet Boy. 
King. My Lord Chicte juſtice, ſpeake to that vaine 
man. | 
Ch.IufF. Have you your wits? 
Know you what 'tis you ſpeake ? 
Fail. My King, my love; I ſpeaketo thee, my heart. 


King. I know thee not, old man : Fall tothy Prayers : | 


How ull white haires become a Foole, and Iefter ? 


| 


| 


I I have [ 


— 
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I have long dream'd of ſuch a kinde of man, 

So ſurfeit-ſwell'd, ſo old, and ſo prophane ; 

But being awake, I dodeſpiſe my dreame, 
Makelefle thy body (hence) and more thy Grace, 
Leave gourmandizing ; Know the Grave doth gape 
For thee, thrice wider then for other men. 

Reply not to me, with a Foole-borne leſt, 

Preſume not, that I am thething I was, 

For heaven doth know (ſo ſhall the world perceive) 
That have turn'd away my former Selte, 

So will i thoſe that kept me Companic. 

When thou doſt hearg-I am, as I have bin, 
Approach me, and thou ſhalt beas thou was't 

The Tutor aud the Feeder of my Riots : 


{ Till then, I baniſh thee, on paine of death, 


ASI bavedonethe reſtof my Miſleaders, 
Not to come necre our Perton, by ten mile. 
For competence of life, 1 will allow you, 
That lacke of meanes enforce you notto evil}; 
And as we heare youdo redeeme your felves, 
Wemwill according to your ſtrength, and qualities, 
Giue you advancement. Re it your charge (my Lord) 
To ſee perform'd the tenure of our word. Set on. , 
p12 £25, | Exit King. 
Fal. Maſter Shallow, 1 owe you a thouſand 
Shbal. IT marry Sir /obn, which 1 beſcech you colet mee 
have home with me. 
Fal. That can hardly be, M. Shallow,do not you grieve 


at this :T ſhall be ſent for in privateto him : Looke you, 


he mult ſeeme thus to the world : feare not your advance 
ment : I will be the man yet, that ſhall make you great. 


| 


Shal. I cannot well perceive how, unleſſe jon ſhould 
give me your Dubler, aud {tuffe mec out with Stray, | 
beleech you, goood fir [obw, let me have five hundred of 
my thouſand. 

Fal, Sir, I will be as good as my word. This that yoy 

, was but a colour. 
Shal. A colour I feare, that you will dye in, Sir loby, 
Fal. Feare nocolours, gowith me to dinner : 


| Come Licatenant Piſtol, come Bardolfe, « 


I ſhall be ſent for ſoone at ni 
Ch. luſt. Go carry Sir Job» Falftaffetothe Fleete, 
Take all his company along with him. 
Fal. M my 
Ch.Iuf, I cannot now ſpeake, I will heare you ſoone ; 
Takethem away. 
Pift. Si fortuna me tormento 
Exit. Manet Lancafter and Chiefe Inflice, 
John, T like this faire proceeding of the Kings , 
He hath intent his wooted Followers 
Shall be very well provided for : 
Burt are baniſh, till their converſations 
Apeare more wiſe, and modeſt inthe world. 
Ch.1«#F. And ſothey are. 
Tohn. The King hath call'd hs Parliament, 
My Lord. 
Ch.Iu#f, He hath, 
Tehn, 1 will lay oddes; That ere this yeere expire, 
We beare our Civil Swords, and Native fire 


me comento. 


As farre as France. I heard a Bird -— 
W hoſe Muficke (to my thinking) pleas'd the King. 
Come; will you hence? Exiun, 


EPILOGVE. 


—_—_ 
== 7 RST, my Feare : then , my Curteſie : laſt, my Speech, 
FN. [M5 Feare, is your Difpleaſure : My Curteſie , my Dutie : 
> W& || 4d my ſpeech, to Beg ge your Pardons. Jf you looke for a 
SJ] 209d ſpeech no , you undoe me : Por what Iharve toſay , is 
F jilof mine 9wne making: and what (indeed) f ſhould ſay , will 
jl ( 7 doubt) proove mine owne marring. But to the Purpoſe, 
Sand ſo tothe Venture. Bee it knowne to you (as it is very 
well) 7 was latelJBeere in the end of a diſpleaſing Play , topray your Patience for 
it, and to promiſe youa Better : f did meane (indeede ) to pay you with this, which 
if (like an ill Venture) it come unluckily home , F breake ; and you , my ventle Cre- 
ditors loſe. - Heere Ipromiſt you F would bee, and beere I commit my Bodie to your 
Mercies : Bateme ſome,and f will pay you ſome, and ( as moſt Debtors dve ) promiſe 

you infinitely. hy 

If my Tongue cannot entreate you to acquit me : Will you command mee to uſe 
my Leg ges? And yet that were but light payment, to Dance out of your debt : But 
a good ( onſcience, will make any poſsible ſatisfaFion, and ſo will F. All the Gen« | 
tlewomen heere, have forgottenme, if the Gentlewomen will not , then the Gentlemen 
doe not agree with the Gentle women , which was never ſeene before , in ſuch an Aſ+ | 
embly. | | 
/ One word more, Tbeſeech you : if you bg not 'too much cloid with Fat Meate , our 
humble Author will continue the ſtory (with Sir lohn mit) and make youmerry 
with faire Katherine of France : where ( for any thing f know ) Falltaffe ſhall 
dye of a ſweat , unleſſe already be bee kill' 4 with your bard Opinions: For Old-Caftle 
dyed a martyr , and this is not the man. My T ongue us wearte; when my Legs are too, | 
7 will bid you good night ; and ſo kneele downe before you : (But indeed) to pray for | 


| the (ueene, 
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þ Enter Prologue. 


_ 
— 


For a Muſe of Fire, that would aſcend 
The brighteſt Heeven of Invention 
A Kingdome for a Stage, Princes to AQ, 
And Monarches to behold the ſwelling Scene. 
y ike himſelf 


at hu heeles 
wid F amine, Sword, and Five 


ronch » But par don Gentles all : 
Tie ft weil Spe thr 


Os this unworthy Scaffeld, to bring forth 

So great an Objeft, Can this Ceck-Pit hold 
The vaſtie field of France ? Or may we cramme 
Within this Woedden O, the very (ackes 


_—m——— 


On your imaginarie Forces worke. 

Suppeſe wiuthsn the Girdls of rhefs Wals 

Are now confin'd two mughtie Monarches, 

Wheſe high, up-reared, and abutting Front, 

T he perilous narrow Ocean parts aſniider. 
Peece out onr fellions with s: 

Intoa done devide hn bs, 

And makg imaginarie Pmiſſance. 

Thinks when we talks of Horſes, that you ſee them 
Printing their prowd Hoofes i th' receiving Earth : 
For 'tis your thoughts that now mnſt decks our K ings, 
Carry them here and there : | mmping o've Times ; 
Turning th' acc ompliſhment of many 


That did affright the Ayre at «Agincourt 2 Imto an Howre-glaſſe : for the which ſupple, 

0 pardon i pn 5/7 tus Admit me Chorus te thas Hiſtorie ; © 

Aneit in little place a Milbon, Who Prologue-like, your bumble patience pr ay, 

And let ns, Cypher: to this great Accompt , | Gently to heare, kindly to judge our Flay. Exit, 
— 


Aftus primus. Scana Prima. 


— 


Entor the two Biſhops of Canterbury and Ely. 


Biſh. Cant. 
FEXNEESIY Lord, Ile tell you, thar ſelfe Bill is urg'd, 
TRAV hich in thileveth yere of 5 laſt Kings reign 
BN VV as like, and had indeed. againſt us paſt, 
WY Bur that the ſcambling and unquier tune 
=" Didpuſh it cur of farther queltion., , , , 
Bifh. Ely. But how my Lord ſhall we reſiſt it now ? 
Biſb.Cant. It muſt be thought on: ifir paſle againſt us, 
Weloſe the better part of our Poſſeſſian : 
For all the Tem lands, which men devout 
By Teſtament have given to the Church, 
Would they ſtrip from us ; being valu'd thus, 
As much as would maintaine, to a; 23, xr 
Full fifteene Earles, and fifteenc h Knights, 
Six thouſand and two handred good Eſquires : 
And toreliefe of Lazars, and weake 
Of indigent faint Soules, paſt l royle, 
A hundred Almes-houſes, right well ſupply'd : 
= tothe Coffers of = King beſide, 
thouſand pounds by th'yeere. Thus runs the Bill. 
Bib, Eg. This a drinke deepe. 
Biſh.Cent. 'Twould drinke the Cup and all. 


s =_ 
o 


B{b.Ely. But what prevention? 


OT 


— 


Bilh, (wt. The King is full of grace , and faire re- 


Biſh.Ely. And a true lover of the holy Church. 
Biſb.Cazt, The couties of his youth promig'd it not. 
The breath no ſooner lefc his Fathers body, 
But that his wildneſle mortify'd in him, 
Seem'd to dye too : yeaat that very moment, 
Conſideration like an Angell came, 
And whipt th'offending Adawv out of him ; 
Leaving his body as a Paradiſe, 
Tinvelop and containe Ceicitiall Spirits. 
Never was ſucha ſodaine Scholler made : 
Never came Reformation in a Flood, 
With ſuch a heady curcant ſcowring faults : 
Nor never Hidre-headed W iltulnetle 
So ſoone did loſe his Scat ; and all at once; 
As in this Kings 
Bib. Ely. Weate bleſſed inthe Change. 
Biſb. (ant. Heare him but reaſon in Divinity: 
And Iring, with au inward wiſh 
You would defire the King were made a Prelate: 
Heare himdebate of Common-wealth Aﬀaires; 
You would fay,it hath beenall in all his ſtudy: 
Liſt hisdiſcourſe of Warre;and you ſhal heare 
A fcarefull Batrailc __ you in Muſique, 
3 


Tuarne 
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Turne himto any Cauſe of P ollicy, 

The Gordian Knot of it he will unlooſe, 
Familiar as his Garter : that when he ſpeakes, 

The Ayre, a Charter'd Libertine, is ſtill, 

And the mute Wonder lurketh in mens cares, 

To ſteale his ſweet and honyed Sentences : 

So that the Art and PraQtique part of Life, 

Muſt be the Miſtrefſe to this Theorique. 

Which is a wonder how his Gtace ſhould gleane it, 
Since his addition was to Courſes vaine, 

His companies uhletter'd, rude, and ſhallow, 

His Houres fill'd up with Ryots, Banquets, Sports ; 
And never notcd in himany ſtudie, 

Any retyrement, any ſequeſtration, 

From open Haunts and Popularitic. 


B 
And holeſome Bcrryes thrive and ripen beſt, 


Net 'd by fruit ofbaſer qualini : 
—_—_ Prince obſcur'd his Contemplati 


Vnder the Veyle of Wildnefſe, which ( no doubt) 
Grew like the Summer Graſſe, faſteſt by Night, 
Vnſeene, yet crefſive in his facultie. 

B, Cant. It muſt be ſo ; for Miracles are ceaſt: 
And therefore we muſt needes admit the meanes, 
How things areperfcced. 

B. El. Bur my good Lord : 

How now for mittigation of this Bill, 
Vrg'd by the Commons? doth his Majcſtix 
Incline toit,orno ? 
P. _ He ſeemes indifferent : 
Or rather ſwaying more upon oor part, 
Then cheriſhing texhibiters: us : 
For I have made an offer to his Majeſty, 
Andin of Cauſcs now in hand, 


Vpon our Spirituall Convocation, 
Which 1 have open'd to his Grace at large, 
As touching France,to give a greater Summe, 
Then ever at one time the Clergic yet 
Did to his Predecefſors part withall. 
'  B.Eh. Howdidthis offer ſceme receiv'd, my Lord? 
B.Cant, With good acceptance of his Majeſtic : 
Say@that there was not time enough to heare, 
As I perceiv'd his Grace would faine have done, 
The ſeveralls and unhidden paſſages 
Of his true Titles to ſome certaine Dukedomes , 
And generally, to the Crowne and ſeat of France, 
Deriv'd from Edward, his great Grandfather. 
B.Ely. W hat was th'impediment that broke this off? 
B.{ nt. The French Embaſſador upon that inſtant 
Crav'd audience ; and the howre I thinke is come, 
To give him hcaring : Is it fourea Clock? 
B.&h. It is. 
B.Cant. Thengoe we in, to know his Embaſſic ; 
Which TI could with a ready gueſle declare, 
Before the Frenchman ſpeakes a word of it. 
B. fly. lle waitupon you, and Tlong to heareit. 


| Enter the King, Humfrey, Bedford,Clarence, 
Warwicke, Weſtmer land, and Exeter. 
King, Where is my gracious Lordof Canterbury ? 
Exeter. Not here inpreſence. 
King. Send for him Vnckle. 
Weitm. Shall we call in th' Ambaſſador,- my Liege ? 
King. Not yet, my Couſin ; we would be reſolu'd, 
Before we heare him, of ſome things of weight, 
' Thattaske our thoughts, concerning us and 


"_— 


. HE Strawberry growes underneath the Nettle, 


, 


Emer twh 


Biſhops. 
B. Carr, God and his Angels guard you ſacred Throne, 


And make you become it. 
And juſtly and r lioi ily unfold, 
have in France, 


ay deny 
Or ſhould or not barre us in our Clayme : 
Ti ord oy GECINS Lord, 


That you (hould faſhion, wreſt, or bow your reading, 


Or nicely charge your underſtanding Soule, 
With opening Titles miſcreate, whole right 
Sutes not in native colours withthe truth : 
For God doth know, how now in health, 
Shall drop their blood, inapprobatio 
Of what your reverence ſhall incite us to. 
Therefore take heed how you i our Perſon, 
How you awake our fleeping Sword of Warre ; 
We charge you in the name of God take heed : 
For never two ſuch Kingdomes did contend, 


Without much fall of blood, whole guitlefſe drops 
oy gl hg bes __ IF 
'Gainl(t him, w i untothe Swords, 
That makes foch wafte irbeicke mertalitie 


Vnder this Conjuration, ſpeake my Lord : 

Far we will hawe, ani iiitels here, 
That what you ſpeake, isin your Conſcience waſht, 
As pure as finne with 


B.Can.Then heare me gracious Soveraign,& you Peers, 


That owe your ſelves, your lives,and ſcrvices, 
To this Imperiall Throne. There is no barre 
To - our Hi Clayme to France, 
But this w ich they uce from Pharamond, 
In terram Salicam Mulicres ne ſuccedant 
No Woman ſhall ſucceed in Sabike Land: 
Which Salzke Land, the French unjuſty gloze 
To be the realme of France, and Pharamond 
The founder of this Law, and female Barre. 
Yet their owne Authors faithfully atfirme, 
That the Land Sake is in Germanic, 
Berweene the Flouds of Sala and of Elve : 
Where Charles the Great having ſubdu'd the Saxons, 
There left behind and ſerrled certaine French : 
ing er gmo Women, 
For ſome di manners of their life, 
Eſtabliſht then this Law ; to wit, No 
Should be Inheritrix in Sake Land : 
Which Salike (as I faid) *twixt Elve and Sala, 
Is atthis day in Germanic, call'd CMeiſen. 
Then doth it well appeare, the Salike Law 
Was not deviſed for the Realme of France : 
Nor did the French the Salike Land, 
bes umn — -—@a_ 

, hw 
Idl arbor ofthis La 
W Te ation, 
Foure hundred twenne fix : and the Great 
Subdu'd the Saxons, and did ſcatthe French 
Beyond the River Sala, in the yeere 
Eight hundred fine. Beſides, their writers ſay, 
King Pepin, which depoſed Childerike 
Did 2s Heire general, being deſcended b 
OfBlthild, which was | Sn 
Make Clayme and Title tothe Crowne , 


Hugh (apet alſo, who uſurpt the Crowne 


of 


= 
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Of Charles the Duke of Loraine, ſole Heire male 
Of the true Line and Srocke of Charles the great : 
To find his Title with ſome ſhewes of truth, 
Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naught, 
Convey'd himfelfe as thy Heire to th' Lady Zangere, 
oy Charlemaine, who was the Sonne 

To Lewes the Emperour, and Lewes the Sorne 

Of (herlerthe Great : alſo King Lewes the Tenth, 

Who was ſolc Heire tothe Viper(90, 

Could not keepe quiet in his IENCC, 

Wearingthe Crowne of France, "till ſatisfied, 

That faire Queene 1/abel, his Grandmorher, 

Was Lincall of the Lady E or, : 

Daughter to (barierthe fareſaid Duke of Loraine: 

By the which Marriage, the Lyne of Charles the Great 

Was re-united to the Crowne of France. 

$o, that as cleare _ - _— p- Cs 
ing Pepins Title, apets Clayme, 

Kine Lower hs ſatisfaction, all appeare 

To hold in Right and Title ofthe Female : 

So doe the Kings of France upon this day. 

Howbeit, they would hold up this Salique Law, 

To barre your Highneſſe clayming from the Female, 

And rather chuſe to hidethem ina Net, 

_ amply to — their crooked Titles, 

V om you Progenitors. ; 
King May I wich right and conſcience make this cla1m? 
Biſs.Cart. The finne upon my head, dread Soveragne : 

Forin the Booke of Numbers is it writ, 

When the man dyes, let the Inheritance 

Deſcend unto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, 

Stand for your owne, unwind your bloody Flagge: 

Looke backe into your might! $; 

Goe my dread Lord, to your great Grand(ires Tombe, 

From whom you clayme ; invoke his Warlike Spirit, 

And your Great Vncles, Edwardthe Blacke Prince, 

Whoon the French play'd a Tragedic, 

Making defeat on the full Power of France: 

\Whles his moſt mi hey Father en a Hill 

Stood ſmiling, to bebol his Lyons W helpe 

Forrage in blood of French Nobiltie. 

0 Noble —_ that could entertaine 

With halfe their Forces, the tull pride of France, 

And letanother halfc ſtand laughing by, 

All out of worke, and cold for ation. 

Byb. Awake remembrance of theſe valiant dead, 

And with your puiſſant Arme renew their Feats; 

You are their Heire, you fit upontheir Throne : 

The Blood and Courage that renowned them, 

Runsin your Veines : and my thrice-puiſlant Liege 

_=_ 1 _ He ris Youth, 
pe itcs and mighty Enterpriſes. 

Exe, Xn are Kings and Monarches of the Earth 

Doeall expeR, that. you ſhould rowſe your {elfe, 

Asdid the former Lyons of your Blood, (might ; 
Welt, They know your Grace hath cauſe,and means, aud 

So hath your Highneſſe : never King of 

Had Nobles richer, and more ; 

Whoſe hearts have lett their bodyes here in England, 

And ye pavillion'd inthe field of France. 
3iſb.Cant. O let their bodyes follow my deare Licge 

With Blouds, and Sword and Fire, to win your Rights 

Inayde whereof, we of the Spiritualrie 

Willrayſe your Highneſſe ſuch a mightic Sumae, 

As never did the Cleargie at one time 

Bringin to any of your Anceſtors, 


 — 


King. We muſt not onely arme tinvadethe French, 
But lay downe our proportions, to defend 

unit the Scot, who will make roade upon us, 

"+ They of eraign, 
Biſb.Can. thoſe Marc ionsSoverai 
Shall bea Wall ociene to defend * > 
_— _ the piltering Borderers. 

ing. Wedo not meane the courfing ſnatchers onely, 
_— = maine peri of ry n 
© bene (till a giddy neighbour to us: 
For you ſhall node, ther ay cone Grandfeber 
Never went with his forces into France, 
Hs EY 
Came pouring like the Tyde into a breach, 
With ample and brim fulneſſe of his force, 
Galling the gleancd Land wich hot aflayes, 


— 


——_ 


| Hath ſhooke and trembled at th' ill 


Girding with grievous ſiege, Caſtles and Townes : 
That E —— 


» 
) hood. 
B.Ca«.She hath bin the more ſear'd —_ Liegs: 
For heare her but ex her ſelfe, 
| Whenall her Chevalric hath been in France, 
And ſhe a mourning Widdow ef her Nobles, 
She hath her ſelfe not onely well defended, 
But taken and im as a Stray, 
The King of Scots : whom ſhedid ſend to France, 
To fill King Edward: fame with priſoner Kings, 
And make their Chronicle as rich with prayle, 
| Asis the Owſe and bottome of the Sea 
With ſunken Wrack,and ſun-lefſe Treafurics. 
Bilb.Ety. — —_———— true, 
If that you will France win, then with Scotland fir it begiz, 


once the Eagle (Engjand) being in 
Oo apdaders, 147 Ved (Scar)? 
Comes ſneaking, and ſo ſucks her Princely Egges, 
Playing the Mouſe in abſence of the Cat, 
Torame and havocke more then ſhe can cate. 
Exer. It followes then, the Cat mult tay at home, 
Yer that is but a cruſh'd neceſſity; 
Since we have lockes to ſategard neceflaries, 
ywonnus theeves. 
While that the Armed hand doth fight abroad, 
Th'aduiſcd head defends it ſelte ar home : 
For Governmne, though high, and low, and lower, 
Put into doth in one conſent, 
Congreeing in a full and naturall cloze, 
Like Muſicke, 

(ant. Therefore doth heaven divide 
The ſtate of man m divers fun&tions, 

ing endeyor in continuall motion : 
To which is fixed asanayme or butr , 
Obedience: for ſo worke the Hony Bees, 
nn 
The Order toa _—_ 
hr mhndoruayncr} > rangr> ry 
Where ſome like Magiſtrats corre at home; 
Others, like Merchants venture Trade abroad : | 
Others, like Souldiers armed in their ſtings, 
Make boote upon the Summers Velvet buddes : 
To the Tenteroyall of their Emperor : 
Who buficd in his Majeltics ſurveyes 
Ree INES 
Thecivill Citizens kneading up the ; 
The F oore Mechanicke Porters, ing in 
Their heavy burthens ar his narrow gate : 


The” 


—_— 
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The fad-ey'd Iuſtice with his ſurly humme, 
Delivering ore to Executorspale 

The lazic yawning Drone ; Ithis inferre, 
That many things having full reference 

To one conſent,may worke contrarioully, 
As many Arrowes looſed (everall wayes 


Cometo one marke: as many wayes meet in one tOWNC, 


As many freſh ſtreames mcet in one ſalt ica ; 
As many Lynes c!ole in the Dials center : 
So may a thouſand aRions once a foote, 
And in one ſe, and be all well borne _ 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 
Divide your happy England into foure, 
Whercof,take you onequarter into France, 
And you withall (hall make all Gallia ſhake+ 
If we with thrice ſuch powers left at home, 
Cannot defend our ownc daores from the dogge, 
Let us be worricd, and our Nationloſe 
The nameof hardineſle and policie. 
King. Call in the Meſſengers ſent from the Dolphin, 
Now are we well relolv*d, and by Gods helpe 
And yours, the noblc {finewes of our power; 
France being ours, wee'l bend 1t to our Awe, - 
Or breake it ail to pecces. Or there wee'l lit, 
(Ruling in large and ample Emperie, 
Ore France,and all her (almoſt) Kingly Dukedomes ) 
Or lay theſe bones man unworthy V rne, 
Tombleſle, with no remembrance over them : 
Either our Hiſtory ſhall with full mouth 
Speake freely of our As, or elſc our grave 
Like Turkiſh mute, ſhall have a ronguelefle mouth, 
Not worſhipt witha waxen Epitaph» 
Enter Ambaſſadors of Fraxce. 
Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleaſure 
Of our faire Colin Dolphin : for we heare, 
Your greeting is from him, not from the King- 
Amb. May'cplcaſe your Majeſtieto give us leave 
Freely torender what we have incharge : 
Or ſhall we ſparingly ſhew youfarre oft 
The Dolphins meaning, and our Embaſlic. 
King. We are no Tyrant, but a Chriſtian King, 
Vnro whole grace our paſſionis as ſubjeR 
As is our wretchbes fettred in our priſons; 
Therefore with franke and with uncurbdll plainneſſe, 
Tell us the Dolphins minde. 
Amb, Thus thcnin few : 
Your Highneſle lately ſcnding into France, | 
Didclaime ſoine certaine Dukedomes, in the right 
Of your great Predeceſſor, King Edward thethird- 
Inanſwer of which claime, the Prince our Maſter 
Sayes, that you ſavour too much of your youth, 
And bids you be advis'd': There's nought in France, 
That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne z 
Youcannot revell into Dukedomes there, 
He therefore ſends you meter for your ſpirit 
This Tunof Treaſure j aud in lieu of this, 
Deſires youlet the Dukedomes that youclaime 
Heare ft more of you. This the Deipbin ſpeakes, 
King. What Treaſure Vncle? 
Exe. Tennis balles, my Licge. 
—— the = is {0 — 
is Preſent, and your paines wer you for: 
When we have marcht our Racketsto theſe Balles, 
We will in France (by Gods grace) play aſct, 
Shall ſtrike his fathers Crowne intothe hazard. 
Tell hia, he hath made a match with ſucha Wrangler, 


M— 


—_— 
 — 


—_— 
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Thatall the Courts of France will be diſturb'd 
With Chaces. And we underſtand him well, 
How he comeso're us with our wilder dayes, 
Not meaſuring what uſe we made of them. 
We never valew'd this poore ſeate , 
And therefore living hence, did give ourſclfc 

To barbarous licenſe : As *risever common, 
That menare merrieſt; when they are from home. 
But tell the Dolphir, I will keepe my State, 
Belike a King, and ſhew my fayle of Greatneſle, 
When I dorowſe mem my Throne of France, 
For that I have layd by my Majeſtic, 


And plodded like a man for w dayes : 
But f will riſe there withſo ripp- rh 


That I will dazle all the eyes of France, 
Yea ſtrike the Dophin blinde to looke on us. 

And tell the pleaſant Prince, this Mocke of his 
Hathturn'd his ballstoGun-ſtones, and his ſoule 

Shall ſtand ſore for the waſtctull v e 
Thar ſhall ye with them: for many a thouſand widowe; 
Shall this his Mocke,mocke out of their deere husbands; 
Mocke mothers from their ſonnes,mock Caſtles downe: 
And ſome are it and unborne, 

That ſhall have rocurſe the Dolphins (corne. 

But this lyes all withinthe will of God, * 


To whom I do appeale, and in whoſe name 

Tell you the Dolphin, I am comming on, 

To venge meas1 may, and to put forth 

My rightfull hand in a 'd cauſe. 

So get you hence in : and tell the Do/phin, 

His Ieſt will favour but of ſhallow wit, 

W hen thouſands weepe moxe then did laugh at it. 

Convey them with ſafe condut, Fare you well. 
Exennt eAmba[[ader!, 


Exe. This was a Meſſage. 

King. We hopeto make the Sender bluſh ar it : 
Theretore, my Lords, omitno happy howre, 
That may give turth*rance to our Expedition ; 
For we have now no thought in us but France, 
Save thoſe to God, that runnebefore our buſineſle. 
Therefore let our proportions for theſe Warres 
Be ſoone colleRed, and all _—_— upon, 
That may withreatouable ſwittneſle adde 
More feathers to our Wings : for God before , 
Wee'le chide this Dolphinat his fathers doore. 
Therefore letevery man now taske his thought, 
That this faire Aion may on foot be brought, Exe. 


Flauriſh. Enter Charm, . 
Now all the Youth ot England are on fire, 
And ſilken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes : 
Now thriue the Armorers, and Honors thought 
Reignes ſolely in the breaſt of every man. 
They ſell the Paſture now, to buy the Horſe ; 
Following the Mirror of all Chriſtian Kings, 
With winged heeles, as Engliſh Mercaries, 
For now fits E ton inthe Ayre, / 
And hides a Sword, from Hilrs unto the Point, 
With Crownes Imperiall, Crownesand Coronets, 
hu is'd - own Ps partake 
"The Frenchadvis' intelligence 
Of this moſt dreadfull jor 


\ incheirſeare,and with pale Pollicy 


cke to divertthe purpoſes. 
O England : Modelltothy inward Greatneſle, 
Likelictle Body witha mightie Heart : whe 


ae > —_— 
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\hat migheſt thou do, that honour would thee doe, 
Weeall thy children kinde and naturall ; 

But ſce, thy fault France hath in thee found oar, 
A neſt of hollow boſomes, which he filles 

With treacherous Crownes, and three c 

One Richard Earle of Cambridge, and the ſecond 
Henry Lord Scroope of Maſoam, and the third 

Sir Thomas Grey Knight of Northumberland, 
Have for the Cſs 0 _ (0! guile ——— 
Confirm'd =_ with fear rance, 

And by their hands, this grace of Kings muſt dye, 
If Hell and Treaſon hold their promites, 

Ere he take ſhip for France ; and in Southampton. 
Linger your patience on, and wee'l digett 

Th abuſe of diſtance ; furce a play : 

The ſumme is payde,the Traitorsare agreed, 

The King is {et from London, and the Scene 

Is now tranſported (Gentles) to Southampton, 
There is the play-houſe now, there mult yo fit, 
And thence to France ſhall we convey you fate, 
And bring you backe : Charming the narrow ſcas 
To give you gentle Paſſe: for it we may, 
Wec'inot offend one ſtomacke with our Play, 
But till the King come forth, and notcill rhen, 
Ynto Southampton do we ſhift our Scene. 


men : 


Ex#. 


Enter Corporall Nym, and Lieutenant Þ ardol/e. 

Bar. Well met Corporall Nym. 

Nym. Good morrow Lievtcnant Bardelfe. 

Bar. W hat, are Ancient Pifol and you friends yet? 

Nyw, For my part, 1 carenot : 1fay little: but when 
time ſhall ſcrue, ſhall be ſmiles, but that ſhall be as 
it may. I dare not fight, but I will winke and [hold out 
mine yron: it is a ſimple one, but what though ? Ir will 
tolte Checſe, and it will endure cold , as another mans 
ſword will ; and there's an end. 

Bur. I will beſtow a breakfaſt to make you friendes, 
and wee'l bee all three ſworne brothers to France ; Let't 
bs {0 Corporall Ny. 

Ly b I will live ſolong as I may,that's the cer- 
raine of it : and when I cannot live any longer, 1 will doe 
as I may ; That is my reſt, that is the rendevous of it» 

Fay. It is certaine Corporal , that hee is marriedto 
Nell Quickly, and certaiply ſhe did you wrong , for you 
were troth-plight - a HED | 411 

Nym, I] cannot tell, $ mult de as may”: men 
any Geepe , and they may bave their throats abour them 
a that time, and ſome ſay, knives have edges: Itmuſt 


de as it may, though patience bee a tyred name, yet ſhee 
willplodde, there muſt be Concluſions, well , I cannot 
tell, 


Enter Pittoll,c Q uicky. = 
Ba. Heere comes Ancient Pstolland his wite : good 
foll? 


Fit. Baſe Tyke ,call' thou mec Hoſte., now by this 
hand I ſweare 1 ſcornethe terme : nor ſhall my Nx! kepe 


Heſt, No by my troth,notlong: For we cannot lodge 
and board a dozen or fourteene Gentlewomen that live 


ryand murther committed. OL pA ; Wil 
Za, Good Lieutenant, good Cotporall offer nothing | ler be unto the Campe, and profits willaccrus, Give me 
A Nym. Piſhs). , -: | rby hand, 095077 PIR 


Corporall be patient heere. How row mine Hoaſte Pi | 


honeſtly by the pricke of their Needles , but it will bee | 


thoughe Bawdy-houle ſtraight. O welliday | 
| Lady,if REIT now,we (hall ſee wilfull adulte- 


Pif. Piſh forthee, Mand dogge : thou prickeardcur 
of Iſland. _” 


Heft. Good Corporall Nym ſhew thy valor , and pur 
wp your {\vord. 

Nym. Will you ſhogge off? I would have you ſolus. 

Pf. Solus, cgregious dog? O Viper vile; The ſolus 
in thy moſt'mervailous face, the ſolusin thy teeth, and 
inthy throate,and in thy hatefull Lungs , yea in thy Maw 
perdy; and which is worſe, within thy naſtie mouth.” I 
doretort the ſolus in thy bowels, for I cantake, and Pi- 
Holscocke is up, and flaſhing fire will follow. 

Nm. 1 am not Barbaſon, you cannot conjure mee : I 
have an humor toknocke you indifferently well : If you 
grow fowle with me Piſtol} , I will ſcoure you with my 
Rapter, asI may, in fayre tearmes. If you would walke 
off, I would pricke your guts alittle in good tearmes, as 
I may, and that's the hamor of it. 

Pift.O Braggard vile, and damned furious wight, 

The Grave doth gape, and doting death is necre, 
Therefore exhale. 

Bar. Heare me, heare me what I fay : He that ftrikes 

= firſt ſtroake, Ile run him up to the halts, as Iam a ſol- 
" _ 

Piſt. An oath of mickle might, and fury ſhall abate. 
Give me thy fiſt, thy fore-footero me give: Thy ſpirits 
are moſt rall, 

Nym. I will cutthy throate onetime or other in faire 
termes, that is the humor of it. 

Pritoll, *Conplea gorge, that isthe word. I defiethee a- 
gaine- O hound of Creer, think'ſt thou my ſpouſe toget? 
No, to the Spittle goe, and from the Poudring tub of in- 
famy, fetch forth the Lazar Kite of Creſſids kinde, Doll 
Teare. ſhe by name, and hereſpouſe.. Ihave, and I 
will hold the” 2»ondam Qmickely tor the onely ſhe * and 
Paxca, there's enough to go to. 

% Enter the Boy. 

Boy. Mine Hoaſt Psffell, you maſt come toy May- 
ſter, and.your Hoſteſſe: He is very ſicke; & would tobed, 
Good Bardefe, put thy tace betweene his ſheetes; and do 
the Oihce of a Warming-pan: Faith, he's very ill. 

Bard. Away you Rogue. * i” | | 

Hojt. By my troth he'byeeld the Crow a pudding one 
of theſe dayes : the King has kild his hearr. uſ- 
band come home _y TINY "Exit, 

Bar. Come (hall I make you two' friends, Wee muſt 
to France together:whythe divel (hott we keepy knives 
to cut one anothers throats ? ; | 

Pit; Let floods ore-{weil and fiends for food Howle 
on. ' ied 

Nym. You'l pay mee the eight ſhillings Twottof you 

Pit. Baſe isthe ſlave that payes, | +1141 | Hoctt 

i, Thar now L will have: that's the himonut &F it, 

Pift. As manhood ! puſh Home. 'Draw 

Bard, Bythis (word, -hee that makes the firſt elitiſt, 
Ie kill him : By this {werd, I will: + | | 

Ps. Sword is an Oath; &'Oaths maſt havetheir coarſe 

Bar. N 5#,and thou wilt be friendsbe fritnds, 
and thou wilt not, why then bee enemies with nee&too : 


prethee putup. Þ : 
" . . preſent pay , and 
likewiſe will I give tothee, and fr 


Pift. A Noble ſbaltthoa have, and 


—————... 
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combine, and brotherhood. wer me, & | 
; ? For I Sut- 


| 
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Nym, 1 ſhall have my Noble? 
P+#. Incaſh, moſt juſtly payd. 
Nyw. Well,then that's the humorof t, 
Emer Hoſteſſe. * = 
Heſt. As ever youcame of women , come inquickly 
to fir /oby : A poore heart , heis fo ſhak'd —y 
| quotidian Tertian, that itis moſt lamentable to behold. 
Sweet men, come tO him. ' 
Nym. The King hath run bad humorson the Knight, 
that's the even of it, 
Pift. Nym,thou haſt ſpoke the right, his heart is fra- 
Qed and corroborate. : 
Nyw. The King is a good King, but it muſt bee as 1t 
may : he paſſes ſome humors, and carreeres. _ 
Piſt. Let us condole the Karght, for (Lambekins) we 
wilt livc. 
Enter Exeter, Redford, & Weſtmorland = 
Bed. Fore God his Grace is _—_ _ _— traitors 
* Exe. They ſhall be apprehended by . 
ef.How {mooth = even do beare themſelves, 
Asif all in their boſomes 
Crowned with faith, and conſtant loyalty. 
Bed. The King hath note of all thar they intend, 
By interception, which they dreame not of. 
' Exe... Nay, bat the man that was bis bedfellow, 


Thar he ſhould for a forraigne purle, ſoſcll 
His Soveraignes life to death and treachery. 


| And you my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts: 
Thinke DN char __ we beare with vs 
| Willcur their paſſagethroygh the force of France ? 
| Doing the execution, aud the ace, 
| For which we bavein head affembled them. | 
 Sere, Nodoubtmwy Liege, if each mando his beſt. 
King. 1dquby not that, fince we are well perſwaded 
We carry ngta heart with us from hence, 
| That groves not in a faire conſent with ours: 
11} = ke 100: pong 
Succefſe and Ce ro on Us 

Cem. Never was Monarch better frar'd and lov'd, 
Then is your Majeſty;there's not I chinke a ſubject 
That fits 11) heart-greefe and unes 
Vnder the ſweet of your government. | 

» Kw. True; thoſe that were your Fathersenemies, 
Have ſteep'dtheir gauls in honey, and do ſerve you 
With. hearts create of ducie, and of zcale, 
King. We therefore have 


dy Lord of Cambridge, and my kinde Lord of Maſhaw 
ink 


| A lefſe, Vnkieof Excter,-, . 
\ Inlaxgs the men <ewmicted yeſterday, + 1 
'That rayl'd againſt our perſon ; We conſider - - 

| tr was execfſe of Winethar ſet him on, 

| his moreadvice, We him». +/+ 

| Es Kee Rr Kt." 
Pm yy oy ry rar pri 
| King. Oler us yer be mercitull. | 


bs. 6 


Whom he hath dull'd and cloy'd with gracious favours ; 


Sound Tr wanerts. 
Emer the King, Scroope, ( dee , and Gra). 
King, Now (its the winde faire, and we wiltlaboord. 


| 


cauſe of thankefulneſle, 


| 


—m————— 


fl 


] 


| Thatadmiration did not 


(«mm. So may your Highneſſe, and yet puniſh ns. 

Grey. Sir, you ſhew great mercy if you give him life, 
After the talte of much correRion. 

King. Alas, your too much love and care of me, 


Are heavic Oriſons *gainſt this wretch : 
It little faults ing on di r, 
Shall not be wink'd at, ſhall we firerch our eye 


When capitalicrimes, chew'd,ſwatlow'd, and diſgeſted, 
Appeare before us > We'l yet inlarge that man, 
Though Cambridge, Scroope, and Gray, in their deere care 
Andrtender rvation of our perſon 
Wold have him puniſh'd, And now to our French cauſes, 
Who are the late Cemmiſſioners? 

Cam. I one my Lord, 
Your Highnefſc bad me aske for it today; 

Scro. Sodid you me my Liege. 

Gray. And | my Royall Soveraigne. 


K mg. Then RichardEarle of Cambridge there 1s yours: 


There yours Lords Seroope of Maſham, and Sir Knight: 
Gray of Northamdberland, this ſame is yours : 
Reade them, and kuow | know your worthincſſc. 
My Lord of Weſtmerlandand Vnkle Exeter, 
We will atoord to night. Why how now Gentlemen? 
W hat ſee you in thoſe papers, that you loſe 
So much complexion? Looke ye how they Change : 
T heir checkesare paper. Why, what reade youthere, 
That have ſo cowarded and chac'd your blood 
Out of apparance. 
Cam. | do confeſſe my faule, 
And doſubmit me to your Highneſſe mercy. 
Gray.Scro. To which we albappeale. 
King. The mercy rhat was quicke in us but late, 
By your owne countaile is ſuppreſt and kill'd : 
You muſt not dare (for ſhame otalke of mercy, 
For your owne reaſons turne into your boſomes, 
As dogs upon their Maiſters, worrying you 3 
Sce you my Princes, and my Noble Peeres, 
Theſe Englith monſters ; My Lordof Cambridge heere, 
a know _ apt our love was, toaccord 
0 furniſh him with all appertinents 
Belonging to his honour ; and this man, 
Hath tora few light Crownes, lightly conſpir'd 
And ſworne unto the praftiſes of France 
To kill us heere in Hampton. To the which, 
This Knight no leſle for bound tous 
Then Cambridge is, bathlikewiſe ſworne, But O, 
W hat (hall I fay tothee Lord Seroope, thou cruell, 
Ingratefull, ſavage,and inhumane Creature? 
Thouthart did(t beare the key of al my connſailes. 
That knew'it the very bettome of my foule, 
That (almeſt) might'{t have coyn'd me into Golde, 
—_ thou _ is'don me, for thy ulc ? 
May it be peſſible,that forraigne hyer 
_—y mou thee extract one {| = 4 evill 
That might annoy my finger?” Tis ſo ſtrange, 
That though the truth of it ſtand off as 
Treaſon, and murther, ever kept her, 
Astwo yoakedivels fwornets eythers purpoſe, 
Working (0 ina natvrall cauſc, 
@ them. 


La warp wr + didft bring io 


y ſee it» 


© || Wonder to waite ontreaſon, and no murther : 


And whatſoevercunning fiend it was 


That wroughe thee fo 
Hath gotthe —_—_ 


Y, 
excellence : 


Ws 


— 
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And ere er, by treaſons, 
Do botc bungle up damnation, 
Wich y_ _—_ and with formes being fetch 
From gliſt'ring piety : 
But ce temper'd thee; bad thee ſtandup, 
Gavyethce no inſtance why thou ſhould(t dotreaſun, 
Vnleſle to dub thee with the name of Traitor. 
If chat ame Dzmon that hath gull'd thee thus, 
Should with his Lyon-gate walke the whole world, 
He might returne to valtic Tartar backe, 
Andtell the Legions, I can never win 
A ſoule ſo cafic as that Engliſhmans. 
Oh, bow haſt thou wich jealoulie infected 
The ſweetneſle of atfiance? Shew men durifull ? 
Why ſo did(t thou : ſeeme they grave and learned? 
Why ſodid(t thou. Come they of Noble Family ? 
Why ſodidſt thou. Seeme they religious ? 
Why ſo didfſtthou. Or are they ſpare in diet, 
Free from grofle paſſion, or of mirth,or anger, 
Conſtant in ſpirit, net {werving with the blood, 
Garniſh'd and deck'd in modeſt L 
Not working withthe eye, withour the care, 
And but in jadgement truſting neither ? 
Such and ſo finely botlted didſt rhou ſeeme : 
And thus thy fall hath lefta kinde of biot, 
To make thee full fraught man, and beſt indued 
With ſome ſuſpi:ion, I will weepe for thee. 
For this revolt of thine, me thinkes is like 
Another fall of man, Their faultsare open, 
Arreſt therh to the anſwer of the Law, 
And God acquit them of their practiſes. 

Exe, Iarreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the name of 
Richard Earle of (ambridge. 

| arreſt thee of High Treaſon , by the name of Themes 
Lord Scro2pe of CMarſham. 

[arreſt thee of High Treaſon , by the name of Themas 
Grey, Knight of N orthumberland. | 

Sro, Our purpoles, God juſtly hathdiſcover'd, 
And Trepent my fault more then my death, 
Which 1 beſeech your Highneſle to forgive, 
Akhough my body pay the price of it. 

Cam, For me, the Gold of France did not ſeduce, 
Although I did adayit it asa motive, 
The ſooner to effect what 1 intended ; 
But God be thanked for prevention, 
Which I in ſufferance heartily will rejoyce 
belceching God, and you, to pardon me. 

Gray. Never did faithfull ſubject more rezoyce 
At the diſcoverie of moſt dangerons Treaſon, 
Then I doat this houre joy ore my ſelfe, 
Preventcd from a damned enterprize ; 
My fault, but not my body, pardon Soveraigne. 

King.God wit you in his mercy: Heare your ſentence 
You have conſpir'd againſt Our Royall perlon. 
loyn'd with an enzmy praclaim'd, and from his Coffers, 
Receyy'd the Golden Earneſt of Our death : 
Wherein you would bave fold your King tolaughter, 
on end his & ſervitude, - 

jets to oppreſſion,and contempt, 

rn King - into deſolation : 

ouching our perſon, ſeeke we no , 
But we our Kingdomes ſafety muſt rms 
Whoſe ruine you three ſought, that to her Lawes 
We dodeliver you. Ger yoarherefore hence, 
(Poore miſcrable wretches)to your death : 


The taſte whereof, God of his mercy give 


You patience to indure, and true Repentance 
Ofall your dcare offences. Beare them hence. 
Now Lords tor France : theenterpriſe whereof 
Shall be to you as u5, like glorious. 

We doubt not of a faircand luckie Warre, 
Since God fo graciouſly hath brought to lighr 
This dangerous Treaſon, lurking in our way. 
To hinder our beginning. We doubt not now, 
But every Rubbe is \{moothed on our way, 
Thenforth, deare Countreymen: Let us deliver 
Our Puiflance into the hand of Gad, 
Putting it ſtraight in expedition. 
Chearely to Sca, the ſignes of Warre advance, 
No King of England, it notKing of France. Excite. 

Enter P:ſtoll, Num,B ardolph,Boy, and Hoſteſſe. 

Heiteſſe. 'Prythee honey ſweete Husband, ler me bring 
thee to Sraines. | 

Piftoll. No : for my manly heart doth erne. Bardolph, 
be blythe: Nimw,rowte thy vaunting Veines : Boy,briſsle 
thy Courage up : for Fa/faffs hee 13 dead , and we mult 
erne theretore. 

Bard, Would I were with him , whereſomere heeis, 
eyther in Heaven, or in Hell. * 

Hoſteſſe. Nay ſure, hee's not in Hell + hee's in Archars 
Boſome, if ever man went to Archars Boſome 4 a made a 
finer end,and went away and it had beene any Chriſtome 
Child : a parted ey'n juſt berweene Twelve-and One,ev'n 
at the turning o'th'Tyde: for after | ſaw him fumble with 
the Sheets,and play with Flowers,and ſmile upon his fin- 
gersend,I knew there was but one way:for his Noſe was 
as ſharpe as a Pen, and a Table of greene fields. How now 
Sir /obn(quoth I ? ) what man ? bee a good cheere : fo a 
cryed out, God, God, God, three or foure times: now I, 
to comfort him , bid him a ſhould not thinke of God ; I 
hop'dthere was no necde to trouble himſelte withany 
ſuch thoughts yer : ſoa bad me lay mote Cloathes on his 
feet : I pur my hand into the Bcd, and felt themand 
were as cold as any ſtone : then I felt to his knees, and ſo 
up-war'd and upward,and all was as cold asany ſtone, 

Nwn.They ſay he crycd out of Sack, 

Hofteſſe. 1, that a did. 

Bard. And of Women. 

Hofteſſe. Nay, that a did not. 

Boy. Yesthata did, and ſayd they were Devils incar- 
nate. 

Woman. A could never abide Carnation, *twas a Co- 
lour he never lik'd- 

Boy. A ſaid once, the Deule would have him about 
Women. 

Hofteſſe. A did in ſome ſort (indecd) handle Women : 
bne then hee was rumatique, and talk'd of the Whore of 
Babylon. 

Boy. Doe you not remember a ſaw a Flea ſticke upon 
Burdolphs Noſe, anda faid it was a blacke Soule burning 
in Hell. 

Bard. Well, the fuell is gone that maintain'd that fire: 
that'sall the Riches I got in his ſervice. 

Nim. Shall wee ſhogg? the King will bee gone from 


— 
Piſt. let's away. My Love,give me thy Lippes: 
Looke to my Chattels, and my Moveables ; Let Sences 
rule : The worldis,Pitchand pay: truſt none:for Oathes 
areStrawes, mens Faiths are Wafer-Cakes,and hold-faſt 
isthe onely Dogge : My Ducke, therefore (veto bee 
thy Counſailor. Goe , cleare thy Chryſtalls. Yoke- 
fellowes in Armes , let us to France , like _ 
s 


Exennt. 


————__———— —_ 


—_ —_— 


-—— —_— ——_ - 


"Y 
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—_ 
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— Boyes, to ſucke, to ſucke, the very blood to | 
ucke. 
Bey. And that's but unwholeſome food, they ſay, 
Pit. Touch her ſoft mouth, and march- 
Bard. Farewell Hoſteſſe. 
__ Icannot kiſſe, that is the humour of it : but 
iu. 
Fit. Let Huſwifrie appeare : keepe cloſe , I thee 
- 


| command. 


Hoſteſſe. Farwell : adicu. E-xennt. 
Enter the French King, the Dolphin the Dukes 
þ of Berry and Dritaune. 

King. Thus comes the Engliſh with full power upon us, 
| And more then carctully it us concernes, 
| To anſwere Royally in our defences. 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britaine, 
Of Brabant and of Orleancc ſhall make forth, 
And you Prince Dolphin, with all ſwiftdiſpatch 
To lyne and new repayre vur townes of Warre 
With men of courage, and with mcanes defendant : 
For Engtand his approaches makes as fierce, 
As Waters to the ſucking of a Gulte. 
It firs us then tobe as provident, 
As feare may teach us, out of late cxamples 
Left by the fatall and negleted Engliſh, 
Vpoun our fields. 

Dolphin. My moſt redoubted Father, 
It is moſt meet we armeus 'gainſt the Foe : 
For Peace it ſclfe ſhould not 1o dull a Kingdome, _ 
(Though War nor no knowne Quarrcl were inqueſtion) 
But that Defences, Muſters, Preparations, 
Should be maintain'd, aſſembled, and col'cted, 
As werea Warre in expeAtation. 
Therefore I ſay, 'tismcet weall goe forth, 
To view the ſicke and feeble parts of France : 
And letus doc it with no ſheiy of feare, 
No, with no more, then if we heard that England 
Were bufied with a W hitſon Morris-dance : 
For, my good Liege, ſhe is ſo idly King'd, 
Her Scepter ſo phantaſtically borne, 
By a vaine giddic ſhallow humorous Youth, 
T hat feare attends her not. 

Conſt. O Peace, Prince Dolphin, 
You are toe much miltaken in this King : 
Queſtion your Grecethe late Embaſſadors, 
With whart great State he heard their Embaſſie, 
How wellſupply'd with Noble Councellors, 
How modeſt in exception; and withall, 
How terrible in conſtant reſolution ; 
And you ſhall find, his Vanities fore-ſpent, 
Were butthe out-ſide of the Roman Bratwe, 
Covering Diſcretion witha Coat of Folly; 
As Gardeners doc with Ordure hide thoſe Roots 
That ſhall frſt ſpring, and be moſt delicate. 

Dolphin, Well, *cis not ſo, my Lord High Conſtable. 

-But though we thinke it ſo, it isno matter : 
In cauſes of defence, *tis beſt ro weigh 
The enemie more mightie then he ſecmes, 
Sothe proportions of defence are fill'd : 
Which of a weake and niggardly proje&tion, 
Doth like a Miſer ſpoyle his Coat, with ſcanting 
Alittle _ . 

King. Thinke we King Heryy ſtrong : 
And Me rake you {trangly arme to mert him. 


The Kindred of him hath beene fleſht upon us : 


I = 


And he is bred out of that bloody ſtraine, 
That haunted gs in our familiar Pathes : 
Witnefle our ryYo much memorable ſhame, 
When Creſly ll was ftrucke, 
Andall our Princes captiv'd, by the hand 
Of that blacke'Name, E black Prince of Wales; 
W biles that his Mountaine Sire, on Mountaine ſtanding 
Vpinthe Ayre, crgwn'd withthe Golden Sunne, 
Saw his Heroicall Seed, and ſmil'd to ſce him 
Mangle the Worke of Nature, and deface 
The Patternes, that by Godand by French Fathers 
Had twentie yeeres beene made. This is a Stern 
Of that ViRorious Stock : and let us feare 
The Natiue mightinefſeand fate of him. 
Emer a Meſſenger. 
CMeff. Embaſſadorsfrom Heryy King of England, 
NE ent, 
ing. W ive lence. 
Gon, fad . aw" 
oa y_ ——_ anions, 4 
o/phmn, Turne purſuit : for cow 
Moſt ſpend their rs 1.eiogr hp ro ——_ 
Runs farre before them. Good my Soueraigne 
Take up the Engliſh ſhort, and let them know 
Of what a Monarchie you are the Head : 
Scitc-love, my Liege,is notſo vile a finne, 
-negleRting, 


As {clfc 
King. F Brother of England 
ing. Fromour ? 
an From him, and thus he your Majeſtic: 
apart 


He wills you in the Name of 
That you deveſt your ſelfe, and lay 
The borrowed Glories,that by gift of Heaven, 
By Law of Nature,and of nations,longs 
To him and to his Heires, namely, the Crowne; 
Andall wide-ſtretched Honors, that pertaine 
By Cuſtome, and the Ordinance of Times, 
Vntothe Crowne of France :that you may know 
'Tis no ſiniſter, norno awk-ward Clayme, 
Pickt from the Worme-holes of long-vaniſht dayes, 
Nor from the duſt of old Oblivion rakr, - 
He ſends you this moſt memorable Lyne , 
In every Branch truly demonſtrative ; 
Willing you over-looke this Pedigree : 
And when you find him evenly deriv'd 
From his moſt fam'd, of famous Anceſtors, 
Edwardthe third ; he bids you then 
Your Crowne and Ki indireRly held 
From him the Native and true . 

King. Orelſe what followes? ; ; 

Exe. Bloody cone for if you hide the 
Even in your hearts,there will he rake for it. 
Therefore in fierce Tempeſt 
Ry _ Ne _——- 
That if requiring faile,he will compe 
And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 
Deliver up the Crowne, and to take mercic 
On the poore Soules, for whom this Warre 
Opens his vaſtie Iawes : and on your 
Turning the Widdowes Teares, the Orphans Crycs, 
The dead-mens Bloud, the priny Maidens Groancs, 
For Husbands Fathers and Lovers, 

Is 1$ hi i ing, and my ; 

Valeſſethe in be in here; 
To whom expreſlely 1 bring greeting too. 


is he comming, 


Fs 
————— 


; 


————_— —_ — ———— 


a King. For | 


_— 


Back to our Brother of England. 
Dolph. For the Dolphin, > 
1 land here for him:what to him from England? 
Exe. Scorne and defiance, ſlcight regard,conempt 
And any ching that may not mil-become | 
The mighty Sender,doth he prize you at. | 
Thus ſayes my King:and if your Fathers Highneſſe 
Doe not,in graunt of all demands at large, 
Sweeten the bitter Mock you ſent his Majeſty; 
Hee'le call you to ſo hot an Anſwer of it, 
That Cavesand Womby V aultages of France 
Shall chide your Treſpas, and returne your Mock 
In ſecond Accent of his Ordinance. 
Dolph. Say:if my Father render faire returne, . - 
It is againſt my will:for I deſire 
Nothing but Oddes with England, : 
To that end,as matching to his Youth and Vanity, 
I did preſent him with the Paris-Balls. 
Ex. Hee'le make your Paris Loover ſhake for it, 
Were it the Miltreſſe Court of mighty Europe: 
And be afſur'd, you'le finda diff rence, 
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| King. For us, we will conſider of this further: With oneappearing Hayre,that will not follow 
To COD ſhall you beare our full intenc Theſe cull'd and eee hn chro to France? 


Behold the on their Carriages, 

With tatall mouthes gaping on virded Harflew, 

Suppoſe th'Embaſlador from the French comes back: 

Tells Hery,That the King doth offer him 

Katherine his Daughter,and with her to Dowrie, 

Some petty and unprofitable Dukedomes. 

The likes not:and the nimble Gunner 

With Lynſtock now the divelliſh Cannon touches. 
eAlarum and Chambers pre off. 

And downe goes all before them. cant, 

And ech out our performance with your mind. Exit. 


Enter the King, Exeter, Bedfard,and 
Alarm: Scaling : at Herflew, 
King. Once more unto the Breach, 

Deare once more; 

Or cloſe the Wall up with our Engliſh dead: 

In Peace,there's nothing ſo becomes a man, 

As modeſt (tillneſle,; humility: 

But when the blaſt of Warreblowes in our cares, 


As we his SubjeRts have in wonder found, Then imitate the ation of the Tyger: 
Berweene the promiſe of his greener daycs, | Stiffen the ſinewes, commune up the blood, 
And theſe he maiſters now:now he weighes Time Diſguile faire Nature with hard-tavour'd Rage: 
Eyen tothe utmoſt Graine:that you ſhall reade Then lend che Eye aterrible aſpet: 
In your owne Loſſes, it he ſtay in France. | Let it pry through the portage of the Head, 
King. To morrow ſhall you know our mind at full, Like the Brafſe Cannon:let the Brow o'rewhelme it, 
Flourilh, | Astearefully, as dotha galled Rocke 
Exe. Diſpatch us with all ſpeed, leaſt that our King — | O're-hang and jurty his confounded Baſe, 
Come here himſelfe to queſtion our delay; Swill'd with the wilde and waſtfull Ocean. 
For he is footed in this Land already. | Nowlſetthe Teeth, and ſtretch the Noſthrill wide, 
King. You ſhall be ſoone diſpachr , with faire conditi- | Hold hard the Breath, and bend up every Spirit 
A Night is but ſmall oahand lictle pawſe, x (ons. = _ full _ On.you Noble Evgliſh, 
Toanſwer matters of thi Cquence- xeunt, blood is fer from s of Warre-proofe: 
; pe ſo _—_ Alexanders, 
mY in theſe Morne till Even fought, 
| And ſheath'd their Swords, for lack of . 
eA Aus Sec undus * Diſhonour nor your Mothers : now _ 
__ | Tharthoſe whom you call'd Fathers,did beget you. 
Be COPPy now to me of groſſer blood, 
Enter ( hore. Andtcach them how to Warre. And you good Yeomen, 
Whole Lymbes were madc in England;ſhew us here 
Thus with imagin'd wing our ſwiftSceene flyes, The mettell of your Paſture:ler u3{weare,' 
In motion of no lefle celerity then that of Thought That youare worth your breeding:which I doubt not; 
Suppoſe,that you have ſeene For there 15 none of you ſo meane and bale, 
The well-appointed King atDover Peer, That hath not Nobleluſter in your eyes. J 
Embarke his Royalty:and his brave Fleet, | | I ſee you ſtand like Grey-houndsh the ſlips, 
With ſilken Streamers, the young Phebu tayning; Straying upon the Start. The Game's afoot: 
Ply with your Fancies: and in them behold, Follow your Spirit;and upon this Charge, 
Vpon the Hempen Tackle,Ship-boycs climbing} Cry,God for Harry, England,and S. George. 
Hearethe ſhrill Whiſle, which doth order give Alarum and Chambers goeoff. 
Toſounds confus'd : behold the threaden Sayles, | 
Pomne with th'inviſible and creeping Wind, _Enter Nine, Bardol;b, Piftoll,and Boy. 
Draw the huge Botromes t the furrowed Sca, Bard,On,on,0n,0n,on,tothe breach,tothe breach, 
Breſting the lofty Surge. O, doe but thinke | Nim. "Pray thee Corporal ſtay , theKnocks are too 
You ſtand upon the Rivage.and behold hot : and for mine owne part, have nota Caſe of Lives: 
m3 wh 'inconſtant Billowes dauncing: - - — that is the very plaine-Song 
ſo this Fleet Majefticall, it. | ; ; 
Holding Ne courfeto Harflew. Follow, follow: Pift. The plaineSong is moſt juſt : for humors doe + 
Grapple your minds to ſternage ofthis Nauy, bound : Knocks goc and come : Gods Vaſlals and 
And icave your England as dead Mid-right, (till, dye:and Sword and Shicld,in bloody Field, doth winne 
Guarded with es, andold Women, ©| immortall fame: . 
Either paſt,or not arriv'd to pyth and puiſſance: 'Boy:Would I were inan Ale-houſe in London,I would 
for who is he, whoſe Chin is but enricht giveall my fame for — i _ 


Worke,worke your Thoughts , and therein fee a Siege: 


| 


| 


) 


| 


* in the true diſciplines 
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Pift. And I : If wiſhes would prevaile with me, my | 


p ce ſhould not faile with me ; but thither would I 
high. | 
Boy. As duly ,but not as truly, as Bird Goth ſing on 


bough. 
Enter Fluellen. 


Fla. V pte the breach, you Dogges;avant you Cullions. 
Pift. Be merciful! great Duke to men of Mould : a- 
bate thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage abate thy Rage, 
great Duke. Good Bawcocke bate thy Rage : uſe lenity 
{weet Chucke. 
N jm. Theſe be good humors : your Honor wins bad 
S. Exit. 
Boy. As young as I am , I have obſerv'd theſethree 
Swaſhers . I am Boy to them all three, but all they three, 
though they would ſerve me, could not be Man to me; 
for indeed three ſuch Antiques do not amount to a man: 
for Bardolph,hee is white-liver'd,, and red-fac'd; by the 
meanes whereof, a fac: s it out,but fights not : for Piſtol, 
hee hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword ; by the 
meanes whercot , abreakes Words , and keepes whole 
Weapons : for N.s# , hee hath heard , that men of few 
Words are the beſt men,and therefore hce ſcornes to ſay 
his Prayers, leſta ſhould be thought a Coward : but his 
few bad Words arc matcht with as few good Deeds, for 
a never broke any mans Head but his owne,and that was 
againſt a Poſt, when he was drunke, They will ſteale any 
thing , and call it Purchaſe, Bardolph tole a Lute-calc, 
boge iftwelve Leagues, and ſold ir tor thre halfepence, 
N i and Bardolpb are {worne Brothers in filching : and 
in Callice they ſtole a tgw-Egveilg 1 knew by that pecce 
of Service, the men: carry Coales. They would 
have me as familiar with mens Pockets, as their Gloves 


| or their Hand-kerchers : which makes muchagamnſt my 


,if Tſhould take from anothersPocket , to pur 
Ke mine ; for it 1s plaine pocketting up of —_ 

uſt leave them , and ſecke ſome betrex Service : their 
Villany goes againſt my weake ſtomacke , andtherefore 


I muſt caſt it Ups Exit, 
| Enter Gower. 


Gower. Captaine Fluellen , you muſt come preſeatly to 
the Mynes; the Duke of Glouceſter would ſpeake with 


OUs - 
f Flu. To the Mynes ? Tell you the Duke it is not ſo 
good tocome to the Mynes : for looke you, the Mynes 
are not according to the diſciplines of the Warrezthe c6- 
cavities of it is not ſufhicient : for looke you , th'athver* 


himſelfe fourc yard under the Countermines : by C#bs, 
I thinke a will ploweup all,if there is not berter direRti- 


Ons. 
Gewer. The Duke of Glouceſter , to whom the Order 


| of theSiege is given , is altogether direed by an Iriſh 


man, a very valiant Gentleman yfaith. 

Welch. It is Captaine Makmorrice,is it not? 

Gower, ] thinke it be. : 

Welch, By (heſox he is an Aſle, asin the World,T will 
verifie as much in his Beard: he ha's no more directions 
of the Warres , looke you , of the 
Roman diſciplines,then is a Puppy-dog. 

Enter Mahmorrice and Captaine Jamy. _ 

Gower. Here a comes,and the Scots Captaine,Captaine 
Tamy, with him. 

welch. Captaine Jamy is a mervellous falorous Gen- 
tleman,that is certain,and of great expedition and know- 


—, 


ledge in th'aunchiant Warres, upon my particularknoyy. 


ledge of his dire&ions : by 


he will maintaine his 


Argument as well as any Militarie man inthe World, jn 
the diſciplines of the Priſtine Warres of the Romans, 


Scor.I ſay gudday,Captaine Flweler. 


Welch. Godden,to your Worſhip , good Captaine 


lames. 


Gower, How now Captaine Makworrice, have you quit 


the Mynes ? have the Pioners given o're? 


Iriſh. By Chriſh Law tiſh ill done ; the Worke iſh 


give over,the Trompet ſound the Retreat. By my Hand | - 


I ſweare,and my fathers Soule , the Worke iſh ill done; 
it 1th give over : I would have blowed up the Towne, 
{0 Chriſh ſave me law, inan houre. O tiſh ill done ,tiſh 


ill done : by my Handtiſh ill done, 


Welch. Captaine AMakmorrice, T beſcech you now, 
will;you voutſafe me,looke you,a few diſputations with 
you,as partly rouching or concerning the diſciplines of 
the Warre, the Roman Warres,inthe way of Argument, 
looke you,and friendly communicationzpartly to fatisfie 
my Opinion,and partly for the ſatisfacion,looke you,of 
my Mind : as touching the direion of the Military dif- 


cipline,that isthe Point. 


Scer. It ſall be vary gud, gud feith, gud Caprens bath, 
and [ fall quit you with gud leve, as 1 may pick occaſion; 


that ſall I mary: 


Iriſh. It isno time to diſcourſe, ſo Chriſh ſave me: 
the day is hot,and the Weather,and the W arres, and the 
King,and the Dukes: it 18 no time to diſcourſe,the Town 
is beteech'd:and the Trumpet call us to the breech, and 
we talke,and be Chriſh do nothing, tis ſhame for ug all: 
{o God fa'me tis ſhame to ſtand itill,it is ſhame by my 
hand : and there is Throatsto be cut, and W orkes to bec 
done,and there iſh nothing done,1o Chriſt fa'me law, 

Scot. By the Mes, eretheile eyes of mine takethem- 
ſelves toſlomber, ayle de gud ſervice, or lle ligge i'th' 


grund for it ; ay , or goe 


to death : and lle pay't as valo- 


rouſly as I may, that fall I ſuerly do, that is the breff 


the long : mary , I wad full faine heard ſome queltin | 


tween you tway. 


VVelch. Captaine Aackmorrice , I thinke, looke you, | 


under your correction , there is not many of your Na- 


tions 


Iriſh. Of my Nation ? What iſh my Nation ?1ſha | 
Villaine,and a Baſterd,and aKnave;, and a Raſcall. What 


iſh my Nation ? W hotalkes of my Nation? 


UVUelch. Looke you,if you take the marter otherwile 


then is meant , 


a man as your {t 


ritics. 


Iriſh. 1 do not know you ſo good a man as my ſeltc: 


{o Criſh ſave me,l will cut off your Head. 


ne AMackworrice, perad 
fary,you ay diſcufle unto the Duke , looke you, is digt ÞF ſhal thinke you doe not uſe me with that affablility,as in | 
diſcretion you _— looke you, being as good 

elfe both in the diſciplines of Warre, and 
in the derivation of my Birth , and in other particuls» 


venture 1 


Gower, Gentlemen both, you will miſtake cach other- 


Scot. A, _ a foule fault. 
Gower, The Towne ſounds a Parley. 
UUelch. Captaine 


better ity toberequired 
and there is an end. 
Enter the King and all bit Traine before 


A Pailg. 


Mackmorrice , when there is more 
opportuni , looke you, I will de | 
ſo bold astotell you , Iknow the diſciplines ra_ 


the Gates, 


King, How yet reſolves the Governour of the Tow? 


This is the lateſt Parle we willadmit: 


There 


FE 
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Therefore to our beſt mercy give your (elves, 
Orlike to men prowd of deſtruction, 
Defie us to our worſt : for as Tam a Souldicr, 
A Namethat in my thoughts becomes me belt; 
If Ibegin the batr'rie once agai 
I will not leavethe ieved Harflew, 
Till in her aſhes ſhe lye buryed. 
The Gates of Mercy ſhall be all ſhut up, 
And the fleſh'd Souldier, rough and hard of heart; 
In liberty of bloody hand,ſhall raunee 
With Conſcience wide as Hell, mowing like Grafſe 
Your freſh faice Virgins,and your flowring Infants, 
What isit then to me,if impious Warre, 
Arrayed in games like to the Prince of Fiends, 
Doe with his ſmyrcht complexion all fell tears, 
Enlynckt to walls and deſolation? 
Whatis't to me, when you your ſelvesare cauſe, 
If your pure Maydens fall into the hand. 
Of hot and forcing Violation? 
What Reyne can hold licencious Wickedneſle, 
When downe the Hill he holds his fierce Carrier? 
We oy as _ ſpend our > IT 
Vpon th'en $ rs.in their ſpoyle, 
Affend Precepts to the Leviathan to bm aſhore. 
Therefore, you men of Harflew; 
Take pitty of your Towne and of your People, 
Whiles yet my Souldiers are in my Command, 
Whiles yet the coole and temperate Wind of Grace 
O're-blowes the filthy and contagious Clouds 
Of headdy Murther,Spoyle, and Villany. 
If not : why in a moment looke to ſee 
The blind and bloody Souldier,with foule hand 
Defirethe Locks of your ſhrill-ſhriking Daughters: 
Your Fathers taken by the (ilver Beards, 
And their molt reverend Heads daſhr to the Walls: 
Your naked Infants fpitted upon Pykes, 
Whiles the mad Mothers, with their howles confus'd, 
Doe breake the Clouds;as did the Wives of Icwry, 
At Herods bloody-hunting flaughter-men. 
What ſay you? Will you yecld,and this avoyd? 
Or guilty in defence,be thus deltroy'd. 

Emer Governour. 
Gover. Our expeRation hath this day an end: 
The Dolphin,whom of Succours we tad 
Returries us,that his Powers are yet not ready; 
Torayſe lo great a Siege: Therefore great King, 
We yeeld our Towneand Lives tothy ſoft Mercy: 
Enter our Gates,difpoſe of us and ours, 
For we no longer are defenſible. 
King. Open your Gares:Come Vnckle Exeer, 
Gor you and enter Harflew , there remaine, 
And fortific it ſtrongly *gainlt the French: 
Vie mercy to them all or us,deare Vnckle. 
The Winter comming on,and Sickneſſe growing 
Vpon our Souldiers,we will retyre to Calis. 


Tonight in Harflew will we be your Gueſt, 


Tomorrow for the Martch are we addreſt, 
Flowurifh and evter the Towne, 


Enter Katherine and av old Gentlewoman, 


[/ 
Alxce. &n pew Madame. 


{ie vous Us main on 


Ale. La main, il oft appeilt, de Hand. 


A es - 
e . 


Kath. «Alice, tu as efte en 4 uylaterre, & tw periois bien 


Kath. Ie te prie mi enſei il faut que j* I 
prie mi enſeigner il fi A 


| Kath. De Hand. 
Alice, Et le doyt. $224 
Kas. Le doyt , ma foy ie onblie le doyt, wais 16 me ſouvien- 
dray le doyr, ie penſe qu ils ont appelle de fingers, ow de fingres, 
Alice. La main, de Handle day, le Fingres, le penſe que 
ie [mis le bon eſchalier. Si 136 
Kath. ' ay gaogud dencx mets d' Anglois iſtement, comment 
appelle vous lex onglent * L100 7 
| eMlice Lezongles, lis uppeliont de N ayes. 
Kath. De Nayles &: dites? 
Hand de Fingrer,de #1 oanied 100 124 
Alice. C'eÞ bien dit Madene,ilaſt fort bon Anglaia, 
Kath. Dues moy en An | le bras. "eru1.5 
Alice, De Arme, 
| Kath, Eth conde. 
eAMlce. D' Elbow. SP, , h 
Kath. D' Elbow: Ie m'en faitx. lareperition de tows les mots 
vous w' aver, apprins des apreſeits 
eAlice. 11 eſt troy difficile Madame,conmme ie pevſe. 
| Kath. Excuſe moy Alice, gſcoute, Hand , de \Fingre,, de 
Nayles, a «Arme, de Bitbow, viel a 
Alice. D'* elbow, Adadame. 
Kath. O Srignexr Dies , i wen oublic df Elbow comment 
appelle your le col. 
Alice. De Neck Madame. 
Kath. De Neck, le manton, 
«Alice. de Chin. 
Kath. De Sin: tt col,de N echyle manton, de Sin. 
Alice. O uy. Sanf voſtre homenr en verne vous pronencies 
lt; mots aaa droift,que le N atifs & Angleterre. 
Kath. le ne dont point d apprendve par la grace de Diew, 
& en pen de temps, 
Als. N' avert, vous pes defia oublic ce que te vons ay enſeigne, 
Kath. Nomme, ie reciteray a vous promptement,d Hand, de 
Fingre,de Nayles, Madame, +» 
eAlice. De I ayles, Madam, 
Kath. De Nayles,de :Arme,d: llbow. 
Alice. Sans voftre honneur elbow, 


| Kath. eAmſi diried elbow, de Neck, & de Sin: coment ap- 


tle vows les pieds de robs. 

Alice. Le foot Madame, le Connt, 

Kath, Le Foot, + le Coun : O Stignenr Diew, ce ſont des 
mots manuais corrauptible - impudique , & non pour les Da- 
mes d Honnenr d' uſer : Ie ne voudrois provoneer ces mots de- 
vant les Srignexrs de France, poxr tout le monde,il faut le Foot 
& le Connt,neant moins, le recter ay vn autrefors ma lecon en- 
ſemble, 4 Hand , dr Fingre, ds Nayles, d Arme, d Elbow,de 
N «ck de Sin, de Foot fe Conne. 

Alice. Excellent, Madame. 

Kath.C'eſt aſe, panr wie foir allons nous en diſney, 

Exemunt. 


- Emter the King of France, the Dolphin, the 
Conſtable of France, a1d others, 
King. Tis certaine he hath paſt the River Some. 
(nit. Andif he be not fought withall, wy Lord, 
Lerus not live in France:let us quit all, 
And give our Vineyards to a barbarous People, 
Dolph. O Dies vivant : Shall a few Sprayes of us, 
The emptying of our Fathers Luxury, 
Our Syens,put in wilde and ſavage brock, 
Spirt up ſo ſuddenly into the Clouds, 
And over-looke their Grafters? ; 
Brie. Normans, but batard Normans,Norman baſtards: 
CMort de ma vie, if they march al [ 


| Viifought withall,dur I wary my Dukedome, » 
L 2 0 
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of 1 parle bien: «+ 
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To buy aſlobbry and a durty Farme | »wennon,and a man that I love and honour with my ſoule 
Inthat nooke-ſhotten Ile of Albion. and my heart,and my duty , andy live , 20d my living, 

Conft. Dieu de Battaslter jzhere have they this mettell? | and my uttermott power. He is not, Godbe prayſed and 

Isnot their Clymate foggy,raw,and dull? bleſſed ,, any hurt inthe World, but k the Bridge 
| On whom,as in deſpight,the Sunne lookes pale, molt valiantly,with excellent diſcipline. There is an aun. 

Killing their Fruit with frownes? Can ſodden Water, | chicnt Lieutenant there atthe Pridge, I thinke in my very 

A Drench for ſur-reyn'd Iades;their Barly broth, conſcience hee isas valianta manas Ambony ang 

Decodt their cold blood to ſuch valiant heat? hee is a man of noeſtimation in the World,bur I did ſer 

And ſhall our quick blood;{pirited with Wine, him doe as gallant ſervice; 

Secmefroſtie?O,tar honor of our Land, Gow, What doe you call him? | 

Let us not likeroping Ifyckles Fls. He is cali'd aunchient Prſtoll. 

Vpon our Houſes Thatch,whitesa more froſty People Gow. I know him not. 

Sweat drops of gallant Youth in ourrich fields: Emter Pyftol.. 

Poore we may call them, in their Native Lords. Fle. Here is the man, 

Dehpb.By Faith and Honor, Pit. Captaine , I thee beſeech todoe me favours : the 
Our Madames mock at us,and plainely ſay, Duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 

Our Mectell is bred-qurzand they will give Fls. 1, Iprayſc God , and I have merited ſome love at 
Their bodyes to the Luſt of Engliſh Youth, his hands. 
\ To new-ſtore France with Baſtard Warriors. Piſt. Bardolph , a Souldier 'firme and ſound of heart, 
- Brit, They bidus tothe Engliſh Dancing-Schooles, | and of buxome valour , hath by cruell Fate , and giddy 
And teach Lavolta's high,and {wift Carans's Fortunes furious fickle W heele,that goddeſlc blind, that 
Saying,our Grace is onely in our Heeles, {tands upon the rolling reſtleſſe Stone. 
| And that weare molt lotty Run-awayes Fls. By your paticnce , aunchient Piftel : Fortune is 
. Where is Montioy the Herald?ſpeed him hence, | painted blinde , with a Muffler afore his eyes, to ſignifie 
Let him greet England with our ſharpe detiance, to you , that Fortune is blinde ; and ſhee is paintedalſo 
Vp Princes,and with ſpirit of Honor edged, with a W heele,to ſignifie to you, which is the Morall of 
More ſharper then your Swords, highto thefield: it , that ſhce 1s turning and inconſtant , and mutability, 
Charles Delabreth , High Conſtable of France, and variation : and her foot, looke you , is fixed upon a 
| You Dukes of Orleace, Barbon, and of Berry, Sphericall Stone, which rowles,and rowles,and rowles: 
| eAlanſon, Brabent,B ar and Burgowe, . in good truth, the Poet makes a moſt excellent deſcripti- 
Chartell1an i, Vandemont, on of it:Fortune is an excellent Moral. 
Benmont Grand Pree, Rouſſi,and Faulconbridge, Pift. Fortune is foe, and frownes on him: 
Logs, Leſtr ale, Boxciguali, and Charaloyes, vDy, for be hath ſtolne a Pax, and hanged muſt a be : damned 
High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords,and Kings; death : let Gallowes gape for Dogge , let Man goe free, 
For your great Seats,now quit you of great ſhames;. and let not Hempe has Wind-pipe ſuffocate : but Exeae 
Barre Harry England,that (weepes through our Land hath given the doome of , for Pax of little price, 
With Penonspainted in the blood of Harflew: Theretore goe ſpeake, the Duke will heare thy voyce; 
Ruſh on his Hoaſt,as doth the melted Snow | and let not Bardeſphs vitall thred bee cur with edge of 
Vpon the Valleyes,whole low V aſlall Scat, Penny=Cord, aud vile reproach. Speake Captaine for his 
| The Alpes doth ſpit;and void his rhewme upon. Lifte,and 1 will thee requite. 
Goe downe upon him, you have Power cnough, Fls. Aunchicnt Psfoll , I doe partly underſtand your 
And in a Captive Chariot, into Roan meaning. 
Bring him our Priſoner. Pit. Why then rejoyce therefore. 

Conſt. This becomes the Great. Flu, Cenainly Aunchient , it is not a thing torejoce 
Sorry am 1 his numbers are ſofew, at : for if, looke you, he were my Brother, I would defire 
His Souldiers ſick,and tamiſht in their Martch: + the Duke to uſc his good pleaſure,and put him to exec 
For I am ſure,when he ſhall ſee our Army, tion ; for diſcipline ought to be uſed. 

Hee'le drop his heart into the ſinck of feare, Piſt. Dye,and dedamn'd,and Fige for thy friendſhip* | 
And for atchievement;offer us his Ranſome. Fle. It is well. 

King. Therefore Lord Conſtable, haſte on Aſontivy, Pift. The Figge of Spaine, Exit. 
And let him ſay to England,that we ſend, Fla, Very good. 
To know what willing Ranſome he will give. e- Gow. Why,thisis anarrant counterfcic Raſcall, Irv 
Prince Doſphin,you ſhall ſtay with us in Roan. | member him now: a Bawd,a Cur-purſc. 

Delph. Not ſo,I'doe beſcech your Majelty. Flu, lie aſſure you ,autt'redas prave words at the 

King. Be patient, for you ſhall remaine withus. Pridge,as you ſhall ſce ina Summers day : bur it is very 
Now forth Lord able, and Prinees all; _ well : what he ha's ſpoketo.me, that is well I warrant 

| Andquickly bring us word of Englands fall, Exexat. | you, when time is ſerve. - 
ju | © WF _ Why Cl ek rg 
| Enter Captames, Engls/o an , Gower, t s to the Warres,to imſclfe at his returne 
and Fluelen. into London , under the ferme.ofa Soullier :and ſock 
| Gower. How now Captaine F/zeles , come you from | fellowes are perfit inthe Great Commanders Names,& 
| the Bridge? : oy willlearne you by rote where Services were don; 
' Fils. laſſure you, thereis very excellent Services com» | at {uch and ſucha Sconce,at ſucha Breach,at ſuch a Coo- 
| mitredat the Bridge. voy : who came off bravely . who was ſhot , whodif- 
Gow. Is the Duke of Excter ſafe? grac'd,what termes the Enemy ſtood on : and this ti 
Fle. The Duke of Excter is as magnanimous as e/Fg«- | conne perfitly mm — a" | 
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up;with new-tuned Oathes:and what a Beardof the Ge- 
neralls Cut,and a horride Sure of the Campe, will doe a- 
mong Foming Bottles, and Ale-waſht wits , is wonder- | 
fallto be thought on:but you muſt learne to know ſuch 


ſtooke. : 

Flu. I tell you what, Captaine Gower : I doe perceive 
hee is not the man that hee would gladly make ſhew to 
the World hee is : if I finde a hole in his Coat ,I will tell 
him ay minde : hearke you,the King is commung , and I 
muſt ſpeake with him from the Pridge. 


Drum and Colowrs. Enter the King and his 
poore Souldiers, 
Fls, God pleſle your Majeſty. | 
Kin. How now Fleellen,cam'it thou from t he Bridge? 
Flu. 1, ſo pleaſe your cx,» & The Duke of Excter 
ha's very gallantly maintain'd the Pridge ; the French 1s 
gone off , looke you,and there is gallant and moſt prave 
s : marry , th'athverſarie was have poſſeſſhon of 
the Pridge , but be is enforced to retyreand the Duke of 
Exeter is Maſter of the Pridge : I cantell your Majeſty, 
the Duke is a prave man. 
King. What men have you loſt, Fluelen? | 
Fls. The perdition of th'athverſary hath beene very 
great , reaſonable great : mary for my part, I thinke the 
Duke hath loſt never a man,burt one that is like to be exc- 
cutcd for robvinga Church,one Bardelph, if your Maje- 
ſy know the man : his face is all bubukles and whelkes, 
and knobs, and flamesa fire,and his lippes blowesat his 
noſe, and it is likea coale of fire , ſometimes plew , and 
ſometimes red , bur his noſe is executed , and his fire's 
out. 
King. Wee would have all ſuch offendors ſocut off: 
& we giveexpreſle charge,that in our Martches through 
the Countrey , there bee nothing compeli'd from t 
Villages;nothing taken, but pay'd tor:aone of the French 
upbrayded or abuſcd in difdainefull Language ; for when 
Levity and Cruelty -play for a Kingdome , the gentler 
Gameſter is the ſooneſt winner. 


Tucket. Enter CMountioy. 

Mouxtoy. You know me by my habit. | 
_ Well then, Iknow thee: what ſhall I know of 
thee? 

Moen, My Maifters mind. 

K mg. Vntold it. 

Mountoy. Thus fayes my King t Say thou to Harry 
of England, Though we ſecm'd dead, we bid but fleepe: 
Advantage is a better Souldier then raſhneſle. Tell him, 
wee could have rebuk'd him at Harflewe , but that wee 
thought not good to bruiſe an injury , till it were full 
ripe, Now we ſpeake upon our Q. and our voyce is im- 
periall : Engiand ſhall repent his tully , ſee his weake- 
neſſc, and admire our ſufferance. Bid him therefore con- 
| ider of his ranſome, which muſt proportion the loſſes we 
| have borne, the ſubje&ts we have loſt , the diſgrace wee 


tave diſgeſted ; whichin weight to re-antwer, his perti- 
nefſe would bow under. For our loſſes, his Exchequer is 
t00 poore; for th'effuſion of our bloud,the Muſter of his 
Kingdome too fainta number ; and for our diſgrace , his | 
| owne perſon kneeling at our feet, but a weake and worth- 
lefle atisfaAion. To this adde defiance : and tell him for 
concluſion, he hath betrayed hisfollowers , whoſe con- 
demnation is pronounc't : So farre my King and Maiſter, 

| ſo much my Office. 


landers of the age, or elſe you may be marvellouſly mi- | 


——— 


King, What is thy name?I know thy quality. 
Aon. ( Mountioy. 
King. Thou doo'ſt thy Oilice fairely.Turne thee back, 
| Andreil thy King, 1 doc not ſeeke him now, 
But could be willing to martch on to Callice, 

Without impeachment : for to ſay the ſooth, 
| Da : 

Though 'tis no wiſdome to confeſle ſo much 
Vnto anenemiec of Craft and Vantage, | 
My people are with ſickneſle much enfeebled; 
My numbers lcſſen'd:and thoſe few I have, 
Almoſt no better then ſo many French; 
Who when they were 1n health,lecll thee Herald, 
| Ithought,upon one payre of Engliſh Legges *i+ 
Did martch three Frenchmen, Yer forgive me God, 
| That I doc bragge thus ; this your ayre of France 
Hath blowne that vice ia me. I repent: 
Goe theretore tell thy Maiſter;here I a nz 

My Ranſome,isthus trayle and worthleſle Trunke; 
My Army,burt a weake and ſickly Guard: 
Yet God betfore,tell him we will come on, , 
Though France himſclfe,and ſuch another Neighbor 
Stand inour way. There's for thy labour Afowntio). 
Goe bid thy Maiſter well adviſe himlelfe, 
If we may paſſc, we will:if we be hindred, 
We ſhall your rawny ground with your red blood 
Diſcolour : and fo Mowntioy fare you well. 
The ſumme of all our Anſwer is but this; 
We would not ſeeke a Battaile as we are, 
Nor as we are, we {ay wee willnot ſhun it: 
So tell your Maiſter, 

_ CHMaonunt.l ſhall deliver ſo: Thankes to your High- 
neſſe, 

Gloxe. I hope they will not come upon us now. 
King. We are in Gods hand, Brother,not in theirs: 

Martch to the Bridge,it now drawes toward night, 
Beyond the River wee'le encampe our ſelves, 


And on tomorrow bid them martch away. Exemunt. 


Enter the Conſtable of France the Lord Ramburs, 
Orleance, © olphin,with arhers, 


Conft. Tut , 1 havethe beſt Armour of the World: 
would it were day. | 

Orl. You have an excellent Armour: but let my Horſe 
have his duc. 

Conft. Itisthe beſt Horſe of Europe. 

Orl. Will it never be Morning? 

Dolph. My Lord of Orleance, and my Lord High Con- 
ſtable, you talke of Horſeand Armour? 

Orl. You areas well provided of both , as any Prince 
in the World. 

Dolph, What a long Night is this? I will not change 
my Horle with any that treades but on foure palternes; 
ch'ha:he bounds from the Earth,as if hisentrayles were 
hayres: le Cheval volant, the Pegaſus , ches les narines de 
few. When I beſtryde him,l ſoare,l ama Hawke:hetrots 
the ayre : the Earth ſings, when he touchesit : the baſeſt 
horne of his hooſe, is more Muſicall then the Pipe of 
Hermes. 

Orl., Hee's of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

Dolph. And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beaſt 
for Perſexs : hee is pure Ayre and Fire; and the dull Ele» 
ments of Earth and Water never appeare in him,but on- 
ly in patient ſtilneſſe while his Rider mounts him: hee 
is indeede a Horſe , and all other Iades you may call 


OI 


| Beaſts. 
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Conff. Indeed my Lord, itis a moſt abſolute and excel» 
lent Horſe. | 

Dolph. It is the Prince of Palfrayes, bis Neigh is like 
the bidding of a Monarch, and his countenance enforces 
Homage. 

Orl. No more Couſin. 

Dolph. Nay, the man hath no wit , that cannot from 
the riſing of the Larke to the lodging of the Lambe,vary 
deſerved prayſe on my Palfray: it is a Threame as fluent 
as the Sea:Turne the Sands into eloquent tongues , and 
my Horſe is argument for them all : *tis a ſubject fora 
Soucraigne torcaſon on , and for a Soveraignes Sove- 
raigne to ride on: And for the World, familiar to us,and 
unknowne, to lay apart their particular Functions , 
wonder at him. I once writ a Sonner in his prayſe , and 
began thus, Wonder of Nature, 

Orleaxee. I have heard a Sonnet begin ſo to ones Mi- 
ſtreſle. 

Dolpb. Then did they imitate that which I compos'd 
to my Courſer,for my Horſe is my Miſtreſic, 

Orl. Your Miſtrefſe beares well. 

well. Me well, which is the preſcript prayſeand per- 
feAtion of a good and particular Miltreſle. 

onſt. Nay , for me thought yeſterday your Miltreſle 
ſhrewdly ſhooke your back. 

Dolph. So perhaps did yours. 

{on#, Mine was not bridlcd. 

Dolph. O then belike ſhe was old and gentle , and you 
rode like a Kerne of Ireland,your French Hoſe off,and in 
your trait Stroſlers. 

Conſt, You have good judgement in Horſeman- 
ſhip. 


ride not warily , fall into foule Boggs:I had rather have 
my Horſe to my Miltreſle. 

Conſt. 1 had as live have my Miſtrefſe a Iade. 

Dolpb, I tel] thee Conltabic , my Miſtreſſe weares his 
owne hayrce 

Conſt, I could make as truc a boaſt as that , if Thada 
Sow to my Miſtreſle. 

Dolph. Le chieneſt retourse 4 ſon 
la levye lavee an bowrbier-thou mak'it uſc of any thing. 

Conſt. Yet doc I not uſe my Horlc for my Miſtreſſe, 
or any ſuch Proverbe, ſo little kin to the purpoſe. .. 

Ramb. My Lord Conſtable, the Armour that I ſaw in 
your Tent to night, aretholc Starres or Sunnes upon it? 

Conſt.Starres my Lord. 

« Some cf them will fall ro morrow,I hope. 

Conſt, And yet my Sky ſhall not want. 

Dolph. That may be,for you beare a many ſuperfluouſ- 
lv,and *twere more honoc ſome were away. 
© Cenſt. Ev'nas your Horſe bearcs your prayſes , who 
—_ trot as \wel,were ſome of your braggesdiſmoun- 
tcd. 

Delph. Would I were able to loade him with hisde- 
ſert. Will irnever be day ? I will trot to morrow a mile, 
and my way ſhal bepayed with Engliſh Faces. 

Conſt. 1 will not ſay ſo, for feare I ſhould be fac't out 
of my way : but I would it were morning , for I would 
faine beabout theeares of the Engliſh. 

Ramb. Who will goe to Hazard with mefor twenty 
Priſoners? 

Conſt. You muſt firſt goe your ſclfe to hazard, ere you 
have them. 

Dolph.'Tis Mid-night,Ile goe arme my ſelfe. Exit. 


A 
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| | 
Dolph. Be warn'd by me then : they that ride fo, and | 


pre vomiſſement eſt 


Ramb. He longs to eatethe Engliſh. 
Conſt. I thinke he willeateall he kills. 
i... By the white Hand of my Lady , hee's a gallant 
InCC. 
Fs pg Sweare by her Foot,that ſhe may tread out the 
t 


6 He is ſimply the moſt ative Gentleman of 
Co 

(*»f. Doing is aRtivity ,and he will ſtill be doing. 

Or/l. He never did harme,thart I heard of. 

C{*nſt. Nor will doe none to morrow : hee will keepe 
that good name ſtill. 

Orl. I know him tobe valiant. 

Conſt. I was told that, by one that knowes him better 
then you 

Orl. What's hee? 

Conf. Marry hcetold me ſo himſelfe , and hee (aid he 
car'd not who knew it. 
- Orleance. He needes not, it is no hidden vertuein 

Ms 

Conſt,By my faith Sir, but it is :never any body ſa 
it, buthis Lacquey : 'tiza valour , and when it 
appearcs,it will bate. 

Orl. Ill will never ſayd well. 

Conſe. I will cap that Proverbe with, There is flattery 
in friendſhip. 

Orl. Aud I will cake up that with,Give the Devill his 


yes 

Conſt. Well plac't : there ſtands your friend forthe 
Devil : have at the very eye of that Proverbe with, A 
Pox of the Devill. 

0-4. You are the better at Proverbs,by how mucha 
Faolcs Bot is ſoone ſhot, 

Conſt, You have ſhotover. 

Orl.'Tis not the firſt time you were over-ſhot. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. My Lord high Conſtable, the Eogliſh lye within | 
fitteenc hundred paces of your Tents. 

Conft, Who hath meaſur dthe ground? 

Aeſ. The Lord Grandpree. 

Conſt, A valiant and moſtexpert Gentleman. Would 
it were day ? Alas poore Harry of England: hee longs 
not for the Dawning,as wee doc. 

Ort. Whata wretched and peeviſh fellow is this King 
of England , to mope with his fat-brain'd fellowers {0 
farre out of his —Y 

Conſt. If the Engliſh hadany apprehenſion, they would | 
runne away. 

Orl. Thatthey lack : for if their heads had any intelle- | 
Ctual Armour,they could never weare ſuch heavy Head- 
picces. 

Ramb, T hat Iland of England breedes very valiant 
Creatures ; their Maſtiftes are of vnmatchable cou- 
ragc. R 
Orleance. Fooliſh Curres, that runne winking into 
the mouth of a Ruſſian Beare, & have their heads cruſht 
like rotten Apples : you may as well ſay, that's a valiant 
_ , that dare cate his breakefaſt on the Lippe ofa 

yon. | 

Coxft. Tuſt, juſt : andthe men doe ſympathize with | 
the Maſltiffes ; in robuſtious and rough comming 0n, | 
leaving their Wits with their Wives : and then give 
them great Meales of Beefe, and Iron and Steele ; they 
will cate like Wolves, and fight like Devils. 


| Orl. The Dolphin longs for morning. bp 
Cri.1, 
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Orl. I , but theſe Engliſh are ſhrewdly out of Beeete. 
Conft. Then ſhall we finde to morrow,they have only 
tomackesto cate, and none to fight. Now is it time to 
arme:come,ſhall we about it? 
Ort. It is now two a Clock: but let meſee,by ten 
We ſhall have cach a hundred Engliſh men. E£xexar. 


eAus T ertins. 


Chorss. 


Now entertaine conjequre of a time, 
When creeping Murmure and the poring Darke 
Fills the wide Veſlell of the Vniverſe. 
From Camp to Camp,through the foule W6b of Night 
The Hume of cither Army ſtilly ſounds, 
That the fixt Centinels almoſt receive 
The ſecret Whiſpers of each others Watch- 
Fire anſwers hire and through their pal flames 
Each Battaile ſees the others umber'd tace. 
Steed threatens Steed, in high and boaltfull Neighs 
Piereing the Nights dull Earc:and from the Tents, 
The Armourers accompliſhing the Knights, 
With buſie Hammers cloſing Rivets up, 
Give dreadfull note of preparation. 
The Countrey Cocks doe crow, the Clocks doe towle: 
Andthe third howre of drowſie Morning nam'd, 
Prowd of their Numbers,and ſecure in Soule, 
The confident and over-luſty French, 
Doe the low-rated Engliſh play at Dice; 
And chide the creeple-tardy-gared Night, 
Who like a foule and ougly Witch doth impe 
$0 tediouſly away. The poore condemned Engliſh, 
Like Sacrifices,by their watchfull Fires 
| Sit patiently,and iniy ruminate 
| The Mornings danger:and their geſture ſad, 
| Inveſting lanke-leane Cheeks,and Warre-worne Coats, 
Preſented them unto the gazing Moone 
$0 many horride Ghoſts. O now,who will behold 
The Royall Captaine of this ruin'd Band 
Walking from Watchto Watch, from Tent to Tent; 
Let him cry,Prayſe and Glory on his head: 
For forth he goes,and viſits all his Hoaſt, 
Pidsthem good morrew with a modeſt Smyle, 
And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Countreymen. 
Vpon his Royall Face there 1s no note, 
| Bow dread an Army hath enrounded. him; 
Nor doth he dedicate one jot of Colour 
Vntothe weary and all-watched Night: 
Butfreſhly lookes, and over-beares Attaint, 
With chearefull ſemblance,and ſweet Majeſty: 
Thatevery Wretch, pining and pale before, 
| Bholding him, plucks comfort trom his Lookes. 
A Largeſſe univerfſall,like the Sunne, 
His liberall Eye doth give to every one, . 
Thawing cold feare, that meane and gentle all 
hold,as may unworthineſle define, 
A little touch of inthe Night, 
| And fo our Scene mult to the Batraile flye: 
Where,O for pitty,we ſhall much diſgrace, 
With foure or five moſt vile and ragged foyles, 
| (Right ill diſpos'd, in brawle ridiculous) 


— — 


The Name of Agincourt , Yet fit and ſee, 
Minding true things,by what their Mock'ries bee. 
Exit. 
Enter the King, Bedford, and Glouceſter. 
King. Gloſter, "tis true that weare in great danger, 
The zreater therefore ſhould our Courage be. 
God morrow Brother Bedford: God Almighty, 
There is ſome ſoule of goodneſle in things evil, 
Would men obſervingly diſtill it out. 
For our bad Neighbour makes us early ſtirrers, 
W hich is both healthfull,and good husbandry. 
Belides,they are our outward Conſciences, 
And Preachers to usa'l;admoniſhing, 
That we ſhould dretfe us fairely for our end. 
Thus may wegather Honey from the Weed, 
And make a Morall of the Divell himſelfe. 
Emer Erpingham. 
Good morrow old Sir Thomas E ping ham: 
A good loft Pillow for that good white Head, 
Were detter thena churliſh turfe of France. 
Erpin, Not ſo my Liege,this Lodging likesme better, 
Since I may ſay,now lyc I like a King, 
King. 'Tis good for men to love their preſent paine, 
Vpon example,ſo the Spirit is caſed: 
And whenthe Mind is quickned,out of doubt 
The Organs,though defand and dead before, 
Breake up their drowſie Grave, and newly move 
With calted ſlough, and freſh kgerity. 
Lend me thy Cloake Sir Thomes:Brothers both, - 
Commend me to the Princes in our Campe; 
Doe my good morrow to them,and anon 
Deſire them all to my Pavillions 
Gloſter. We ſhall, my Liege, 
Erpang. Shall | attend your Grace? 
King. No my good Knight: 
Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of England: 
I and my Boſome muſt debate awhile, 
Andthen I would no other company. 
Erping. The Lord in Heaucy Leſte thee,Noble Haryy 
xeunt 


E . 
King.God a mercy old Heart,thou ſpeak'ſt chearctully, 
Emer Fiſtoll, 

Pift. Che vous li? 

K mg. A friend. 

Pift. Diſcuſſe unto me, art thou Officer , or art thou 
baſe,common,and popular? 

King. Iama Gentleman of a Company, 

Till Trayl{'t thou the puifſant Pyke? 

King. Evenſo:what are you? 

Pift. As good a Gentleman as the Emperor. 

King. Then you are a better then the King. 

Pit. The King's a Bawcocke , and a Heart of Gold , a 
Lad of Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents , of Fiſt 
moſt valiant : I kifle his durty ſhooe, and from heart- 
ſtring lovethe lovely Bully. W hat is thy Name? 

K mg. Harry te Roy. 

Pi ReyaCornith Name:art thou of Corniſh Crew? 

King.No,I am a Welchman, | 

Fift. Know'ſt thou Fluelen? 

King. Yes. 

Piſt. Tell him Ile knock his Lecke about his Piteupon 


| S. Devies day. 


King. Doe not you weare your Dagger in your Cappe 
char day.leaſt he knock that about yours. , ; 
Pift. Are 
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Piſt. Art thou his friend? 

K ing. And his Kinſman too. 

Pig The Figo for thee then. 

King. Ithanke you:God be with you. 

Pift. My name is Pyftol call'd. 

King. It ſorts well with your fierceneſle, 
CHManxet King. 


Exit. 


Enter Fluellen and Gower. 

Gower. Captaine Fluelen. 

Fle.'So, inthe Name of leſu Chriſt, ſpeake fewer : it 
is the greateſt admiration in the univer!all World,when 
the truc and aunchient Prerogatifes and Lawes of the 
Warres is not kept : if you would take the paines butts- 
examinethe Warres of Pompey the Great, you ſhall finde, 
I warrant you,that there is no tiddletadle nor pibble ba- 
ble in Pompeyes Campe : I warrant you, you ſhall finde 
the Ceremonies of the Warres, and the Cares of it , and 
the Formes of it, and the Sobricty of it,and the Modelty 
of it, to be otherwile. 

Gower. Why the Enemic is lowd,you heare himall 
Night. | | R 

Fl, If the Enemie isan Aﬀe and a Foole , anda pra- 
ting Coxcombe ; is it mect,thinke you , that wee ſÞ 
alſo, looke you,be an Ale and a Foole,aud a prating Cox- 
combe, in your owne conſcience now ? 

Gow. I will ſpeake lower. 

Fls. I pray you,and beſcech you,that you will. Exit. 

King. Though it appeare a liitle out of faſhion, 

There is much carcand valour in this Welchman. 


Enter three Souldiers,lohn Bates , «Alexander (ourt, 
and Micharl Willtams. 


{ourt. Brother 1o%n Bates , is notthat the Morning 
which breakes er? ; 

Bates. I thinke it be : but wee have no great cauſe to 
deſire the approach of day. 

Williams. Wee ſce yonder the beginning of the day, 
but I thinke we {hall never {ce thee end of it. W ho goes 
there? 

King. A friend. 

Will. Vnder what Captaine ſerve you? 

Keg. Vnder Sir Jon Erpingham. 

will, A good old Commander , and a moſt kinde Gen- 

tleman : I pray you, what thinkes he of our eſtate? 

ar. 7 Even as men wrackt upona Sand , that looke to 
be waſht off the next Tyde. 

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the King? 

King. No : nor it is not meet he ſhould : for though I 
ſpeakeitro you, I thinkethe King is but a man,as I am: 
the Violerſmellsro him, as it doth to me; the Element 
ſhewes to him , as it doth to me all his ſences have but 
humane Conditions : his Ceremonies layd by,in his Na- 
kedneſſe he appeares but a wan ; and though his affeti- 
ons are higher mounted then ours, yct when they _ 
they ſtoupe with the like wing : therefore, when he 
reaſon of ares cove doe; his feares, out of doubr,be of 
the ſame relliſh as ours are : yet in reaſon,no man ſhould 
poſſeſſe him with any appearance of feare ; leaſt hee, by 
ſhewing-it, ſhould dis-hearten his Army. 

' Bates. He may ſhew what outward courage he will: 
but I beleeve as cold a Night as 'tis, bee could wiſh him- 
ſelfe in Thames up to the Nec\;and ſo 1 would he were, 
and [ by him, at all adycntures,ſo we were quit here. 
King. By my troth,I will ſpeake my conſcience of the 


——_— 


3 
ecs 4 


| 


King : I thinke hee would not wiſh himſelfe any where 
but where hee is. 

Bates. Then would he were here alone;ſo ſhould he be 
ſure tobe ranſomed,and a inany poore mens lives ſaved, 

King. I dare ſay , you love him not ſo ill,to wiſh hi 
here alone ; bowloever you ſpeake this to feele other 
mens minds , me thinks 1 could not dye any where {0 
contented,as in the Kings company;his Cauſe being juſt, 
and his Quarrell honorable. 

Wl. T hat's more then we know. 

Bates. I, or more then we ſhould ſeeke after; for wee 
know enough,if wee know weeare the Kings Subjes; 
if his Cauſc be wrong , our obedience tothe King vwipes 
the Cryme of it out of us, 

Wilkams. But it the Cauſe be not good, the King him- 
{elfe hath a heavy Reckoning tomake , when all thoſe 
Legges , and Armes, and Heads, chopt off in a Battaile, 
ſhall joyne together at the latter day,and cry all, Wce dy- 
cd ar ſucha place, ſome ſwearing,1ome crying tor a Sur- 
geon ; ſome upon their Wives left poore behind them; 
tome upon the Debts they owe,ſome upon their Childre 
rawly left : I am afear'd , there are few dye well,that dye 
n Battalle : for how can they- charitably diſpole of any 
thing , w hen Blood is their argument?Now,it theſe men 
doe not dye well,it will be a black matter for the King, 
that led them toit ; whom todiſobey , were againſt al/ 
proportion of ſubjeion. 

King. So, if a Sonnethat is by his Father ſent about 
Merchandize,doe ſinfully miſcarry upon the Sca;the ins 
putation of his wickedneſle, by your rule, ſhould be im- 
poſed upon his Father thatſent him : or if a Servant, un- 
der his Maiſters cont: ga ſumme of Me- 
ney,be aſſayled by Robbers,and die in many irreconcil'd 
Iniquities ; you may call the buſineſle of the Maiſter the 
author of the Servants damnation : bnt this is not ſo: 
The King is not bound toanſwer the partycular endings 
of his Souldiers,the Father of his Sonne,nor the Maiſter 
of his Servant ; for they purpole not their death , when 
they purpoſe their ſervices. Beſides, there is no King,be 
his Cauſe never ſo ſpotleſſe, if it come to the arbitre- 
ment of Swords, caitrye it out with all unſpotted Soul- 
dicrs: ſome ( peradventure ) have on them the guile of 

remeditated and contrived Murther; ſome, of begui- 
ing Virvins with the broken Seales of Perjury ; ſome, 
making the Warres their Bulwarke,that have before go- 
red the gentle Boſome of Peace with Pillage and Robbe- 
rice. Now, if theſe men have defeated the Law, and out- 
runne wative puniſhment ; though they can out-ſtrip 
men , they haveno wings to flye from God, Warre is 
his Beadle, Warre is his Vengeance : ſothat here men 

are puniſht , for before breach of the Kings Lawes,in | 
now the Kings Quarcell: where they fearcd the death, 

they have borne life away; and where they would bee 

lafe, they periſh. Then if they dye unprovided,no more 

is the King guilty of their damnation , then hee was be+| 
fore guilty of thoſe Impieties, for the which they are | 
now viſited. Every Subje&s Duty is the Kings, but | 
every Subjets Soule-is his owne. Therefore ſhould | 
every Souidier in the Warres doe as every ſicke mani | 
his Bed, waſh every Moth out of his Conſcience : and 
dying ſo, Death 1s to him advantage ; or not dying, 
the time was bleſſedly loſt, wherein ſack preparation Was 
gayned : and in him that eſcapes, it were not (innet0 
thinke, that making God ſofree an offcr,he let him out- 
live that day , to ſee his Greatneſle , and to teach others 


how they ſhould prepare. 11"Tis 
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will. 'Tis certainegevery man that dyes ill,the ill upon 
his owne head,the King is not to anſwer it. 
Bates. I doe not deſire hee ſhould anſwer for me,and 
yet I determine to fight luſtily for him. 


A I my ſelfe the King ſay he would not be 


wil. I, hee ſaid ſo, to make us fight chearefully : but 
when our throats are cut; hee may be ranſom'd, and wee 
nerethe wiſer. | 

King. If I live to ſee it, I will never truſt his word at- 
rer. 

wal. You pay him then : that's a perillous ſhot out 
ofan Elder Gunne,that a poore and a private diſpleaſure 
can doe againſt a Monarch : you may as well goe at 
to turne the Sunne to yce,with — in his face with a 
Peacockes feather : You'le never his word after, 
come, 'tisa fooliſh ſaying- 

King. Your reproofe is ſomething too round, ſhould 
beangry with youzif the time were convenient. 

Wil. Let it bee a Quarrell betweene us , if youlive- 
Kizg. I emprace it. 

Wull. How ſhall I know thee againe? 
King. Give me any Gage of thine ,and I will weareit 
in my Bonnet: T hen if ever thou dar'ſt acknowledge it, 
I will make it my Quarrell. 

will, Heere's my Glove : Give mee another of 
thine. 

King. There. 

YYul. This will Ialſo weare in my Cap:if everthou 
come to me 
by this Hand I will take thee a box on the care. 

King. If ever llive toſee it, I will challenge it. 

UU, Thou dar'ft as well be hang'd. ; 

King. Well , 1 will doe it , though I take thee in the 
Kings company. 

V/4l. Keepe thy word : fare thee well. 

Bates Be friends you Engliſh fooles, be friends , wee 
have French Quarrels cnoww , if you could tell how to 
reckon. 

thu E xeant Sowldier:. 

King. Indeede the French may lay twenty French 
Crownes to one,they-willl beat us , for they bearethem 
on their ſhoulders :.but it is no Engliſh Treaſon tocut 
French Crownes,andto morrow the King himſclfe will 
de a Clipper. 

Vpoa the King,let us our Lives, our Soules, 
Our Debts,cur carefull Wives, 
Our Children,and our Sinnes,lay on the King: 
Wemuſt beare all. 
© hard Condition, T win-borne with Greatneſe, 
Subje& to the b1cath of every foole, whoſe ſence 
| Nomore can teele,but hifOwne writging- 
| What infinite hearts-caſe muſt Kings negleR, 
t private men enjoy? 
And what have Kings,that Privates have not too, 
Saue Ceremonie, ſave generall Ceremonie? 
And whatart hou Idoll Ceremony? 
What kind of god art thou?that ſuffer'ſt more 
Ofmorrall grictes,then doe thy worſhippers. 
W hat are thy Rent? what arethy Commings in? 
0 Ceremony, ſhew me but thy worth. 
What?is thy Soule of Adoration? 
Art thou ought elſe but Place, Degree, and Forme, 
Creating awe and feare in other men? 
Wherein thou artlefſe happy,being fear'd, 


| Thenthey in fearing, 


—C 


andſay, after to morrow, This is my Glove, | 


——— 


Whar drink'ſt thou oft, in ſtead of Homage ſweet, 
Bur Rpoxthnnd fatterie?O,be fick,great Greatneſle, 


And bid thy Ceremony give thee cure. 
Thinks thou the ficry Fever will goe out 
Withtitles blowne from Adulation? 
Wilt it give place to flexure and low bending? 
Canſtthou,when thou command'ſt the beggers knee, 
Command the health of it?No,thcuprowd Dreage, 
That phy'ſt ſo ſubtilly with a Kings e, 
T am a King that find thee : and I know, 
"Tis not the Balcme, the Scepter,and the Ball, 
The Sword, the Mace,the Crowne Imperiall, 
The enter-tifſued Robe of Gold and Pearle, 
The farſed Title running 'fore the Ki 
The Throne he fits on:nor the Tyde 
That beates upon the high 
No, not all theſe, thrice- Ceremonies, 
Not all theſe,lay'd inbed Majeſficall, 
Whowihabody fbdand vecmrming, 
with a 'd,and vacantemind, 
Gets him toreſt, cram'd with diſtrefſefull bread, 
Never ſees horride Night,the Child'of Hell: . 
Bur like a Lacquey, from the Riſe to Set, 
Sweates in the eye of Phebns ; and all Night 
_ in Ekzinm : next day after dawne, 
riſe and helpe Hiperiownto his Horſe, 
And followes ſothe ever-runni 
With profitable labour to his Grave: 
as bur for C ment, _ - wm_ , 
up Dayes with toyle, ighes with ſleepe 
ire, hore and _ of a Ling. 
The Slave, a Member of the es peace, 
—_— it : _ in braine little _ 
W hat watchthe King keepes,to maintaine the peate; 
Whoſe howres, the Pefare beſ advantages. 


Enter Fraingham. , 
Erp. My Lord,your Nobles jeatous of your abſence, 

Sceke through your Campe to find you. 

King. Good old Knight,colle&t Semerogtee, 

At my Tent: Ile be before thee. : 
Erp. I ſhall doo't,my Lord. Exit. 
King. O God of Batrailes, ſteele my Souldiers hearts, 

Poſſeſs them not with feare:Take fromghem now 

The ſence of reckning of th! numbers: 


Pe, 
ſhore of this World: 


* Pluck their hearts fromthe Not to day,O Lord, 


O not to day,thinke not upen the fault 

My Father made,in compaſling the Crowne. 

I Richerds body have interred new, 

And on it have beſtowed more contrite teares, 
Then from it iſſued forced drops of blood. 
Fiue hundred I have in yeerely pay, 
Who twice a day their wither d hold up 
Toward Heaven,to pardon blood: 

And I have bnilt two Chauntries, 

Where the ſad and ſolemne Prieſts fing (lull 
For Richards Soule. More will 1 doe:. 
Though all that I can doe,is nothing worth: 
Since that my Penitence comes after all, 


Imploring pardon. 
_ Emer Glouceſter, 


lone. My Liege. | 
Foe Brother Glencefters voyce?1: 
I knowthy crrand,I will goe with thee: 
The day,my fricnd,and all things ſtay for me. 


_ 


—___— — 
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Enter the Dolphin, Or leance, Ramburs and 
Berumont. 
Orleance. The Sunne doth gild our Armour , up my 
Lords. 
Dolph, «Monte (bewal: My Horſe , Valet Lacquay: 
RT 
Orl. Oh brave ſpirit. 
Dolph. Via les ewes & terre. 
Orl. Riew puit le air & feu. X 
. Cein, Couſin Ortrarce. Enter Conſtable, 
Now my Lord Conſtable? | 
Conſt. Hearke how our Steedes,, for prelent Service 
neigh. wy 
Dolph. Mount them,and make inciſion in their Hides, 
That their hot blood may ſpin in Englith eyes, > 
And doubt them with ſuperfluous courage:ha- 
Ram. W hat,will you havethem weep our tiorſes blood? 
How ſhall we then bchold their naturall tcares? 
| Enter Meſſenger. 


Meſſenger. The Englith are embattail'd, you French 
Peeres 


« ToHorſe lant Princes, ſtraight to Horſe. 
i but behold jomdgeor and ſtarued Band, 
And your faire ſhew uck away their Soules, 
Leaving them but the ſhales and huskes of mens 
There is not worke enough forall our hands, 
Scarce blood enough in all their ſickly Veines, 
Togivecachnaked Curtleax a ſtayne, 
That our French Gallants ſhall today draw out, 
And ſheath for lack of ſport. Let us but blow on them, 
The vapour of our Valour will o rc-turnetheme 
'Tis politive 'gainſt all exceptions, Lords, 
Thar our ſuperfluous Lacquies,and our Pcſants, 
Who in unneceſſary ation ſwarme _. 
About our Squares of Batraile, were enow 
To purge this field of ſuch a hilding Foc; 
Though we upon this Mountaines Baſis by, 
Tooke Rand for idle ſpeculation: 
But that our Honours muſt not. What's to ſay? 
A very little littlc let us doe, 
And all is done:then let the Trumpets ſound 
The Tucker Sonuance,and the Note to muunt: 
For our approach ſhall ſo much dare the field, 
That England ſhall couch downe in fcarc,and yeeld. 

' Emter Graxndpree. 
Grazdpree.W hy do you ſtay ſo long,my Lords of France? 
Yond Iland Carrions,deſperate of their bones, 
Il-favouredly become the Morning field: 
Their ragged Curtaines poorely are let looſe, 
And vur Ayre ſhakes them raſſing {cornefully. 
Bigge M: ſeemes banqu'rout intheir begger'd Hoaft, 
And faintly through a ruſty Bever peepes. 
The Horſemen ſit like fixed Candleſticks, 
With Torch-ſtavesingheir hand:and their poore Iades 
cycs, 


| Lob downe their heads,drooping the hide and hi 
' The gumme downe roping from their — 


And intheir pale dull mowihes the Iymold Bitt 


' Lyes foule with chaw'd grafſe, ſtill and motionleſle, 


' And their executors,the knaviſh Crowes, 
- Flye o're them all,impatient for their howre. 
' Deſcription cannot ſute it ſelfe in words, 
* Todemonſtrate the Life of ſuch a Battaile, 
: In life ſoliveleſſe,as it ſhewes it ſelfe. 
Conſt, They have ſaid their prayers, 
* Andthey ſtay fordeath. 
Dot, Shall we go ſend them Dinners, and freſh Sutes, 


__—____ 


And give their faſting Horſes Provender 
And after For whry wn 
(ont. 1 ſtay bur for my Guard: oh 
To the field, will the Banner froma Trumpet take, 
And uſc it for my haſte. Come,come away, 
The Sunne is high,and we out-weare the day. Exemy, 


Enter Glonceſter Bedford, Fxeter, Erpingham 
with all bis Hoaſt. Salizbury and 
Weſt merland. 


Glone, Where is the King? 
DD The King himſcife isrodeto view their Bat- 


©. 
" hghting men they have full threeſcore thous 
nd. 


t xe. There's five to one, beſides they all are freſh. 
Sal.th.Gods Arme itrike with us,'tis a fearefull oddeg. 
God buy'you Princes all;liero my Charge: 
If we 10 more meet,ti.| we meer in Heaven; 
Then joytully.my Noble Lo:d of Bedford, 
My dcare Lord Glouceſter,and my good Lord Exeter, 
_ my _ pa all, adicu. 
ed. Fatw bury, & luck go with thee: 
And yetT doc thee wrong,to mind thee of it, 
For thou art fam'd of the firme truth of valeur. 
Exe. ta. ewcll kind Lord: fight valiantly to day. 
Bed. He is as full of Yalour as of Kindneſſe, 
Princeiy in both. 


ia 


E meer the King 
Weſt. O that we now had here 

But one ten thouſand of thoſe men in England, 
Thar doe no worke today, 

King. What's be that wiſhes ſo? 
My Couſin Weftmeriesd. No my faire Couſin: 
It we are marktto dye,we are enow 
To do our Countrey loſſe:and if tolive, 
I be tewer men,the greater ſhare of honour. 
Gods will, pray thee wiſh not one man more. 
By /ov, lam nor covetous for Gold, 
Nur care | who doth teed upon my coſt: 
It ycrnes me not,it men my Garments weare; 
Such outward things dwell no: in my deſires. 
Bur if it be a finne to covet Honor, 
I am the moſt offending Soule alive. 
No 'taith,my Couze,wiſh nota man from England: 
Gods peace, I would not loſe ſogreat an Honor, 
As one man more me thinkes would ſhare from me, 
RR Ln —_— 
Rather proclaime it(Weſtmerland)through my Hoalt, 
That he which hathno DER” this he,” 
Let him depart, his Paſport ſhall be made, 
And Crownes for Convoy put into his Purſe: 
We would not dye inthat mans company, 
That feares his fellowſhip,todye -— . 
This day is call'dthe Feaſt of Criſpin: 
He that out-lives this day, and comes ſafe home, 
Will ſtanda tip-tee when this day is named, 
Androwlc him atthe Name of {7i/pies: 
He that ſha.i ſee this day,and live old age, 
Will y-ercly onthe Vigil feaſt his neighbours, 
And (ay,to morrow is Saint (pies: 
Then will he ſtrip his Cater his skarres; 
Od men forget;yet all ſhall not be forgot: 
But hee'le remember, with advantages, 


What tcats he did that day. Then ſhall our Names, 
Familiar in his mouth —_— words, Her 


Ta — —— 


— 
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Harry the King, Bedfard and &xerer, And time hath worne us intoflovenry. - 
Rankin T albot,Saliabury and Gloxceiter, - | But by the Maſſe,our hearts are inthe trim: 
Bein their lowing Cups freſhly remembred. And my poore Souldiers tell me,yetere Night, 
This ſtory ſhall the goed man teach his ſonne: They'le be in freſher Robes, or they will pluck 
And Criſpine Criſpien ſhall n'ere goeby, | The gay new Coats 0're the French Souldiers heads, 
From thisday tothe'ending of the World, And turne them out of ſervice. If they doethis, 
But we in it ſhall be remembred;z As if God mann ſhall ; my Ranſome then 
We few,we happy few,we band of brothers: Will ſoone be levyed. - + 
For he to day that ſheds his blood with me, Herauld, ſave.thou thy labour: | 
* Shall be my brother:be he ne're ſo vile, Come thou no more for Ranſome, gentle Herauld, 
This day ſhall gentle his condition- They ſhall have none, I ſweare,but theſe my joynts: 


And Gentlemen in Englad,tiow a bed, | Which if they haye,as I will leaveum them, 

Shall thinke the nſclves accurlt they were not here; | Shall yeeld them little,rell the Conſtable. 

And hold their Manhoods cheape,whiles any ſpeakes, Aon. I ſhall, King Herry. And ſofare thee well: 
That fought with us upon Saint Cry/pines day. Thou never ſhalt heare Herauld any more. Exit. 


Emer Salubury. King, 1 teare thou wilt once more cotne againe for a 
Sal. My Soveraigne Lord, beſtow your ſelfe with ſpeed: | Ranſome. 
The Frenchare bravely in their barrailles ſer, Enter Tork, 
And will with all expedience charge on us. Yorks. My Lord, molt humbly on my knee T begge 
King. All things are ready, if our minds be ſo. The leading ofthe Vaward, 
wel. Periſh the man, whoſe mind is backward now. | Xug. Take it,brave Torke. 
King. Thou do'ſt not wiſh more helpe from England, | Now Souldiers march away, | | 
Couzrct And how thou pleaſeſt God,diſpoſe the day . Exennt, 
weſt. Gods will, my Liege,would you and I alone, | 
Without more helpe, fight this Royall batraile. eAlarum. Excur ſons, 
King. Why now thou haſt unwiſht five thouſand men: Emer Piſtoll, French Sonldier, Boy. 
Which likes me better,then to wiſh us one. * Piſtol. Yeeld Curre. 


You know your places : God be with youall. French, le penſe que vous eſtes le Gentil-home de bane qua- 
ce 


lice. 
Tucket, Enter CMontioy. Piſt. Qualtity calmy cuſture me: Art thou a Gentle- 
Hort. Once more I come to knaw of thee King Harry, | man? What is thy Name? diſcuſle, 


It for thy Ranſome thou wilt now compound, French. O Stignenr Dies. 
Before thy moſt aſſured Overthrow: Pift, O Signicur Dewe ſhould be a Genelemian : per- 
For certainly,thou art ſo neere the Gultfe, pendmy words O Siguicur Dewe,and marke:O Signeur 
Thou needs muſt be cnglutted. Beſides, in mercy Dewe , thou dyeſt on point of Fox , except O Signieur 
The Conſtable deſires thee, thou wilt mind thou doe give to me egregious Ranſome. 
Thy followers of Repentance; that their Soules French. O prennez, wiſericorde aye%, pitie de moy, . 
May make a peaceful and a tweet retyre Pi. Moy ſhall notlerve,l will have torty Moyes:for 
From off thele fields : where (wretches)their poore bo- } I will fetch thy rymme our at thy Throat, in droppes of 
Mult lye and fetter, "= (dies —_— i - HET” M 
King. Who hath ſent thee now? « Efi-it impo chapper la ton br as. - 
a The Conſtable of France.  Piſt. Braſſe, Curre?chou damned ms ook 
Kizg. 1 pray thee beare my former Anſu er back: taine Goat, offer'ſt me Braſſe? | 
Bidthem atchieve me,and then (ell ay bones. French. O pardonne moy. | 
Good God, why ſhould they mock poore feliowesthuw? | Pit. Say*it thou me 10? is thata Tonne of Moyes? 
The man that oncedid fell the Lyons skin Come hither boy , aske me this ſlave in French what is 
While the beaſt liv*d,was kill'd with hunting him- his Name. 
A many of our bodyes ſhall no doubt Boy. Eſcoute comment eft ex vous appelle? 
Find Native Graves:upon the which, I truſt French. Manfiexr le Fer. ,. |, 
Shall witneſſe live in Brafle of this dayes worke. Boy. He fayes his Name is M. Fer. 
And thoſe thar icave their valiant bones in France, Piſt.M. Fer:llc fer him, and firke him, and ferret him: 
"bn like note buryed in your Dunghills, diſcuſſe the ſame in French unto him. | 
ſhall be fam'd:for there the Sun ſhall greer them, Boy. I doe not know the French for fer, and'ferrer, & 
And draw their honors reck.ing up to Heaven, —_—. EB 2:42.» 1191 7 
Leaving their carthly parts to choake your Clyme, Piſt. Bid him ,for I will cut his throat, 
The ſmell whereof ſhall breed a Plague in France. Freneh. Dus Mens? 4 9 [oerft « 
——_ momeny _ Engliſh: —_ 1 woes 1 - 10ns thr 8 que Yours toms teniez 
tbeing dead, like to the ; grafing, ,carce | | /0xr '8 de couper woſtre 
Breake out intoa ſecond courſe of miſchicte, | . f _ | _ il $k240i 2654 3a] 
Killing in relapſe of Mortality. | 
Let nie ſpeake prowdly : Tell the Conſtable, 
Weare but Warriors for the working day: 
Our Gayneſſe and our Gilr are all beſmyrchc 
With rayny Martching in the painefull field. 
There's nota piece of feather in our Hoaſt: vous donneray dewsx cents eſcur. 


Piſt, What arc his words? 


| Good argument(l hope)we will not flye: 


LO 


| 


—— _— 


| 


: 


1 


| Be theſe the wretches that wephai 


{| Hisfair 


—_—— 
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Boy. He prayes youto ſave his life, be is a Gentleman 
of agood houle, and for his ranſom he will give you 
two hundred Crownes. A 

P:/. Tell him my tury ſhallabate,and I the Crownes 
wil take, - | 

Fren. Petit Monfienr que dit-5l? 

Boy. Encore qv ul eft contre ſon Inrement de par douner aw- 

cnn priſonnur : nean-nmoms pour les eſcus que vors tay pr o- 


| mertez,, if oft courent de vous donner 1s liberte de franchiſe. 


Fre, Sur mes genonx ie vous donne milles remerciement, 
le me eflime benrenx que io ne tombe entre les mains 
Chevalier , it penſe te plus brave valiant , & tres deſtind St- 
gmenr d' Angleterre, 

Pet, Expound unto me boy. | 

Boy. He gives you upon his knees a thouſand thanks, 
and efteeines himfelfe-happy , that he hath falne into 
the hands of one(as he thinkes)the moſt brave,valorous 
and thrice-worthy ſigneur of England. 

Pift..As Iſuckeblood , I will tome mercy ſhew. Fol- 


| low mce; 


Boy. Sawve vous le graxd Capitaine? 
I did never know ſo wofull a voice iſſue from ſo empty 
a heart : butthe ſong is true, The veſlcll makes 
the greateſt ſound . Baraslfe and A 5m had tenne times 
more valour , then this roaring divell ?th old play , thar 
every one may payre his naylcs with a wooden dagger, 
and they are 'd, and fo would this be,it hee 
durſt ſteale any thing adventurouſly:l muſt ſtay with the 


1 Lackics,with the luggage of our camp,the French might 
-bavea/good prey of uszit he knew 


it, for there is none 
to puard it but boyes. Exit. 


a& © Enter Conflable, Orleaxce, Burbon, Dolphin, 
012 4 and Rambers. 


a 


Cox. O Diable. i 
Orl. near leyonur & prydia ronte &f per ave. 
Mrs Diex ma __ confounded, all, 
Reproach, and everlaſting ſhame R 
Sits mocking in our Plumes. A ſhort eAlarum. 
O meſchante fortune, do not runne away» 
_ Con. Why all our rankesare broke. 


Del. O perdurable ſhame,let's ſtab our ſelves: 
id at dice for? 


\Orl/Is this the Kiug we ſcntto,for his ranſome? 
_ wr. Shame,andeternall ſhame, nothing but ſhame, 
Let us flye in once more backe againe, 
And he that willnotfollow Burhow now, = 
Let him go hence,and with his capin hand 


| Like a baſe Pander hold the Chamber doore, 


W hilt by a baſeflave,no-gentler then my-dogge, 
F s contaminated. ; | 


daughter i 

_ _ {mDiſorder that hath ſpoyl'd us, friend us now, 

Let us on heapes go offer up our lives. | —_ 
Orl.Weare cnow yet living in the Field, «| - 

To ſmother up the Engliſhin our throngs, ' 

- Bar: The divelttak now, Tletothe throng; 

Let life be ſhort,elſe ſhame will be roo long. 


"I : Ms Alerues. - Euter the King avid his traymr, 


Butall's not done,yet keepe the Frenchthe field, » 
Exe. The D. of York commends-him to your Majeſty 


- Commend my ſervice to my Soveraigne, 


| 


King. Lives he good Vnckdezthrice within this houre 


I ſaw him downe : thrice hting, 

From Helmerto thefparina There 7M 
Exo. In which array(brave Soldier)doth he lye, 

Larding the plaine:and by his bloody fide, 

(Y oake-fellow to his honour-owing-wounds) 

The Noble Earle of Suffolke alſo lyes. 

Suftolke firſt died,and Yorkeall hagled over 

Comes to him, where in gore he lay inſtceped, 

Andrtakes him by the Beard,kiſſes the gaſhes 

Thar bloudily did yawne upon his face. 

He cryes aloud; Tarry my Coſin Suffolke, 

My foute ſhail thine keepe company to heaven: 

Tarry(ſweet foule) for mine,then te a-breſt; 

As in this glorious and well-fFoughten ficld 

We kept together m our Chi-alry. 

Vpontheſe words I came andchecr'd him up, 

Heſmil'd me in the face, raught me his _ 

And with a feeble gripe,ſayes:D<cre my Lord, 


So did he turac,and over utfolkes necke 

He threw his woundedarme,and kiſt hislippes, 
And ſoc1pous'd to death, with biood he ſcal'd * 

A Teſtament cf Nobie-ending-love: 

T he pretty and {weer manner of it forc'd 

Thoſe waters from eme,which 1 would have {top'd, 
But I had not ſo mich of man in mee, 

Andall my mother came into mine eyes, 


And gave me up to teares. 
K mg. I blame younot, 
For hearing this, I muſt ce compound 
With mixrfull eyes,or they will iflueto. ela, 


But hearke, what new alaram is this ſame? 

The French have re-enforc'd their ſcatter'd men: 
T hen every ſouldiour kill his Priſoners, 

Give the word through. 


————_———_ || > O—— —_— - a = 


Exit 


Un —_ 


Aftus {Quartus. 


Enter Finelles and Gower. 


Fls. Kill the poyes and the laggage , 'Tis expreſſely 
againit the Law of Armes,tis as arrant a peece of knave- 
ry marke you now, as can bee offert in your Conſcience 
now,1s 1t not? 

Gow, Tis certaine , ther's not a boy left alive , andthe 
Cowardly Raſcalls that ranne from the batraile ha'done 
this laughter. ; beſides they have burned and carried 
way all that was inthe = Tent, wherefore the King 
moſt wocthily hatlr caus'd every ſouldiour to cut bus 
priſoners throat. Qs agallant King. 

Fla. 1, hee was porne at CAlenmonth —— 
what call you the Townes name where Alexander the 
pig was borncÞ;.4. 

9 AE 4 

ls. Why I-pray you,is not pig, great? The pig, 
the great , or the mighty, or the huge, or the magna 


mous,are all ohne reckonings,ſave the phraſe isalictle var 
riations. of £15; | 
Gower. I thinke aAlexander the Great was bore 
Mactdon, hisFather was called Philip of Mactdon,45| 
take it. 
Fle. I thinke it is in Macedon where Afexand7 15 | 
- porne. | 


E 
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; I tell you Captaine, if you looke in the Maps of 
Fic Orld, I warrant you fall find inthe iſons be- 
ewcene Macedon and Monmenth, that the ſituations looke 
you, is both alike. There is a Rivcr in Macedow,and there 
1sal{o moreover a River at Aſoumoneh,it iscall'd Wye at 
Monmomth : but it is out of tny praines,what isthe name 
of the other River: but 'risall one, *ris alike as my fingers 
is to wy fingers, and thcre is Salmons in both. If 
marke Alexaxders life well, Harry of Monmonthes lite is 
comeafter it indifferent well, tor there is figures in all 
things. Alexander God knowes, and you know, in his 
rages, and his turies, and his wraths,and his chollers,and 
his moodes, and his diſpleaſures, and his indignartions, 
and alſo being a lirtle incoxicates in his p_ did in 
his Ales and his angers (looke you) kill his beſt friend 
Id. 
_ Our King is not like him in that, he never jkill'd 
any of his triends. + 
Fls, Ir is not well done rs now)to take the 
and fin! 


tales our of my mouthyere ir is ſpeak 
but in the figures, and compariſous of it : as 
kild his friend (Hew,being in his Ales and his Cuppes;(o 


alſo Harry anna > nrry wittes, and his 
good judgements, turn'd away the fat Knighe with the 
great belly doublet : he was full of jeſts, and gypes,and 
knaverics, and meckes, I have forgot his name. 

Fle. That is he z Ile tell you, there is good men porne 
at NMonmonth, 

Gmw. Here comes his Majeſty. 


Alarum, Enter King Harry and Burbou 
with prijoners. Flonriſh. 


King. I was not ſince I came to France, 
Vntill chis inſtant. Take a Trumpet Herald, 
Ridethou unto the horſemen on yond hill : 
Ifthey will fight with us, bid them come downe, 
Or voyde the held : they doe offend our ſight. 
If they'll doe nexther, we will come to them, 
And mak e them sker away, as ſwiftas ſtones 
Entorc:d from the old Aflyrian ſlings ; 
Belides, we'll cut the throats of thoſe we have, 
And n6t a man of them that we ſhall take, 
Shall taſte our mercy. Goe and tell them 0. 

Emer CMonttro), 

Fre. Here comes the Herald ofthe French, my Liege. 

Glow, His eyes are humbler then they us'd tobe; 
"Kim. How now, what meanes their Herald ? Knowſt 

not, 

That I have fin'd theſe bones of mine for ranſome ? 
Com'ſt thou againe for ranſome ? 

Her. No great King : 
Icome to thee for charitable Licenſe, 
That we may wander ore this bloody field, 
Tobooke our dead, and then to bury them, 
Toſort our Nobles from our common men. 
For many of our Princes (woethe while) 
© —— rec there peaſieliwben 

our 
ES 
in gore, th wilde rage 
ferke our ther armed ele arte dead maſters, 
twice, O give usleave King, 

To view the field in aft, and ifpte 


Of their dead bodies. 


that I ſhould fight withall, if he be alive. 


|beperjurd(exyoanow) his reputation is a$- arrart a 
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King. 1tcll thee truly Herald; 
I know not if the day be ours or no, 
For yera mauy of your horſemenpecre, 
And are the field. rfl (t 

i as of rye firenieb for 

. not oor tt 

What is this Caſtle calf'd tha ſtands hard by. 

Her. They call it «Agineowre, | 

King. Then call we this the field of egineoert, 
Fought on the day of Criſpin Crifians; © | 

Fls. Your Grandfather of famoas (ar'r pleaſe 
your Majeſty) and your great Vncle Edverdthe Placke 
Prince of Wales, as I have read in the Chronicles, fought 


a moſt prave herein France. 

King. They did Fluefen. 

Fine, Your Majeſty fayes very true: Tf your Majeſtics 
is remembred of it, the Welchmen did good ſervice ina 
Garden where Leeks did grow, wearing Leekes in their 
Aoumenth caps, which your Majeſty know to this houre 
is an honorable badge of the ſervice: AndI doe beleeve 
your Majeſty takes no ſcorne to weare the Lecke upon 


Kimmy. Thankes my | 
_ Fls. By racy paves uo man, I 
care not who know it : I willconfefle itto all the Orld 
I need not to be aſhamed of our Majelty,praiſed be God 
—__ Majeſty — 

. keepe me Os. 

Our Heralds goe with him, 
Bring me juſt notice of thenumbers dead - ; 
On both oor parts. Call yonder fellow hithet. 

Exe, Souldier, you muſt come tothe King. 

Kind. Souldicr, why wear'ft thou that Glove in thy 

? 


wil. And't pleaſe your Majeſty, 'tis the gage of one 
King. An Engliſhman ? : 
will. And'r pleaſe your Maje(ty, a Raſcall that ſwag- 
ger'd withme laſt night : whoif alive, and ever dare to 
challenge this Glove, I have ſworne to take him aboxe 
a'th care : or if I can ſee my Glove in his cap,which he 
ſworeas he wasa Souldier hee would weare (if aliue) I 
will ſtrike it out ſoundly. 
Kin. What thinke you Captaine Flaeken, is it fic this 
ſouldier his cath? 
Fls. He is a Cravenand a Villaine elſe, and't plcaſe 
your Majeſty in my conſcience. 
King. It may be, his enemy is a Gentleman of great 
ſorr, quite from the anſwer of his degree. 
Fls. Though he be as a [entleman as rhedevill is, 
as Lucifer and Belzebub himſelfe, it is neceflary (looke | 
Grace) that he keepe his vowand his oath ; If he 


and a Iacke {awce, asever his blacke (hoo trodd 
upon Gods ground, and hiscarth, in my conſcience law. 
"mo when thou meer'ſt 


will. So, 1 will my Liege, as I live. 
Kmg. Who ſerv' —_— ? 
wil. t 


————————_—_@_—__—_—_—_ 
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Bill. Vnder Captaine Gower, my Licge. | 

Fle. Gower is a good Captaine, and is good knowlege 
and literatured in the Warres- 

King. Call him hither to me Souldicr. | 

Kipg-Here Fluhm, were thou this favour for me,and 
ſticke ut in thy Cappesz - when 4ian/ox and my ſelfe were 
downe together, I pluckt this Glave from his Helme:if 
any man -this, hg is a friend ro «A/anſon,and an 
enemy to our Perſon; if hou encounter any ſuch, appre- 
hend him, | and thou do'ſt me love. 

Fiw. YourGrace doo's me as great Honors as can be | 
defir'd in the hearts of his Subjects : 1 would faing ſee 
the min, that ha's but two legges,that ſhall find himſelfe 
agreev'd at this Glove ; that 1sall : but I would faine {ce 
it once, and pleaſe -Ged of his grace that I might ſee-+ 

King. Know'ſt thou Gower? 
Flu. He is my deare friend, and pleale you. 
King. Pray tee goe ſecke bim,andbring him to my 


Ent, 
Fls. 1 will fetch him. Exit, 
King. My Lord of Warwieke, and my brother Gloſter, 

Follow Flzellen cloſely at the hecles. 

The Glove which I have given him for a favour, 

May haply purchal e bjm abox a'th'carc. 

It is the Souldiers : I by bargaine ſhould | 

Woearc it my ſelfe. Follow good Couſin Warwicke : 

If that the Souldicr ſtrike him, as I judge 

By his blunt bearing, he will kcepe his word ; 

Some ſodaine miſchiefe may arilc of it : 

For I doe know Flueben valiant, 

And toucht with Choler, hot as Gunpowder, 

And quickly will returne an wyury- "Mn 

Follow, on (ce therebe no harme betweene them. 

Goc you with me, Vnckle of Excter. E'xennt, 


Enter Gower and Williams. 
rl. 1 warrant it is to Knight you, Captaine. 
Emer Fluclen. 

Fls. Gods will, and his pleaſure, Captaine, I beſcech 
you now, come apaceto the King : there is more good 
toward you peradventure, thenis in your knowlege to 
dreame of, 

Fil. Sir, know youthis Glove? 

Fls. Know the Glove? I know the Glove is a Glove. 

Wall, I know this, aad thus I challenge it. 
Striker him. 

Fls, 'Sblud, an arrant Trayror as anyes in the Vniver- 
fall World, or in France, or in England. 

Gow. How now (ir? you Villaine. 

Will. Doe you thinke lle be forſworne ? 

Fls, Stand away Captaine Gower, I will give Treaſon 
his paymene into plowes, I warrant you. 

Fl. I amno Traytor. 

Pls. That'saLye in thy Throat. I charge you in hjs 
 Majeſties Name apprehend him,kc'sa friend ofthe Duke 


| Alanſons, 
Enter Warwicke and Gloucefler. 

War. How now, how now, what's the matter ? 

Fls. My Lord of Werwicks, bere is, prayled bee God 
for it, a moſt contagious Treaſon come to light, looke 
you, as you ſhall d:ſire in a Summers day, Heere is his 

jelty. Ser Kog, and Exeter. 

King. How now, what's the matter ? | 

' Flu. My Licge , heere is a Villaive , and a Traytor 
that looke your 


Grace, ha's ſtrooke the Glove which 


your Majeſty is take out of the Helmet of ela. 
on 


Wl. My Licge, this was my Gloye, herc is the fellow 
of it : and hee that 1 gaye it to.jn change, promis'd to 
weare itin his Cappe : 1 pramig'd to ſtrike him, jt he did: 
I met this man with my Glove in his Cappe, and I have 
have becne as good a8 my word. 

Fls, Your Majeſty hearenow,faying your Majeltyes 
ORD, wh an —_—_ wr beggerly, Jowſi 

naveitis: | hope your Majeſty ispearc me teſtim 
and witnefle,and will this is the Glow 
of Alanſon , that your Majelty is give me, in your Con- 
{cience now, 

King. Give me thy Glove Souldicr ; 
Looke, here is the fellow of it : 

'Twas I indeed thou premiled*ſttoſtrike. 
Ane thou haſt given me moſt birrer tcermes. 

Fls. And pleaſe your Majeſty, let his Necke anſwer 

for it, if there is any Marſhall Law in the world. 
King, How canſt thou make me ſatisfaction? 

Wil. All offences, my Lord, come from the heart : ne- 
= came any from mine, that might offend your Maje- 

Y. 

King. It was our ſclfe thou didſt abuſe. 

Will, Your Majeſty came not like your ſclte : you 
appear'd to me but as a common man : witneſle the 
Night, your Garments, your Lowlincſſe : and what 
your highnefſle ſuffer'd under that ſhape, 1 beſecch you 
take it for your owne fault, and not mine ; for had you 
beene as I tooke you for, I madeno offence ; thereforel 
beſeech your highneſle pardon me. 

K'n.Here Vnckle Exeter,filt this Glove with Crownes, 
Add give it to this fellow. Keege it fellow, 

And weare it foran honorint , 
Tilt I doe challenge it. Give him the Crownes : 
And Capraine, you maſt needs be friends with him. 

Fle. By this Day and this Light, the fellow ha's met- 
tell c in hisbelly : hold, there is twelve-pence for 
you, and | pray you toſerveGad, and keepe you outot 
prawlesand prabbles, and quarrells and diflcations,and 
warrant you it is the better for you- 

Wil, I will none of your Money. 

Fl, It is witha good will; I cantell you it will ſerve 

ou to mend your ſhooes : come, wherefore ſhould you 

ſopaſhfull, your ſhooes isnot 10 good : 'tis a good 
filling 1 warrant you, or I will change it. 
Emer Herand. 

King. Now Herald, are the dead numbred ? 

Re Hecere is the number of the flaught'red 
rench., 

King. What Priſoners of good ſort are taken, 
Vnckle? 

Fxe, Charles Duke of Orleance, Nephew to the King, 
[oh Dake of Barbon,and Lord Bonchiquald : 

Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, | 
Ful! fittecne hundred, beſides common men. 

King. This Note doth tell me of ten thouſand French 
Thar 1n the ficl lye flaine 2 of Princes in this number, | 
And Nobles beariag Banners, there lyc dead £ 
One hundred ewenty fix; added iothelc, 
OfKnights, Efquires, and gallant Gentlemen, | 
Eight thouſand and foure hundred: of the which, 

Five hundred were but yelterday dubb'd Knights, =| 
So that in theſe ten thouſand they have le(t, 
There are but (ixtcene hundred Mercenaries : 


The reſt are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, _ | 


| 


—— 


— 
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The Names of thoſe their N 


But five and twenty. 


For it is none but thine-+ 


Exer. 'Tis wonderfull. 


Which is bis onely. 
hoy many is kil.'d. 
That God fought for us. 


entlemen of blond and quality, 

—_ Netlexra lye dead : 
+; Delabrath, High C France, 

ne” Charihon, TE nirll of France, 
The Maſter of the Croſſe-bowes, Lord Rambures, = 
Great Maſter of France, the brave Sir Guichod Dolpbin, 
lon Duke of :Alanſen, 4nthomo Duke of Brabant, 
The Brother to the Duke of 5 f 
And Edward =_ of => : of luſty _ 

ceand Rouſſie, Faxconbridge and Foyer, 
—_— and CMarle, Vandement and Leſtrale. 
Here was a Royall fellowſhip of death. 
Where is the number of our Eng] 
Edmerdthe Duke of Torke, the Earle of Suffolke, 
Sir Richard Ketly, Davy Gem Efquire ; 
None clic of name : and of all otter men, 


King. O God, thy Arme was heere : 

And not to us, bur tothy Arme alone, 

Aſcribe we all : when, withoue ſtrarzgem, 
But in plaine ſhocke, and even play of Barraile, 
Wasever knowne ſo greatand little lofle ? 

On one part and onth'other, take it God, 


King.Come, go we in proceſſion tothe Village 
And be it death proclaymed through our Hoaſt, 
To boaſt of this, or take that prailte from God, 


Fle, 1s it not lawfull and pleaſe your Maj:{ty, totell 
King. Yes Captaine : but with this acknowledgement, 


Fls. Yes, wy conſcience, he did us greatgood. 
Kmg. Doe we all holy Rights ; 

Letthere be ſung Nox nob#, and Te dewn, 

The dead withcharity enclos'd in Clay : 

And then to Callice, and to Eng/andthen, 

Where ne*ce from France arriv'd morc happy men. 


<> _ —_—ﬀc-— W— — —— — — ” _-  ——_—  — EN ——_—_ rr EE 


| Atlus Quintus. 
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Emer Chorw, 

Vouchſafe to thoſe that have not read the Story, 
That I may prompt them : and of fuchas have, 
| humbly pray them to admit th'excuſe = 
RE numbers, and duc _ of — 
Which cannot in their and proper ife, 
bchere preſented. —phw_4 beare the King | 
Toward Callice :grant him there ; And there being ſeene, 
Heave him away upon your wi 
Ath:vart the Sea ; Behold the 
Wk ent ant ies eee the deepmourh'd Se 

e ſhouts and claps ont-voyce 'dSea, 
Which like a mmighey W hither 'forethe King, 
Seemes to prepare his way : Solethimkand, 
And ſolemnly {ce hiarſet on toLondon. 
So ſwifta pace hath Thought, that even now 
You may imagine him apon Blacke-Heath : 
Where, that his I.ords deſire him, ro have borne 
His bruiſed Helmet, andihis bended Sword 
Before him, through the City : he forbids it, 


with Wives, and Boyes, 


Being free from vainenefſe, and ſelfe-glorious pride; 

Giving full Trophee, Signall, and Oftenc, 

—_— himſelfe, roGod. But now behold, wy 
a the quicke Forge and working-houſe of T "A 

How London dothpowre out her -— da 

The Mayor and all his Brethren in beſt ſort, 

Like to the Senatours of ch'antique Rome, 

With the Plebeians ſwarming at their heeles, 

Goe forth and ferch their Conqu'ring Ceſar in: 

As by alower, bat by loviog likely hood, 

Were now the Gencrall of our gracious Empreſſe, 

As in good time he may, from /reland comming, 

Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword ; 

How many would the pcacefull City quit, K) 

To welcome him ? much more, and much more cauſe, 

Did they this Harry. Now in London place him» 

As yet the lamentation of the French 

Invites the King of &rglands (lay at home : 

The Emperour's comming in behalfe of France, 

Toorder peace betweene them : and omit 

All the occurrences, what ever chanc'r, 

Till Harrjes backe returne againe to France : 

There maſt we bring him; and my ſclfe have play'd 

The [nterim, by remembring yau tis paſt, 

Then brooke abridgement, and your eyesadvayce, 

After your thoughts, ſtraight backe againe to France. | 

Exe. 


Emer Fluellen and Gower. 


Gow, Nay, that's right: but why weare you your 
Leeke to day ? Saint Dewies day is 

++» comer occaſions and = cs why and whercfore |- 
in ings : I wil' tell you afſe m Captaine 
Gower ; the raſcally, ſcanld, beggely, lowfie, yir 
Knzve Pu#oll, which you andyour ſel and all the World 
know to be no petter theh a feliow, looke younow,of no 
merits: he is cometo mee; nd prifgs me pread and 
faukt yeſterday, lcoke you, and bid me cite my Feeke: 
it was 11 @ place where [ could nor breed no contention 
with him ; but I will be ſo bold a5 to weare it in ty Cap 
tilt I fee him once againe, and chen I will tell hiny a little 
piece of my defires, © =_ | 

; Emer Piftoll. | 

a Why heere he comes, ſwelling likea T 
COCKE» 

Flee. *Tis no matter for his ſwellings, nor his Turky- 
cocks. God plefle you auchicnt Pi5fol : you icurvy low- 
fie Knave,God plelſe you. 

Pit, Ha, art thou bedlam? doeſt thou thirſt , baſe 
Troian, to have m: fold up Parcas fatall Web? Hence; | 
[ am qualmiſhatthe ſmell of Lecke. 

Fla. Tpeleech you heartily, ſcurvy lowfie Knave, at 
my deſires, and my requeſts, and my petitions, ro cate, 
looke you,this Leeke ; becauſe, looke you, you doe pot 
love it, nor your affeRions, and your appetites and your 
dilgeſtionsdoo's notagree with ir, 1 would defire you ro 
care ts 

Pit. Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats. 
Fls. There is one Goat for you, Striker bim. 
Will you be ſogood, ſcanld Knave, asexce it 
#. Baſc Troian,thou ſhalt dye. G's 

Fls, You ſay very trus, ſcauld Knave, when 
will is: -I will defire you to live inthe meane time; ' 
eare Vidtuals : come, there is fawce for it. You 
cf me eſterdady Mountain Squier, br will make |; 

: 2 you 


L 
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you to day a ſquire of low degree. I = tag fallto,if 
you can mockea Lecke, you can cate a "PS 
Goxr. Enough Captaine, you have aſtoniſht him. 
Fls. I ſay,l will make bim care ſome part of my leeke, 
or will peate his pate foure dayes: bite I pray you,it 1s 
good for your greene wound, and your Coxc- 


combe; 

Pi. Muſt I birc? 

Fle. Yes certainely, and out of doubt and outlof que- 
' ſion too, and ambiguities. 

Pift. By this,Leceke, I will moſt horribly revenge: I 
cate and cate I ſweare- 

Fle. EateI pray you, will you have ſome more ſauce 
toyour Lecke : there is not enough Leeke to ſweare by. 

Pi#. Quiet thy Cudgell, thou doſt ſee I cate. 

Flu. Much good doe you ſcald knave, heartily. Nay, 
pray you throw none away, the skinne is good for your 

en Coxecombe;z when you take occaſions to {cc 

Leckes hereafter, I pray you mocke at 'cm, that is all, 


= Good. 
Fls. I, Leekes is good: hold you, there is a groat to 
heale your pate. 

Pift. Me a groat? os 

Fls. Yesverily,and in truth you ſhall rake it,or I have 
another 7 rapes my pocket, which you ſhall cate. 

Pift, 1 fake thy groat in carneſt of revenge. = 

Fls. 1fT owe you any thing, 1 — you in Cud- 
gels, you ſhall bea Woodmonger, and buy nothing of 
me but cudgels : God bu'y you, and keepe you.and heale 


your pate» Ex. 
, Pa, All hell hall ſtirre for this. 

Gow. Goc, goe, you area counterfet cowardly Kave, 
wil men arias ancient Tradition began upon an 
hope report, and worneas a memorable Trophee 


a words. 1 have ſcene you gleekingand galling 
entleman twice or thrice. You thought, becaulc 


liſh in the native garb, he could 
oil Cage you find it 0- 
therwiſe, and henceforth let a Welſh corrcQion teach 
you a om yewell. Exi, 
Piſt. L fortune play the huſwife with me now ? 
Newes have I that my Def1sdead i'th Spittle of a mala- 
dy of France, andtheremy rendeyous is quite cut off : 
Old 1doe waxc, and from my limbes honor is 
LCD 
| : ToE will I { 

_ -. | 2 PAD 
patches will I get unto theſe , 

And ſwore I got them inthe Gallia warres. 


Enter at one doore, King Henry, Extter, Bedford, Warwicks, 

oe LL 

hs Kee. p 
iy ner Proc. == 6 , 

| &: 96-9—cmnqns wW weare met ; 
Mu Acne France, and toour Siſter 
Health and faire time of day ; Ioy and good wiſhes 
To our moſt faire and Princely Colin Katherine ; 
And asa branch and member ofthis Royalty, 
By whom this great is contriv'd, 
We doefalute you Duke of Burgoigne, 
And Princes Frenchand Pecres heckhtoyouall 
Fre. Right joyous are we to behold your face, 
Moſt y brother England, fairc met. 
So are you Princes (Engliſh) every one. 


any of 
at this 


—_— 


—_—_— 


Lace. So happy be the Iſſue brother Englend 
Of this good day, and of this gracious mecting, 
Ag weare now gladto your &ycs, 
Yourcyes which hitherto have borne in them 

the Frenchthat metrhem intheir bene, 
The vom of fch LeckeaSe rey hope 
venome es we fai 
Have loſt their quality, and that this day 
Shall change all gricfes and quarrells intolove. 

Eng. To cry Awentothat, thus weappeare. 

Qme. You Engliſh Princes all, Idoe ſalute you. 

Barg. My duty to you both, on love. 

Great Kings of Fraxce and fvgland : that I bave labour'd 

Withall my wits, wy paines, and ſtrong cndevours, 

To bring your moſt unperiall Majeſtics 

Vnto this Barre, and Royall enterview ; 

Your Mighrineſſc on both parts beſt can wirneſſe. 

Since then my Office hath ſo farre prevail'd, 

T hat Face to Face, and Royall Eyeto Eye, 

Yoa havec d: let itnot diſgrace me, 

If I demand betore this Royall view 

What Rub, or what impediment is, 

Why that the naked, and mangled Peace, 

Deare Nourle of Arts, Plentyes, and jo Births, 

m_ = inthis beſt _ orld, 

Ourtfe tile France, put lovely Vilage ? 

Alas, ſhe hath from h——_ Lat char'd, 

And all her Husbandry doth lye on $, 

Corrupting in it owne fertility. 

Her Vine, themerry chearer of the heart, 

Vnpruned, dyes: her Hedges even pleach'd, 

Like Priſoners wildly over-growne with hayre, 

Put forth diſorder'd Twigs: her fallow Leas, 

The Darnell, Hemlocke and ranke Femetary, 

Doth root upon ; while that the Culter - 

That ſhould deracinate ſuch Savagery : 

The even Mead, that crit brought ſweetly forth 

The treckled Cowſlip, Burnet, and greene Clover, 

Wanting the Sythe, withall uncorre&ted, ranke ; 

Concerives by idlcnefle, and nothing teemes, 

Legbeh 
; 

And all our Vineyards, Fallowes, Mcades, and Hedges, 

DeftcRive intheir natures, grow to wildneſſe. 

Even ſo our Houſes, and our felyes, and Children, 

Have loſt, or doenot learne, for want of time, 

The ſciences that ſhould become our Country ; 

But gow like Savages, as Souldicrs will, 

That nothing doe, but meditate on Blood, 

To ſwearing, and ſterne Lookes, detus'd Attyre, 

And every thing that ſeemesunaturall. 

Which to reduce into our former tavour, 

Youarc aſſembled : and my h entreats, 

That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace 

Should not expell theſe inconvenicnces, 

And blefſe us with her former qualicics. 

Exp. If, ne Cn weuld the Peacew 
Whole want gives coth'imperfetions 
Which you have cited ; you muſt buy that Peace | 
With full accord to all our juſt demands, 

Whoſe Tenures and particular effes 
You have enſchedul'd bricfely in your hands. 

Burg. The King bath them: to the which.as yet 
There 1s no Anſwer ade. 

Eng. Well then : the Peace which you before ſo urg'd 
Lyes in his Anſwer. 


Fras. 


_——— 
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France. I have but with a curſelary cyc 
O're glanc'ethe Articles: Pleaſeth your Grace 
To appoint ſome of your Councell preſently, 
Toſit with us once more, with betrer heed 
Tore-lurvey _ : wewill —_ 

@ OUr ACC peremptory Anſwer. 
— mo we (hall. Goe Vnckle Exeter, 
And brother Clarence, and brother Glouceiter, 
wWarwicke, and Huntington, goe with the King, 
And take with you free power, to ratifie, 
r,or alter, as your Wildomes belt 

Shall ſee advantageable for our Diguity, 
Any thing in or out of our Demands, — =» 
And we'll conſigne thereto. Wall you, taire Siſter, 
Goe with the Princes,or ſtay here with us? 

nee, Our gracious Brother, I will goe with them : 

ly a Womans V oyce may doe ſome good, 
Pn Tnicer too nicely urg'd, be ſtood on. 
« Yet leave our Couſin Katherine here with us, 

She 15 our capitall Demand, compris'd 
Within the tore-ranke of our Articles. 


9ue. She hath good leave. 


CHManet King, and Katherine, 

King. Faire Katherine, and molt faire, 
Will you vouchſafe to teach a Souldicr tearmes, 
Suchas will enter at a Ladycs care, 
And pleade his Love-ſuit to her gentle heart? 

Kath, Your Majeſty ſhall mockeat me, I cannot ſpeake 
your England, ; | 

King. O faire Katherine, if yov will lave mie ſoundly 
with your French heart, I will be gladto heare you con- 
feſſe it brokenly with your Engliſh Tongue. Doe you 
like me, Kate ? 

Kath. Pardenne moy, 1 cannot tell wat is like me. 

King. An Angell ishke you Kate, and you arc like an 


Kath. One dit il, que le ſwis ſemblable a les » Anger ? 

Lady. Ony verament (ſanf voſtre Grace) aanſi dit il. 

Kmg. I ſaid (0, deere Karherme, and | mult not bluſh 
toaheme it. 

Kath. O bon Dien, les langues des hommes ſont plein de 


Exennt omne 5. 


tromperies. 

King: What ayes ſhe, faire one ? thatthetongues of 
men are full of deceits ? 

Lady. Owy, dat de tongues of ac mans is be full of de- 
ceits : dat is de Princeſlc. 

King, The Princeſle is the better Engliſh-woman : 
ifaith Kate, my wooing is fit for thy undert lam 
gladthou canit ſpeake no better Engliſh, for it thou 
could'{t, thou woul4'ſt finde me fucha plaine King, that 
thou wouldſt thinke, 1 had fold my tarme ro buy my 
Crowne. I know no wayes to minceit in love, but di- 
realyto ſay, I love you ; then it youurge me farther, 
thentoſay, Doe you in faith? I weare out my ſuite:Give 
me your anſwer,yfaith doe,and ſo clap hands, and a bar- 
guine : how ſay you, Lady ? 

Kath, Sanf veſtre honour, me underitand well, 

Kmg. Marry,if you would put me to Verſes, or to 

for your ſake, Kate, why you undid me : for the 
one I have neither wordsnor meaſure ; and for the other 
| tave no ſtrengthia meaſure, yet a reaſonable meaſure 
inſtrength. If 1 could winnea Lady at Leape frogge, or 
dy vawting into my ſaddle, with my Armor on my back; 
under the correion of bragging be it ſpoken, I ſhould 
quickely leape into a Wife : Or it I might buffer for my 


nai " O_ 


| 


Love, or bound my Horſe for her favours,l could lay on 
like a Butcher, and fic like a lackean Apes, never off. But 
before God Kate, [ cannor looke greenely,nor gaſpe out 
my eloquence, nor 1 have no' ing in proteſtation ; 
onely downe-right Oathes, which I never uſe till urg'd, 
nor never breake for urging, It thou canſt love a fellow 
of this temper, Kate, whelc face is not worth Sunne-bur- 
ning? that ceverlookesin his Glaſſe, for love of any 
thing he ſees there ? let thine Eye bethy Cooke, 1 ſpeake 
tothee plaine Souldier : If thou canſt love me for this, 
take me? if not? to ſay to thee that 1 ſhall dye,is true;bur 
tor thy love, by the L. No: yet I love thee too. And 
while thou liv'it ,deare Kare, take a fellow of plaine and 
uncoyned Conſtancy,for he pertorce muſt doe thee right, 
becauſe he hath nor the gittro wooe in ocher places : fi 
theſe fellowes of infinit tongue, that can ryme thernſelves 
into Ladyes favours, they doe alwayesreaſonthemſclves 
outagaine. What ? a ſpeaker 1s buta prater, aiRyme is 
buta Ballad ; a good will fall, a ſtrait Backe will 
ſtoope, ablacke Beard will turne white, a curl'd Pate will 
grow bald, a faire Face will wither, a full Eye will wax 
hollow : but a good Heart, Kate, is the Sunne and the 
Moone, or rathcr the Sanne, and not the Moone ; for it 
ſhines bright, and never changes, but keepes is courſe 
truely. If thou would have fach a one, take me? and 
take me ; takea ſculdler : rakea ſouldier ; 'take a King. 
And what ſay*(t thou then to my Love? ſpeake my faire, 
and fairly, I pray thee. 

Kath. 1s it poſſible dat I ſould love de ennemy of 


France ? 

wr No, it is not poſſible you ſhould love the Ene- 
my of France, Kate; but in loving me, you thould love 
the Friend of France : for Llove France fo well, rhat 1 
will not part with a Village of it ; I will have it all mine : 
and K are, when France is mine,and I am yours;then yours 
1s France, and you are mine. 

Kath. 1 cannot tell wat is dat. 

King. No, Kate?I wiiltell thee in French,which I am 
ſure will hang upon my tongue, like a new-marricd Wife 
about hex Husbands Necke, hardly to be ſhooke off; /e 
qnand ſur le poſſeſſion de Fraunce, & quand vous anes le poſe 
ſeſſion de moy, (Let me ſee, what then ? Saint Dewnu be 
my {pced) Done voſtre eft Fraunce, & vous cites muenne. 
It 1sascafie tor me, Kete,to conquer the Kingdome, as 
to fpeake ſo much more French : I ſhall never move thee 
in French, unlcfle it be to laugh at me. 

Kath. Sauf votre honeuy , le Franco ques vous parleis, il 
O& meliens que!” « Angolts le quel le parie, 


Kin, No faith is't not , Kate: but thy ſpeaking of 


my Tongue, and I thine, moſt truely falſely, muſt 
needes be graunted tobe mach at one. But Kate, doo'(t 
thou underſtand thus much Engliſh ? Canſt thou love 
me ? 

Kath, Icannottell. 

Kin, Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate? Ile 
aske rhem, Come I know thou loveſt me : and atnight, 
when you come into your Cloſet, you'll queſtion this 
Gentlewoman about me ; and F know, Kate, you will to 
her diſpraiſe thoſe partsin me, that youlove with your 
heart ; but good Kate, mocke me mercitully, the rather 
gentle Princeſle, becauſe 1 love thee cruclly. 1f everthou 
beeſt mine, Kate, as I have a ſaving Faith withia me tels 
me thou ſhalt; I ger thee with skambling , and thou 
maſt therefore needes prove a good Soul Rerbreeder 
Shall not thou and I, cene Saint Dexuss and 


© Dona French halfe 
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the Beard. Shall we not ? what ſay'ſt thou my faire Hlows- 
er-de-Luce. | 

K ate. 1doe not know dat. 

King. No: *tis hereafter toknow,but now to promiſe: 
doe but now promiſe Kare, you will endeavour for your 
French part of ſuch a Boy ; and for my Engliſh moyrty, 
take the word of a King, and a Batcheler. How anſwer 
oj plus belle Katherine ds monde mon treſcher &- devin 

&, 

= Your Majeſtce aue fauſe Frenche enough to de- 
ceive de moſt ſage Damoileil dat is en Fraunce. 

King. Now iye upon my talſe French : by mine honor 
in true Engliſh, Tlovethce Kare; by which honor,l dare 
notſweare thouloveſt me, yet my bloud begins ro flat- 
ter me, that thou doo'ſt; notwithſtanding the poore and 
untempering eft<& of my Viſage. Now beſhrew my 
Fathers Ambition, he was thinking of Civill Warres 
when hegot me, therefore was 1 created with a ſtub- 
borne ont-ſfide, with an aſpeR of Iron, that when I come 
ro wooe Ladyes, 1 frightthem : but in faith Kare,the cl- 
der I wax, the better 1 ſhall appeare. My comfortis,that 
Old Age, that ill layer up ol Beatty, can doeno more 
ſpoyle upon my Face. Thou halt ine, if thou baſt me, at. 
the worlt ; and thou ſhalt weare mc, it thou weare me, 
better and bettcr ; and therefore tell me, moſt faire K- 
therine, will you have me ? Put off your Maiden Bluſhes, 
auouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Lookes of 
an Empreſſe, take me by the Hand, and ſay, Harry of 
England, Tamthine : which wordthou ſhalr no ſooner 
bleſſe mine Eare witiall, but I will tell thee alowd, Eng- 
land is thine : frelandis thine, France is thine, and Hesry 


Face, if he be not Fellow with the belt King, thou ſhalt 
find the beſt King of Good-tellowes. Come your an- 
{wer in broken Muficke ; tor thy Voyce is Mulicke and 
thy Engliſh broken : Therefore Queene of all, Katherine, 
breake thy mind tome m broken Engliſh , wilt thou 
have me ? 

Kath. Dat is as it ſhall pleaſe de Roy men peye. 

Kin. Nay, it will plcaſe him well, Kare; 1t ſhall pleaſe 
him, XK ate. | 

Kath. Den itfall aiſo content me. | 

King. V pon that I kiſle your Hand, and call you my 

UCCNc. 

ath. Laiſſe mon Seignenr, laiſſe, laiſſe, may fey: Ie ne 

Rho x os he walire grandenr, en baiſant le 
mais d une noſtre Seigneur indignie ſervuenr, excuſe moy. le 
Pow ſupply mon treſ-pmiſſant Sergnenr . 

King. Then I will kiſſe your Lippes, Kate. 

Kath, Los Dames + Damoiſels prur eftre baiſe drvant 
lenr nopceſe i1 net pas le coſtume de Frannce. 

King. Madam, my Interpreter, what ſayes ſhe ? 

Lady. Datitis not be de faſhion pour le Ladies of 
France ; 1 cannot tell wats buiſſeen Angliſh, 


King. To kite, 

i. Your Majeſtic entendre bettre que moy. 

King. It is not a faſhion for the Maids in France to 
| kiſſe before they are marryed, would ſhe ſay ? 

Lady. Ony verayment. 

King. O Kate, nice Cuſtomes curfic to great Kings. 
| Deare Kate, you and I cannot bee confin'd within 
weake Lyſt of a Countreyes faſhion : we are the ma- 
| kersof Manners, Kate; and the liberty that followes 
our Places, {toppes the mouth of all find-faults, as I will 


| doe yours, for upholding the nice faſhion of your Coun- 


Plantaginet is thine ; who, though I ſpeake it before his | 


that ſhall goe to Conſtantinople, and take the Turkeby | 


| 


| 


| According totheir firme propoſed natures. 


———_ 


try, in denying me a Kiſle : theretore patiently, ang 
yeelding You have Witch-cratft in your Lippcs, Kare; 
there is morecloquence in a Suger touch of them; then in 
the Tongues of the French Councell : and they Could 
ſooner perſwade Harry of England, then a generall Petiti. 
on of Monarchs. Heere comes your father. 


Enter the French Power, andthe Engli(h 
Lords 


Burg.God ſave your Majeſty, my Royall Couſin, teach 
you our Princefle Engliſh ? 

Aw. I would have her learne, my faire Couſin, how 
perfedly I love her, andthat is good Engliſh. 

Burg. Is ſhenot apt? 

King. Our Tongue is rough. Coze, and my Conditi. 
on is not ſmooth: 10 that having neither the Voycenor 
the Heart of Flattery about me, I cannot ſo conjure up 
the ſpirit of love nhes, that he will appeare in his true 
likeneſle. 

Barg. Pardon the franknefle of my mirth, if I anſwer 
you for that. If you would conjure in ber, youmnſt 
make a Cucle: if conjure up love in her in histrue 
likenefle, he muſt appeare naked, and blind. Can you 
_ her D—— 4 _ ct ou over with the 

irgin Crimſon of M , if ſhe the apparance 
of a naked blind Boy in her naked ſecing ſelte ? It were 
(wy Lord) a hard Condition for a Maid to conſigne 
ro 


King. Yetthey doe winke and yeeld, as Love is blind 
and entorces. 

Burg. They are then excus'd, my Lord, when they fer 
not what they doe. 

King. Thengeod my Lord, teach your Couſinto con- 
lentto winki 

Burg. 1 will winkeon her to conſent, my Lord, if you 
will teach her ro know my meaning: tor Maides well 
Sumamer'd, and warme kept, are like Hyes at Bartholo- 
mew-tyde, blind; though they havethcir cyes, and then 
they willendurc handling, which before would not abide 

ON. 

King. This Moralleyes me over to Time, and a hot 
Summer ; and ſo 1 ſhallcarch the Flye, your Couſin, in 
the latter end, and ſhe aſt be blind too. 

Burg. As Love is my Lord, before it loves. 

King. Itisſo: and you may, ſome of you, thanke 
Love fer my blindnefſe, who cannot ſee many a faire 
French City for one faire French Maid that ſtands in wy 
Way. 

French King. Yes my Lord, you ſe: them perſpe- 
Qively : the” Cities turn'd into C Maid ; for Pa ae 
_ with Maiden Walls, that Warrc hath ct 


King. Shall Katebe my Wife ? 

Fran, Sopleaſe you. 

England. I am content , ſo the Maiden Cities you 
talke of, may waite on her : ſothe Maid that ſtood in 
—_ for my With, ſhall ſhew me rhe way to my 

1 


: France. We have conſented to all tearmes of re 
on 


Fog. Ist ſo, my Lords of England ? 
Weit. The = hath every Article : 
His Daughter firſt ; and then in ſequele, all, 


Exet, Only 


- 
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Exet. Onely he hath not yer ſubſcribed this : Which troubles oft the Bed of bleſſed Marriage, 
Where your Majeſty demands, That the King of France | Thruſt in betweene the Pation of thele Kingdomes, 
having any occalionto write for matter of Graunt; ſhall | Tomake divorce ot their incorporate League : 
name your Highnefle inthis forme, and with this addici- | That Engliſh may as French, French Engiiſhmen, 
on, in French :Noſtre treſcher fils. Henry Roy'd Angleterre | Receive cach other. God (| peake this Amen. 
Heretere de Frawnce : and thus in Latine ; Preclariſimms All. Amen. 

Filis nofter Henrieus Rex eAuglie & Heres Francis. King. Prepare we for our Marriage : on which day, 
Fran, Nor this I havenot Brother ſo deny'd, My Lord of Burgundy we'll rake your Oath 

But your requeſt (hall make me let it paſle. | And all che Pceres, for ſurety ofour Leagues. 

Engl. I pray you then, inlove and dcare allyance, Then ſhalll I ſweare to Kate, and you to me, 

Let that one Article ranke withthe reſt, And may our Oathes well kept and proſp'rous be. 

And thereupon give me your Daughter. Sonet, ; Exennt, | 
Fran, Take her faire ſonne,and from her bloed rayſc up 

Ifſue to me, that the contending Kingdomes Futer Chorwa. 

Of Frence and England, whole very thoares looke pale, 

With envy of each others happineſle, Thus farre with rough, and all-unable Pen, 

May ceaſe their hatred ;and this deare Conjunction Our bending Author hath purſu'd the Story, 

Plane Neighbourhood and Chriſtian-like accord In little roome confining mighty men, 

In their (wee: Boſomes : that never Warre advance Mangling by ſtarts the full courle of their glory. 

His bleeding Sword 'twixt £nglanwdaud faire France. Small time: but inchat ſmall, moſt greatly lived 
Lords. Amen. This Starre of Ezz/and. Fortune made his Sword ; 
King Now welcome Kee: and beare me witneſle all, | By which, tae Worlds beſt Garden he atchieved ; 

That here I kiſle her as my Soveraigne Queene. And of it left his Sonne Imperiall Lord, 

Flourſo. Henry che Sixt, in Infant Bands cro:yn'd King 

2nece. God, the belt maker of all Marriages, Of Franceand England, did this King ſucceed : 
Combine your hearts in one, your Realmes in one : W hoſe State ſo many had the managing. 

As Man and Wife being two, are onein love, | Thatthey loſt Frarce, and make his Eng/endblerd 7 

Fo be there *twixt your Kingdomes ſuch a Spouſall, Which oft our Stage hath ſhowne ; and for their fake, 

That never may ill Orhce; or fell jcalouſie, In your taire minds let this acceptance take. e 
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Dead March. 


Enter the Funerall of King Henry the Fift, attended on by 
the Duke of Bedford, Regent of France ; the Dukg 
of Gloſter, Protefer : the Duke of Exeter War- 
wicke, the Biſhop of Wincheiter, and 
the Duke of Somer- 
fet. 


Bedford. ; 
Vngbe 5 heavens with black,ycild dayto night; 
Comets importing change of Times and States, 
& Brandiſh your cryſtall Trefles inthe Sky, 
And with them ſcourge the bad revolting Stars, 
That _ - m9" unto Henris death : 
King Herry the Fift, too famous to live long, 
Enlandoe re loſt a King of ſo much worth. 
' Gloft. Englandne're had a King untill his time : 
Vertue he had, deſerving to command. 
= IST _ blind men with his beames, 

is Armes wider then a Dragons Wings : 

His ſparkling Eyes, repleat with wrathfull fire, 

More dazled and drove backe his Enemies, 

Then mid-day ſunne, fierce bent againſt their faces. 
_ What ſhould I fay ? his Deeds exceed all ſpeech : 

Hene'rc lifrup his hand, but conquered. 

Exe. We mourne in blacke, why mourn we not in 
Hemry is dead, and never ſhall revive: (blood? 
Vpona Wooden Coffin we attend ; 

And deaths diſhonorable ViRory,, 

We withour (tately preſence glotihe, 

Like Captives bound toa Triu | 

What? ſhall we curſe the Planets of Miſhap, 

That plotted thns our Glories overthrow > . 

Or ſhall we think: the ſubtile-witted French, 
Conjurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of hich, - 
By Magicke Verſc have ears tr end? Fes: 

Pinch. He wasa King, bleſt of the Ki . 

Vatothe French, the dreadtull j adgement-Da E 


So dreadfull wilinot be, as was his 
The Batrtailes of the Lord of Hoſts he 
The Churches Prayers made him ſo proſperous. 
Gloft. The Church? Where is it? 
Had not Chnrch-men pray'd, 
His thred of Life had not ſo ſoone decay'd, 
None doe you like, but aneffeminate Prince, 
 Whomlike a Schoole-boy you may Qver-aWee. 
Winch. Gleſter, what ere we like, thou art Protetor, 
And looket to command the Prince and Realme. 
Thy Wite 1s prowd, ſhe holdeththee in awe, 


| 


More then God or Religious Charch-men may. 
Gloft. Name not Religion, forthou lov'ſt the Fleſh, 
And ne're throughout the yeereto Church thougo't, 


Exceptit be to y__ foes. 

Bed. Ceale, reals t REY and reſt your minds in 
Let's to the Altar : Heralds wayt onus ; (peace: 
In ſtead of Gold, we'll offer up our Armes, 

Since Armes avayle not, now that Henrs#s dead. 

Polterity ovnitier yeeres, 

Whenat their Mothers moi » Babes ſhall ſucke, 

Our Ile be made a Nouriſhof ſalt Tearcs, 

And none but Women left to wayle the dead. 

Henry the Fift, thy Ghoſt I inyocate: | 

Proſper this Realme, keepe it from Civill Broyles, 

Combar with adverſe Planets in the heavens ; 

A farre more glorious Starre thy ſoule will make, 

Then Inline Cefar, Or bright=—— 
inter a Meſſenger. 

Meſſ.My honorable Lords, health to youall: 
Sad tidings bring I to you out of Frexce, 

Of loſſe,of laughter, and diſcomfiture : 
Guyen, Chawpaigne, Rheimes, Orleance, 


ht : be 
| Croptare the Flower-de-Luces in your Armes 


| Bed,W 


Parts, Guyſors, Poidtiers, are all quite lolt. 
ſay'ſt thou edend Henry's Coarle? 
Speake ſoftly, orthe lofle of thoſe great Townes 
Will make him burſt his Lead, and riſe from death, 
Gloft. Is Paris loſt? and is Roan ycelded up? 
If Henry were recall'd to life againe, 
Theſe newes would cauſe him once more yecld the gholt 
Exe. How wexe they loſt ? what trechery wasusd? 
© df. Notrechery, but want of Mcn and Money. 
Amongſt the Souldiers thisis muttered, 
That here you maintaine ſeverall FaRions : 
And whil'ſt a Field ſhould bediſpatcht and fought, 
Youarediſputtng of your Generals. 
One would have lingring Warres, with little coſt ; 
Another would fiye ſwift, but wanteth Wings : 
Athird wan thinkes, without expence at all, | 
guilefull faire words, Peace may be obrain'd. 
wore cuny, Sage Nobility, | 
t not ſlouth dimme your Honors, new begot ; 


; 


Of aglends Cour, content owey. 
Exe. Woes Tens ro this Funeral, 
Theſe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides- 
Bed. Me they concerne, Regenvl am of France : 
Give me my ſcaled Coar, Ile for France. 
Away with theſe dil; wayling Robes ; 
Wounds will Ilendthe French, in ſtead of Eyes, 


CS, 


| To weepe their intermiſſive Mileri Fa 


Irena 
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The firſt Part of King Henry the Sixt. 


The Baſt 

The d of Orleance with himis joyn'd ; 

Reqwoid, Duke of Aniou, doth his part, 

The Duke of Alanſon fiyeth to his (ide. Exit. 
Exe. The Dolphin crown'd King ? all flyeto him ? 

O whither ſhall we flye from this reproach ? 

. Gli, Wewill not flye, butto our cr:emics throats. 
Bedferd, it thou be flacke, Ile fight it out. | 
Bed. Glofter, why doubtſtthouof my forwardneſle ? 

An Army have I muiter'd in my thoughts, 

W herewith alrcady France is over-run. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 
AMeſſ. My gracious Lords, to adde to your laments, 
Wherewith you now bedew King Henrier hearte, 
I muſt informe you of a diſmall fighr, 
Berwixtthe ſtour Lord T albert ,and the French. 
Win. W hat ? wherein Talbot overcame, is'to ? 
3- Heſ.Q no:wherein Lord Talbot was o'rethrowne : 
The citcumſtance Ile tell you more at large. 
—— —_— Lord, 
Retyring from the Siege NCC, 
Having full ſcarce fix thouſand inhis troupe, 
By three and twenty thouſand of the French 
Was round | , and ſet upon : 
No leyſure had he to enranke his men. 
He wanted Pikesto fer before his Archers : 
In fead whereof, ſharpe Stakes plucke out of Hedges 
To lepe the Horſe veno from bredking 
0 t emen off, in. 
Men thcacheoe hounerds —\ 
Where valiant Talbet, above thought, 
Enated wonders with his Sword and Lance, 
Hundreds he ſept to hell, and none durit ſtand him : 
Here, there, and every where cnrag'd, he flew, 
The French exclaym'd, the Devillwas in Armes, 
Allthe whole Army ſtood agaz'd on him. 
Hs uldiers ſpying hivundaunced Spirit, 
A Talbot, a Tadbor, cry'd out amaine, 
And ruſht into the Bowels of the barraile. 
Here had the fully beene ſcal'd up, 
If Sir Jobs Falftaffe had not play'd the Coward, 
Hebeing in the Vauward, plac'c bchind, 
With purpoſe to relieve and follow them, __ 
Cowardly fled, not having ſtrucke one ſtroke. 
Hence grewthe generall wracke and maſſacre ; 
bncloled were they with their Eencmics. 
Abaſe Wallon, to win the Dolphi ns grace, 
Thraſt Talbot with a Speare i othe Backe, | 
Whom all France, with their chicfe aſſembled ſtrength, 
| Durſt not preſumne to looke once in the fate. 
v. = wy > qo ſelfe, 
ving idly bere, in ; 
Whil loch 4 worr Coker, waniigard, 
Vato hisdaſtard foe-men is betgay'd, 
3-Meſ. Ono, he lives, but is tooke Priſoner, 
And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hungerford : 
Moſt of the reſt or tooke likewiſe.” 
i leh Dtphin bxllong rom bis Throne 
is 
His Crowne ſhall be the Ranſowe of oy friend x 
Fourc of their Lords Ile change for one of ours. 


| 97 | 
Emer to them another yo Farewell my Maſters, to wy Taske will I, 
Meſſ. Lords view theſe Letters, miſchance. | Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make; |, 
France is revolted fromthe Engliſh quite, To keepe our great Saint Georges Feat wirhall. 
ſome Townes, of no imporrt. Ten theuſand Souldicrs with me I willtake, 
is crowned King in Rheimes : Whoſe bloody deeds ſhall make all 


Europe quake. 
3+ Hef. So you had neede, for Orleance is befieg'd, 
The Engliſh Army is growne weake and faint : 
The Earle of Salisbury craveth ſupply; 

And hardly keepes his men from mutiny, | 
Since they ſo few, watch ſuch a multitude. | 
Exe. Remember Lords your Oathesto Hem ſworne: 

Eyther toquell the Dolphin utterly, 

Or bring him in obedience to your yoake. 
a I doe reacmber ut, and here takelcave, Bedford, 
0 goeabout my preparation. Exit Bedfor 

Gloeft. Ile tothe Tower with all the haſt I can, 
Te view th'Artillery and Munition, 


And then 1 will proclaime Henry King. 
4 Y —_— Glofter, 


Exe. ToEltam will I, where the young King is, 

oo his ſpeciall Governor, = 

And tor his fafety there lle beſt devile. Exit. 

Winch. Each bath his Place and Fun&tionts attend ; 

I am left out ; for me nothing remaines : 

But long I will not be lacke out of Otfice, 

The King from Eltam I intend toſend, | 

And fit at chicfeſt ſterne of publique Weale. | 
Exit. 


Emter ("harles, Alanſon, and Rrigneir, marching 
my Drum and Sankbire. 


Charl. Mars histrae moving, even asintne Heavens | 
So in the Earthto this day is not knowne. 

—_— r@——_— 

Now we are Vidtors, upon us he ſmiles. 
es of any moment, but we have? 

e 


e here we lye, neere Orleance z 


Otherwhiles, the famiſht _ 9 


_ belicge usone houre ina 


wane their Porredge, and their fat Bul Beeves 
Eyther they muſt be dyeted like Mules. 
Reig, Let's raiſe the Siege : why live weidly here ? 
And have their Provender ty'd to their mouthes, 
Or pi they will looke, like drowned Mice. 
T albes 1s taken, — 
Remayneth none but mad-brain'd Salubary, 
And he may well in fretting ſpend his gall, 
Nor men ner Money hath he to.make Warre. 
Cher. Sound, ſoand Alarum, we will ruſh on them, 
Now for the honour of the forlorne French : 
Him1TI _—_—_ death, that killeth me; 
When he 1cesme goe backe one foot, or flye. Fxeme. 


Heere Alarum they are beaten backs bythe 
Enghifs, with g reat loſſe. 


Eiter (harles, Alanſov and Reigneir. 
Cherk, Who ever ſaw the like ? what men have T1? | 


as one weary of his li . 
To Lords, like Lyons wanting foode, 


He 


00 EEE. 
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98 Thefuſt Partof King Hemry the Sixt. 


eMlanſe Froyſard, a Countreyman of ours, records, | 
England all Olrvers and Rowlands breed, 

Duricg the time Edwardthe third did raigne* 

More truely now may this be verified ; 

For none but Sam/onr and Goliaſſes 

I: ſendeth forth ro skirmiſh ; one to tenne? 

Leane raw-bon'd Raſcalls, who would cre ſuppoſe, 
They had ſuch courage and 2udacity ; 

Chel. Tct'sleave this Towne, 

Forthey are hayre-brain'd Slaves, 

And hunger will enforc2 them to be more eager ; 

Ofold 1 know them; rather with ther Tecth 
The Walls they'll tezre downe, then forlakerhe Siege. 
Rexg. I think by ſo.ne odd: Gimmallsor device 
Their Armes are {ct, like Clockes, {ti'] roftrike on ; 
Elſe ne're could they hold out ſoas they doe : 

By my conſent, we'll even !ctrhem alone. 

Alan. Beit ſo. 


Enter the Bailard of Orleance. 
Bat, Where'sthe Prince Do/obin? I have newes for 


m- 
Delph.Baſtard of Orleance, thrice welcome to us. 
Bazt. Methiakes your lookes are ſad, your chcare af- 
Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence ? (pal'd. 
Be not diſmay'd, for ſuccour is at hand : 
A holy Maid hither with me I bring, 
W hich by a Viſion ſent to her from Heaven, 
Ordayned is to raiſe this tedious Seige, 
And drive the Engliſh forth the bounds of France : 
The ſpirit of deepe Propheſie the hath, 
Exceeding the nine Sib1/sof old Rome : 
Whar's palt, and what's tocom*, ſhe can deſcry. 
Speake, ſhall I call ber in? beleeve my words, 
For they are certaine, and unfailible, : 

. Dolph. Goe call herin : bur firſt, to try ber skill, 
Reignier (tand thou as Dolphin in my place; 

Queſtion her prowdly, let thy Lookes be ſterne, 

By this mcancs ſhall we ſound what skill ſhe hath. 


Enter Toane P weed. 
; Reig. Faire Maid, is't thou wilc doe theſe wondrous 
eats ? 

Puz. Reigmier, is'tthou that thinkelt to beguile me ? 
Where isthe Dolphin > Cume, come from behind, 
I know thce well, though never ſcene before. 
Be not amaz'd, there's nothing hid from me; 
In private wil I talke with thee apart: 
Stand backe you Lords,'and give us leave a while. 

Reig. She takes upon her bravely at firſt daſh. 

Pxz.. Dolphin, Iam by birth a Shcpheards Daughter, 
My wituntrain'd in any kind of Art : 
Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd 
To (ſhine on my contewprible eſtate. 
Loe, whileſt 1 wayted on my tender Lambes, 
And to Sunnes parchirg heat diſplai'd my checkes, 


Gods Mother deigned to appearc to me, 


{ And in a Viſion full of Majeſty, 


Wil''d me tolcave my baſe Vocation, 

And free my Countrey from Calamity : 
ens 

n eat revecal' ; 

Pom ne yr Wy res 

With thoſe cleare Rayes, which ſhe infus'don me, 
That beauty am I ble(t with , which you ſee. 


H— 


Aske me what queſtion thou canſt poſſible, 
And I will anſwer unpremeditated : 

My Cooage try by Combat, if thou dar'ſt, 
Andthou ſhalt find that 1 exceed my Sex. 
Reſolve on this, thou ſhalt be fortunate, 

If thou receive me for thy Warlike Mate. 
Dolph. Thou haſt aſtoniſht me with thy high termes; 
Onely this proofe Ile of thy Valour make, 

In ſingle Combat thou ſhalt buckle with me ; 
And it cheu vanquiſheſt, thy wordsare true, 
Otherwiſe I renounce all confidence. : 

Paz. Iam prepar'd : here is my keenz-edg'd Sword, 
Deckt with fine Hower-de-Luces on cach ſide, 

The which ar Touraine, in S. Katherines Church-yard, 
Our of a great deale of old Iron, Ichoſe forth. 

Dolph. Then come a Gods rame, I feare no woman, 

Puzzl, And while Tlive, Ile nere fliye no man. 

Here they fight, and loane de Puzel overcomes. 

Do'ph. Stay, tay thy hands, thou art an Amazon, 
And hghteſt with the Sword of Debora. 

Puzzl. Cluiſts Mother helpes me, clſc I weretoo 
weake. 

Eolph. Whoe're helps thee, "tis thou that.mult helpe 
Impatie.ntly I burne with thy defire, (me: 
My heert and handsthou haſtat once ſubdu'd, 

E xcellent Puzl, if thy name be ſo, 
Lct me thy ſervant, and not Soveraigne be, 
"Tis the French Dolphin ſaerh tothee thus. 
Puzel. I mult not yecld toany rights of Love, 
For my Profeſſion's ered from above : 
_— | —_— Foes from hence, 
Then will | thinke upon arecompence. 
& _ Meane time looke gracious on thy proſtrate 
rall. 

Reig. My Lord me thinkes is very long in talke. 

Wo he ſhrivesthis _ to her ſmocke 
e nc*re could he fo longprotradt his ſpeech. 

Reigns, Shall wee She him, ne he keepes no 
meane e 

Ala. He may mean more then we poore men do know? 
Theſe women are ſhrewd tewpters with their rongues. 

Reig. My Lord, where are you? what deviſe yougn, 
Shall we give o're Orleance, or no? 

Puztl. Why no, I ay : diftruſtfull Recreants, 
Fight ullche lalt gaſpe : tor Ile be your guard. 

Dolph. What ſhe ſayes, Ile confirme: we'll fighe it 
Outs 

Puzel. Aſlign'dam I roberthe Engliſh 
This night thc Sicge afſuredly le raile: 

ExpeRt Saint Afariens Surmmer, Haltyons dayes, . 
See have enercd thus into theſe W = 
Glory is likea Circle mche Water, 

Tl brag — — irſelfe, 

ill by broad ſp , it diſperſe to he, 

With Hexries death, the Engl Circleends, 
Diſperſed arethe glories it included : 

Now am I like that prowd inſulting Ship, 
Which Ce/arand his fortune bare at once. 

Dolph. Was Mahomet inſpired with a Doye? | 
Thou with an Eagle art then. | 

Helen, the Mother of Great Conftentine, 
Nor yetS. Philipedanghters were like thee. | 
Bright Srarre of Foun SB Gowns on che Barth, | 
ow may I reverently worſhip thee enough ? 

eAiar. Leave eff delayes', and let us raiſe the 


Sicpe. 
Reignier * 


= = 
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Rrig. Woman, doe what thou canſtts ſave our honors, | 
Drive them from Orleance, and be immorrtaliz'd. 

Preſently we'll ery : come, let's away about it, 
No Prophet will Itraſt, if ſhe prove fall. Exeunt. 


Enter Gloiter, with bis Serving-men. 


Glſt. 1 am come to ſurvey the Tower thisday ; 
Since Henries death, I feare there is Conveyance : 
Where be theſe Warders, that they wait not here ? 
the Gates, 'cis Glofter that calls. 
1. Warder, Who's there, that knocks ſo imperiouſly? 
Gleft. 1. Man. It is the Noble Duke of Glofter. 
2. #arder. Whoere he be, you may nor be let in. 
1, Man. Villaines, anſwer you ſo the Lord ProteRor? 
1. Warder. The Lord proteRt him, fo we anſwer him, 
We doe no otherwiſe then we are wild; 
Gleſt.Who willed you? or whoſe will ſtands bur mine? 
There's none ProteRor of the Realme, but I ; 
Breake up the Gates, Ile be your warrantize ; 
Shall I be lowted thus by dunghill Groomes ? 
Glofters men ruſh at the Tower Gates, and Woodvile 
the Liewtenant [peahes withw. 
_ What noyſe is this? what Traytors have wee 
e? 
Gli. Licutenant, is it you whoſe voyce I heare? 
Openthe Gates, here's Glofter that would enter. 
Weed. Have patience Noble Duke , I may not open, 
The Cardinall of Wincheſter forbids ; 
From him I have expreſſe commandement, 
That thou nor none of thine ſhall belet in, 
Gloft. Faint-hearted Woodvile, prizeſt him 'fore me : 
Arrogant Wincheſter, that haughty Prelate, 
Whom Hezey our late Soveraigne ne're could brooke ? 
Thouart no friend to God, or to the King : 
Open the Gates, or Ile ſhut thee our ſhortly, 
Servingmen. Open the Gates unto the Lord Protector, 
Or we'll burſt them open, if that you come not quickly. 


Enter to the Proteftor at the Tower Gates. Wincheſter 
and bis men in T awney Coates. 


” OA How now ambitious Fmpire, what meancs 
Glait, Pici'd Prieſt, doo'ſt thou command me to be 
ſhur out ? 

Wacheit, 1 doe, theu moſt uſurping Proditor, 
And not ProceRtor of the King or Realme. 

Gleft. Stand backe thou manifeſt Conſpirator, 
Thou that contrived'ſt tomurther our dread Lord, 
Thouthar giv'ſt Whores Indulgencesto finne, 
Nle canvas thee in thy broad Cardinalls Hat, 
If thou procced in this thy inſolence. 

Winch. Nay, ſtand thou backe,I will not budge a foot ; 
This be Damaſcus, be thou curſed Cain, 
Tolay thy Brother e4bel, if thou wilt. 

Glet, I willnor (lay thee, bur Le drive thee backe : 
Thy Scarlet Robes, as a Childs bearing Cloth, 
lle uſe, tocarry thee out of this place. 
Wa. Doc what thou dar'ſt, I beard thee to thy 


e 
Cleft, What ? am 1dar'd, and bearded to my face? | 

Draw men, for all this priviledged place, 

Blew Coatsto Tawny Prieſt beware your Beard, 

I meane totugge it, and to cuffe you ſoundly. 


In ſpight of Pope, or dignities of Church, 
Here by the Cheekes 1le drag thee up and downe. 
Wincheft. Glefter, thou wilt- anſwer this before the 


OPCc. | 
Gloſt. Winchefler Goole, I cry,a Rope, a Rope- 
Now beat them hence, why doe you lerthem itay ? 
Thee llechaſc hence, thou Wolte inSheepes array. 
Out Tawney-Coates, out Sca;let Hypocrne, 


P 


Here Gloiters men beat out the Cardinalls men, and 
enter in the hurly-burly the Mayer of 
Londov, and bis Officers. 


Meyer. Fye Lords, that you being ſupreme Magiltrats, 
Thus contumeliouſly ſhould breake the Peace, 
Gl.Peace Mayor,tor thou know' | little of my wrongs: 
Here's Beaxfird, that regards nor God nor King, 
Harth here diſtrayn'd the Tower to his uſe. 
Winch. Here's Glefter too, a Foe to Citizens, 
One that ſtill motions Warre, and never Peace, 
O're-charging your free Purſes with large Fines 3 
Thar ſcekes ro overthrow Religion, 
Becauſe he is ProteRor of the Realme ; 
And would have Armour here out of the Tower, 
To Crowne himſelfe King, and ſuppreſſerhe Prince. 
Gloft, I will not anſwer thee with words, but blowes. | 
Here they thirmiſh againe. | 
Mejor. Nought reſts for me, in this tumultuous ſtrite, 
But to make open Proclamation. 
Come Officer, aslowd as e'rethoucanſt,cry: _ 
-— mrs embled "— 
Agas Peace and the Kings, we e 
you, in his Hog bueſſs Name, tom to your ſeveral dwel- 
ling places, and not to weare, , or —— 
pon, or Dagger hence-forward, aae . 
Gl#t, 7, fnry be no drackeretitte Lots : 
But we ſhall meer, and breake our minds at , 
Winch. Gleiter, we'll meetto thy deare colt be ſure : 
Thy heart Amp = this dayes worke, 
. lecall for $, it you will not away z: 
This Cortina is more baughty then the Devill. 
- Major farewell : r Bos doo'it but what thou 
may'*lt, 
winch. Abhominable Gloſter, guard thy Head, 
For I intend to have itere long. Exemne. 
Mayer. See the Coaſt clear d, and then we will depart. 
Good God, theſe Nobles ſhould ſuch ſtomacks beare, 
I wy lelfe fight not once in forty yeere- Exemn, 


Exter the Maſter Gunner of Orleance, and 


hu Boy. 

AM. Gmn.Sirrha, thou know'ſ how Orleance is beſieg'd |. 
And bow the Engliſh have the Suburbs wonne. 

Boy. Father I know, and oft baye ſhorat ther, 
How c'reunfortunare, I miſs'd my ayme. 

M. Gus. But now thou ſhalt not. Be thou rul'd by me: 
Chei —— _ am I of this Towne, 
Sometbing I m to procure me grace : 
The Princes iobomed me : 
How the Engliſh, in the Suburbs cloſe entrenche, 
Went throagh a ſecret Grate of Iron Barres, 
In yonder Tower, to over-pecre the City, 
And thencediſcover, how wich moſt advantage 
They may vex us with Shot or with Aflaule, 
Toi this inconvenience, 


Vader my feet Ile ſtampe thy Cardinalls Hat: 


lf 


[LH Ordnanc: 'gainſt it I haveplac'd, Fay; 


—_ 


| 


—_—— 


_—_ 
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And fully even.theſe threedayes have I watcht, 
Tf 1 could ſee them. Now Boy doe thou watch, 
For I caa ſtay no longer. 

If thou ſpy'lt any, runne and bring me word, 


Ans thou ſhalt find me at the Governors. Exit, 
Bop. Father, I warrant you, take you no care, | 
He never trouble you, if I may ſpye them. Ex. 


Emer Salubary, and Talbot on the Tarretr, 
with others. 
Sali. Talbot, my life, my joy, againe return'd ? 
How wert thou handled, being Pritoner ? 
Or by whai mcanes got's thou tobe releas'? 
Diſcourſe 1 prethee on this Turrets top. 


Call'd the brave Lord Ponton de Santraile,, 
For him was I exchang'd, and ranſom'd. 
But with a baſer man of Armes by farre, 
Once in contempt they would have barter'd me : 
W hich I di{daining , ſcorn'd, and craved death, 
Rather then I would be ſo pil'd c{teem d; 
In fine, redeem'd I was asI deſir'd. 
But O, the trecherous Fa/#effe wounds my heart, 
Whom with my bare fiſts I would execute, 
IfI now had him brought into my power. 
. Sata. Yet tellit not, how thou wert enter- 
tain'd, 
Tal. With ſcoffes and;ſcornes,and contumelious taunts, 
In open Market-place produc't they me, 


To be a publique ſpeRacletoall : 


| Here, ſaid they, is the Terror of the French, 


The Scar-Crow that affrights our Childrenio. 

Then broke I merwhrny nas > 

And with my nayles digg'd ſtones out of the ground, 
To hurle wy the beholdcrs of my ſhame. 

My griſly countenance made others flye, 


c 
1 Nonedurlt come ncere, for feare of fdilaine death. 


In Iron Walls they deem'd me not ſecure: 

So great feare of my Name 'mongſt them were ſpread, 
That they ſuppos'd 1 could rend Barres of ſtcele, 

And ſpurne 1n pieces Yoſts of Adamant. 

Wherefore a guard of choſen Shot I had; 

That walkt about me every Minute while : 


{ Andit I did but ſtirre out of my Bed, 


Ready they were to ſhoot me tothe heart. 
Enter the Bdy with a Linftocke, 

Salis, 1grieve to heare what torments you endur'd, 
But we wall be reveng'd ſuificiently. 
Now itis Supper timein Orleancc : 
Here, t b this Grate, I can count every ane, 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortihe : 
| Let uslooke in, the ſight will much delightthee z 
Sir Thoma: Gargrave, and Sir William Glanſdale, 
Let me have your expreſle opinions, 
Where is beſt place to make our Batt'ry next ? 

ons: I thinke at rhe North Gate, for there ſtand 
Lords. 

Glayſ. And Theere, atthe Bulwarke of the Bridge. 


Talb. For ought I ſee, this City muſt be famiſht, 
PlerF che: cuntracpr end 
Here they ſhot, and Salichury falls downe. 


Sali. O Lord have mercy onus, wretched finners. 

Garg. O Lord have mercy on me, wofull man. 

Tals, What chance is this,that ſuddenly hath croſt us? 
Speake Salibwry; at leaſt, if thou caſt , ſpeake ; 


Tal. The Earlz of Bedford had a Priſoner, . 


| 


How far'{t thou, Mirror of all Martiall men > 

One of thy Eyes, and thy Cheekes fide ſtrucke off? 

Accurſed Tower, ed fatall Hand, 

That hath contriv'd this wofull Tragedy. 

In thirteene Battailes, Salibwryo'recame : 

Henry the Fit he firſt trayn'd to the Warres. 

Whil'it any Trumpe did ſound, or Drum ſtracke up, 

His Sworddid ne'ce leaue ſtriking in the field. 

Yet liv'ſt thou Salvubwry ? though thy ſpeech doth fayle; 

One Eye thou haſt to looke to Heaven for grace. 

The Sunne with one Eye vieweth all the World. 

Heaven be thou gracious tonone alive, 

If Salubary wants mercy atthy hands. 

Beare hence his Body, 1 will to bury it. 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, haſt thou any life ? 

Speake unto Ta{bor, nay, looke up to him. 

Selibury cheare thy Spirit with this comfort, 

Thou ſhalt not dye whiles ——— 

He beckens with his hand, and ſmiles 6n me : 

As who ſhould ſay, WhenT am dead and gone, 

Remember to avenge me on the French. 

Plaxtaginet I will, and N golike will, 

Play on che Lute. beholding the Townes burne : 

Wretched ſhall France be _—_— y Name. 

- Here an Alarum, andit 5 and Lightens. 

Whar ſtirre 15 this? what rumult's in the Heavens ? 

W hence commeth this Alarum, and thenoyſc? 
Emer a Meſſenger. 

Meſſ. My Lord, my Lord, the French have gather'd 
The Dolphin, with one Joane de Puzel joyn'd, (head. 
A holy Propherteſle, new riſenup, 

Iscome witha great Power, torayſe the Sicge. 
Here Salubnry hfteth himſelfe up, and groaxes. 

Talb, Heare, beare, how dying Salwbery doth groae, 

Ir irkes his heart he cannot be reveng'd. 

Frenchmen, lic be a Salwbwry to you. 

Puzel or Puſſel, Dolphin or Dog-fiſh, 

Your hearts Ile ſtampe out with my Horſes heeles, 

And make a Quagmire of your mingled braines, 

Convey me Salubwry into his Tent, 

And then we'll try what theſe daſtard Frenchmen dare. 
Alarm, Exeun, 


Here an Alarum againe, and Talbot purſueth the Dolphi, 
and driveth him : T hen enter Joane de Puzcl, dri- 
ving Englubmen —_ ber. Then emer 


Talb. Where is my ſtrength, my valour ,and my force? 
Our kogliſTroupes 1 cannot ſtay them. 
A Womaanclad in a rn 
Emer Pmzel. 
Here , here ſhe comes. Ile have about with thee : 
Devill, or Devils Dam, Ile conjure thee : 
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch. 
And Rio give thy Soule to him thou ſerv'(t. 
Put , con — I that muſt diſgrace thee» 


Talb. Heavens, can you Hell ſo toprevaile ? 
My brelt Ile burſt with ſtraining of my courage, 
And from my ſhoulders cracke my Armes efencr, 
But I will chaſtiſe this high-minded Strumpet., 

Puz.. Talbot farewell, thy houre is not yet come, 
I muſt goc ViRtuall Orleance forwith ; 

A (bort Alarum : then eter the Towne 
with Souldiers 


Ofre- 


— 
—_ 
— ——— 


__—_—_L 


nn ——— 


is Day is ours, &s many more ſhall be. 
I My hr dvr like a Potters W hecle. 
I know not where I am, nor what 1 doe : 
A Witch by feare,not force, like Hemibal, 
Drives backe our troupes, and as ſhe liſts: 


Are from their Hyvesand Houſes driven away. 
They call'd us, for our fierceneſle, Engliſh Dogges, 
Now like the W helpes , wecry ingrunne away. 
| A Alarum, 
Hearke Countreymen , eyther renew the fight, 
Or teare the Lyons out of Englands _ __ 
Renounce your Soyle,give Sheepe in Lyons Jtead: 
— F trecherous from the W olte, 

Or Horſe or Oxen from the Leopard, 
As you flye from your oft-ſubdued ſlayes. 

Alarum, Here another Skirmiſh. 
It will not be, retyre into your Trenches: 
You all conſented unto Salubwries death, | 
For none would ſtrike a {troake in his revenge» 
Puzelis entred into Orleance, 
In ſpight of us, or ought that we could doe. 
O would I were todye with Salizbwry, 
The ſhame hereof, will make me hide my head. 

Exit Talbots 
Alarum, Retreat, Floarith. 


Emir on the Walls, Puzal, Dolphin, Reigneir, 
eAlanſon, and Souldiers. 


Puz4l. Aduance our waning Colours on the Walls, 
Reſcu'd is Orleance from the Engliſh wolves: 
Thus /oave de Pwze! hath perform'd her word. 
Dolph, Divineſt Creature, bright Afrea's Daughter, 
How ſhall Il honour thee for this fucceſle ? 
Thy promiſesare like eAdons Garden, 
That one day bloom'd, and fruitfull were the next- 
France, triumph in thy glorious Propherelle, 
Recover'd is the Towne of Orleance, 
More bleſſed hap did ne're befall our State. . 
Reigneir, 'W hy ring not out the Bells alowd, 
Throughout the Towans ? 
Dolphin command the Cirizens make Bonefires, 
feaſt and banquet in the open ltreers, 
Tocelebratethe joy that God bath given us. . 
eAlarnſ. All France will be with wirth and joy, 
Whenthey ſhall heare how we have play'd the men= | 
Dolph. 'Tis loane not we, by whom the day is wonne: 
For which, I will devide my Crowne with her, 
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rak ifthou canſt, I ſcorne thy ſtrength. =. = I + 
Gee, noe, cheareupthy > + Iona mev, 
Oy hep ptny——— aqua wr TY Exie. Atus Secundus.Scena Prima. 


$0 Bees with ſmoake, and Doves with royſome iench, | 


- Enter T albot, Bedford, and B , with 
— urgundy, with ſcaling 


Enter a Sergeant of a Band, with two Sentinels. 


Ser. Sirs,take your placesand be vigilant : 
If any noyſe or Souldicr you perceive 
Neere tothe walles, by ſome apparant ſigne 
Let us have knowledge atthe Court of Guard, 
Sent, Sergeant you ſhall. Thusare poore Servitors 
( Wheu others lecpe upon their quiet beds) 
Conſtrain'd to watch indarkenefle, raine, and cold. 


r Drummes beating 4 
Dead March. 


Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgwndy, 
By whole approach, the Regions of Arts, 
IWallon, and Picerdy, are friends to us: 

This happy night, the Frenchmenare ſecure, 
Having allday carows'd and banquetred, 
Embrace wethen this opportunitic, 
As fitting beſt roquirrance their deceite, 
Contriv'd by Art, and balefull Sorcerie. 

Bed. Coward of France, how much be wrongs his fame, | 
Deſpairing ofhis owne armes fortitude, 
To joyne with Witches, and the helpe of Hell. 

Bur. Traitors havenever other company. 
But what's that Pazelwhom they tearme1o pure ? 

Tat. A Maid, they (ay. 

Bed. A Maid? And be {o martiall ? 

Bur. Pray God ſhe prove not maſculine ere long : 
If underneath the Standard of the French 
She carry Armor, as ſhe hath begun. | 

Tal. Well,letthem practite and converſe with ſpirits, 
God is our Fortreſſe,in whoſe conquering name 
Let us reſolve to (cake their flinty butwarkes. 

Bed. Aſcend brave Talbot, we will follow thee. | 

Tal. Notaltogether : Better farre I gueſle, 
That we do make our entrance leverall wayes: 
That if it chance the one of us do faile, 
The other yer may riſe againſt cheir force. 

Bed. Agreed ; Ile to youd corner. 

Bur. And Ito this. 

Tal. And heere will Ta/bot mount, or make his grave. 
Now Salubary for thee and tor therighe 


Of Engliſh Hewry, ſhall this night appeare | 


And allthe Prieſts and Fryers in my Realme * þ How much induty, I am to both. 

Shall in proceſſion (ing ber endledſs prayſe. Sent. Arme, arme, the enemy doth maxe aſſaulr, 
Aſtatelyer Pyramis to herilercare, Cry, 5. George. A Talbot. 
Then Rhodope'z or Memphrs ever was, 

Inmemoric of her wen ſhe is dead, | The French leape ore the walles in their (hirts, Enter | 
Her Aſhes, in an-Vene more precious | ſeveraliovayer, Bafterd, Alanſon, Reignier, 

Then the fich-jewel'd Coffer of Deas, - haffe ready , and halfe mnready, 

Tranſported, (hall beat high Feſtivals | 
Before the Kings and Queecnes of France. Alan. How now my Lords ? what all unreadie ſo? 
No longer on Saint Den will we cry, Baſt, Vnready ?land glad we ſcap'd ſowell. 

| But Joane de Puzgl (ſhall be France's Saint. Reig. 'Twas time ( 1trow) to wake and leave our beds, 
Come in, and ler us BanquerRoyally, Alarums at our Chamber doores. 

this Galden Day of Vidooric. ] Alan, Ofall exploits fince firſt I follow'd Armes, 
. Fla, Excunt, Ne'ce heard 1 of a waltke emerprize © 

hn 3 <A More | 
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More venturous, or deſperate then this. 
Ba#?t. Ithinke this Talbot bea Fiend of Hell. 
Reig. 1fnot of Hell, the Heavens ſure favour him. 
Alanſ. Here commecth Charles, I maryell how he ſped? 


Enter (harles and lone, 
Ba#t. Tut, holy /oave was bisdefenſiue Guard, 

{/hatl. 1s this thy cunning, thou deceitfull Dame ? 
| Didſt thou at firſt, to flatter us withall, 
Make uspartakers of alittle gayne, 
That now our loſſe might be ten times ſo much? 

loane. Wherefore is Charles impaticnt with his friend? 
Atall times will you have my power alike? 
Sleeping or waking, mult L {till prevaile, 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me? 
Improvident Souldicrs, had your watch beene good, 
This ſedaine miſchicfe nevcr could have falne. 

Charl. Duke of Alanſon, this was your default, 
That being Captaine of the Watch ro Night, 
Did looke no better to that weightic Charge, 

eAlanſ. Had all our Quarters becne as ſately kept, 
As that whereof 1 had the government, 
We had not beene thus ſhamefully ſurpriz'd, 

Baſt. Mine was ſecure. 

Reig. And ſo was minc, my Lord. 

Charl. And for my ſelfe, moſt part of all this Night 
Within her Quarter, and mine owne PrecinR, 
I was imploy'd in paſſing to and fro, 
About relieving of the Centinels. 
Then how, or which way, ſhould they firſt breake in? 

Toane. Queſtion (my Lords) no further of the caſe, 
How or which way; *cis ſure they found ſome place, 
But weakely guarded, where the breach was made : 
Andnow there reſtsno other ſhift but this, 
To gather our Souldiors, fcatter'd and —_— 
lay new Plat-formes to endammage them. 

Exennt, 


eMlerum. Enter a Sonldier crying, a Talbot,a T albot: 
they flye, leaving their (loathes behind, 


Sould. Tle be ſo bold totake what they have left: 
The Cry of Talbos ſerves me for a Sword, 
For I have loaden we with many Spoyles, 
Vſing no other Weapon but his Name. 


Enter T albot, Bedford, Burgundie. 
Beaf. The day begins to breake, and Night is fled, 
Whoſe pitchy Mantle over-vayl'd the Earth. 
Here ſound Retreat, and ceaſe our hot purſuit, Retreat. 
Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Salubary, 
And here advance it in the Market-P lace, 
The middle Center of this curſed Towne. 
Now have Ipay'd my Vow unto his Soule,, 
For every drop 0 was drawne from him, 
There hath at leaſt five Frenchmen dyed to night, 
And that hereafter Ages may 
What ruine ha in revenge of him, 
Within their chicteſt Temple Ile eret 
A Tombe, whercia his Corps ſhallbe interr'd : 
Vpon the which, that every one may reade, 
Shall be engrav'd the ſacke of Orleance, 
The trecherous manner of his mournetull death, 
And what a terror hehad beene to France, 
But Lords, inall our bloudy Maſſacre, 
I muſe we met not with the Dolphins Grace, 
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His new-come Champion, vertuous /oane of Acre, 
Nor any of his falſe Contederates- 

Bedf. "Tis ht Lord Talbot, when the fight began 
Rows'd on the ſodaine from their drowſic Beds, , 
They did the of armed men, 

Leape 0'rethe Walls for in the field. 

Burg. My ſclfe, as farreas I could well diſcerne, 

For ſmoake, and duskie vapors of the night, 

Am lure 1 ſcar'd the Dolphin and his Trull, 

When Arme in Arme they both came ſwiftly running, 
Like to apaire of loving Turtle-Doves, 

That could not live afunder day or night, 

After that thingsare ſet in order here, 

Wee'ie follow them withall the power we have. 


Enter 4 


By me entreats (great Lord) thou would'ſt youchſafe 

To vifit her poore Caſtle where ſhe lyes, 

T hat ſhe may boaſt ſhe hath beheld the man, 

W hoſeglory fills the World with lowd reporr. 
Bsryg. Is iteven fo? Nay, then lice our Warrcs 


Willturne untoa peacefall Comick ſport, 
When Ladyescraveto hontmned with. 
You may not (my Lord) deſpiſe her ſait. 

Talb. Ne're truſt me then: for whena World of men 
Conld not prevayle withall their Oratorie, 
hee Aa kindnefſe over-rul'd : 

therefore tell her, I returne hank 

—— ſubmiſſion will attend - a 'I; 
Will not your Honours beare me company ? 

Bedf. No, truly ,'tis more then manners will : 


| 


And I have heard it ſayd, Vnbidden Gueſts 
Arc often welcommelſt whenthey are gone. 
Taib. Weilthen, alone (fincethere's no remedie) 
I meane to prove this Ladyes courteſie. 
Come hither Capraine, you perceive my _ 
" 
(apt. Idoc my Lord and lg 


ene ( Exeaunt 
er ( axmteſſe. 
Cownt. Porter,remember whar _ in charge; 


And when you have done ſo, bring es$to me, 
Port. Madame, I will, * __—_— 
{ount, The Plotis layd, if all things fall our right, 


| I ſhall as famous be by this exploit, 


As Scythian 7 owyra by Cyrme death. 
Great is therumour of thisdreadfull Knight, 


And his atchievements of no leſſe account : 
Faine would mine eyes be witneſſe with mine cares, 
To give their cenſure of theſe rare reports. 


a6 Emer and Talbot. Fey 

b ſhi 'd, 
By meſlage crav'd, ſo is 7} or hace : 

(onnt. And he is welcome: what? is this the man? 
Heſſ. Madame, it is. 

Comt, Is thisthe of France ? 

Is this the Talbot, ſo fear'd abroad ? 

That with his Name the Mothers ſtill their Babes ? 
I ſce Report is fabulous and falſc. 


—_— - FW 
—_— —_ 
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I thought 1 ſhould have ſeene ſome Herenlzs, 

A ſecond Hettor, tor his grim aſpeR, 

And large proportion of his ſtrong knit Limbes. 
Alas, this 1s a Child, a filly Dwarte 

It cannot be, this weake and writhled ſhrimpe 
Should trike ſuchterror to his Enemics. 

Talb. Madame, I have beene bold to trouble you : 
But ſince y our Ladyſhip is not ar leyſure, 
lle ſort ſome other time to vitit you. 

Count. W hat meanes he now ? 

Gocaske him, whither he goes ? 

Meſſ. Stay my Lord Talbot, tor my Lady craves, 
To know the cauſe of your abrupt departure ? 

Tab. Marry, tor that ſhee's in a wrong belecte, 

I goetocertitic her Talbot's here, 
| Enter Porter with Kejes. 
{ownt. If thou be he, thenagt thou Priſoner, 
T als. Prifoner? to whoa? 
C:znt. Tome, blood-thirſtic Lord ; 
| Andfor that cauſe 1 train'd thee to my Houſe. 
| Long timethy ſhidow. hath been thrall ro me, 
For 11 my Gallery thy picture hangs : 
Butnow the ſubſtance thall endure thelike, 
And | will chaynetheſe Legges and Armes of thine, 
That halt by tyrannie theſe many yeeres 
Waſtcd our Countrey, {laine our Citizens, 
And ſcntour Sonnes and Husbands captivatce 
Tal5. Ha, ha, ha. 
Count, Largheltthou Wretch ? 
Thy misth ſha!l turne to moane. 

Tals. 1 laugh to fee your Ladiſhip ſo fond, 
Tothinke, that you have ought but Talbors ſhadow , 
Whereonto prattiſe your ſeverity. 

Count, Why? art notthou the man? 

Talb, Iam indecde. 

Count, Then have I ſubſtance too. 

Taths, No,no,l am but ſhadow of my {lte; 
You are decciv*d, wy ſubſtance is nor here ; 

For what you ſee, is butthe ſmallcit parr, 

And leaſt proportion of Humaratie ; 

Irell you Madame, were the whole Frame here, 
tis of ſuchaſpacious lofrie pitch, 

Your Roofe were not ſurhcient to contayn'r. 

Count, This is a Riddling Merchant tor the nonce, 
He will be here, and yet he 1s not here : 

How can theſe contrarietics agree ? 

Tab. That will I ſhew you preſently. 

Winds bis Horne, Drummes firike np, a Peale 
of Ordenance ; Enter Souldiers. 
How fay you Madame ? are you now perlivaded, 
That T=4or is but ſhadow of himſclfe ? 
Th-ſc arc his ſubſtance, finewwes, armes ,and ſtrength, 
With which he yoaketh your rebellious Neckes, 
Razeth your Citics, and{ubverrs your Townes, 
And ina moment makes them dcfolate. 
| (ount, Victorious Taibor, pardon my abuſe, 
I inde thou art noleſſe then Fame hath bruited, 
| And wore then may be garkered by thy ſhape. 
 Letimy preſumprion not provoke thy wrath, 
For lam ſorry,that withreverence 
I didnotentertaine thee as thouarr. 
Talb. Bc not diſmay'd, faire Lady, nor miſconſter 
Themirde of Talset, as you did miſtake 
The outward compoſition of his body. 
| Wharyou have done, hath not offended me : 
; Nor other fatisfationdoe I crave, 
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But onely with our paticnce, that we may 

Taſte of your Wine, and.ſce what Cates you have, | 

For Souldiers ſtomackes atwayes ſerve them well. 
Court, With all my heart, and thinke me honored, . 

Totcalt ſogceata Warrior in my houte. E xexm., 


Enter Richard Plantagenet ,Warwick, Semerſet, 
Powe, and others. 


Torke. Great Lords and Gentlemen, 
Whar meanes this filetice ? 

Dare no man an{were in a Caſe of Treth? 

Suff. Within the Temple Hall we were too lowd, 
The Garden here is more convenient. 

York, Then lay a3 cnce; if I maincain'd the Truth : 
Or clic was wrangling Somerſet in th*error ? 

Suff. Faith I have beene a Truant inthe Law, 

And never yer could frame my will tor, 
And therefore frame the Law unto my will. 

Som. Indge you, my Lord of Warwicke , then be- 
tweene us. 

War.Betweentwo Hawks,which fiyesthe higher _ 
Betweene two Dogs, which hath the deeper mouth, 
Beriweene two Blades, which beares the better temper, 
Berweene two Horſes, which doth beare him beſt, : 
Berweene two Girltes, which hath the merriett eye, - 

{ tavepcrhaps ſome ſhallow ſpirit of judgement ; | ? 
Burt inthele nice ſharpe Quillers of the Law, 
Good faith I am no wiſer then a Daw. 

Yorke, Tut,tat, bere iS a mannerly forbearance « 
The truth appeares ſo naked on my fide, 

T hat any purblind eye may find itout. 

Som... And on my (ide it is ſo well apparrell'd, 
So cicars, {o ſhining, andſo evident, 
That it will glimmer through a blind-mans eye. 

Yorke. Since you are tOngue-ty*d,and foloth to ſpeake, | 
In dumbe figniticants prociayme your thoughts z 
Ler him tharis a truc-borne Gentleman, | 
And ſtands upon the honor of his birth, 

If Ke ſuppoſe thatl havepleaded truth, 

From off this Bryer plucke a white Roſe with me, 
Som, Let him that isno Coward, nor no flatterer, 

Bur dare maintainethe party of the truth, 

Pluck a red Role trom off this Thorne with me. 

War. 1 loveno Colours : and withour all colour 
Of baſe infinuating flatterie, 

I pluck this white Roſe with Plantageser. 

Suff. I plucke this red Roſe, with young Somer/er, 
And ſay witha'l, I thinke hc heldthe right. 

Uernen.Stay Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more 
Till you conclude, chat he upon whole fide 
The fewelt Roles are cropt from the tree, 

Shall yeeld the other inthe righr opinion. 

Sow. Good Maltcr Vernon, it 15 well objeaed : 
If I have fewelt, I lubſcribe in lilence. 

Take. And 1. | 

Vernon. Then for the truth, and plaineneile of the Caſe, | 
I plucke this paicand Majden Bloflome here, 

Giving my Verditon the whiteRole fide, 

Som.Prick not your finger as 9 lacke it off, | 
Leaſt bleeding, you doe paint t te Role red, | 
And fall on my ſide ſo againſt your will 

Uernes. If 1, my Lord, for my opinion bleed, | 
Opinion ſhall be Surgeon to my hurt, 
And keepe me onthe fide where (till I am, 

Som. Well, well,come on, whoclſc? 

m 2 Lenjer. Vn- | 
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Lawier, Vnleſſe my Studic and my Bookes be falſe, 
Theargument you held, was wxong in you ; 
In ſigne whereof, I plucke a white Roſe too. 
Yorke. Now Somerſet, where 1s your argument ? 
Som. Here in my Scabbard, meditating, that 
Shall dye your white Roſc ina bloody red. 
York, Meane tiaje your cheeks do counterfeit our Roſes: 
For pale they looke with feare, as witnefling 
The truth on our fide, 
Som, No Plantagenet : 
"Tis not for feare, but anger, that thy checkes 
Bluſh for pure ſhame, to counterfeit our Roſes, 
And'vetthyctongae will not confeſle thy error. 
Yorke. Hath not thy Roſe a Canker, Somerſet ? 
Som. Hath not thy Roſe a Thorne, Plantagenet ? 
Yorke. 1, ſharp and piercing to maintaine his ruth, 
W hiles thy conſuming Canker cates his falſchood. 
Som. Wcll,lle findfriendsto weare my bleeding Roſes, 
That ſhall maintaine what I have ſaid 15true, 
Where falſe Plantagerer dare not be {cene. | 
Torke. Now by this Maiden Bloſſome in my band, 
I ſcorne thee and thy faſhion, peeviſh Boy. 
Snff. Turne not thy {cornes this way Plantagenet. 
Yorks. Pcowd Poole, I will, and ſcorne both him and 
theee | 
Saff. lleturne my part thereof into thy thro, 
Sem. Away, away, good Wiltam de {a Poole, 
Wegrace the Yeoman, by converfing with him. 
Warw. Now by Gods will thou wrong'ſt him,Somerſet: 
His Grandfather was Lyone/ Duke of Clarence, 
Third Sonneto the third Edward King of England : 
Spring Creſtleſſe Yeomen from ſodeepe a Root ? 
Yorke. He beares him on the place's Priviledge, 
Or durſt not for hts craven heart {ay thus, 
Som. By him that made me, 1c maintaine my word 
On any plot of Ground in Chrittendome. > 
Was notthy Father, Richard, Earle of Cambridge, 
For Treaſon executed in our late Kings dayes? 
And by his Treaſon, (tand'ſt not thou attainted, 
Corrupted and exempt from ancient Gentry? 
His treſpaſſe yet lives guiltic 1a thy blood, 
And till thoizbe reſtor'd, thou art a Yeoman» 
Yorke, My Father was attached, not attainted, 
Condemn'd to dye for Treaſon, but no Traytor ; 
And that Ile prove onbctter men then Somerſet, 
Were growingtime once ripened to my wills 
For your partaker Poole, and you your ſelfe, 
Ie note you in my Booke of Memorie, 
To ſcourge you forthis apprehenſion : 
Looke to it w<ll, and fay you are well warn'd. 
Som. Ah, thou ſhalt hnde us ready for thee (till ; 
And know us by theſe Colours for thy Foes, 
For theſe, my friends in ſpight of thee ſhall weare. 
Yorke. And by my Soule, this pale andangry Roſe, 
As Cognizance cf my blood-drinking hate, 
Will I for ever, and my fation weare, 
Vntill it wither with me romy Grave, 
Or flouriſh to the height of my CC- 
Suff. Goe forward,and be choak'd withtby ambition: 
And fo farewell,untt]l I meete theenext. Exit, 
Som. Have with thee Poole ; Farewell ambitious Rs 
chard. Exit, 
Yorke. How Iam bray'd and muſt perforce endure 
it? 
p Warw, This blot that they o>jeR againſt your houſe, 


Shall be wip't out in the next Parliament, 


| 


| 
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Call'd for the Truce of Wincheſter and GlewceFter : 
And if thou be not thcn created Torke, 
I will not live to be accounted Warwicke. 
Meane time, in ſignall of my loveto thee, 
Againſt proud Somerſet, and William P oole, 
Wil I upon thypartie weare this Roſe. 
And here I prophecie : this brawle today, 
Growne to this faction in the T Garden, 
Shall ſend berwcene the Red-Roſe and the White, 
A thouſand Soules to Death and deadly Night. 
Torke. Good Maſter Vernon, Iam bound to you, 
That you-on my behalfe would plucke a Flower. 
Fer. Tn your behalfe ftill will I weare the ſame. 
Lawyer, And ſo will 1. 
Torke. Thankes gentle Sir. 
Come, let us foure to Dinner : Idare ſay, 
This Quarrell will drinke Blood another day. 
E xeunt, 


Enter Mortimer, brotght in a (hayre, 
and I aylors. 


Mort. Kind Keepersof my weake decaying Age, 
Let dying /4ortimer here relt hioaſelfe. = 
Even like a man new haled from the Wrack, 
$0 fare my Limbes with long Impritonment : 

And theſe gray Lockes, the Purſuiuants of death, 
Neſtor-like aged, in an Age of Care, 

Arguethe cnd of E CMortmmer. 

Theſe Eyes, like Lampes, whoſe wafting Oyle is ſpent, 
Waxe dimme, as drawing totheir Exigent. 

Weake Shoulders, over with burthening Gricte, 
And pyth-leffe Armes, like to a withered Vine, 

That droupes his ſappe-leſſe Branches to the ground. 
Yetare theſe Feet, whoſe e ſtay 1s numme, 
(Vnable to ſupport this Lumpe of Clay) 

Swift- winged with defire to get a Grave, 

As witting 1 no other comfore have. 

But tell me Keeper, will my Nephew come ? 

Keeper. Richard Plantagenet, my Lord, will come : 
We ſent unto the Temple, his Chamber, 

And anſwer was return'd, that he will come : 

Afort. Enough : my ſoule then ſhall be ſatisfied. 
Poore Gentleman, his wrong doth cquall mine, 
Since Hem ie Monmouth firſt began to reigne, 

Before whoſe Glory 1 was great in Armes, 

This loathſome ſequeſtration have had ; 

And even ſince then, hath Richard beene vbſcur'd, 
Depriv'd of Honour aud Inheritanec. 

But now, the Arbitrator of Deſpaircs, 

Juſt death, kinde Vampire of mens milcrics, 

With ſweet enlargementdoth diſmilſe me hence : 

I would histroubles likewiſe were expir'd, 

That ſo he might recover what was loſt, 


K NS - —_— Nephew 

ceeper, My ,your lovi nOW 15 come- 

«Hor, Richard Plant = friend, is he come? 
Rich, I, Noble Vnckle, thus ignobly us'd, 

Your Nephew, late deſpiſed Richard, comes . 
Mort. Dire& mine Armes, I may embrace his Necke, 

And in his Boſome ſpend my latter gaſpe. 

Ohtell me when my Lippes doe touch his Checkes, 

Thar may kindly give one fainting Kiflc, 

And now dechare ſweet Stem from Torkes great Stock 

Why didſt thou fay of late thou wert deſp1s'd - —_— 
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Rich. Firſt,leanethine aged Back againſt mine Arme, | fort. Thou do'ſt then wrong meas y laughterer doth, 
And in thateale, ile cell thee my Diſcalc. Which giveth many Wounds, when one will kill, 
This day in argument upon a Caſe, Mourne not, except thou ſorrow for my good, 
Some words there grew twixt Somerſet and me : Onely give order tor my Funerall, 
Among(t which tearmes, heus'd his laviſh rongue, And ſo farewell, and faire be all thy hopes; 
And did upbrayd me with my Fathers death ; And proſperous be thy Life in Pcaceand Warre, Fu 4 
Which obloquie ſet barres before my tongue, + Rich, And peace, no Warre, befall thy parting Soule. 
Elſe with the like I had required him. In prifon haſt thou ſpent a Pilgrimage, 
Therefore good Vnckle, tor my Fathers ſake, Andlikea Hermite over-palt thy dayes. | 
In honour of atrue Plantagener, Weil, I will locke his Counſell in my Breſt, 
And for Alliance ſake, declare the cauſe And what 1 doe imagine, lct that rett, 
My Father, Earle of Cambridge, loſt his Head. Keepers convey him hence,and I my ſelte | 
CAlort.T hat cauſe (faire Nephew) that impriſon'd me, | Will ſee his Buriall berter then his Lite. Exit, 
And hath detayn'd me all my flowring Youth, Here dyesthe duskic Torch of Mortimer, 
Withio a loathfome Dungeon, there to pyne, Choake with Ambition of the meaner {ort. 
Was curſed initrument of his deccaſe. And for thoſe W rongs, thoſe bitrer injuries, 
Rich, Diſcover moreat large what cauſe that was, Which Somerſet hath offer'd ro my Houſe, 
For I am ignorant, and cannor gueſſe, [ doubt nor, but with honor to redrefſſe, 
Mort. 1 will, if that my fading breath permit, And therefore haſte I to the Parliament, 
And death approach not, cre my Tale be done, Eyther tobe reſtored ro my Blood, 
Henry che Fourth, Grandtather tothis King, Or make my will th' advantage of my good. Exn, 
Depos'd his Nephew Kichard, Edwards Sonne, pt ! 
The firſt begotten, and the lawfull Heire Attus T ertius. Scena Prima. 
Of Edward King, third of that Deſcent. —_— —— — 
During whoſe Reigne, the Percies of the North, Flowrith, Enter King, Exeter ,Gloiter, Wincheſter Warwick 
Finding his Vſurpation moſt unjuſt, | Somerſet, Suſfolkg , Richard Plantagenet. Glofter offers 
Endevor'd my aduancement to the Throne. to put up 4 Bull : Wincheſter ſnatches it, teares it. 
Thercalon moy'd theſe Warlike Lords to this, Winch. Com'ſt thou with deepe premeditated Lines? 
Was, for that (young King Richard thus remov'd, With written Pamphlets, ſtudiouſly devis'd ? 
Leaving no Heire begotren of his Body ) | Haumfrey of Gloſter, if thou canſt accuſe, 
{ was the next by Birth and Parenrage : | Or ought intcnd'(t to lay unto my charge, 
For by my Mother I derived am Doe it without invention, ſuddenly, 
From Lionel Duke of Clarence, the third Sonne As I with ſudden, and extemporall ſpeech, 
ToKing Edwerd the Third ; whereas hee, Purpoſe to anſwer what thou canſt objeR. 
From /ohbu of Gaunt doth bring bis Pedigree, Glo,Preſumpruous Pricit,this place comands my paticce, | 
Being but the fourth of that Heroick Lyne. Or thou (0 uldK findcthou baſt dis-honor'd me. 
But marke : as in this havghtie great attempt, Thinke nor, although in Writing I preferr'd 
They laboured to plant the rightfull Heire, The manner of thy vile outragious Crimes, R 
1 lolt my Libertie, and they their Lives. That therefore I have forg'd, or amnot able 
Long after this, when Hemry the Hifc Verbatim to rehearſe the Methode of my Penne. 
(Succeeding his Father Bullingbrooke ) did reigne ; Noprelate, ſuch is thy audacious wickednefle, 
Thy Father, Earlc of Cambridge, then deriv'd Thy lewd, peſtiterous and diflentiouspranks, 
From famous £dmwand Langley, Duke of Yorke, As very hats prattle of thy pride. 
Marrying my Siſter, that thy Mother was ; Thou art a moſt pernitious V urer, 
Againe, 1n patty of my hard diflreſle, Froward by nature, Enemy to peace, 
Leviedan Army, weening to redeeme, Laſcivious, wanton, more then well beſcemes 
And have inſta!l'd me inthe Diademe: , A man of thy profeſſion, and Degree, 
Butasthe reit, ſo fell that Noble Earle, And for thy Trecherie, what's more maniteclt ? 
And was beheaded. Thus the Afortimers, In that thou layd'ſta Trap to take my Lite, 
ln whom the Title reſted, were ſupprelt. As well at London Bridge, as at the Tower, 
Rich, Of which, my Lord, your Honor is the laſt. Befide, I feare me, if thy thoughts were ſifted, 
Mort. True; and thou ſceſt, that I no Iſſue have, The King, thy ſoveraigne, is notquite exempt 
And that my fainting words doe warrant death ; From envious mallice of thy ſwelling heart. | 
Thou act my Heire; the reſt, I wiſhthee gather : Winch.Glofler, I doe defie thee. Lords vouchſake | 
But yet be wary in thy ſtudious care. To give me hearing what I (hall reply. 
Rich. Thy grave admoniſhmenes prevaile with me ; IF1 were covetous, ambitious or perverſe, 
But yer me thinkes, my Fathers execution As he will have me : how am I ſo poore ? 
Was nothing leſſe then bloody Tyranny. Or how haps it, I ſecke not to advance ; 
Mort. With ſilence, Nephew, be thou pollitick, Or rayſe my ſelfe ? but keepe my wonted Calling, . | 
Strong fixed is the Houſe of Lancaſter, And for Diſſention, who preterreth Peace 
Andlike a Mountaine, not tobe remov'd. More then I doe? except I be provok'd. 
| Butnow thy Vnckle is removing hence, No, my good Lords, itisnot that offends, 
As Princes doe their Courts, = 2 they are cloy'd Ir is not that, that hath incens'd the Duke: 
With long continuance in a ſetled place. It is becauſe no one ſhould ſway but he, 
Rich. O Vnckle, would ſome part of my young yeeres | No one, but he, ſhould be about the King 3 
Might but redeeme the paſſage of your Age. | And that cngenders Thunder in his bref, ah 
; pe OTE | m3 


| Thou Baſtard of my Grandfather, 


——_— 
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And makes him rore theſe Accuſations forth, | 
Bur he ſhall know | am as go0d— 
Gloft. As good? 


Winch. I, Lordly Sir : for what are you, I pray, 
Bur one 1mperious1n anothers Throne ? 

Gloft, Am I not ProteQor, ſawcic Prieſt ? 
Winch, And am not 1 a Prelate of the Church? 
Gloſt. Yes, asan Out-law in a Ca(tle keepes, 
And uſcth it, to patronage his Thett. 

Wwch. Vnorevercnt Glecester, 

Gl##,. Thouarrt reycrent, 

Touching thy Spiritnail FunQion, notthy Life. 
Wwnch. Rome ſhallremedic this. 

Warw. Roame thither then. 

My Lord, it were your dutie to forbeare. 

Som, 1, ſcethe Biſhop be not over-borne: 

Mc thinkes my Lord ſhould be Religious, 

And know the Office that belongs to ſuch. 

Warw. Me thinkes his Lordſhip ſhould te humbler, 
It fitreth not a Prelate {oto plead. 

$om. Yes, when his holy State is toucht ſo neere. 
Warw, State holy, or unballow'd, what of that? 
Is not his Grace Protector to the King ? 

Rich. Plantagenet 1 ice muſt hold his tongue, 
Leaſt it be ſaid, Speake Sirrha when you ſhould : 
Muſt your bold Verdi enter talke with Lords? 
Elle would I havea fling at &inche#ter. 

King. Vnckles of G lofter, and of Winchester, 
The (Social Watch-men of our Engliſn Weale, 

I would prevayle, if Prayers might prevayle, 

To joyne your hearts in love and amitie- 

Oh, what a Scandal is it to our Crowne, 

That two ſuch Noble Pceres as ye ſhould 1arre ? 
Beleeve me, Lords, my tender yecres can tell, 

Civill difſention is a viperous Worme, 

That gnawesthe Bowcls of the Common-wealth, - 


—_— 


3. Serw, My Lord, we know your Grace to be a man 
luſt, and upright ; and for your Royall Birth, 
Inferior to none, but to his Majeſtic : 
Andere that we will ſuffer ſuch a Prince, 
Sokinde a Father of the Common-wealc, 
To bediſgraced by an Inke-horne Mate, 
Weeand our Wives and Children all will fight, 
And have our bodyes flaughtred by thy foes. 
I. Sex. 1, and the very parings of our Nayles 
Shall pitch a Ficld when we are dead, 
Begin againe, 
G/oit, Stay,ſtay,I ay : 
Andit you love ime, as you ſay you doe, 
Let me per{wade you to forbearea while. 
King. Oh, how this diſcord duth afli& my ſoulc. 
Can you, my Lord of Wincheſter, bchold 
My ſighes and teares, and will not once relent ? 
Who ſhould be pitrifull, if you be nor? 
Or who ſhould ſtudy to preferrea Peace, 
It holy Church-me:; take delight in broyles : 
Warw, Yceld my Lord Protector, yeeld Finchefter, 
Except you meane with obſtinate repulſe 
To ſlay your Soveraigne,and deſtroy the Realme. 
You ce what miſchiefe, and what Murther too, 
Hath beene enacted through your enmitie : 
T hen be at peace, except ye thirſt for blood. 
Winch, He ſhall ſubmit, orI will never yeeld. 
Gloſt. Compaſſion on the King commands me ſtoupe, 
Or I would ſce his heart our, ere the Prieſt 
Should ever get tharpriviledge of me. 
Warw. Bchold my Lord of Wincheſter, the Duke 
Hath baniſht moogic diſcontented fury, 
As by his {mooched Browesitdoth appeare : 
Why looke you ſtill ſo ſterne, and tragicall ? 
Gloit. Here Wincheſter, 1 offer thee my Hand. 
King. Fic Vnckle Beaxford, 1 have heard you preach, 
That Mallice was a greatand grievous finne : | 


eA noſe within. Downe with the 
Tawny-Coats. 
King. What tumult's this? 
Warw. An Vprore, I dare warrant, 
Begun through malice of the Biſhops men. 
A noſe againe, Stones, Stones, 


Enter (Mayor. 
Mayor. Oh my good Lords, and vertuous Henry, 
Pitty the Cittie of London, pitty us : 


And willnot you maintaine thething you teach ? 
Burt prove achicte offender in the ſame. . 
Warw. Sweet King : the Biſhop hath a kind! ; | 
For ſhame my Lord of Winch: ſter relent ; y gn | 
What, ſhall a Child inſtruct you what to doe ? 
Winch, Well, Duke of Gloſter, I will yeeld to thee 
Love for thy Love, and Hand for Hand l give. 
Gloſt. 1, but I feareme with a hollow Heart. 
Scc here my friends and loving Countreymcn, 
This roken ſerveth fora F of Truce, 


The Biſhop, and the Duke of Glolters men, 
Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 

Have fill'd their Pockets tull of pecble ſtones; 
And bandingthemſelves in contrary parts, 

Doe pelt ſo faſt at one anothers Pate, 

That many havethcir giddy braynes knockt out : 
Our Windowesare broke downe in every Street, 


And we, for feare, compell'd to ſhut our Shops. 


Enter in shirmiſh with bloody Pater. 

King. We charge you, onallegeanceto our ſelyes , 
To hold your ſlaughtring hands, and keepe the Peace ; 
Pray” Vnckle Gloſter mitigate this (trite, 

1+ Serving. Nay,if webe forbidden Stones , wee'le fall 


to it with our Teeth. 
2.Serving. Doc what ye dare, weare asreſolute; 
therm(h Agame, 


Gleft. You of my houſchold, leave thispeeviſh broyle, 


| And ſet this unaccuſiom'd tight aſide. 


—— —_—_ 


Berwixt our {clves, andall our followers : 
So helpe me God, as I difſemblenot. 
Winch, So helpe me God, as I intend it nor. 
| Kiug. Oh loving Vnckle, kinde Duke of Gloſter, 
How joytull am I made by this Contra, 
Away my Maſters, trouble us no more, 
But joyne in ft iendſhip, as your Lords have done. 

I. Sers, Content, Ile to the Surgeons. 

2.Serw. And ſowill I. | 

3.Sern. And I will ſee what Phyſicke the Tayerne af- 
fords. Exeunt, 

Warw. Accept this Scrowle,moſt gracious Soveraign, | 
Which in the Right of Richard Plan agener, | 
We doe exhibire to your Majeſtic. | 

Glo,.\Wel urg'd,my Lord of Warwick:for ſweet Prince, 

And if your Grace marke every circumſtance, 
You have preat reaſon to doe Richerd right, | 
King, And, 


— 
% 
> ENS net 


Eſpecially for thoſe occaſions 
At Eltam Place I told your Majeſtic. 


- 


ST LERE 
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Kiss. And thoſe occaſions, Vuckle, were of force: | FSouldier, Our Sacks (hall be a meaneto facke the City, 
Therefore my loving Lords, our pleaſure is, And we be Lordsand Rulers oyer Roar, 
That Richard be reſtored to his Blood. | Therefore wee'le knock. Knock. 
wew. Let Richard be reſtord to his Blood, Watch, Che la. | 
So ſhall his Fathers wrongs be recompenc't. Pucell. Peaſauns la ponure gens de France, 
winch, As will the reſt, ſo willeth Wanchefter. Poore Mark<t folkes that cowe to (e!l their Corne. 
King. If Richard will betrue, notthat alone, Watch. Enter, goe in, the Market Bell is rung. 
Butal the whole Inheritance I give, Pacell, Now Roan, Ile ſhake thy Bulwarkes to the 
That doth belong unto the Houle of Torke, ground. Exennt, 
From whence you ſpring, by Lineall Deſcent. Enter Charles, Baſtard, Alanſon, 
Rich. Thy humble ſervant vowes obedience, Charles. Saint Denms bleſſethis happy Stratageme, 
And humble ſervice, till the point of death. And once againe wee'le ſleepe ſecure 1n Roan; 
King. Stoope then,and ſet your Knee againſt my Foot, | Ba#tard, Hereentred Pucell, and her Practifants ; 
And in reguerdon of that dutic done, Now ſhe is there, how will ſhe ſpecifie? 
I gyctthec with the valiant Sword of Torke. Here 1s the beſt aud ſafeſt paſſage in. 
Rile Richard, like a true P lantagenet, Reig. By thruſting out a Torch from yonder Tower, 
And riſecreated Princely Duke of Yorke. Which once diſcern'd, ſhewesthat her meaning is, 
Rich. And ſo thrive Riebard, as thy toes may fall, No way tothat ( for weakneſſe) which ſheentred- 
And as my dutic ſprings,ſo periſh they, | Enter Pucell on the top, thruſting out a 


Thar grudge one thoughe againſt your Majeltie. Torch burning, 
eAl. Welcome high P rince,the mighty Duke of Torke. Pucell, Behold, thisis the happy Wedding Torch, 
Som. Periſh baſe Prince, ignoble Duke of Torke- Thar joyneth Roanunto her Countreymen, 


| And make thee curſe the Harvelt of that Corne. 
| _ rrnrmn— — | Charles, Your Grace may ſtarve (perhaps) before that 


Gleft. Now will it beſt availe your Majeſtic, ws _—_ _ = the = _—_— | | 
To crolle the Seas, andto be Crown'd in France : ard, See e Charles the Beacon of onr friend 
The preſence of a King engenders love The burning Torch in yonder Turret ſtands. 4 
Amongſt his SubjeRs is-loyall Friends, . _—_ , _ —_ —- = a —_— of Revenge, | 
As it diſ-animates his Enemies. rophert tot our Foes. | 

King, When Glaiter ſayes the word, King Henry goes, Reig. Deterreno time, delayes bave dangerous ends, 
For friendly counfaile cuts ofr many Foes. Enter and cry the Dolphin, preſencly, | 

Gloft. Your Shipsalrcady arc in readineſle. ;E And then doe execution on the Watch. Alarum. 

Xennt. ; 
An Alarum, Talbot in an Excurſion. 
Manet F xeter, T alb.France,thou ſhalt rue this Treaſon with thy teares, | 
- Nas. I a mr in Dagfanl ,or in Frarice, —_—_ bur rage oY 

ot ſecing what 1s Ukely to enſue ; cN, that damned 5 C, 

This late diſention growne beta ixt the Pecres, Hath wroughcthis Helliſh Miſchiete unawares, 
Burnesunder fained aſhes of forg'd love, Thar hardly we eſcap't the Pride of France. Fxie. 
And will at laſt breake out into a flame, An Alarum : Excurſions. Bedford brought 
As feſtred members rot but by degree, in fick-in a Chayre. | 
| | Till bones and flcſh and finewes fall away, : 
So _ this baſe and = ious diſcord breed. | Emter _ a—_— : _ _ 
And now I feare that fatall Prophecie, 1, Baftara, ard Reigneir on the Walls. 
Which inthe time of Henry, nam'd the Fit, | Pacell.God morrow Gallants,want ye Cornfor Bread? 
Was inthe mouth of every ſucking Babe, I rhinke the Duke of Burgonie will falt, 
A Wie onthe | TonkllotDoniedorymllieriatate? 
enr ar or thou by 

| Which io Goplains that Ex-rer doth with, Burg. Scottc on vile Fiend, and ſhamelefſe Curtizan, 

His daycs may finiſh, erc that hapleſſe time. Exit, | Itruſtere long to choake thee with thine 0.vne, 


p nme- 
| Scena FSecu nda. - Bedf. Ohlet no words, but deedes, revenge this Trea- 
| On. 
| _ 77M _—_———- | * Pacell. What will you doe, good gray-beard ? 
| Breakea Launce, and runne 2-Tilt at Death, 
| Enter P ucell diſguis' d with foure Souldiors with Withina Chayre. 
f- | Sachs wpen their backs, Talb. Foule Fiend of France,and Hag of all deſpight, 
Pucel. Theſe are the Citic Gates, the Gates of Roan, | Incompaſs'd with thy Juſtfull Paramours, 
| Through whichour Pollicy mult make a breach. Becomes ic thee to taunt his valiant Age, 
Take heed, be wary how you place your words, And twit with Cowardiſe a man balfe dead? | 
Talkelike the v ſort of Market men, Damlſell, Ile bave a bowt with you againe, 
a, That come to gather Money for thcir Corne. Orelſc let Tabor periſh with this ſhame; 
| If'we have entrance, as I hope we ſhall , | Pucell, Are ye lohot, Sir : yet Pucell hold thy peace, 
| a _ we finde wp "row but weake, If -— —__ Raine willfollow. 
y « ligne give notice to our friends, | whs/per ether in counſall. 
| | That Chorlesthe Dolphin may cacounter them. God ſpecd the Parliament : who ſhall be the Spedlecr? 
Ard , 0 i "PS  Talb. Da L 


—— 
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Talb. Dare yee come forth, and mect us in the field ? 
Pucell. Belike your Lord(hip takes usthen for fooles, 
To try if that our owne be ours, Or no« 
Talb. I ſpeake not tothat rayling Hecate, 
But unto thee Alyſon, and thereſt. 
Will ye, like Souldiors, come and fight it out ? 
Alanſ. Seignior no, * 
T lb. Scigaior hang : baſe Muleters of France, 
Like Pefant toot-Boycs doe they keepethe Walls, 
And dare nottakeup Armes, like Gentlemen. 
Pucell, Away Captaines, let's get us from the Walls, 
For Talbot mcanes no goodneſle by his Lookes, 
God buy my Lord, we came fir buttotell you 
That we are here. Exeunt from the Walls. 
Talb. And there will we be too, cre it be long, 
Orelſe reproach be Talbors greatelt fame. 
Vow Bwrgonie, by honor of thy houſc, 
Prickt on by publike Wrongs ſuſtain'd in Erance , 
Eitherto get the Towne againe, or dyc. 
And I, asſure as Engliſh Hewry lives, 
And as his Father here was Conqueror; 
As ſureas inthis late betrayed Towne, 
Great ( ordeliens Heart was buryed ; 
Soſure I{weare, togetthe Towne, or dye. : 
Burg. My Vowes are equall partners with thy 
Vowes. 
Talb. But cre we goe, regard this dying Prince, . 
The valiant Duke of Bedford : Come my Lord, 
We will beſtow you in ſome berrer place, 
Fitter for fickneſle, and for cralic age, 
Bedf: Lord Talbot, doe not ſo diſhonour me : 


Here will I fit, before the Walls of Roan, 
And will be partner of your weale or woe. 


Burg. Couragious Bedford, let us now perſwade _ 

Bedf. Not to be gone from hence , for once I read, 
That ſtout Pendragon, in his Licter ſick, 

Came tothe ticld, and vanquithed his focs. 
Me thinkes I ſhould reviue the Souldiors hearts, 
Becauſe I ever found them as my fclfe. 

Talb. Vndaunting ſpirit ina dy ing reſt, 
Then bc it ſo : Heavens keepe old Bedford (afe, 
And now no more adoe, brave Burgonie, 

But gather we our Forces out of hand, 
And ſet upon our boaſting Encmic, Exit, 


An eAleum: Excurſions. Enter Sir Tobu 
Falſt affe, and a Capteine, 


* (apt. Whither away Sir [ohn Falſtaffe, in ſuch haſte? 
Faiſt, W hither away ? to ſave my ſelte by flight, 
We are like to have the overthrow againe. 
(apt. What ? will you fiye,and leave Lord T albert? 
Falſt. I, allthe Talbots inthe World, to ſave my life. 
Exit. 
Capt: Cowardly Knight, il! fortune follow thee. 
Exit. 


Retreat. Exenrhrons. Pucell, Alanſon,ond 
Charke flye. 


Beaf. Now qui Soule, depart when Heauen pleaſe, 
For have as Enemies overthrow, 
What is the truſt or h of fooliſh man? 
They that of late were daring with their ſcoffes, 
Are glad and faine by flightto layethemſelves. 
Bedfard dyes, and ts carryed n by rwo in bis (awe. 


| Now will we take ſomeor 


An Alarum. Entir Talbot, Burgonie, and 
| the re#t, 

Tatb. Loſt, and recovered ina day againe, 
This isa double Honor, Bargenie : 
Yet Heavens have glory for this Vidory. 

Burg. Warlike and Martiall7 albor, Bur gomie 
Inſhrines thee in his heart, and there eres 
Thy NobleDeeds,as Valors Monuments. 

Tatb. Thankes gentle Duke: but where is Pace! now ? 
Ithinke her old Familiar is aſlcepe. 
Now where's the Baſtards braves, and (harles his glikey? 
W hatullamort ? Roan hangs her head tor gricfe, 
That ſuch a valiant Co are ficd. 
in the Towne, 
Placing therein ſome expert Othicers, 
And then depart to Paris,to the King, 
For there young Henry with his Nobles lye. 

_ What wills Lord Talbor,picaſcth Bargome. 

T6, But yet before we goe, let's not forget 
The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deccas'd, 
Bur ſce his Exequics fulfill'din Roan, 
A brayer Souldier never couched Launce, 
A gentler heart did never ſway in Court. 
But Kings and mightieft Potentates mult die, 
For that's the end of humane mileric. 


—_ 


Exeumn, 


— — CO  ——— 
— — _ _ —_—_ —  _— — 


Scena Tertia. 


TT —— —— — OCT 


Emer Charles, Baitard, eAlanſon Pucel. 
Pucell. Diſmay not (Princes )atthis accident, 
Nor g:icve that Roan is ſorecovercd : 
Care 15no curc, but rather corraſiuc, 
For things that are not to be remedy'd. 
Let frantikeTatbet triumph torawhule, 
And like a Peacocketiweepe along his tayle, 
Wee'le pull his Plumes, and take away his Trayne, 
If Dolphin andthe 1eſt will be but rul'd. 
{ harles, We bave beene guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy Cunning had no dufidence, 
One ſudden Foyle ſhall never breed diſtruſt. 
Baſtard. Scarchoutthy wit for ſecret pollicies, 
And we will make thee famous through the World. 
Alanſ. Wee'le (et thy Statue in ſome holy place, 
And havethee wy — 7p Saint. 
Employ thee then, ſweet Virgin, for our good, 
Pecel, Then thus it muſt be, this WR deviſe; 
By faize perſwaſions, mixt with ſugred words, 
We will intice the Duke of Burgonic 
Tolcave the Talber, and to follow us, 
(harles. I marry Sweeting, if we could doe that, 
France were no place tor Henrier Warriors, 
Nor ſhould that Nation boaſtit ſo withus, 
But be extirped from our Provinces. 
Alaenſ, For ever ſhouldthey beexpuls'd from France, 
And not have Title of an Earledome here. 
Pace. Your Honors ſhall perceive; how I will worke, 
To bring this matter tothe wiſhed end. 
Drumme ſounds a farre off. 
Hearke, by the ſound of Drumme you may perceive 
Their Powers are marching unto Paris-ward. 


Here ſound an March. 
There goes the T a/bet with his $sſpred, 
And all the Troupes of Engliſh after him, 


Froxc. | 


—__— — — "III" 
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Freneh Mauch. 
Now in the Rereward comes the Duke and his: 
Fortune in favour makes him lagge behinde. 
Summon a Parley, we will talke with him. 
1ſouwnd a Paley. 

Charles. A Parley with the Duke of Burgonie ? 
* Burg. Whocravesa Parley with the Burgonic? 

Pucell. The Princely Charles of France, thy Countrey- 


man. : 
Burg. What ſay'ſt thou Charles? forl am marching 
hence 


Cherler, Spenke Pucell, and enchant him with chy 
words. 

Pucell, Brave Burgerie; undoubred hope of France, 
Stay, let thy bumble hand-maid ſpeake ro thee. 
burg. Speake on, but be not over-tedious. | 
Pucel.Looke on thy Countrey,looke on fertile France, 
And ſee the Cities and the Townes defac't, 
By waſting Ruine of the cruell Foe, 
Aslookes the Mother on lier lowly Babe, 
When Deach doth cloſe his tender-dying Eyes, 
Sce, ſee the pining Malady of France : 
Behold the Wounds, the moſt unnaturall Wounds, 
Which thou thy ſclfc haſt given her wofull Brelt. 
Ohturne thy edged Sword another way, 
Strike thoſe that hurt; and hurt not thoſe that helpe : 
One drop of Blood drawne from thy Countries Bolome, 
Should gricve thee morethen ſtreames of forraine gore- 
Returne thee therefore with a floud of Teares, 
And waſh away thy Countries ſtayned Spots. 
Burg. Either ſhe hath bewitche me with her words, 
Or Nature makes me ſuddenly relent. 

Pxcell. Beſides,all Frenchand France exclaimes on thee, 
Doubring thy Birth and lawfull Progenie. 
Whom joy1iit thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 
That will not truſt thee, but for Profits ſake ? 
When Talbot hath ſet tooting ore in France, 
And faſhion'd thee that Inſtrument of 1il, 
\Whothen, but Engliſh Henry, will be Lord, 
And thou be thrult out, like a Fugitive ? 
Call weto minde, and marke bur this for proofe ? 
Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe? 
Aud was he not in England Priſoner ? 
But when they heard he was thine Enemie, 
They fer him tree, without his Ranſome pay'd, 
In ſpightof Burgenie and a'l his friends. 
Seethen,thou tight'ſt againſt thy Countreymen, 
And joyn'ſt with them willbe thy laughter-men. 
Come, come, returns; returne thou wandring Lord, 
Charles and the reſt will rake thee in their armes- 

Zwyg. Iam vanquiſked:; 
_ taughty words of hers . 

Have batt'red m& like roaring Cannon-ſhot, 
And made me almolt yeeld upon my knees. 
F.-rgive me Countrey, and {weet Countreymen ; 

And Lords accept this heartie kind embrace. 
My Furces and my Power of men are yours. 
Sofarcu cll Talbor, Ile no longor truſt thee. 

Pucell, Done likea Frenchman : turre and turne a- 


gaine. 
| wo Welcome brave Duke, thy friendſhip makes 
| U$Trethts 


Em And doth beget new Courage in our 
ret's, 


Alenſ. Pucell hath bravely play'd her part in this 
And dothdeſerve a Coronet of Gold. FTY 


— 


| 


ll _— 


| Andafter meete you, ſoener then you would. 
Exeunt, 


{{berles. Now let uson, my Lords, 
And 1oyne our Powers, 


And ſeeke how we may preiudice the Foe. Exennt . 


_—_— 


Scena Quarta. 


nm 


Enter the King, Glenteiter, Wincheſter, Torke. Suff lke 
Somerſet, W arwmichs, Exter : Tothem, wth 
hu Souldors, T albot, 


Talb. My gracious Prince, and honorable Peeres, - 
Hearing of yuur arrivailin this Realme, 
I have a while given Truce unto my Warres; 
To doe my dutic to my Soveraigne. 
In figne whercof,this Arme, that hath reclaim'd 
To your obedience, fiftic Fortrefles, 
Twelve Citics, and ſeven walled Townes of ſtrength, 
Beſide five hundred Priſoners of eltecme ; 
Lersfall his Sword before your Highncſle feet : 
ns with — of heart 
Aſcribes theGl tis Conqueſt gut, 
Firſt co my Gakond next unto -— 

Kg. Is thisthe Lo1d T a(bor, Vnckle Glewceſter, 
Thar hath _ — wr ig ? 

Gloft. Yes, if itpleaſe your Majeſtic, my Lic 

_ King Welcome brave Captaine, and « on of Lord 

Vihen 1 was young (as yetl amnort old) 
I doe remember how my Father laid, 
A ſtouter Champion never handled Sword. 
Long lince we were reſolved of your truth, 
Your faithfull ſervice, and your toyle in Warre : | 


Yetnever have you taited our reward, | 


Or beene reguerdon'd with ſo much as Thankes, | 
Becauſe tilinow, we never ſaw your face, 

Therefore ſtand up, and tor theſe good deſerts, 

We here create you Earle of Shrewsbury, 

Andin our Coronationtake your place. 


Exeun. 
CHManent Vernon and Baſſet, 
Vern. Now Sir, to you that were ſo hot at Sea, 
Diſgracing of theſeColours thar I weare, 
In honor of my Noble Lord of Yorks, 


Dar'ſt thon mainraine the former words thou ſpat? 
Baſſ. Yes Sir, as wellas you dare patronage 
The <nvious barking of your ſawcic Tongue, 
Againſt the Duke of Somerſer. 
Vern. Sirrha, thy Lord | honor as he is, 
Baſſ, Why what is he ? as good a man as Torke, 
Uern, Hearke ye : not ſo ; in witnelle take ye that, 
Strikes him, 
B-ſſ. Villaine , thou knowelt 
The Law of Armes is ſuch, 
That who ſodrawes a Sword, 'tis preſent death, 
Or elſe this Blow ſhould broachthy deareſt Bloud., 
Bat Ile unto his Majcitie, + crave, 
| may have liberty to venge this Wrong, 
When tho' frbe lle mectthee tothy coſt, 
Vern, Well miſcreant, lie be there as ſoone as you, 


Entey 


\ if 


— 


; 


Ho The faſt Pantof Henyythe Sixth, 


| 
eA Tus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter King, Glocefler, Wincheſter, Torke, Suffolke, Somer- 
ſet, Warwicke, Talbot, and Governor Exeter, 
Gte. Lord Biſhep,ſet the Crowne upon his head. 
Win, God faveKing Henry of that name the (ixt, 


Glo, Now Governour of Paris take your oath, 
That you cle no other King bur him ; 
Eſeeme none friends, but ſuch as are lis Fricnds, 
And none your Foes, but ſuch as ſhall pretend 
Malicious practiſes againſt his State ; 
This ſhall ye do, io helpe you rightcous God, 
Emer Falitaffe. 
Fel. My gracious Soveraigne, as I rode from Calice, 
To haltc unto your Coronation; 
AlLctter was dclive;*d to my hands, 
Writ to your Grace, fiom th* Duke of Burgundy. 
Tal. Shame tothe Duke of Burgundy, and thee z 
I vow'd (baſe Knight)when I did meet rheenext; 
To teare the Garter from thy Cravenslegge, 
W hich I bave done, becauſe ( unworthily ) 
Thou was't inſtalled in that High Degree. 
Pardon me Princcly Henry, and there1t : 
This Daſtard, at the batrell of Pertticrs, 
When(burt in all) I was fixe thouſand ſtrong, 
And that the French were almoſt tento on:, 
B: fore we mer, or that a [ſtroke was given, 
Like to atruſtic Squire, did runaway. 
In which aſſault, we loſt tweluchundred men. 
My ſelfe,and divers Gentlemen belice, 
Were there ſurpriz'd,and taken priſoners, 
Then iudge (great Lords)ifI have done agiiſſe: 
Or whether that ſuch Cowards ought to weare 
This Ornament of Knighthood,yca or no? 


Glo, Toſay thetruth,this fact was infamous, 
And ill beſeeming any common man: 
Much more a Knight,a Capraine, an a Leader. 

Tal. W hen firſt this Order was ordait'd my Lords, 

Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth; 
Valiant and Vertuous,fuil of haughty Courage, 
Such as weregrowne co credit by the warres: 
Not fearing Death,nor ſhrinking for Diſtrefle, 
But alwaycs rcſolute,in molt cxtreames. 

He then,thar is not furniſ'd inthis ſort, 
Doth but vſurpe the Sacred name of Knight, 
Prophaning this moſt Honourable Order, 
And ſhould (if 1 were worthy to be ludge) 
Bequite degraded,like a Hedge-Borne Swaine, 
That doth preſume to boaſt of Gentle blood, 

K, Stainetothy Countzymen, thou hear'ſt thy doom; 
Be packing therefore,thou that walt a knight: 
Henceforth we baniſh thee on paine of death. Exit. 
And now my Lord ProteRor view the Letter, 

Sent from our Vncle Duke of Burgundy. 
Glo, What _ his Grace, that he hath chaung'd 
his Stile? 
No more but plaine and bluntly?(To tbe King.) 
Hath he forgot he is his Soucraigne? 
Or doth this churliſh Superſcription 
Pretend ſome alreration in good will? 
Whar's hcerc? / have wpon effeciall cauſe, 
Mev d with compaſſion of of my Countries wracke, 
Together with the pitrifull complaints 


Of ſuch as yoxr oppreſſion feedes upon, 


Forſaken your pernitions Fattion, 
And iomn'd with Charlesthe rightful king of Fraxce. 
O monttrousTreachery:Can this be ſo? 
Thar in alliance,amity,and oathes, 
There ſhould be tound ſuch falſe diſſembling guile? 
King. What? doth my Vncle Burgundy revolt? 
Glo. He doth my Lord,and is become my foc. 
King. Is that the worſt this letter doth cantaine ? 
Cle. Itisthe worlt, and all (my Lord) he writes. 
K mg. Why then Lord Tatbet there ſhal talke with him, 
And glue him chaſticement for this abulc. 
How ſay you (my Lord)are you not content ? 
Tal. Contcnt my Liege? Yes:butthatI am prevented, 
I ſhould have begg'dI mighthave bene employd. 
King tw > gather ſtrength,and march unto him 
raight : 
Let him wal how ill we brooke his Treaſon, 
And whatoffence it is to flout his Friends. 
Tal. I go my Lord, in heart deſiring ſtill 
You may bchold confuſion of your focs- 
hh A_ ard Baſſet. W 
er. Grant me the Combate, gracious Igne. 
Zaf. And me ( my Lord) me the Combat 
Torke. This is my Seruant,heare him Noble Prince. 
Som. And this is mine({weet Hewy)tavour him. 
& ng. Be paticnt Lords,and giverhem leave to ſpeake, 
Say Gentlemen,what m#kes you thus cxclaime 
And wherefore crave you Combate?Or with whom? 
Ver. With him (my Lord)for be hath done me wrong, 
Baſ. And1 with himyfor he hath done me wrong. 
King. W hat is that wrong whereon you both complain? 
Firſt let me know, and then Ile anſwer you. 
Baſ. Croſling the Sea, from England into France, 
This Fellow hcere with carping tongue, 
Vpbraided me abourtheRoſe 1 weare, 
Saying, the ſanguine colour of the Leaves 
Did preſence my Maſters bluſhing checkes : 
W hen ſtubbornly he did repugne the truth, 
Abouta certaine queſtion in the Law, 
Argu'd betwixt the Duke of Yorke, and him : 
Wuh other vileandi nous tcarmes. 
In confutation of which rude reproach, 
And in defence of my Lords worthincſle, 
I cranethe benefirof Law of Armes. 
Ver. And that is my petition (Noble Lord:) 
For though he ſeeme with queint conceite 
Tofet a gloſle upon his bold mrent, 
Yet know (my Lord) 1 wasprovok'd by him, 
And he firſtrooke exceptions at this badge, 
Pranouncing that the paleneſſe of this Hower, 
Bewray'd the faintnefle of my Maſters heart, 
Terke. Will not this malice Scmerſet beleft ? 
Som. Your private grudgemy Lord of Yorke,wil ov, 
Though ne're1o cunningly you ſmother it, h 
K ge Good Lord what madacflcrulcs in braine- 
icke men, 
When for fo {light and frivolousacaulc, 
Such fa&ions zmulations ſhallariſc ? 
Good Coufins bothof Yorke and Somerſet, 
Quict your ſelves , and be at "I 
Torke. Letthis Jidention rſt be tryed by fight, 
And then your Highneſſe (hal command a Peace. 
| 
| 


Som. The quarrell toucheth none bur us alone, 
Berwixt our {clves letus decide it then. 


Yorke. There is my it Somerſet. 
Uer. Nay, hrs} pure at firſt. 


= 


—— —_—T 


IE 


Zaſ. Confirmeit ſo, mine honourable Lord. 

Gl. Contirme ito ? Contounded be your (trite, 
And periſh ye with your audacious prate, 
Preſumptuous vaſials, are you not aſham'd 
With ds immodeſt clamorous outrage, 

To trouble and dilturbe the King ,and Vs? 
And you my Lords, methinkes you donor well 
Tobeare with their perverſe Objeftions ; 
Much leſſe to take occaſion from their mouthes, 
Toraiſc a mutiny berwixt your ſelves: 
Let me perſwade you take a berter courſe. 
£xet. It grieves his Highneſle, 
Good my Lords,be friends. 

Kidg. Come hither you that would be Combarants : 
Henceforth I charge you, as you love our favour, 
Quiteto forget this Quarrell, and the cauſe. 

And you my Lords : Remember where we are, 


In France, amongſt a fickle wavering Nation : 

If they perceive difſention in our lookes, 

And that within our ſelves we diſagree ; 

How willtheir ing ſtomackes be provok'd 
To wilfull Diſobedience, and Rebell? 


Beſide, W hat infamy will there ariſe, 
When Forraigne Princes ſhall be certificd, 
That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 
King Henries Pecres, and chiefe Nobility, 
Deltroy'd themſelves, and loſtthe Realme of France? 
Oh thinke upon the Conqueſt of my Father, 
My tender yrares, andlet us not forgoe 
That for a trifle, that was bought with blood. 
Let me be Vmper in this doubrfull ſtrife ; 
[ſeeno reaſon if 1 weare this Role, 
That any one ſhould therefore be ſuſpitious 
[more incline to Somerſer,then Yorke: 
Bothare my kinſmen, and I love them both- 
As wellthey may upbray'd me with my Crowne, 
Becauſe (forſooth) the King of Scots is Crown'd, 
But your diſcretions better can perſwade, 
Then I am able to inſtruct or teach : 
And therefore as we hither came in peace, 
Foler us ſtill continue peace and love. 
Colin of Yorke, we inſtitute your Grace 
| Tobe our Regent in thele parts of France : 
And good my Lord of Somerſet, unite 
Yourtroopes of horſemen, with his Bands of foote, 
And like true SubjeRts, ſonnes of your Progenitors, 
Go cheerefully rogether, ard diſgeſt 
Your ner Choller on your Enemics. 
Our Seite, my Lord ProteQtor, and the reſt, 
bande Bagh aint boys ce 
| thence to En »W I cre long 
Tobe preſented by your rg 
With (harler, eAlanſen,and that Traiterous rout. 
Exenmt, CManet Torke Warwicke, Exater, Vernon. 
War. My Lord of Yorke, promiſe you the King 
Prettyly (me thought) did play the Orator. ) 
| Torks. And fohe did, but yet Tlike it nor, 
| luthat he wearesthe badge of Somerſet. 
| War, Tuſh, that was bur his fancic, blame him not, 
I dare ago oaee Prince) he thought no harme, 
Torke, Andi I wiſh hedid. Butlet itreſt, 
Other affayres muſt now be managed. 
= _ FE” Manner Exuter, 
Xot, Richerd to ( e thy voyce: 
For had ear orgs | en. pegs w_ 
Itare we ſhould have ſeene decipher'd there 


= 
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| More rancorous ſpight, more furious raging broyles, 

| Then yer can be imagin'd or ſuppos'd : 

; Bur howſoere, no ſimple man thac ſees 

This jarring diſcord of Nobilitic, 

This ſhouldering of cach ether in the Court, 

This fatiousbandying of their Favourites, 

Bur that it doth preſage ſome il] cveng. 

"Tis much, when Scepters are in Childrens hands : 

Bur more, when Envy breeds unkindedevifion” Exit. 
Thencomes the ruine, there begins confuſion. 


mt ms ooo mn— 


m— 


— 


Emer T albot with Trumpet 
before Burdeanx. 


and Drumme, 


Talb, Goto the Gates of Burdeaux, Trumpeter, 

Summon their Generall unto the Wall. Sounds, 
Emer Gonerall aloft. 

Eng'iſh Joh» Tabor (Captaines )calls you forth, 

Servantin Armes to Harry King of England, 

And thus he would. Open your City Gates, 

Bc humbled to us, call my Soveraigne yours, 

Anddo him as obedient Subjeas, 

And lle withdraw ime, and my bloody power. 

But if you frowne upoa this proffer'd Peace, 

Youtempt the fury of my three attendants, 

Leane Famine, quartcring Steele, andclimbing Fire, 

Who ina moment, even with the carth, 

Shall lay your ſtately, and ayre-braving Towers, 

If youtorſake the offer of their love. 

Cap. Thou ominous and fearetull Owle ofdeath, 
Our Nations terror, and their bloody ſcourge, | 
The period of thy Tyranny approacherh;x 
On usthou canſt not enter but by death : 

For I proteſt we are well fortified | 

And hro iflue out and fight. 

If thouretire, the Dolphin well q—_— 

Stands with the ſnares of Warretotanglet 

Oa cither hand thee, there are ſquadrons pitcht, 

To wall thee from the liberty of Flighe; 

Ten thouſand French have tane the Sacrament, 

And no way canſt thou turne thee for redrefle, 

Bur death doth front thee with apparant poyle, 

And pale deſtrution meetes thee 1a the face : 
Toryue their dangerous Artillerie 

Vponno Chriſtian ſoule but Engliſh Taibes : 
Loe, there thou ſtand(ſt a breathing valiant man 
Of an invincible er'd ſpit ; 

This is the lateſt Glorie of thy prayſe, 

That I thy enemy dew thee withall : 

For erethe G 


f. 


Exit, 


But rather moodie mad : Aud deſperate Stagges, 


Turne 


ct es te At —c 
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| 
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Turne on the bloody Hounds with heads of Steele, 
And make the Cowards ſtand aloofe at bay : Enter Somer (et with but «Armic. 
Sell every man his life as deere as mine, 
And they ſhall fiade decre Deere of us my Friends. Som. It istoo late, I cannot ſend them now : 
God, and S- George, Talbot and Englands right, This expedition was by Yorke and Tatber, 
Proſper our Colors inthis dangerous fight, Exzwnt. | Tooraſhly plotted, All our generall force, 

| Might with a ſally ofthe very Towne 
Enter « Meſſenger that meets Torke. Enter Torks Be buckled with : the over-daring T «/bot 
with Trumpet, and many Souldiers. Hathſullicd all kis gloſſe of former Honor 
By this unheedfull, deſperate, wilde adventure : 


Yorke. Are not the ſpeedy ſcouts return'd againe, 
That dog'dthe mighty Army of the Dolphin? 
Meſſ. They arcreturn'd my Lord, and give it out, - 
That he is march'd to Burdcaux with his power 
To fight with Talbot: as he march'd along, 
By your eſpyals werediſcovered - 
Two mighticr Troopes then that the Dolphin led, 
Which joyn'd with him, and made their march fot 
= (Burdeaux 
Yorke. A plague upon that Villaine Somerſer, 
Thatthus delayes my promiſed ſupply 
Of horſemen, that were levicd for thisſiege. 
Renowned Tatber duth expect my ayde, 
And I amlowred by at Traitor Villaine, 
And cannor helpe & noble Chevalicr : 
God comfort him in this neceſſity : 
If he miſcarry, farewell Warresin France» 


Enter another Meſſenger. 

2. Me Thou Princely Leader of our Engliſh ſtrength, 
Never ſoneedfull on the earth of France, 
Spurretothe reſcuc of the Noble T albor, 
Whonow isgirdled witha waſte of Iron, 

And hem'd about with grim deſtruftion : 
To Burdeaux warlike Duke,to Burdeaux Yorke, 
Elſe farwell Talbot, France, and Englands honor. 

Norke. OGod, that Somerſet who in proud heart 
Doth ſtep my Cornets, werein Talbors place, 

So ſhould we ſave a valiant Gentleman, 
By forfeyting a Traitor and a Coward : 
Mad ire, and wratbfull fury makes me weepe, 
That thus we dye, while remiffe Traicors ſleepe. 


. Hef. O ſend ſome ſuccour to thediſtreſt Lord. 


Yorke. Hedics, we loſe: I breake my warlike word: 
We mourne, France ſmiles: We loſe, they dayly get, 
Alllong of this vile Traitor Somerſet, 

Meſ. Then God take mercy on brave T alborsſoule, 
And on his Sonne yong John, who two hours fince, 

I met-in travaile towards his warlike Father ; 
Thisſeaven yeeres did not Talbot ſee his ſonne, 


| And now they. meet where both their lives are done. 


Terke. Alas, what joy ſhall noble Tatbor have, 
To bid his yong foone welcome to his Grave : 
Away, vexaticn almoſt ſtoppes my breath, 
That fandred friends greetein the houre ofdeath, 
Lacie farewell, no more my fortune can, 
Br: curſe the cauſe Tcannot ayde the man. 
Maine, loys, Poytiers, and Tomres,are wonneaway, 
Long *lof Somerſer, and his delay. Exit, 
Mef. Thus whilerhe Vulture of ſedition, 
Feedes in the boſome of ſuch great Commanders, 
Slceping negleRtion doth to loſle ; 
The Conqueſtofoar ſcarſe cold Conqueror, 
That ever-living man of Memorie, 
Hewrie the fift': Whiles they each other crofſe, 


| Lives, Honours,Lands, andall, horrieto lofſe. Ex. 


.| Totutor thee in 


Torke (et him onto fight, and dye in ſhame, 
T hat Talbot dead, great Torke might beare the name. 
Cap. Heere is Sir William Lncie, who with me 
Set from our ore-matcht forces forth for ayde. 
Som. How now SirWalew, whither were you ſent? 
Ls. W hither my Lord, frem boughtand fold L.7albs, 
Whoring'd about with bold adverittie, 
Cries out for noble Yorke and Somerſet, 
To beate aſlayling death from his weake Regions; 
And whiles the honourable ine there 
Drops bloody ſwet from his warre-wearied limbes, 
And inadvantage lingring lookes forreſcue, 
You his falſc hopes, the truſt of Englands honour, 
Keepe off aloote with worthleſſe emulation ; 
Ler not your privatediſcord keepe away 
The levied ſuccours that ſhall lend him ayde, 
While he renowned Noble Gentleman 
Yeelds up his life unto a world of oddes. 
Orleance the Baſtard, Charles, and Burgundie, 
Alanſon, Reignerd, compaſſe him about, 
And Taber periſheth by your default. 
Som, Yorke ct him on, Yorke ſhould have ſent hin 


| ayde. 
Luc. And Yorke as faſt Grace exclaimes, | 
Swearing that you with-hold hislevied hoaſt, "" 
ColleRted for this expedition, 
Sow. York lycs: He might have ſent, had the Horſe: 
I owe him little Dutie, and lefſe Love, 
And take foule ſcorne to fawne on him by ſcuding. 
Ls. The fraud of E not the force of France, 
Hath now intraptthe Noble-minded Talbot : 
Never to England ſhall he beare his life , 
But dies betraid to fortune by your ſtrife. 
Som, Come go, I will diſpatch the Horſemen ftrat: 
Within fixe houres, they will be at his ayde. 
Ls, Too late comes reſcue, he is tane or (laine, 


For flye he could not, if he would have fled : 
Ard flye would T atbor never though he might. | 
Som, If he be dead, brave Talbot then adieu. 


Ls, His fame lives inthe world. His ſhame in you- 
£xemm. 


Enter T albot and bus Somne, 


Tal. O young lobhn Talbot, 1 did ſend for thee 
$sof Warre, 
That T a/bots name might be in thee reviv'd, 
Whea ſaplefſe Age, and weake unable limbes 
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chaire. 
But O malignant and ling Starres, 

Now thouart come unto s of death, 

A terrible and una danger : 

Therefore deere Boy, mount on my ſwifteſt horſe, 
And Ile dire&thee how thou ſhalt eſcape 

By ſodaine flight. Come; dally not, be gone, 


lobn, 1s my name Taiber ? and am I yourSonne ? nu 
, _ 
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And (hall I Aye?O, if you love my Mother, 
Diſhonor not her Honorable Name, 
To make a Baſtard,aud a Slave of me: 
The World will ſay,he is not Talbots blood, 
That baſcly fizd,when Noble T {ber ſtood. 
Talb. Flve,to e my death,if 1 beſlaine. 
Jobs. He that flyes {0,will ne're returne againe, 
Talb. If we both {tay,we bothare ſure to dye. 
Iobn. Then let me ſtay,and Father doe ang flye: 
Your loſle is pans your regard ſhould be; 
My worth un ne,no loſle is knowne in me- 
Vpon wy death,the French can lictle boalt; 
In yours they wall, in you all hopes are loſt. 
Flight cannor ſtayne the Honor you have wonne, 
Bur mine it will,that no Exploit have done. 
You fied for Vantage, every one will ſweare: 
But if I bow,they'le ſay it was for feare. 
There isno hope thatever 1 will ſtay, 
If the firſt howre I ſhrinke and run away: 
Here on my knee I begge Mortality, 
Rather then Life,preſerv'd with Infamy. 
Talb. Shall all thy Mothers lycin one Tombe? 
Tobv. I, rather then Ile ſhame my Mothers Wombe. 
Tab, Vpon my Bleſſing 1 command thee goc- 
Tobs, To fight I will;but not to flye the Foe. 
Tab. Part of thy Father may be {ay*din thee. 
lolm. No part of himybut will be ſhame in mee. 
Talb.T hou never hadſt Renowne,nor canſt nor loſe it. 
lobn. Yes,your renowned Name:ſhall flight abuſe ut? 
Tal.Thy Fathers charge ſhal cleare thee trom 5 ſtaine. 
lobn, Y ou cannot witneſle for me, being (laine. 
If Death be ſo apparant, then both fliye. 
Talb. And leave my followers here to fight and dye? 
My Age was never tainted with ſuch ſhame. 
/olm, And ſhall my Youth be guilty of ſuch blame? 
No more cat I be ſevered from your (ide, 
Then can your ſelfe, your ſeife in twaine divide? 
Stay,goc,doe what you will,the like doe 1; 
Forlive I wiltnot,it my Father dye. 
Talb. Then here | take my leave of thee, faire Sonne, 
Borne to eclipſe thy Life this afternoone: 
Come, ſideby (ide,together liveand dye, 
And Soule with Soule from France to Heaven flye- 
E xewnt. 
o! larum: Excurſions wherem T albots Soune 
it beww'd abomt, and T albot 
reſcues bum. 
Talb. Saint George, and Vidory;fight Souldiers, fight: 
The Regent hath with Ta/bet broke his word, 
Andleft us to the rage of France his Sword. 
Where is /obn T albot? pawie,and take thy breath, 
| gavethce Life,and reſcu'd thee from Death. 
lobn, O twice my Father,twiceam I thy Sonne: 
The Life thcu gay*ſt me firſt, was loft and done, 
Till with thy Warlike Sword,deſpight of Fate, 
To my derermin'd time thou gav it new date. 
Talb. When from the Dolphins Creſt thy Sword ſtruck 


And from the Pride of Gallia reſcued thee. 
The iretull Baſtard Orlrance;that drew blood 
From thee my Boy,and had the Maidenhood 
Of thy firſt fight] ſane encountred, 

And interchanging hlowes,T quickly ſhed 


—_ 


| 


Some of his Baſtard blood,and in diſgrace 
Beſj ke him thus: Contaminated, bale, 

mis-bzgatten blood ,1 ſpill of thine, 
Meane and right poare,for that pure blood of mine, 
Which thou didit force from T alber,my brave Boy. 
Here purpoſing the Baſtard to deſtroy, 
Camein {trong reſcue. Speake thy Fathers care: 
Artthou not weary /obm? How do'ſt thou tare? 
Wilt thou yet leavethe Battaile, Boy,and flic, 
Now thouartſeal'd the Sonne of Chivalry? 
Flye,to revenge my death when Iam dead, 
The helpe ct one ſtands me inlittle ſtead. 
Oh, too much folly is it, well I wot, 
To hazardallour lives in one fmall Boat. 
If1 today dye not with Frenchmens Rage, 
To morrow I ſhall dye with mickle Age. ** 
By me they nothing gaine,andif I ftay, 
Tis but the ſhorrning of my Life one day. 
In thee thy Morher dyes, our Houſcholds Name, 
My Deaths Revenge,thy Youth,and Englands Fame: 
Allthele,and more , we hazard by thy tay; 
Alltheſcare fav'd, if thou wilt flye away. 

lohn. The Sword of Orleance hath not made me ſmart, 

Theſe words of yours draw Life-blood from my Heart. 
On that aduantage, bought with ſuch a ſhame, 
Tofſave apaltry Life,and lay bright Fame, 
Before young Tatbet from old Talbor fiye, 
The Coward Horſe that beares me, fall and dye: 
And like me to the pefant Boyes of France, 
Tobe Shames ſcorne,and ſubje of Miſchance. 
Surely,by all the Glory you have wonne, 
Andit I fiye I amnnot Talbers Sonne, 
Then talke no more of flight,it is no boot, 
If Sonne to T atber, dye at T albots foot. 


Tath, Then follow thou thy deſp'rate Syre of Creet | 


Thou {carxz, thy Lifeto me is ſweet: 
If chou wilt fight, fight by thy Fathers ſide, | 
And commendable prov'd. let's dye in pride. Exit, 


eAlarunti: E xcur ſions. Enter old 
T albot led. 


Talb. Where is my other Life?mine owne is gone- 


O, where's young Tatbor? where is valiant lob? 
Triumphant Death, ſmcar'd with Captivity, 
Young Talbots Valour makes meſmile at thee. 
When he perceiv'd me ſhrinke,and on my Kneez 
His bloody Sword he brandiſht over mee, 

And like a hungry Lyon did commence 

Rough deeds of Rage, and ſterne Imparience: 


But when my angry Guardanrt ſtood alone, © | 


Tendring my rutne, andaflayl'd of none, 
Dizzic-cy'd Fury,and great rage of Heart, 
Suddenly made hum from my fidero ſtart 
Into the cluſtring Battaile of che French: 

And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench 
His over-mounting Spirit ; and there di'de 


| My /cers#s, my Blofſome,in bis pride. 


Enter with Iohn T alhbot borne. 


Serv.O my deare Lord,loe where ——_ is borne» | 


Ta. Thou antique Death, which "ſt us here toſcorn, 
Anon from thy inſulting Tyrannie, 
in bonds of perpetuity, 
Two Talber: winged through the lither Skie, 
In thy = ſhall ſcape Morrality. 
O thou whoſe wounds become hard favoured death, 
n Speake 


LS 


— 
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Speake to thy father,cre thou yeeld thy breath, 
Brave death by ſpeaking,whirther he will or no: 
Imagine him a Frenchman,and thy Foe. 

Poore Boy,he ſmiles,me thigkes, as who ſhould ſay, 
Had Death bene French,then Death had dyed to day. 
Come,come,and lay/him in his Fathers armes, 
My ſpiritcan no longer beare theſe harmes. 
Souldicrs adicu : I have what I would have, 


Now my old armesare yorg lohn Talbots grave. Dyes 


—_— 


Emer (harles, Alanſon, Burgundie,Baſtard, 
and Pucell. 


Char. Had Yorke and Somerſet brought reſcue in, 


| We ſhould have founda bloody day of this. 


Baſt. How the yong whelpe of Talbots raging wood, 
Did ficſh hispuny-ſword in Freachme blood. 
Put. Once Iencountred him,and thus I faid: 
Thou Maiden youth,be vanquiſht by a Maide. 
But with a provd Majeſticall bigh ſcorne 
He anſwer'd thus: Yong Talbot was not borne 
To be the pillage of a Giglot Wench, 
He left me proudly,as unworthy fight, : 
Buy. Donbtleſſe he would have made a noble Knight: 
See where he lyes inherced in the armes 
Of the moſt bloody Nurſler of his harmes. 
Baſt. Hew them to peeces, hack their bones aſlunder, 


'| Whoſe life was Englands glory,Gallia's wonder 


{{/bar. Oh no forbeare:For that which we have fled 
During the life, let us not Wrong it dead. 
Enter Lucy. 
Ls, Herald,condu& me to the Dolphins Tent, 
To know who hath obtain'd che glory of the day, 
Chay. On what ſubmiſſive meſlage art thou ſent? 
Lacy. Submiſſion Dolphin?Tis a meere French word: 
| We Engliſh Warriours wot not what it meanes. 
I come to know what Priſoners thou haſt tane, 
And to ſurvey the bodies of the dead. 
Char. For priſonersaskſt thou?Hell our priſon is. 
But tell me whom thou ſeek (t? 
Lac. But where's the great Alcides of the field, 
Valiant. Lord Tetbor Earle of Shrewsbury? 
Created for his rare ſucceſle in Armes, 
Great Earle of Wa/2ford,Waterford,and Valence, 
Lord T athet of Goodrig and Vrchinfield, 
Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verdon of eAlton, 
Lord Cromwell of on Furnivall of Sheffeila, 
Thethrice victorious Lord of Falconbridge, 
Knight of the Noble Order of S. George, 
Worthy S. Michael,and the Gelden Fleece, 
Grear Marſhall toour King Hemry the ſixt, 
+ Ofall his Warres within the Realme of France. 
Puc, Heere's a filly ſtately ſtile indeede: 
The Turke that ewoand fifty Kingdomes hath, 
Writes not ſo tediousa Stile as this. 
| Him thatthou magnifi'ſt with all theſe Tiles, 
Stinking and fly-blowne lyes heere at our freete, 
Lacy. 1s Talbot {laine,the Frenchmens only Scourge, 
Your Kingdomes terror,and blacke N emeſis 
Oh were minecyc-balles into Bullets turn'd, 
That I in rage might ſhoot them at your faces. 


—— 
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- Lxcy. Ile beare them hence:bur from their afhes ſhall 
| A Phcenix thar ſhall makeall France affear'd. 


Oh;that I could but call theſe dead to life, 

It were enough to fright the Realme of France. 
Were but his P1Aure left you here 

It would amaze the prowe you all. 4 
Give methcir Bodyes;that I may beare them hence, 
And give them Buriall,asbeſcemes their worth. 
Puc. I thinke this upſtart is old Talbers Ghoſt, 

He ſpeakes with ſuch a proud & ng ſpirit: 
For Gods ſake let him have him;ro keepe them here, 
They would but ſtinke.and putrifie the ayre. 

har. Go take their bodies hence, 


bereard 


Char.So we be rid of them,do withthem what } wilt. 
And now to Paris in this conquering vaine, 
All will be ours,now bloody Talber': ſlaine. Exit, 


—  ———— — OOO >——— 


Scaena Secunda " 


——_ 
—— 


Emer King, Gloceſter, and F xtter. 


 —— 


King. Have you perus'd the Letters from the Pope 

The Emperor,and the Earle of Arminack? " 
Gho. I have my Lord,and their intent isthis, 

They humbly ſuc vato your Excellence, 

To have a godly peace concluded of, 

Betweene the Realmes of and of France. 
Kmg. How doth yeur Grace affect their motion? 
Glo. Well(my good Lord)and as the only meancs 

To (top effuſion of our Chriſtian blood, 

And ſtabliſh quietneſſe on fide. 

.. King. I marry Vnckle —_ thought 

It was both impious and , 

That ſuch immanity and bloody ſtrife 

Should reigneamong Profeſſors of one Faiths 
GH, Bclide my Lord,the ſooner to cffeR, 

And ſurer binde this knot of amitie, 

we __ of Arminacke neere knit to Charles, 
man of great Authority in France, 

Profters his onely daughterto your Grace, 

In marriage,with a large and ſumptuous Dowry. 
King Marriage Vnckle? Alas my yeares arc yong; 

And fitter is my dndyandeyoclce, 

Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 

Yer call th'Embafladors, ard as you pleaſe, 

So letthem have their anſweres evety one: 

I ſhall be well content withany choyce 

Tends te Godsglory,and Countries wealc. 


E nter Wincheſter aud three «Ambaſſador. 


Exet. W hat,is my Lord of Waucheſter inſtall'd, 
Andcall'd unto 2 Cardinalls 
Thenl pr be verified 
Henry the Fift did ſometime propheſic. 
If once he come tobea k 
Hce'l make his cap coequall with the Crowne. 
King My Lords ;your ſeverall ſuites 
Have bin confider'dand debated on, 
Your 1s both good and reaſonablc: 
And are we reſolv'd, 


| To draw conditions ofa friendly peace, which 
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Which by my Lord Wincheſter we meane 

Shall be tran{ported preſemly to France. +} 

Gle. And tor the proffer of my Lord your Maiſter, 

I have infora'd his Highnefle fo at large, 

As liking of the Ladies vertuous gitrs, 

Her Beauty,and the valew of her Dower, 

He doth intend ſhe ſhall be Englands Queene, 

King. In argument apd proofe of which contract, 

Bearc her this Iewell, pledge of my affeRion. 

And ſo my Lord Protector ice them guarded, 

And fafcly brought ro Dover,wherein (hip'd 

Commit them to the fortune of the ſea. | 
wis. Stay my Lord Legate,you ſhall firſt receive 

The ſumme of money which I promiſed 

Should be delivered ro his Holineſſe, 

For cloathing me in theſe grave Ornaments, 

Legat. I wikattend upon your Lordſhips leyſure, 

wm. Now Wincheſter will not fubmir,l crow, 

Or be inferiour to the proudeſt Peerez = 

Humfrey of Gloſter,thou ſhalt well perceive, 

That nexther in birthyor for ny -& 

The Biſhop will be over-borne by thee: 

lle either make thee ſtoope and bend thy knee, 

Or ſacke this Country with a mutiny. 


Exeunt. 


Scena T ertta. 


—_ — 


— 


Enter Charles , Burgundy,» Alavſon Baſtard, 


[\ber. Theſe newes (my Lords) may checre our droo- 
ping ſpirits: 
Tis faid,the ſtout Parifians do revolt, 
And returne againe unto the warlike French. 
Alan. Then march to Paris Royall Charles of France, 
And keepe not backe your power in dalliance. 
P ue. Peace be a them if theyturne to us, 
Elſe ruine combate with their Pallaces. 
Emer Scent. 
Scout, Succeſſe umo our valiant Generall, 
And happineſle to his accomplices. 
Cher. Whar tidings (cnd our Scout9?I prethee ſpeak, 
Scont. The Engliſh Army that divided was 
latotwo partics,1s now conjoyn'd in one, 
And meanesto give you battell preſently. 
(be.Somewhat too ſgdaine Sirs,the warning is, 
But we will preſently provide for them. 
Bur. I truſt the Ghoſt of T albor is not there: 
Now he is gone my Lord,you neede not feare, 
Puc, Of all baſe paſſions,Feare is moſt accurſt. 
Command the cn—_ {harles, ic ſhall be thine: 
Let Henry fret,and allthe world repine- 
(ver, Then on my Lords,and France be fortunate, 
E xexnt. Alarum. E xenr ſions, 


Enter lone de Pucel. 


| Was 
Now ye 
And ye chock 
And give me fi 


Youlpeedy 
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pers,that areſabſticates 
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Vnder the Lordly Monarch of the North, 
Appeare,and ayde ae in this enterprizes 
a &E mer Friends, 
This ſpeedy and quicke appearance argues proofe 
Of your accuſtom'd diligence to me- 
Nozv ye Familiar Spirits,that are cnll'd 
Our of the powertuil Regions under earth, 
Helpe me this once, that France may get the _ 
T hey walke,and| vor» 
Oh hold me not with filence — E 
Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 
Ile lopa member off,and give it you, 
In carneit of a further benefit: 
So you do condeſcend to helpe me now, 
T hey hang their beads. 
No hope to have redrefſe? My body ſhall 
Pay recompence,if you will graunt my ſuite, 
T bey ſhake their beads. 
Cannot my body, nor blood-ſacrifice, 
Jarreate you to your wonted furtherance? 
Then take my foule;my body,toule,andall, 
Before that Engiand give the French the toyle. . 
They depart+ 
See;they for ſake me.Now the time is come, 
That France muſt vale her lofty plumed Creſt, 
And let her head fall into Englands lappe- 
My ancient Incantations are too weake, 
And hell too ſtrong for me to buckie with? 
Now France,tby glory droopeth to the duſt. 


E: . 4B and Torke fight hand 
PR Fous gc fire. o/s 5 


Exit, 


Yorks. Damſell of France, I thinke I have you faſt, 
Vuchaine y- {pirits now with ipelliag Charmes, 
And ery it they can gaine your liberty. 

A goodly prizetit & the divels grace. 

Sec how the vgly Witch doth begd her browes, 

As if with (rce , ſhe would change my ſhape. 
Puc. Chang'd toa worter ſhape thoucanſt not be: _ 
Tor, Oh, C harke7the Dolphin is a proper man, 

No ſhape but his can pleaſe your dainty eye. 

Pac. A plaguing miſcheefe light on Charles, and thee, 
And may ye both be ſodainly lurpriz'd 
By bloudy hands, in ſleeping on your beds. 

Torkg. Fell banning Hagge, Inchaacreſle hold thy 

rongue. 

Pac, I prethee = me leave tocurſe awhile, 

Tor. Curſe Miſcreant,when thou comſt to the ſtake 
| E xennt. 
Alarum. Enter Suffolke wth Margaret 
in his hand. 


Suff. Be what thou wilt,thou art my priſoner. 


Gaxes mm hey. 

Oh Faireſt Beauty, do not feare,nor flze: 
For I will touch thee but with reverend hands, 
I kiſſe theſe fingers tor eternall peace; 
Andlay them gently onthy tender fide. 
W hoart thou,ſay?that I may honor thee. 

Mea. Margo my name,and daughter to a King, 
The King of Naples,who ſocre thou art. 

S»f, And Earle I am,and Suffoike am I call'd. 
Be not offended Natures myracte, 
Thou art alotted to be tane by me: 
So doth the Swan her downy Cignets fave, 
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Oh ſtay:I have no power to let her paſſe, 
My hand would free her, but my heart ſayes no. 
As playes the Sunne upon the glaſſic ſtreames, 
Twankling another counterfetted beame, 
So ſeemes this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes, 
Faine would I wooe her, yet 1 dare not ſpeake: 
le call for Pen and Inke,and write my minde; 
Fye De 4 Pole,difable not thy (elfe: 
Haſt nota Tongue? ls ſhe not heere thy priſoner? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans ſight? 
I:Beauties Pringely Majeſty 1s ſuch, 
Confounds the tongue, and makes the ſenſes rough. 
Mar. Say Earle of Suffolke,it thy name be ſo, 
W hat ranſome mult I pay before I paſſe? 
For 1 perceive 1 am thy priſoner. 
Syuf. How canſt thou tell the will deny thy ſuite, 
Before thou makea triall of her love? 
M. Why ſpeak*it thou not? What ranſom mult I pray? 
S#f. She's beautifull; and therefore to be Weoed: 
Sheisa Woman;ztheretore to be Wonne, 
Mar. Wilt thou accept of ranſume,yea or no? 
Swf. Fond man, remember that thou haſt a wite, 
Then how can Cargwrer bethy Paramour? 
Mar. I were belt roleave bim,for he will not heare. 
Swf. There all is marr'd:there lics a cooling card. 
Mar. He talkes atrandon:furethe man is mad. 
Suf. And yet adiſpenſation may be had, | 
War. And yet 1 would that you would anſwer mc: 
Suf. Tle win this Lady CMargarer, For whom? 
Why for my King:Tuſh,that's a woodden thing. 
Atar. He talkes of wood:lIt is ſome Carpenter. 
Suf. Yet ſo my fancy way be ſatisfied, - 
And peace eſtabliſhed berweene theſe Realmes. 
But fo remaines a {cruple in thattoo: 
For though her Father be the King of Naples, 
Duke of eAnjou and Mayne, yet 1s he poore, 
And our Nobility will ſcorne the match. 
CMar. Heare ye Captaine? Are you not at leaſure? 
Sf. It ſhall be ſo,diſdaine they ne're ſo much: 
Henry is youthfull,and will quickly yecld. 
Madam,lI have a ſecret to reveale. 
Afar. Whatthough I be inthral'd , he ſeems a knight, 
And will not any way diſhonor mc. 
Swf. Lady ,vouchſafe to liſten what I ſay. 
» Perhaps I ſhall be reſcu'd by the French, 
And then I need not crave his curtelie. 
Suf. Sweet Madam,give me hearing in a cauſe. 
Afar, Toſh, wemen have bene captivateere now. 
Suf. Lady ,whercfore talke you ſo? 
Mar. | cry you mercy,'tis but 2 id for 2 us. 
Swf. Say gentle Princeſſe, would you not ſuppoſe 
Your bondage happy,to be made a Queene? 
Mar. To be a Queene in bondage,ts moreyile, 
Than is a ſlave,in bale ſervility: 
For Princes ſhould be free, 
Suf. And ſo ſhall you, 
If happy Englands Royall King be free. 
AMar. W hy what concernes his freedome unto mee? 
Sxf. Ile mderrake to make thee Henries Queene, 
To put a Golden Scepter in thy hand 
And ſet a precious Crowne upon thy head, 
If chou wilt condeſcend to be my 
| Har. W ha? 
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Keepin them priſoner underneath hir wings: | Suf. His love. ; A 
Yet if this ſervile uſage once offend, Mar. Tamunw to be Hewries wite. 
Go,and be free againe,as Suffolkes friend. She is gowng. S#f. No gentle Madam, I unworthy am 


To wooe ſo faire a Dame to be his wife, 
And have no portion in the choice my ſclfe. 
How ſay you Madam,are ye ſocontent? 
Mar. And if my Father pleaſe, I am content. 
Suf. Then call our ines and our Colours forth, 
And Madam,at your Fathers Caſtle walles, 
Wee' ee FREY conferre with him. 
Entey Reignier on the Wallet. 


S 
K Reignier ſee,thy daughter priſoner. 


Reig. To whom? 
Sw. To me. 
Reig, Suffolke, what remedy? 
I ama Souldier, and unaptto weepe, 


. Or to exclaime on Fortunes fickleneſſe. 


Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough my Lord, 

Conſent,and for thy Honor give conſent, 
Thy daughter ſhall be wedded to my King, 
Whom 1 with paine have wooed and wonne thereto: 
And this her cafic held impriſonment, 
Hath gain'd thy daughter Princely liberty. 
 Rezg. Speakes Suffolke as he thinkes? 

Sf. Faire Margaret knowes, 
That Suffolke doth not flattet,face,or faine. 

Reig. V pon thy Princely warrant, 1 deſcend, 
Togivet anfiver of thy juſt demand. 
Suf. And heere I will expe thy comming. 


7 rumpets ſound. Enter Reignier. 


Reg. Welcome brave Earle into our Territories, 
Command in Anjox what your Honor plcaſcs. 
S»f. Thankes Rezgnier, happy for ſo tweet a Childe, 
Firto be made companion a King: 
What anſwer makes your Grace unto my ſuite? 
Reig. Since thou doſt daigne to wooe ber little want, 
To be the Princely Brideof ſuch a Lord: 
Vpon condition I may quietly 
Enjoy mine owne{the Country Maine and Anjew, 
Free from oppreſſion,or the ſtroke of Warre, 
My daughter ſhall be Henres,if he plcaſc. 
Swf. That is her ranlome, I deliver her, 
And thoſe two Counties I willundertake 
Your Grace ſhall weli and quietly enjoy. 
Reig. And I againe in Hemries Royall name, 
As Deputy unto that gracious King, 
Givethee her hand for ſigne of plighted faith. 
Suf. Reignier of France, I givethee Kingly thankes, 
Becauſethis is in Traiticke ofa King, 
And yet methinkes I could be well content 
To be mine owne A inthis caſe. 
Te over then to E with this newes, 
And make this marriageto be ſolemniz'd: 
So farewell Reignier,ſet this Diamond ſafe 
In Golden Pallaces as it becomes. 
Reig. I do embrace thee,as I would embrace 
9D ya _ King Hezry were he heere. 
«, Farewell my _ wiſhes,praiſe,8& prayers, 
Shall Suffolke ever have of CMargeret. Shee 51 gowy- 
Sf. Farewel ſweet Madam-but hearke you Marge 
No Princely commendationsto my King? 
AManySuch commendations as becomes a Maide, 
A Virgin,and his Servant,ſay to him. 
Saf. Words ſweetly plac'd,and modeſtly direfted, _ 
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Bur Madame,I muſt trouble you againe, 
Noloving Token to bis Majeſty? 

Mar. Yes,my good Lord,a pure unſpotted hearty 
Never yet taint with love,lI ſend the King. 


Suf. And this withall. Kifſe ber. 
Mar. That for thy ſelfe,I will not ſo preſume, 
To ſend ſuch peeviſh tokens toa King. 


Suf. Oh wert thou for my ſelfe:but Swffolke ſtay, 
Thou mayeſt not wander in that Labyrinth, 
There Minoraurs and ugly Treaſons lurke. 
Solicite Henry with her wonderous praiſe, 
Bethinke thee on her Vertues that ſurmount, e 
Made naturall Graces that extinguiſh Arr, 
Repcate their ſemblance often onthe Seas, 
That whenthou com'ſt to kreele at Hewries feete, 
Thou mayclt dercave him of his wits with wonder, Exit. 


Enter Torke Warwicke,Shepheard, Pucel. : 
or. Bring forth that Sorcereſle condemn'd to burne. 
Shep. Ah /one, this kils thy Fathers heart out-right, 

Have I ſought every Countrey farre and neere, 
And now iris my chance to finde thee out, 
Muſt I bebold thy timeleſſe cruell death: 
Ah /one,ſweetdaughter le die with thee. 
Pac. Decrepit Miſer,baſe ignoble Wretch, 
I am dc{cendd of a gentler blood. 
Thou zrt no Father,nor no Friend of mine. 
Shep. Our, out:My Lords and pleaſe you, 'tis not ſo, 
[did beget her,all the Pariſh knowes: 
Her Mother liveth yct,can teluhte 
She was the firſt fruite of my Bach'ler-ſhip, 
war. Gracelefle,wilt thou deny thy Parentage? 
Ter. This argaes what her kinge of lite tachbeene, 
Wicked and vile,and ſo her death concludes. 
Shep. Fye Jone,that thou wilt be ſo obſtacle; 
God knowes,thouart a collop of my fleſh, 
And for thy ſake have I ſhed many ateare: 
Deny me not, I prythee, gentle /one. 
Pac. Pezantavant. You have ſuborn'd this man 
Of purpoſe,to obſcure my Noble birth. 
Shep. * Tis true, I gavea NobletothePrieſt, 
The morne that I was wedded to her mother. 
Kneele downe and take my a" ers my Gyrle. 
Wilt thou not {t Now curſed bethe time 
Of thy nativity:I would the Milke 
Thy mother gavethee when thon ſuck'dſt her breſt, 
Had bin a little Rats-bane for thy ſake. 
Orelſc, when thou didſt keepe my Lambes a field, 
I with ſome ravenous Wolfe had caten thee. 
Doeſt taou deny thy Father,curſed Drab? 
O burne her,burne her ,harging 1s too 
Tor. Take her away, for ſhe hath liv'd too long, 
Tofill the world with vicious qualities. 


Exu, 


_—_—_ 


| 


No miſconceived, /one of Aire hath beene 
A Virgin from her tender infancy, 

Chaſte,and immaculate in very —_— 

W hole Maiden-blood thus rigoroully cffus'd, 

Will cry for Vengeance,at the Garesof Heaven- 

Tor. },I:away with her to execution. 

War.and hearke ye fizs: becauſe ſhe isa Maide, 
Spare for n2 Faggots,letthere be enow: 
Place barrels of pitchupon the fatall ſtake, 
That fo her torture may be ſhortned. 

Pac. Will nothing turne your unrelenting hearts? 

Then /one diſcover thine infirmity, 
That w arranteth by Law,to bethy priviledge, 
I am with childe ye bloody Homicides: 
Murther not then the Fruite within my Wombe, 
Although ye hale me toa violent death, 
Tor, Now heaven forfend,the holy Maid with child? 

War. Thegreateſt miracle thar ere ye wrought: 
Is all your {tri precileneſſe come to this? 

Tor. She and & Dolphin have bin jugling, 
Idid imagine what would be her refuge. 

War. Well go to,we will haveno Baſtards live, 
Eſpecially ſince Cherles muſt Father it. 

Pac. You are deceiv'd,my childe is none of his, 
It was eAlanſon that injoy'd my love. 

Tor. eAlanſon that notorious Machevile? 
Itdyes,and if it hada thouſand lives. 

Pac. Oh give me leave, I have deluded you, 
'Twas neither (barles,nor yet the Duke | nam'd, 
But Rexgmer King of Naplerthar prevail'd. 

War. A married man!that'smoſt intollerable. 

Tor. Why here'sa Gyrle : I thigke ſhe knowes noe wel 
(There were ſo many) whom ſhe may accuſe. 

War. It's ſigne ſhe had beene liberalla:id free. 

Tor. And yetforſooth ſhe isa Virgin pure, 
Strumpet,thy words condemne thy Brat,and thee. 
Vſe no intreaty,for it isin vaine, 

Ps. Then lead me hence:with whom T leave my curſe. 
May never glorious Sunne reflex his beames 
Vpon the Countrey where you make abode: 

But darkneſſe,and the gloomy ſhade of death 
Inviron you,till Miſcheefe and Deſpaire, 
Drive you to break your necks,or hang your ſelves. Exit, 
Emer ( ardinall. 

Tor. Breake thou in peeces,and conſume to aſhes, 
You fowle accurſed anniiter of Hell. 

Car, Lord Regent,I do greete your Excellence 
With Letters of Commiilion from the King. 
For know my Lords,the States of Chriftendome, 
Mov'd with remorſe of thele out-ragious broyles, 
Have carneltly implor'd a generall pezce, 
Betwixt our Nation,and thaſpyring French; 
And heere at hand, the Dolphin and his Traine 


Pu. Firſt let metell you whom you have condemn'd; | Approacherh,to conterre abour ſome matters. 
Not me, begotten of a Shepheard Swaine, Tor. Isall our travellturn'd tothis effect, 
But iſſued from the Progeny of Kings. | Aﬀeer the ſlaughter of fo many Peeres, 
Vertuons and Holy, choſen from above, So many Capraines, Gentlemen,and Souldiers, | 
Byinſpiration of Celeſtiall Grace, That in this ell have beeene overthrowne, 
To worke exceeding miracles onearth, And ſold therr bodies for their Countries benefir, 
1 never had to do with wicked Spirits, | Shall we at laft conclude effeminate peace? 
But youthat are with your luſtes, Have we not loſt moſt partofall the Townes, 
Stain'd withthe guilrleſſe blood of Innocents, By treaſon, Falſhood,and by Treachery, 
Long end tainred whibathenting Vines | Our great Progenitors had conquered? | 
e you want the grace that others have, Oh Warwicke,Warwicke, I foreſce withegreefe 
You judgeir ſtraight athing impoſſible | The utter loſſe of all the Realme of France, 
To compaſſe Wonders,but by helpe of divels. Wer.Be patient Yorke,if we conclude a Peace x 
——_ Q 3 _ 
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It ſhallbe with ſuch tri and ſevere Covenants, | | S 
Aslittle ſhall the Frenchmen gaine thereby. Emer Suffolks in conference with the ing, 
Gloceſter and Exeter. 
Emer Charles, Alanſon Baſtard, Reignier. King. Your wondrous mpripienl noble Earle) 
_ Of beautcous Margaret hath aſtoniſh'd me: 
Char. Since Lords of England,it is thus agreed, Her vertucs graced with externall gifts, 
Thar peacefull truce ſhall be proclaim'd in France, Do breed Loves (ctled paſſions in my heart, 
We come to be informed by your lclves, And like as rigour of tempeſtuous gultes 
Whar the conditions of that league muſt be. Provokes the mightieſt Hulke againſt thetide, 


Tor. Speake Wincheſter, for boyling choller chokes 
The hollow paſlage of my poylon'd voice, 
By ſight of theſe our balctull enemies. 
Wim. Charles, and the reſt, it is enacted thus: 
That in regard King Hemy givesconſent, 
Of meere compaſſion,and of lenity, 
To eaſe your Country ofdiſtreſicfull Warre, 
And ſuffer you to breathe in fruicfull peace, 
You ſhall become truc Liegemen to his Crowne. 
And Charles, upon condition thou wilt ſweare 
Topay him tribaute,and ſubmit thy ſelfe, 
Thou ſhalt be plac'd as Viceroy undcr him, 
And ſtill enjoy thy Regall _— 
Alan. Mult he be then as ſhadow of himſc!fe? 
Adorne his Temples with a Coroner, 
And yet in ſubltance and authority, 
Retaine but priviledge of a private man? 
This proffcr is abſurd,and rcaſonleſle. 
Char, 'Tis knowne already that 1 am pofſeſt 
With more then halfe the Gallian Territories, 
Andthercinreverenc'd for their lawfull King. 
Shall I for lucre of the reſt un-vanquiſht, 
DetraRt ſo much from that prerogative, 
As to be call'd but Viceroy of the whole? 
No Lord Ambaſſador,lle rather keepe 
That which I have,than coveting for more 
Be caſt from poſſibility of all. 
Tor. Inſulting Charles, haſt thou by ſecret meanes 
Vs'd interceſlion to obtainea league, 
And now the matter growes to compremize, 
Stand'(tthou aloofe upon Compariſon. 
Either accept the Tirlethou uſurp'ſt, 
Of benefit proocecding from our King, 
And not of any challenge of Deſert, 
Or we will plague thee with inceſſant Warres. 
Reig. My Lord,you do not well in obſtinacy, 
To cavill in the courſe of this Contra: 
If onceit be negleed,tcn to one 
We ſhall not finde like opportunity. 
Alan. To fay the truth,it is your policy, 
To fave your Subiets from ſuch maſlacre 
And ruthlefſe flaughters as are daily ſcene 
Byour proceeding in Hoſtility. 
And therefore take this compatt of a Truce, 
Although you breake it, when your plcaſureſerves, 
War. How ſayſt thou Charles? | 
Shall our Condition ſtand? 
Char. It Shall: 
Onely reſerv*d,youclaime no intereſt 
Inany of our Townes of Garriſon, 
Tor. Then ſweare Allegeance to his Majeſty, 
Asthou art Knight,never todiſobey, 
Nor be Rebellioustothe Crowne of England, 
Thou nor thy Nobles,to the Crowne of England. 
So, now dilmiſſeyour Army whea ye pleaſe: 
Hang up your Enſignes,let your Drummes be ſtill, 


For hcere we entertaine aſolemne peace, Exennt. 


— 


Soam I driven by breath of her Renowne, 
Either to ſuffer Sphipwracke,or arrive 
w __ I may have _—_—_ of — - 
Is buta her worthy praile: 
The cheefe perfetionsof that lovely Dame, 
(Had I ſwhcient skilltro utter them 
Would make a volume of inticing lines, 
ABlcrto raviſh any dull conceir. 
And which is more,ſhe is notſo Divine, 
So full repleate with choice of all delights, 
Bur with as humble lowlineſle of minde, 
She 1s content to be at your command: 
Command I meane, of Vertuous chaſte intents, 
Tolove,and Honor Hexryas her Lord. 
King. And otherwile,will Henry ne're preſume: 
Therefore my Lord ProteQor,give conſent, 
That CMarg ret may be Englands Royall Queene. 
Glo. So thould I give conſent to flatter fine, 
You know(my Lord)your Highneſle is betroath'd 
Vato another Lady of eſteeme, 
How (hall we then diſpence with that contraft, 
And not detace your Honor with reproach? 
Swf. As deed Ruler with unlawfull Oathes, 
Or one thatat a Triumph, having vow'd 
To try hus. (trength,forſaketh yet the Liſtes 
By reaſon of his Adverſaries oddes. 
A poore Earles daughter is oddes, 
And therefore may be broke without offence. 
Glow. W hy what(lI pray )is Margaret more than that? 
Her Father is no better than an Earle, 
Although in glorious Titles he excell. 
Suf.Y es my good Lord, her Father is a King, 
The King of Naples,and Icruſalem, 
And of {uch great Authority in France, 
As hisalliance will confirme our peace, 
And Keepe the Frenchmen in Allegeance. 
Glo. And ſo the Earle of Arminacke may doe, 
Becaulc he is neerc Kinſman unto (harles. 
Exe. Beſide, his wealth doth warrant liberall dower, 
Where Reignier ſooner will receive,than give. 
Suf. A Dowre my Lords? Diſgrace not ſo your King, 


That he ſhould be ſo abjeR, baſe,and poore, 
To chooſe for wealth,and not for Love. 
Hemry is ableto enrich his 


And notto ſeeke a Queene to make him rich: 
So worthleſle Pezants bargaine for their Wives, 
As Market men for Oxen,Sheepe,or Horſe. 
But marriage isa matter of more worth, 
Then to be dealt in by Atturney-ſhip: 
Not whoni we will,but whom his Grace affeQs, 
Muſt be companion of his Nuptiall bed. 
And therefore Lords he affects her moſt, 
Moſt of all theſe reaſons bindeth us, 
In our opinions ſhe ſhould be & * 
For what is wedlocke for aHell, 
Anage of diſcord and continuall rife? 
__ Whereas 


-” ... — 
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Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliſſe, 
And is a patterne of Celeſtiall peace. 

Whom Fooald we match with Henry being aKing, 
But Margever,that is daughter toa King? 

Her peercleſle feature, joyned with her birth, 

ves her fit for none,but for a King. 

Her valiant courage,and undaunted ipirit, 

(More then in women commonly 1s ſcene) 
Willanſwer our hope in iſſue of a King: 

For Henry, ſonne unto a Conqueror, 

Is likely to beget more Conquerors, 

If witha Lady of ſo high retolve, 

(Asis faire Aargo) be be link'd in love: 

Then yeeld my Lords,and heere concinde with mee, 
That Margaret _ w Queene, a_ _ but thee» 
King. Whether it be t ough force of your report, 
My Noble Lord of Suffolke : Or tor that 

My tender youth was never yet atraint 

With any paſſion of inflaming love, 

| cannot tell:but this I am aſſur'd, 

| feele ſuch ſharpe difſention in my breaſt, 

Such fierce alarumis both of Hope and Feare, 

AsI am ficke with working of my thougats. 


Take therefore ſhipping,poſte my Lord to France, 
Agree toany covenants,and procure 
That Lady CMargeret dovouchlafe rocome 
Tocroſle the Scas to England, and be crown'd 
King Hemries faithfull and annointed Queene. 
For your expences and ſuificient charge, 
Among the people gather up atenth. 
Be gone I {ay, for till you do retarne, 
I reſt perplexed with a thouſand Cares. 
And you(good Vnckle)baniſh all offence: 
If you docenſure me, by what you were, 
Not what youare,[ know it willexcuſe 
This ſodaine execution of my will. 
And fo conduc me, where from company, 
I may revolve and ruminate my greefe. 
Glo. I, greefe I feare me, bothat firſt andlaſt, 
h Exit Glocefter, 
Suf. Thus Suftolke hath prevail'd, and thus he goes 
As did the youthfull Paris once to Greece, 
With hope to finde the like eventin love, 
But proſper better than the Trojan did: 
Margaret ſhall now be Queene,and rule the King: 
Burt I will rule both her,the King,and Realme. 


Exu, 


Exit. 


FINS. | 
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vvith the death of the Good Duke 
HVMEFREY. 


eA tus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Flouriſh of Trampets:T hen Hoboyer, 


ord on the one ſide. 
on the ot 


Suffolke. 


S by your high Imperiall Majeſty, 

I bad in charge at my depart ior France, 

As Procurator to your Excellence, 
To marry Princes A-rgeet for your Grace; 
| Soin the Famous Ancicnt City,T owres, 


| Inpreſence of the Kings of France,and Sicil, 
The Dukes of Orleance, Calaber, Britaigne, Alanſon, 


I have pertorm'd my Taske,and was cſpous'd, 
And humbly now upon my Tr 
In ſight of England,and her Lordly Peeres, 
Deliver up my Titlein rhe Queene 
To your molt gracious hand, that are the Subſtance 
Ofthat great »haJow I did repreſent: 
The happicſt Gift, that ever Marqueſſe gave, 
The Faireſt Queeur,that ever King receiv'd. 

King. Suftolke arilc. Welcome Queene Zfargaret, 
I can expreſlc no kinder ligne of Love 
Then this kinde kiſſc:O Lord,that leads melife, 
Lend me a heart replicate with thankfulneſle: 
For thou haſt givenme in this bcauteous Face 
A world of car:hly bleſſings to my ſonle, 
If Simpathy of Love umte our thoughts, 


The mutuall conference that my minde hath had, 

By day,by night;waking, and in my dreames, 

In Courtly company,or at m CS, 

With you mine elder biefeſt Soveraigne, 
Makes me the bolder to ſalute my King, 

' With ruder termes, ſuch as my wit aftoords, 

| And over joy of heart doth miniſter. 

Kizg. Her ſightdid raviſh,burt her grace in Speech, 
' Her words yclad with wiſedomes Majeſty, 

; Makes me trom Wondring,fall ro Weeping joyes, 

| Such is the Fulneſſe of my hearrs content. 

| Lords,withone cheerefull voice, Welcome my Love. 


Quee, We thanke you all. 


Emer King Duke Humfrey, Salishnry Warwicke,and Bean- 
The Ducene,Suffolke,Torke, o— — Buckingham, 


Seven Earles,twelve Barons,& rwenty reverend Biſhops 


Due. Great King ot England,and my gracious Lord, 


*| Toyou Duke Humjrey mult unload his greefe: 


All kneel.Long lire Q1. Margerer Englands happines. 
Flourih | 


——————_— 


Swf. My T.ord ProteQtor,ſo it pleaſe your Grace, 
Hcic aice the Articles of contracted peace, 
Betwecne our Soveraignt, and the French King (ber, 
For eight. cnc monechs concluded by conlcenr, 

Gl». Peads. lnprimis, {tic agried berweens the French K, 
Cha les and #1110 de la Pole Margqneſſe of Suffolke Am. 
baſſador for Hemy Amy of England, 1 bat the ſasd Henry bal 
eſpouſe rhe Lady Margaret , daughter unto Reignier King of 
Nap'es, Sicillia , ani leruſalem, and Crowne her Lneene of 
_ a ns = thirtterh of May next enſuing. 

'£1M, / bat the Dwichy of An the C Ma 
ſha'lbereleaiedand pe deer ls Kong Ars; &.4 "I 

King. V iikie, hownow? 

Glo. Parionme gracious Lord, - 
Some {odaine qualme hath ſtrucke meat the heart, 
And dim'd mineeyes,that T can reade no further. 

Kg. Vnckle of Wincheſter, I pray reade on. 

Wm. Item , 1t 9 farther agreed them , That the 
Dnicixſſe of anjou and Maine fbal be releaſed and delivered 
ovrr to the King ber Father , and fhee ſent over of the King of 


4 G1 Coft and (harger , without having an 
o . 


wry 
King. They pleaſe us well. Lord Marques kneel down, 
W-. heere create thee the firſt Duke of Suffolke, 
And girt thee withthe Sword. Coſin of Yorke, 
We hcere diſcharge your Grace from being Regent 
T'th parts of France,till terme of exghtecne Moneths 
Be full expyr'd. Thankes Vnckle Wincheſter, 
Gloſtcr, Yorke, Buckingham,and Somerſet, 
Salisbury,and Warwicke. 
We thank \ 0, all forthis great favour done, 
In entertainment to my Princely Queene, 
Come,lct us in, and with all ſpecde provide 
Tolce her Coronation be nerform'd. 
E xeunt King , Queene, and Suffolks- 


CManent the reſt. 
Glo. Brave Peeresof England, Pillars of the State, 


Your greefe,the common greefe of all che Land. 
Whar?did my brother Hemry ſpend his youth, 
His valour, coine,and in the warres? 
Did he tooften lodge inopen field, 

In Winters cold, and Summers parching hate, 
To conquer France, his true inheritance? 

And did my brocher Bedford toyle his wits, 


—— 
—_—r_— 
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To keepe by policy what Henry got: 
Have = y our lelves, Somerſet, Buckingham, 
Brave Torke,Salizbary, and victorious Weawicke, 
Received deepe ſcarresin France and Normandy: 
Or hath mine Vncke Beawford, and my (elte, 
With all the Learned Counſell of the Realme, 
Studicd ſo long, ſatin the Councell houle, 
Early and late,debating roo and fro | 
How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe, 
And hath his Highneſſc in his infancy, 
Crowned in Paris in deſpight of foes, 
And ſhall theſe Labours and theſe Honours dye? 
Shall Hezries Conquelt , Bedfordz vigilance, 
Your Deeds of Warre,and all our Counſelldye? 
O Peeres of England, ſhamefull is this League, 
Fatall this Marriage,cancelling your Fame, 
Blotting your names from Bookes of memory, 
Racing the Charraftersof your Renowne, 
Dcefacing Monuments of Conquer'd France, 
Vndoing all as all had never bin, £2 
Car. Nephew, what meanes this paſſionate diſcourſe? 
This peroration with ſuch circumſtance: 
For France, 'tis ours ; and we will keepe it ſtill, 
Gl. I Vnckle, we will keepe it,it we can: 
But now it isimpoſſible we ſhould. 
Suffolke, the new made Duke that rules the rolt, 
Hath given the Dutchy of 4njow and Maine, 
Vatothe poore King Keignver, whole large ſtyle 
Agrees not with the leannefle of his purie. 
Sal. Now by the death of him that dyed for all, 
Theſe Counties were the Keyes of Normandie: 
But wherefore weepes WFarwicke,my valiant ſonne? 
War. For greetc that they are palt recovery. 
For were there hope to conquer them againe, 
My ſword ſhould ſhed hot blood,mine eyes no teares. 
Anjou and IMame? My ſelfe did win them both: 
Thoſe Provinces,theſe Armes of mine did conquers 


And are the Cittics that 1 got with wounds, 
' Deliver'd up againe with peacefull words? 
| Mort Die, 
Tor. For ſuffolkes Duke,may he be ſuffocate, 
 Thardims the Honor of this Warlike Iſle: 
| France ſhould have torne and rent my very heart, 
Before I would have yeelded to this League. 
| never read but Englands Kings have had ; 
fumes of Gald,and Dowries with their wives, 
our King Hemry gives away his owne, 
| Tomatch wich her that brings no vanrages. 
; Hum. Aproper jclt,and never heard before, 6 
| That Suffolke ſhould demand a whole Fifteemh, . 
For Coſts and Charges in tranſporting her: 
| - ſhould have ſaid in France, and ſterv'd in France 
| Diforewnnnnm 
| Car. My Lordof Gloſter,now ye grow too hot, 
[t was the p'capre of my Lordthe King, 
Hum. My Lord of Wincheſter } know your minde+ 
Tisnot my ſpeeches that you do millike: 
| But tis my preſencethat doth trouble ye, 
| Rancour will out, proud Prelategin thy face 
[ee thy fury:1f I longer ſtay, 
We ſhall begin our ancient bickerings: 
Lordings farewell, and ſay whenl am gone, - 
1 propheſied, France will be loſt ere long- Exit Humfrey. 
Cur. 50, there goes our Protector in a rage: 
| Tis knowne to you he ismine enemy: 
| Nay more,an enemy unto you all, 


, — 
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And would have kept,{o long as breath did laſt: 


And no great friend, feare me ro the King; 
Conſider Lords , he is the next of blood, 
And heyre apparant to the Engliſh Crowne: 
Had —_—_ an Empire by his marriage, 
And all the wealth wr the Weſt, 
There's reaſon he ſhoul be diſpteas'd at it; 
Looke to it Lords,let not his ſmoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts, be wiſe and circumſpect. 
What though the common people favour him, 
Calling him, Hamfrey the good Duke of Gloſter, 
Clapping their hands,and crying with loud yoice, 
Iceſu maintaine your Royall Exccllence, 
With God prefervethe good Duke Humfrey. 
I feare me Lords, for all this flattering gloſle, 
He will be found a da s Prorector. 
Bw. Why ſhould he then prote& our Soveraigne? 
He being ot age to governe of humſclte, 
Colin of Somerſet,joyne you with me, 
Andaltogether with the Dake of Suffolke, 
Wee'l quickly hoyſe Duke Humfrey from bis ſeat. 
Car. This weighty buſineſſe will not brooke delay, 
Ile to the Duke of Suffolke preſently, » Exit Cardinal. 
Som. Colin of Buckingham,though Humfryes pride | 
And greatnefle of his place be greete tous, 
Yet let us watch the haughty Cardinall, 
His infolence is more int 
Then all the Princes in the Land beſide; 
If Gloſter be diſplac'd, heel be Protetor. 
Bue. Or thoa,or 1 Somerſet wiil be ProteRor, 
Deſpite Duke F:#mſre,or the Cardinall. 
E xi Bnckin , «nd Somerſet, 
Sal. Pride went before, Ambion followes him. 
While thc(e do labow: for their owre preferment, 
Behooves it us tolabor for the Realme. 
I never ſaw but Huarfrey Duke of Gloſter, 
Did beare him like a Noble Gentleman: 
Otr have I ſeene rhe haughty Cardcinall. 
More like a Souldicr then a man o'th Church, 
As ftout and proud aghe were Lord of all, 
Sweare like a Ruihan,and demeane bimſclfe 
Vnlike the Ruler of a Common-weale. 
Warwicke my ſonne,the comfort of my age, 
Thy deeds,thy plainnefſe,and thy bouſe-keeping, 
Hath wonne the gicarcſt favour of the Commons, 
Excepting none but good Duke Humfrey. 
And Brother Yorke,thy Atsin Ireland, 
Inbringing them to civill Diſcipline: 
Thy late Exploits done in the heart of France, 
Whenthou wert Regent for our Soveraigne, 
Have made thee fear'd and honor'd of the people, 
loyne we together for the publicke good, 
In what we can,to brid!e and ſupprefle 
The pride of Suffoike, and the Cardinall, 
With Somerſers and Buckinghams Ambition, 
And as we may, cheriſh Duke Humfries deeds, 
While they do tend the profit of the Land. 
War. S0 God heipe Warwicke, as he loves the Land, 
And common profit of his Countrey, 
Tw And 1ofayes Yorke, 
For he hath g. cateſt cauſe. 
Sal. Then lers make haſte away, 
And looke unto the maine? 
Warw. Vnto the maine? 
Oh Father, Mae is loſt, 
That Maine,which by maine force Wartvicke did winne 
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Main-chancefather you mcant,but I meant 3ſaine, As to vouchlafe one glance untothe ground. 
W hich 1 will win from France, or elſe be ſlaine. Hum. O Netl,ſweet Nettit thou doſt love thy Lord, 
Exit Warwicke,and Salichwry. Ianet Torke. \ Baniſh the Canker of ambitious thoughts: 
Torke. A njon and Maine are giventothe French, And may that though:,when 1 imagine ill 
Pari-1s loſt,the ſtate of I ermandy | Againſt my King and Nephew, vertuous Hemry, 
Stands on a tickle point,now they are gone: Be my laſt breathing in this mortall world. 
Suffolke concluded on the Articles , | My troublous dreames this night,doth make me (ad, 
The Peeres agreed, and Hemy was well pleas'd, Els. What dream'd my tell me,and Ile requiteir 
To change two Dukedomes for a Dukes faire daughter. | With ſweet rebearfailof my mornings dreame? 
I cannot blame them all,what is't ro them? Hum, Mc thought this Raffe mince Ofdice-badge in 
'Tis thinethey give away ,and nottheir owne. Court 
Pirates may make cheape penyworths of their pillage, | Was broke in twaine:by whom,T have forgot, 
And purchaſe Friends,and give to Curtezans, But as I thinke,it was by*th Cardinall, 
Sti.l revelling like Lords till all be gone: And on the peeces of the broken Wand | 
While as the filly Owner of the goods : | Were plac'd the heads of Edmend Duke of Somerſet, 
Weepes over them,and wrings his hapleſſe hands, And William de (a Pole firſt Duke of Suffolke, 
| And ſhakes his head, and trembling ſtands aloofe, This was my dreame, whatit doth bode God knowes.” 
While all is ſhar'd and all is borne away, Eh. Tur,this was nothing butan argument, 
| Ready to ſterve,and dare not touch his owne, That he that breakesa licke of Gloſters grove, 
So Yorke muſt ſit, and fret,and bite his tongue, Shall loſe his head for his ption. 
| While his owne Lands are bargain'd for,and ſold: Bur liſt tome my Humfrey,ay (weete Duke: 
Methinkes the Realmes of England, France, and lreland, | Me thought I fare in Seate of Majeſty, 
Beare that proportion to my fleſh and blood, In the Cathedrail .Churchof Weſtminſter, 
Asdid the fatall brand A/thaa burnt, And in that Chaire where Kings & Queens wer crownd, 
| Vnto the Princes heart of Calidon: Where Henry and Dame Margaret kneeled to me, 
Aajowand Maine both given unto the French? And on my head did ſetthe Diadem. 
Cold newes for me : for I had hope of France, Hum. Nay Ehanor,then mult I chide outright: 
Even as I have of fertile Englands oile. Preſumptuous Dame,ill-nurter'd Elianer, 
A day will come,when Yorke ſhall claime his owne, Art thou not ſecond Woman in the Realme? 
And therefore I will take the N evils parts, And the Protectors wife beloy'd of him? 
And make a ſhew of love toproud Duke Hmmfrey, Haſt thou not worldly pleaſure at command, 
And when ſpy advantage,claime the Crowne, Above the reach or compaſſe of thy thought? 
| For that's the Golden marke I ſceke to hit: And wilt thou ſtill be hammering —_— 
Nor ſhall proud Lancaſter uſurpe my right, To tumble downe thy husband,and thy ſelfc, 
Nor hold the Scepter in his childiſh Fiſt, From top of Honor,to Diſgraces feere? 
Nor vweare the Diadcm upon his head, Away from me,and iet me heareno more. 
Whoſe Church-hke humors firs not for a Crowne. Elie. W hat, what,my Lord? Are you fo chollericks 
Then Yorke be {till a-while,till rimedo ſerve: With Ehaner,for telling but her dreame? 
Watchthou,and wake when otherghe aſleepe, Next time Ile kepe my dreames unto my ſelfe, 
To price into the ſecrets gf the State, | And not be checR'd, 
Till Henry ſurfetting in joyes of love, Hum. Nay benot angry, Tam pleas'd againe, 
Wuh his new Bridc, & Englands deere bought Queene, Emer enger, 
And Humfrey with the Pcercs be falne at jarres« Meſſ. My Lord Protector, *tis his Highnes pleaſure, 
Then will I raiſe aloft the Miike-white-Roſe, | | You do prepare to ride untoS, «4 tbors, 
With whoſe ſweer ſmell the Ayre ſhall be perfum'd, Where as the King and Queene do meane to Hawke. 
And in my Standard bearethe Armes of Yorke, Hm. I go-Come XN el thou wilt ride with us? £x. Hs. 
Tograpple with the houſe of Lancaſter, Eka. Yes my good Lord, lle follow preſently. 


And force perforce Ile make him yceld the Crowne, | Follow I muſt, | cannot go before, 
Whoſc bookiſh Rule, hath pull'd faire England downe. | While Gloſter beares this bale and humble minds 


_ ExtTorke. Were ] a Man,a Duke,and next of blood, 
Enter Duke Humfrey and bts wife Elianor, I would remove theſe tedious ſtumbling blockes, 
Elia. Why droopes my Lord like over-ripen'd Corn, | Andimooth my way upon their headleff- neckes 
{ Hanging the head at Ceres plenrcous load? And being a woman, I will not be {lacke 
Why doth the Great Duke Hamfrey knit his browes, | To play my part in FortunesPageant, 
As frowning at the Favours of the world? Where are you there?Sir Jobm;nay feare not man, 
Why are thine eyes fixt tothe ſullen earth, Weare alone,here's none but thee,&& I, Enter Hume. 
Gazing on that which ſeemes todimmethy ſight? Hmme. le\us p__ your Royall Majeſty. 
W har ſeeſt thou there?King Hemries Diadem, | Eli, What (ailt thou? Majeſty:T am but Grace. 
Inchac'd with all the Honors of the world? Hume, But by the graceof God,and Hames advice, 
If ſo, gaze 0n,and grovell on thy face, Your Graces Title ſhall be multiplied.} 
Vnnillthy head be circled with the ſame. | Zha. What faiſtthouman?Halt thou as yer confer'd 
Put forth thy hand,reach at the glorious Gold. With CMargerie lordane the cunning Witch, 
What,is't too ſhort ? Ile lengthen it with mine. With Roger Bolk the Conjurer? 4 
And having both together heav'd it up, And will they todome good?” hec 
' Weele both together lift our heads to heaven, Hume. Tl:is they have promiſed,to ſhew your Highnes : 
And never more abaſe our fight ſolow, } A Spirit rais'd from depthof arder n—q The | (ic 
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That ſhall make anſwere to ſuch Queſtions, 
As by your Grace ſhall be pre him. 

Eliaver. It is enough,lle thinke upon the Queſtions: 
When from Saint eAtbens we doe make returne; 
Wee'le ſee thoſe things effected to the full. 
Here Humegtake this reward, make merry man 

With thy Confederates in this weighty cauſe, 

Exu. Ehkanor. 

Hum. Hume muft make merry with the Ducheſle Gold: 
Marry and ſhall:but how now Sir /obn Hume? 
Seale up your Lips,and give no words but Mum, , 
The bulineſle asketh ſilent ſecrecy. : 
| Dame £hanor gives Gold, to bring the Witch: 
Gold cannot come amiſſe, were ſhe a Devill. 
Yet have I Gold flyes from another Coaſt: 
| dare notfay,from the rich Cardinall, 
And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolke; 
Yet I doe finde it ſorfor to be pliine, 
They(knowing Dame Ekewers aſpiring humor ) 
Have hyred me to under-mine the Ducheſle, 
And buzze theſe Cunjurations in her b 
They fay,A crafty Knave do's need no Broker, 
Yetam | Swſfothe and the Cardinalls Broker, 
Hume,it you take not ou ſhall goe neere 
Tocall them botha payre of crafty Knaves. 
Well,ſo it ſtands:and thus I feare at laſt. 
Humes Knavery will be the Ducheſſe Wracke, 
And her Attainture,will be. H fall: 
Sort how it will, I ſhall have Gold for all. Exit 
Enter three or foure Petitioners the Armorert 

Man being one, 


1. Per. My Maiſters, let's ſtand cloſe, my Lord Pro- 
tetor will come this way by and by, and then wee may 
| deliver our Supplications in the Quill. 


| 2. Pet. Marry the Lordprote hum, for hee's a good 
| man, Teſu bleſſe him, 


Emter Suffolke and © ugent. 


Peter. Here a comes me thinkes,and the Queene with 
him:1le bethe firſt ſure. 
2. Pet, Come backe foole , this isthe Duke of Suffolk, 
andnot my Lord ProteRor, BE. 
Sf, How now fellow:would'ſt any thing with me? 
; ow I pray my Lord pardon mc, I tooke ye tor my 
ord Pr Or» 
Lee. To miy Lord ProteRor? Are your Supplications 
to his Lordſhip?Let me ſee them: what is thine? Lhe: 


1. Pet, Mine is ,and'tplcaſe your Grace, it « 
Geodman,mmy Lord Cardinals Ma, for keeping my Houſe, 
and Lands.and Wife and all,frqm me. by 

Suff. Thy Wife too .? that's ſome Wrong indeede, 
What's yours? W hat's heere? Againſt the Duke of Suf- 
folke, for encloſing the Commons of Mciforde, How 
now,Sir Knave? a 

2. Pet. Alas Sir , Iam but a poore Petitioner of our 
whole Towneſhip. 

Pet, Againſt my Maiſter Themes Horner, tor ſaying, 
oat the Duke of Yorke was rightfull Heire to the 
rowne, # 

Lee. What fay'ſt thou ? Did the- Duke of Yorke ſay, 
hec was rightfull Heiretothe Crowne? | 

Pet. That my Miftrefſe was? No forſooth:my Maiſter 
| id,Thar he was;andrhat the King was an V ſurper, 


} 


| Vane preſently : wee'le heare more of your matter 
he King 


Suff. Who is there? 
£ mer Servaxt. 
Take this fellow in,and ſend for his Mailter with a Purſe- 
betore 
Ex, 


[4 a, 
< Lee. And as for you that love to be protected 
Vnder the Wings of our ProteRtors Grace , 
Begin your Suites anew,and ſue to him, 

T eare the Supplication. 
Away,baſe Cullions: Sffotke let them goe.' 

All. Come,let's be gone. 

Lee. My Lord of Suffolke,fay,is this the guilc? 
Is thisthe Faſhions in the Court of England? 

Is this the Governement of Britaines Ile? 
And thisthe Royalty of Albions King? 

W hat, ſhall King Hezry be a Pupill (till, 
Vnder the ſurly Glofters Governance? 

AmlI a Quecne in Tide andinStile, 

And muſt be made a Subject toa Duke? 

I tell thee Poo/e,when inthe Citic Towrs 
Thou ran'ſt a-tilr in honor of my Love, 

And ſtol't away the Ladies hearts of France; 
I thought King Henry bad reſembled thee, 
In Courage,Courtſhip,and Proportion: 

But all his minde is bent to Holineſſe, 

To number Ave-Mearies on his Beades: 

His Champions,are the Prophets and Apoſtles, 
His Weapons, holy Sawes of facred Writ, 
His Study is his Tilt-yard,and his Loves 
Are brazen 1 Canonized Saints. 

I would the Colledge of the Cardinalls 
Would chaſe him Pope,and carry him to Rome, 
And ſet the Tripte Crowne upon his Head; 
That were. a State fit for his Holineſſe, 

Suff. Madame be patient:as I was cauſe 
Your Highneſle came to England, ſo will F 
In England worke your Graces full content. | 

wee. Belide the baught Protector , have we Beauſord 
The imperious Churchman; Somerſet, Bucks h 
And grumbling Terks: and not the lealt of theſe, 
But can doe more in then the King. 

Swff. And he of thele,that can doe molt of all, 
Cannot doe morein then the N evils: 
Salitbwry and Warwickare no imple Peeres. 

© mee. Not all theſe Lords do vex me balfe ſo much, 
As that prowd $a ps ws $ w_ 
She ſweepes itt Court with troups ies 
Morelike #n Empreſſe,then Duke Humphrezes Wife: * 
Strangers in Court, doe take her for the Queene: 

She beares a Dukes Revenewes on her backe, 

And in her beart ſhe ſcornes oar Poverty: 

Shall I not livetobeaveng'd on her? .. 
Contempruousbaſe-borne Callot as ſhe is, 

She vaunted _-og _ her — day, 

The verytrayne wort wearing Gowne, 

Was better worth thenall my Fathers Lands,' 
Tilt S»ffolke gave two Dukedomes for On 
Suff. M ſelfe have lym'da Buſh for her, 
And plac't a Quier of ſuck enticing Birds, 

That ſhe will light toliften to the Layes, 

And never mount totrouble you againe. 

Soler her reſt:and Madameliſt ro me, 

For Iam bold rocountaile you un this; 

Yet mult we joyne with him and with the Eords, 


Exit. 


Till we have brought Duke Humphrey in diſgrace» F 
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As for the Duke of Yorke,this late Complaint 

Will make but little for his benefit: 

So one by one wee'le weed them all at laſt, 

And you your ſelte ſhall ſtcere the happy Helme. Exit. 


Enter the King, Duke Humfrey,( ardinall,Bucking- 
ham, Torke, Salisbrry VV arwicke, 
and the Ducheſſe. 


King. For my part,Noble Lords, I care not which, 
Or Somerſet,or Torke, all's one to me. 

Tor, If Yorke have ill demean'd himſelfe in France, 
Then let him be denay'd the Regent ſhip. 

Some. If Somerſet be unworthy of the Place, 

Let Torke be Regent,I will yeeld to him. 

UUarw, Whether your Grace be worthy,yea or NO, 
Diſpute not that, Yorke is the worthyer. 

Cad. Ambitious VUaerwicks,lct thy betters ſpeake- 

Vyarw. The Cardinall's not my better inthe field. 

Buck, All in this preſence are thy betters, /Varwicke. 

V Yarw. V'Varwicke may live to be thebettof all. 

Salicb.Peace Sonne,and ſhew ſome reaſon Buckingham 
Why Somerſet ſhould be preferr'd in this? 

weene.Bccaulc the King forſooth will have irſo. 

Humf. Madame, the King is old enough himſelte 
To give his Cenfure : Theſe are no Womens matrers. 

2 wee. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be ProteRtor of his Excellence? 

Humf. Madame, Tam ProtcRor of the Realme, 
And at his pleaſure will reſigne my Place. 

Suff. Reſigne it then,and leave thine infolence. . 
Since thou wert King,as who is King,but thou?  ! 
The Common-wealth hath dayly run to wrack, 

The Dolphin hath prevayl'd beyond the Seas, 
And all the Peeres and Nebles of the Realme 
Have bcene as Bond+men to thy Soveraignty. 
Car. The Commons haſt thou rackt,the Clergies Bags 
Areclankeand lezne withthy Extortions. - | 

Som, Thy ſumptuous Buildings,and thy Wives Attyre 
Have coſt a rhatle of publique Treaſure. 

Buck, Thy Cruelty in execution 
Vpon Offendors,hath exceeded Law, 
| And left thee tothe mercy of the Law. 

Dee. Thy (alc of Orfices and Townes in France, | 
If theywere knowne;as the ſuſpett is 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Hcad. 

| | '_ 1 Faxit Huanfrey 


Giveme my Fanne: what, Mynion;can ye noÞ? 
| She gives the Dacbeſſe a box o the care. 


I cry you mercy, Madame:was it you? . - , ! a1 
Dath. Was't 1 ? yea, lit was, prowd French-woman: 
Could I comencete yaur Beauty with my Nalles, 
I could ſct my ten Comnmandements in your face-: . 
K ing. Sweet Aunt bequiet, 'twas againſt her will, 
;Againſt her will;good King? looke to't intime, 
Shee'le hamper thee,and dandie chee ikea Baby:,” >. 
Though in this pla& moſt Mailſter weares no Breeches, 
She ſhall not ſtrjke Dame Ehavorynreveng'd. 
wenn 1145.0 0+ Exit Ehancr.) 
Buck, Lord Cardinall, I willfollow £/encr, 
And liſtenafter Hawfrey,how heproccedes: 
Shee's tickled nowzher Fume can necde no ſpurres, 
Shee'le gallop farre cnoagh to her deſtruRtion, 


o 
hs 


Exu Buckingham. | Gor dere, 


: 
—_ _ Ca 


Emer Humfrey. 


Humf. Now Lords,my Choller being over-bloyne, | 
With walking once about the , 
I come toralke of Commen-wealth Afﬀaires. 
As for your ſpightfull falſe Objections, 
Prove them , and I lye open tothe Law: 
But God in mercy ſo deale with my Soule, 
As 1 in duty love my King and Countrey. 
But tq the matter that we have in hand: 
I ſay,my Soveraigne, Torke is mecteſt man 
To be your Regent in the Realme of France. 

Suff. Before we makeeleion,give me leave 
To ſhew ſome reaſon,of no little torce, 
That Yorke is moſt unmeet of any man. 

Torke. le tell thee , why Iam ynmeer. 
Firſt,for I cannoc flatter thee in Pride: 
Next,if I beappointed for the Piace, 
My Lord of Somerſet will keepe me here, 
Without Diſcharge,Money,or Furniture, 
Till France be wonne into the Dolphins hands. 
Laſt time I danc't attendance on bis will, 
Till Paris was beſicg'd,famiſht,and loſt. 

warw. That can I witnefſe,and a fouler fat 
Did never Traytor in the Land commit; 

Seff. Peace head-ſtrong Warwicke. 

# arw. Image of Pride,why ſhould I hold my peace? 


Enter Ar morer and his Man. 


| 


| Suff. Becauſe here isa man accuſed of Treaſon, 

| Pray Godthe Duke of Yorke excuſe himſelfe. 

| Torks. Doth any 6neaccuſe Torkefor a Traytor? 
- "g- W hat mean'ſt thou, S»ffolkg?rell me, what are 

tnete 

Suff. Pleaſe it your Majeſty, this is the man 
Thardoth accuſe his Mailter of High Treaſon; 

His words were theſe : That Richard,Duke of Yorke, 
Was rightfull Heire untothe Engliſh Crowne, 
And that your Majeſty wasan V lurper. 

K mg. Say man, were theſe thy words? 

eArmo. And't ſhall pleaſe your Majeſty,I never ſayd 
nor thought any ſuch matter : God is my witncſle, lan 
falſely accus'd by the Villaine. 

Peter. By thee tenne bones, my Lords, he did ſpeake 
them to me inthe Garret one Night , as wee were (cow- 
ring my Lord of Yorkes Armor. 

Torke. Bale ill Villaine,and Mechanicall, 

Ile have thy Head for this thy Traytors ſpeech: 
I doe beſcech your Royall Msjeſty, 
Let him haue all the rigor ofthe Law. 

Ar. Alas, my Lord;hang me if ever I ſpake the words: 
ey accuſer is my Prentice , and when 1 did corre him 
for his fault the other day, hee did vow upon his knees 
be would bereverr with me:I have good witneſſe of this, 


therefore I beſcech your Majeſty , doe nor caſt away 

honeſt man for a Villaines accuſation. | 
Kang. Vnckle, whatſhall we ſay to this in law? | 
Hmunf. This doome;myLord,if I may judge: 

Let Somerſet be Regent o're the French, 

_— ry wa oo —_ 

lett a day appointed them 
For ſingle Combat,m convenient place, + 
For ke hath witneffe of his ſervants malice: 


Sow- | 
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Son, 1 humbly thanke your Royall Majeſty. 


Armorer . I _ the Combat willingly. 
Feter, Alas, my , I cannet fight ; for Gods ſake 
pitty my caſe : the ſpightof ay man prevaileth againſt 
me» O Lord have mercy upon me, 1 never be able 
to 6ight a blow'1 > mam yo dctehang's 
H . Sirr or you m g or ſ . 
=q Away with them to Priſon: and the day of 
Combat, (hall be the laſt of the next moneth. Come 
Somerſet. we'll ſee thee ſent away. 
Fleariſh. 


Enter the Witeb, the two Prieits, and Bullingbrooke. 


Hume, Come my Maſters, the Ducheſle I tell you cx- 
pets performance of your promiſes. ; ; 

Bulin, Maſter Hume, weare therefore provided : will 
her Ladyſhip behold and heare our Exorciſmes? 

Hume, 1, what clſc? feare you not her courage. 

Balin. 1 have heard her reported to bea Woman of 
an invincible ſpirit: butirt ſhall be convenient, Maſter 
Hume, that you be by her alofr, while we be bufic be- 
low ; andſoI pray you goc in Gods Name, and leaveus. 

Exit Hume. 

Mother lorden, be you proftrate, and grovell on the 
Earth ; Job Southwell xeade you, and let us to our workes 


Enter Elianor aloft, 


Ekan, Well aid my Maſters, and welcomeall : Tothis 
gccre, the ſooner the better, 

Bulin.Patience,good Lady , Wizards know their times: 
Deepe Night, darke Night, the filent of the Night, 
The time of Night when Troy was ſet on fire, 


Exeun, 


' Thatrime beſt firs the worke we have in hand. 


The time whenScreech-owles cry, and Bandogs howle; 
And ſpirits walke, and Ghoſts breake up their Graves z 


Madam, fit you, and feare not : whom we raiſe, 
We will make faſt within a hallow'd Verge. 


. Here dee the Ceremonies belonging, and make the Circle, 
Bulling brooke or Sonthwell reades, Conjuro 
tc, &Cc. It Thunders and Lightens 
terribly : then the Sperit 


riſeth, 
Spirit, eAdſum. 
Whoſe name and power thou trembleſt at, 
Anſwer that I aske ; for till thou ſpeake, 


Thou ſhalt not paſſe from hence. 
Spirit. Aske what thou wilt ; that I had faid, and 


ne. 
Ballin, Ficſt of the King : What ſhall of him be- 
come 7 
Spirit, The Duke yet lives, that Henry ſhall depoſe : 
But him out-live, and dyc a violent 4cach. 
Ballin, W hat fates await the Duke of Suffolke 2 
Spirit. By Water ſhall he dyc,and take hisend. : 


Zalin, Whar ſhall befall the Duke of Somerſet? 
Spirit, Let him (hun Caſtles. 

Safer ſhall he upon the ſandic Plaines, 

Then where Caſtles mounted ſtand. . 

Have done, for more I hardly can endure. 

Buling, Deſcend to Darkenefſe, and the burning Lake: 


Falſe fiend avoyde. 
Thnuder and Lightning: Exio Spied. 


| To be the Poſte, in hope of his reward. 


Enter the Duke of Yorks, and the Duke of Buckingham 
with their Guard, and breaks in. 


Torks. Lay hands upon theſe Traytors, andtheir traſh: 
Beldam I thinke we watchr you at an inch. 
What Madam, are youthere? che King and Common- 
Are deepely indebted for this peece of paines ; (weale 
My Lord ProteQtor will, I doubt it not, 
Sce you well guerdon'd for theſe good deſerts. 
Ehas, Not halfe fo bad asthine to Englands King, 
Injurivus Duke, that threateſt where's no cauſe. 
Buck, True Madam, none atall: what call you this? 
Amway with them, let them be clapt upcloſe, 
And kept aſunder : you Madam ſhall with us, 
Staffordtake her tothee. 
We'll ſee your Trinkets here all forth-comming. 
All away. Exit. 
Torke. Lord Buckingham, me thinkes you watcht her 
A pretty Plot, well choſen to build upon. (well - 
Now pray my Lord, let's ſee the Deyills Writ. 
-=_ = we bere ? Reader, 
D {rves, that Henry (hall T 
But him — pry gn} 
Why thisis juſt, As e/Eacida Romances vincere poſſe. 
Well, to the reſt : 
Tellme what fare awaits the Duke of Suffolks ? 
By Water (hall be dye, and take his end, 
What ſhall betide the Duke of Somerſer ? 
Let him ſhunne (ail les, 
ET pon the ſandy Plaines, 
where (aitlet monnted ſtand, 
Come, come, wy Lords, 
Theſe Oracles arc hardly attain'd, 
And hardly underſtood. | 
The King isnow in progreſſe towards Saint Albenes, 
With him, the husband of this lovely Lady : 
Thither goes theſe Newes, 
As faſt as horſe can carry them : 
A forry breakfaſt for my Lord Protector, 
Buc.Y our Grace (hall give meleave, my 


Loxdof Yorke, 


' Torke. At your pleaſure, my good Lord. 
Who's within there, hoe? 


Enter a Ser vin R 
Invite my Lordsof Salubwry ws. Warwicke 
To ſup with me to morrow Night, Away. | 
Exeunt | 


Enter the King, 2 neene, Proteflor, Cardinal, and 
Suffolke ,vnh Faulkner: bellawing . 


nee. Beleeve me Lords, for flying atthe Brooke, 
I ſaw not better (port theſe ſeven yeeres day ; 
Yet by your leave, the Winde was very high, | 
And ten to one, old /oane had not gone our. | 
King. But what a point, my Lord, your Faulcon made, 
And what a pytch ſhe flew above thereſt : 
Toſee how God in all his Creatures workes, | 
Yea May and Birdsare fayne of climbing high. 
S#ff. No marvell, and ir mo Majeſty, 
My Lord Protectors Hawkes doc towre fo well, ; 
They know their Maſter lovesto bealoft, . 

beares his thoughts above his Faulcons Pitch. 
Gleſf. My Lord, 'tisbuta baſe ignoble minde, 
That mounts no higher then a Bird can ſore. 

O 


m6 
_ Card. 


te —_—_—_ 


wy PER 
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(ard. 1 thought as much , he would be above the 
Clouds, y 

Gtoft, I my Lord Cardinall, how thinke you by that? 
Were it not good your Gracecould flyeto Heaven ? , 

King. The Trealury of everlaſting loy. 


Card.Thy heaven is on Farth,thine Eyes and Thoughts 


Beat on a Crowne; the Trealure of thy heart, 
Pernitious ProteRor, dangerous Pecre, 
Thet ſmoorh'it it fo with King and Commonyeale. 
G!o;F, W hat Cardinall? 
Is your Pricſt-hood growne peremptory ? 
T antent animis ({ ateſtibus ire, Church-men ſo hot ? 
Gcod VYnckle hide ſach mallice : 
Wrth ſuch Holynefſe can you doe 1t? 
Suff. No mallice Sirg no more then well becomes 
So gooda Quarre!l, and ſo vada Pecres 
Gleft. As who, my Lord? 
Suff. Why, as you, my Lord, 
Arc like yonr lordly Lords Proretorſhip. 
Gleſt. Why Suffo/ke, England knowes thine inſolence. 
Lee. And thy Ambition, Gloiter. | 
Kg. I prethee peace, good Queene, 
And whet not on thele roo-too furious Peeres, 
For bleſſed arc the Peace-makers on Earth 
Card. Let me be bleſſed for the Peace I make 
ainſt this prowsd Protector with my Sword. 
Gleft. Faith holy Vnckle,would'c were come to that. 
Card. Marry, when thou dar'lt. 
Gleft. Make up no fatious numbers for the matter, 
In thine owne perſon anſwereby abulc. 
Card. I, where thoudar'{t not peepe : 
And if thou dar'ſt,this Evening, 


1 On the Eaſt ſide of the Grove. 


King, How now, my Lords ? 
Card. Belceve me, Coun Glofter, 
Had not your man put up tae Fouic to ſuddenly, 
We had had moreiporrt. 
Come with thy'two-hand Sword, 
Glo. True Vnckle, are ye advis'd ? 
The Ealt fide of the Grove : 
Cardinall, I an with you, 
Kino. Why how now, Vnc ke Gloiter ? 
Gtoft, Talking of Hawking ; nothing elſe, my Lord. 
Now by Gods Mother, Prieſt, 
He ſhave your Crowne for this, 
Or all my Fence ſhall faile. _ 
Card. Medice teipſums, ProteQtor ſee to't well, protect 
your ſclfc. 
King. The Windes grow high, 
£o doe your Stomackes Lords : 
How irkeſome is this Muſicke tomy heart ? 
W hen ſuch Strings jarre, what ba>c of Harmony ? 
I pray my Lords let me compow. this {trite, 


Enter one oJire 4 AMiracls, ' 


Gleft. What meanes this now? 

Feliow, what Miracle & thou proclaime ? 
One. AMiracle, a Miracle.  * 
SIM Coaic toth&King, and tell him what Mira- 

cle. 

One. Forſooth, a blind man at Saint Albenes Shrine, 

Within this balfe houre hath receiv'd his ſight, 

A manthat ne'reſaw in his life before. 
King. Now God be prais'd, that to beleeving Soules 

Gives Light in Darkeneſſe, Comfort in Deſpaire. 


——_—— 


Gods goodaneſle hath beene 


Enter the Mayor of Saimt Alhones, and bis 
Brethren, bearing the man berweene 
two in e 
Card. Here comes the Towneſ-men, on Proceſſion, 
Topreſent your Highnefſe with the man. 
King, Great is his comfort in this Earthly Vale, 
Although by his ſight his finne be multiplycd. 
Glest Stand by, my Maſters, bring him necre the King, 
His highneſle pleature is to talke with him. 
King. Good-tcllow, tell us here the circumſtance, 
That we for thee may glorifie the Lord, 
What, haſt thou beere long blind, and now reſtor'd ? 
Sp. Borne bliud, and'e pleaſe your Grace. 
Wife. I indeed was he. 
S»ff. What Woman is this? | 
Wife. His Wite, and't like your Worſhip- 
Gloft. Hadſt thou beene his Mother, thou could'f 
have better told. 
King. Where wert thou borne? 
Spc. At Barwicke in the North, and't like your 
Gr Accs 
King. Poore ſoule, 
great to thee : 
Let never Day nor Night unhallowed paſſe, 
Bur (till remember what the Lord hath done. 
Lee. Tell me, good-fellow, 
Cam'ſt thou here by Chance,or of Devotion, 
Forhis holy Shrine ? ; 
Sump, God knowes of pure Devotion, 
Being call*d a hundredtimes, andoftner, 
In my ſleepe, by good Saint Albon : 
Who ſaid ; Symon, come : come offer at my Shrine, 
And 1 will helpe thee. 
Wife. Molt trac, forſooth : 
And many tame and oft my ſelfe haye heard a V oyce, 
Tocall hun ſo. 
Card. What, art thou lame? 
Sip. I, God Aimighty helpe me. 
Suff. How cam'lt thou ſo? 
Simp. A tall off of a Tree. 
Wife. A Plum-rrre, Maſter. 
Gloft. How long haſt thou beene blind ? 
Simpe. O borne 1o, Maſter. 
Gloit. What, and would'itclimbe a Tree ? 
S5»pc. Bur that in all my life, when 1 was a youth. 
Wife. Too trac, and his climbing very deure, 
Gloft."Majle, thou lov'dit Plummes well,chat would'k 
venture ſor +». 
Simp. Alas, good Maſter, my Wife defircd ſome 
= ons, and made mee climbe, with danger of wy 
Co 


G/eft. A ſubtiil Knave, bur yet it ſhall not ferve : 
Let me ice thine Eyes ; winck now, now openthem, 
In my opinion, yet thou lceſt not well. 

Simpe. Yes Maſter, cleareas day, I thanke God and 
Saint Albon. 

_ Say'ſt thou me ſo : what Colour isthis Cloake | 
ore 

Simpe, Red Maſter, Redas blood. : | 

Glofte 'Vhy that's well {aid ;: What Colour 1s MJ 
Gowne of ? 

Simp, Blacke forſooth, Coale-blacke, as Ict. 

_y Why then, thou know'ſt what Colour Ict 15 
of ? 

Seff. And yct I thinke, Iet did benever (ce. 
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Glo#t, But Cloakes and Gownes, before this day, a | 
many. 

Wife. Never before this day, in all his life, 

Glo#t. Tell me Sirrha, what's my Name ? 

Simpe. Alas Maſter, I know not, 

Gloft. What's his Name ? 

Simpe. I know not, 

Gloſt. Nor his ? 

Simpe. No indeed, Maſter. 

Gleft, What's thine owne Neme ? 

Simpoc. Sannder Si , and if it 

Gleſt. Then Sawnder, ſit there, 
The lying 


pleaſe you, Maſter. 


'(t Knave in Chriſtendome. 
Ifthou hadſt beene borne blind, 
Thou might'lt as well have knowneall our Names, 
As thus to name the ſeverall Colours we doe were» 
Sighe may diſtinguiſh Colours : . 
But ſuddenly to nominate them all, * 
[t isimpollible. | 
My Lords, Saint Alboze here hath done a Miracle ; 
And would ye not thinke it, Cunning tobe great, 
That could reſtore this Cripple to his Legges agame? 
$: mpc, O Maſter, that you could ? 
Gloſt. My Maſters of Saint Albons, 
Have you not Beadles in your Towne, 
And things call'd iy 7 ? 
Mayor. Yes,m - if itplcaſe Grace» 
Gleft, Then ſend for one - bo 
Mayer. Sirrha, goe fetch the Beadle hither ſtraight. 


| Exit. 
Glſft. New terch me a Stoole hither by and by. 
Now Sirrha,if you meane to fave your (elfe from W hip- 
ping, leape me over this Stoole,and runne away. | 
Sump, Alas Maſter, I am notable to ſtand alone : 
You goe about to torture me in vaine, 


Enter a Beadle with rwwhigper. 


Gloit, Well Sir, we muſt have you find your Legges- 

_ Beadle, whippe him till he leape over that ſame 
Bead. I will, my Lord, | 

Come on Sirrha, off with your Doublet, quickly, 

Sr Alas Maſter, what ſhall I doe ? 1 am not able to | 


After the Beadle hath hit him once, be leaper ov:r 
the Stoole, and runnes away : and t 
| follow, andery, 4 Miracle. 
Kmg. O God, ſeeſt thou this , and (olong ; 
Quee, It made me laugh,toſcethe Villaine runne. 
Gleſt. Follow the Knave, and take this Drab away- 
Wife. Alas Sir, we did it for pure need. 
Glo.Leethem be whipt through every Market Towne 
Till they come to Barwicke, from whence they came. 
Exit, 
(*d. Duke H ha's donea Miracle to day. 
S»f, True z madethe Lame to leape and flye away. 
Gloft, But you have done more Miracles then I: 
You made in aday, my Lord, whole Townes to flye, 


Enter Buckingbavs. 


King. What Tidings with our Couſin B ? 

a my" ; © 
ore naughty perſons, d , 

Vnderthe Countenevcaand Confederacy 


ON 


| Crown'd by the Name of H, 
| Sent his poore Queeneto France, from \y 


Of Lady Ekanor, the ProteQors Wite, 

The Ring-leader and head of all this Rout, 

Have praQtis'd dangerouſly againſt your State, 

Dealing with Witches and with Conurers, 

Whom we have apprehended inthe Fact, 

Rayſing up wicked Spirits from under ground, 

Demanding of King Henries Life and Death, 

And other of your Highneſle Privy Councell, 

AS more at large your Grace ſhall underſtand. | 
(7d. And fo my Lord ProteRtor, bythismeanes 

Your Lady is forth-comming, yet at London. 

This Newes I thinke hath turn'd your Weapons edge ; 

'Tis like, my Lord, you will not keepe your houre. 
Ghoſt. Ambitious Church-man,leave to aflit my heart; 

Sorrow m—_— have vanquiſhrt all my powers z 

And vanquiſht as 1 am, I yecldto thee, 

Or to the meaneſt Groome . ; 

K ig.O God, what miſchicfes workethe wicked ones? 
Heaping confuſion on their owne heads t . 
wee, Glaiter, ſee here the TainAure of thy Nelt, 

looke thy ſelfe be faultlefle, thou werrt beſt. 
Gleft. Madam, for my ſelfe, to heaven I doe appeale, 
How I have lov'd my King, and Common-weale : 
And for my Wife, I know not how it ſtands, 
Sorry Iam to hear: what I have heard- 
Noble ſhe is ; bur if ſhe have forgot 


{| Honor and Vertue, and convers't with ſuch, 


As like to Pytch, defile Nobility ; 
I baniſh her tny Bed, and , 
And give her asa Prey to Law and Shawe, 
Thar hath dis-honored Glofters honeſt Name. 

King. Well, for this Night we will repoſe us here: 
Tomorrow toward London, backe againe, * 
Tolooke into this Buſinefſe thorowly, 
And call theſe foule Offendorsto their Anſweres ; = 
And poyle the Cauſe in Tuſtice equall Scales, (vailes, 


Whoſe Beame ſtands ſure, whole rightfull cauſe pre- 
Exennt. 


Enter Torke, Saliabury, and Warwickg. 


Torke. Now my good Lords of Salibwry and Warwicks, 
Our ſimple Supper cuded, giveme leave, 
In this cloſe Walke, to fatishe my ſelfe, 
Incraving your opinion of my Title, 
Which is infallible, to Exglands Crowne. 

Salis, My Lord, long to heare ira full. 

Warw. Sweet Torke begin : and if thy clayme be good, 
The Nevilks are thy Subjects to command. 

Torke. Then thus : 
£dwardthethird; my Lords, had ſeven Sonnes : 
The firſt, Edwerd the Blacke-Prince, Prince of Wales ; 
The ſecond, Williem of Hatfield ; andthe third, 
Lionel, Duke of Clarence : next towhom, 
Was /olnof Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaſter ; 
The fift, was £dwerd Langley... Duke of Tarke ; 
The ſixt, was 7 homas of #oedfTocke, Dake of Gloſter, 
IWiliaw of Windſer vas the ſeventh,and lait, 
Edwardthe Blacke-Prince dyed before his Father, 
And left behind him Richard, his onely Sonne, 
Whoafter Edwerdthe third*s death, raign'd King, 
Till Henry B e, Duke of Lancaſter, 
The eldeſt Sonne and Heire of /obhwof Gaunt, 
the fourth, - 


Realme, depos'd the rightfuall King, 
bene thecame, 
Ard 


Seiz'd on t 


02 


_— 


| 
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And him to Pumfret ; where, as all you know, 
Harmecleſle King Richard was murthered traiterouſly; 
Warw. Father,the Duke hath told the truth, 
Thus got the Houſe of Lencafter the Crowne. 
Torke. Which now they hold by force,and notby right: 
For Richard, the firſt Sonnes Heire, being dead, 


| The iſſue of the next Sonne ſhould have reign'd. 


Salis, But William of Hatfield dyed without an Heire, 
Yorke, The third Sonne, Duke of Clarence, 
From whoſe Line I clayme the Crowne, 
Had Ifſue Phizzp, a Daughter, 
Who ed Edmond Mortimer, Earle of March : 
Edmond had Iſſue, Roger Earle of March; 
Roger had Iſſue, Edmond, eAme, and Eliavor. 

Saliz. This Edmond, inthe Reigne of Bullingbrooke, 
As I haveread, layd clayme unto the Crowne, 
And but for Owen Glendowr, had beene King ; 
Who kept himin Captivity, till he dyed. 
Bur, to the reſt. 

Yorke. His cldeſt Siſter, Awne, 

My Mother , being Heire untothe Crowne, 
Marryed Richard, Earle of Cembriage, 

Who was to £dmond Langley, 

Edward the thirds fift Sonnes ſonne z 

By her I clayme the Kingdome: 

She then was Heireto Roger, Earle of March, 
W ho was the Sonne of Edmond Mor timer, 
Who marryed Phbilp, ſole Daughter 

Vnto Liexel, Duke of Clarence. 

So, if the iſſue of the elder Sonne 

Succeed before the younger, I am King. ; 

W arw. What plaine procecding is more plainethen 
Henry doth elayme the | $77 Tobn of Gaunt, 
Thefourth Sonne, Yorke claymes it fcom the third : 

Till Lioneds iſſue fayles, his ſhould not reigne. 

It faylesnot yet, but flouriſhes fn thee, 

Andi inthy Sonnes, faire lippes of ſuch a Stocke, 
Then Father Salibury, kneele we together, 

And inthis private Plot be we the firlt, 

That ſhall ſalute our rightfull Soveraigne 

With honor of his Birth-right to the Crowne. 

Both. Long live our Soveraigne Richard, England: 
King. 

Trke We thanke you Lords : 

But I am not your King, till I be Crown'd, 
And thatmy Sword be itayn'd 

Witk heart-blood of the Houſe of Laxcaiter : 
And that's not ſuddenly to be petform'd, 

But with adviceand(filentſccrecy». + 

Doe you as I doe in thele « ous dayes, 
Winke at the Duke of S»ffolkes inlolence, 

At Beavfords Pride, at Somerſets Ambition, 

At Buckingham, and all the Crew of them, * 
Till they have ſnar'd the Shepheard of the Flocke, 
That vertuousPriace,the good Duke Hamfrey : 
'Tis that they ſecke ; and they, inſecking thar, 
Shall find their deaths, if Torkecan prophecy, 

36 My Lord, breake we off ; we know your mind 
at 

#Warw. My beartaſſures me, that the Earle of Warwicke, 
Shall one day make the Duke of Torkea King, 

Yorke. And Nevill, this I doc afſure my ſclfe. 

Richard ſhall livero make the Earle of Warwicke 
The greateft man in Eng/ard, but the King, 
Exeant. 


CET 


Sound Trumpets. Enter the King and State, 
with Guard, tobaniſh he 
D 


King. Stand forth Dame Ehanor Cobhary, 
Glefters Wie : 
In ſight of God, and us, your guiltis great, 
Reccivethe lenrence of the Law for {inne, 
Suchas by Gods Booke are adiudg'd todeath. 
You fourefrom hence ro Priſon, backe againe : 
From thence, unto the place of Execution z 
The Witch in Smithfield ſhall be burnt ro aſhes, 
And you three ſhall be on the Gallowees- 
You Madam, for you are more Nobly borne, 
Deſpoyled of your Honor in your Lite, 
Shall, after three dayes open Penance done; 
Live in your Countrey here, in Baniſhment, 
With Sir [obn Stanly, in the Ile of Man. 
EE Welcome 1s Baniſhment, welcome were my 
ath. 
Gloft. Elianor, the Law thou ſeeſt hath judged thee, 
I cannot jultifhe whom the Law condemnes . 
Mine eyesar full of teares, my heart of gricfe. 
Ah Hemfrey, this diſhonor 11 thine age, 
Will bring thy head with forrow torheground. 
I beſcech your Majelty give me leave to goc ; 
Sorrow would ſollace, and mine Age would ceaſc. 
King. Stay Humfrey, Duke of Gloſter, 
Ere thou goe, give up thy Staffe, 
Pr fur 0 e ProteQor be, 
m m ide, 
ted hen 
And goe in peace, Humfrey, no leſſebelov'd, 
Then when thou wert ProteRtor to thy King." 
Lee, 1ſcenoreaſon, why a King of yeeres 
Should be to be cd like a Child; 
Godand King governe E Realme : 
Give up your Staffe, Sir, andthe King his Realme- 
Gloft. My Staffe ? Here, Noble Henry, is my Staffe 
As williogly doe I the ſame refigne, 
As erethy Father Henry made it mine ; 
And even as willingly at thy feete I leave it, 
o _ —_ ambitiouſly reccive it. 
arewe King: when Iam deadand go 
May honorable Peace attend thy Throne. oY 
Ext Gloſtere 


Luee. Why now is Hemy King,and Margaret Queene, 
And Hamfrey, Duke of Gloſter, Ercehimicl6e, V 
That beares ſo ſhrewd a z two Pulls at once; 
His Lady banifht, and aLimbeloptoff 
This Staffe of Henor there ler it ſtand, 
yy RR _ be, in Henries hand. 

; this lofty Pyne,& hangs his {| 
RM 
orke, , lethi jclty, 
This is the day A 


And ready arethe 


Lord : for ely therefore 
Ro Court, oe thi _ wy ts. 
wg. A Name ſcethe Lyſts and all things fit, 
Here let them end it, an God delenrtrigt. 
Torke. I never ſawafellow worſe þ 
Or more afraidto fight, then is the Appellant, 
The ſcrvant of this Armorer, my Lords. 


— — 


——_—. 


| 
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CLGPRI_T 


at one Doore the Armorer and bis Neighbor 1,drinking 

ye en oe pry = er enters with 4 
before bim. and bu Staffe, with a — 

faftened 19 it : and at the other Doere hi Man, with 4 
Drumme and Sand-bagge, and Prentices drinkzag to bins, 


1 . N cighbor., Here Neighbour Horner,[ drinke toyou 
ina Cup of Sacke ; and feare not Neighbor,you ſhall doe 
well enough. _ ; Yaſr 

2. Neighbor, And here Neighbour, here's a Cup of 
Charneco. | TT 

3- Neighbor. And here's a Pot of good Double-Beere 
Neighbor : drinke, and feare not your Mar. | 

eArmorer, Let it come ifaith ,and Ile pledge you all, 
and a figge for Peter. 

1. Pren... Here Peter, 1 drinke to thee, and be not a- 
frad. - 
2 Pren, Be merty Peter, and feare notthy Maſter, 

Fight for credit of the Prentices. 

Peter, I thanke you all : drinke,and pray for me, pray 
you, for I thinke I haye taken my lalt in this 
World. Here Robin, and if I dyc,I give thee my Aporne; 
and W4ll, thou ſhalt have my Hammer : and Tom, 
takeall the Money that I have. O Lord blefle me, Ipray 
God, for I amnever able to deale with my Maſter, he 
hath learng ſo much fence already. "P 

Salts, Come, leave your drinking, and fall ro blowes. 
irrha, what's thy Name: 

Peter, Peter forlooth. 

Salis. Peter ? what more ? 


Peter. T hampe. ; 
2 Then ce thou thumpe thy Maſter 


Saliab. Thumpe 
well. ; . 

eArmorey. Maſters, 1am come hither as it were 
my Mans inſtigation, to prove him a Knave,and my ſclte 
an honeſt manz androuchingthe Duke of Yorks, I will 
take my death, 1 never meant him any jll, nor the King, 
nor the Queene : andtherefore Peter have at thee with a 
downe-right blow. 

Tork; Diſpatch, this Knavestongue begins to double. 
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combatrants. 

Try fight, and Peter Firikes bim downe. 

Armerer. Hold Pater, hold, 1 conteſle, I confeſle Trea- 
on, | 
Tork, Take away his Weapon:Fdlow thanke God,and 
the good Wine in thy Maſters way. | ; 

Puer, O God, have 1 overcome = R_ in this 
preſence ? O Peter,thou baſt prevayl!'d in right. 

King, Goe, take hencethat Traytor from our ſight, 
For by his death we doe perceive his guilt, 
And God in Iuſtice hath reveal'd to us 


The truthand innocence of this poore fellow, . 
Which he had t to have murther's wrongfully, 
Come fellow, follow us for thy Reward. 
Exeunt, 
Enter Duke Humfrey and his Men in 
Mourning Cloakes. 

Gloit. Thas ſometimes haththe brighteſtday a Cloud: 

And after Summer, evermore |. 


Barren Winter, with his wrathfull nipping Cold; 
So Cares and Ioyes abound, as Seaſons fleet, 


Sirs, what's a Clocke ? 


Serv, Teane, my Lord. 


—_— 


Gloit. Tenne is the houre that-was appointed me, 
To watch the comming of my puniſht Ducheſle : 
Vnneath may ſhe endure the Flinty Streets, 
Totreade them with her tender-fecling teer. 

Sweet Ned, ill canthy Noble Mind abrooke 

The abject People, gazing on thy face, 

With envious Lookes fell laughing at thy ſhame, 
That erſt did follow thy prowd Chariot-Wheeles, 
When thou did(t ride incriumph through the ſtreets, 
Bur ſoft, Ithinke ſhe comes, and Ile prepare 

My teare-ſtayn'd cyes, ſofce her Mitcries, 


Emer the Dacheſſe in a white Sheet, and Taper 
burning in her band, with the Sherife 
and Officers. 


| Serv. Sopleaſe your Grace, we'll take her from the 
Sherife. | 
Gloſter. No, ſtirre not for your lives, let her paſſe 


Y » 

Ehkan. Come you, my Lord, to ſee my open ſhame? 
Now thoudo'ſt Penance teo. Looke how they gaze, 
See how the _ multitude doe point, 

And nodde their heads, and throw their eyes onthee. 

Ah Glefter hide thee from their harefulllookes, 

And inthy Cloſet pent up, rue my ſhame, 

And banne thine Enemies, both mine and thine. 
Gloft. Be patient, gentle Nell, forget this griefe. 
Ehen. Ah Glofer, teach me to forget my icife 

For while(t I thinke I am thy married Wife, 

And thou a Prince, ProteRor of this Land : 


Methinkes I ſhould not thus be led along, 


May!'d up in ſhame, with Papers on my backe, 
—" follow'd —_— m—_ _ wc 

oſce my teares e my deepe-tct groanes. 
——  _y _ cut x4 tender feer, 

when I ſtart, the envious people laugh, 
And bid me be adviſed how I treade. _— 
Ah Humfrey, can I beate this ſhamefull yoake 3 
Trowelt thou, that ere Ile looke upon the World, 
Or count them happy, that enjoyesthe Sunne? 
No: Darke ſhall be my Light, and Night my Day, 
To thinke upon my Pompe, ſhall be my Hell. 
Sometime lle {ay, I am Duke Humfrezes Wite, 
And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land z 
Yet ſo herul'd, and ſuch a Prince he was, 
As he ſtood by, whileſt I, his forlorne Ducheſle, 
Was madea wonder, and apointing ſtocke 
To every idle Raſcal followers. 
But be thou milde, and bluſh not at. my ſhame, 
Nor ftirre at nothing, till the Axe of Death 
over thee, as ſure it ſhortly will. 

For S»ffolke, he that candoe all in all 
With her, that haterh thee and hates us all, 
And Yorke, and impious Beawford, thattalle Pricſt, 
Have all lym'd Buſhes to betray thy Wings, 
And flye thou how thouganſt, they'letangle thee, 
But feare not thou, untill thy toatbe fnar'd, 
Nor never ſecke prevention of thy foes. 


And had I twenty times fo many foes, 
Andeach of them had rwenty times their power, 
All theſe could not p me any ſ{cathe, 

Solong as I am loyall, true, and crimeleſſe. | 
Would'ſt have me reſcue thee from this reproach ? © - © 
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| Why yetthy ſcandall were not wipt away, 


Thy wma | Na 
is quiet Vel: 
ogg 
c W w y worne. 
© Enter 4 > og : 
Her,l ſummon your Grace tobis Majeſtics Parliament 
Holden at Bury, the firſt of this next Moncth, 
Gleft. And my conſent ne'reask'd herein before ? 
This iscloſe dealing. Well, I will be there. 
My Nell, I take my leave; and Maſter Shcrife, 
Let not her Penance exceedethe Kings Commiſſion. 
Sher, And'c you Grace, here my Commiſſion 
And Sir obs is appointed now, 
tothe Ic of Man. | 
GleFt, Muſt you, Sir lob», prote&t my Lady here? 
ops So am I given in charge , may's pleale your 
Co 
Gleft. Entreat ber notthe worſe, in that I pray 


You uſe her well : the World againe 
; indole, you doc it her. 


And I maylive to doc you 

Ehav, What, gone my Lord, and bid me not fare- 
well? 

Glo#t, Witneſſe my tcarcs, I cannot Itay to e, 

Ekian, Art thou gone too? all comfort goe with thee, 
For none abides with me: my Toy, is Death. : 


1 And fo Sir /ebs, farewcll. 


| Death, at whoſe Name 1 oft haye becne afear'd, 


Becauſe I wiſh'd this nr ariaqu 
Stanley, I prethee goc, me hence 
— whither, tor I begge no favour ; 
Onely conyey me wherethoy art 
Stas. Why, Madam, that isto the Ile of Man, 


Thereto beus'd pans one: | 
Elan, That's bad env Lam but reproach : 
Ani ll] Gage wo emreety ? 
Stes. Like toa Ducheſic, and Duke Humfreges Lady, 
ing tothat State you ſhall be us'd. 
Ekes. Sherife farewell, and better then 1 fare, 
h thou haſt beene Condudt of my ſhame. 
Sheri. It is my Office, and Madam mc. 
Elin, I, I, farcwcll, thy Office is diſcharg'd : 
Come Stanley, ſhall we goe? 
Stan, Madam, your Penance done, 
—_— off this Shecr, . 
oe wetoattyre you for our Journey, 
Elan, M hhawe once be (iihed wh ate Sher 
No, it will upon my richeſt Robes, 
And ſhew it ſclfe, attyre me how I can. 
Gor, leade the way, 11ong to ſee my Priſon. 


Emer King, Queene, Cardinell, Suffche, Torks, 
Bucks ghem, Sabebury, and Warwicky, 
ro the Parkament. =—_ 
King. 1 mnſe my Lord of Gloſter is not come : 
'Tis not his wont tobe the hindmoſt man, 
W hate're occaſion WRONG Nam aenom, 
Dnee. Can younot ice? or will yenot obſerve 
Wit hat Hour eh rg : 
With whata Maje mſi 
Re Ns, ed 
ow prow re , u L 
Weknow the time linge be was milde and affable, 
And if we did but glarce a farre-off Looke, 
Immediately he was upon his Knee, 


—_— —— 


Exmm. 


A —_—y 


regarded when they grinne, 
But great men tremble when the Lyonrores, 
And H isnolittle Man in England. 
Firſtnote, thathe isnecreyouindeſcent, 
And ſhould you fall, he is the next will mount.” 
Me ſecmeth then it is no Pollicy, | 

on what a rancorous mund he beares, 
That he ſhould come Aur Royall Perſon, 
councell. 


'Tisto be fear d they 
Now 'tisthe Spring, 
Suffer thegn now, —_ wo 
And choakethe Herbes for want of husbandry. 

The reverent care I beare unto my Lord, 
Made me collettheſe inthe Duke. 
If it be fond, call it a Womans feare : 

W hich feare, if berrer Reaſons can \ 
I will ſubſcribe, and ſay 
My Lord of Seffolk, 


i 
bi 


The Duc his 


V pon my Life began her divelliſh iſcs; 
Or if he were not privy tothoſe x 
Yet by reputing of his high T 


As nextthe King, he was ſucceſſive Heire, 
And ſuch high vaunts of his Nobility, 

Did inſtigate the Bedlam braine-ficke Ducheſſe, 
By wicked meanes to frame our 


The Fox barkes not, when he would ſteal: the Lambe. 
No, no, my Soverai 


: r the R l , 

I 

y meancs vw , L 
Buck. Tut, theſe med Ang | 


| From meaning Treaſon to our Royall Perſon, | 
As is the ſucking Lambe, or harmelefle Dove : ' 
The Duke is vertuous, milde, andtoo well given, 


For he's di 
| Is he a 


Raven. 
? hisSkinne is ſurely lenthim, 
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Theſecond Part of Henry the Sixth. 131 


For be's enclin'd 2: is the ravenous Wolves. 


Who cannot ſtealc a that mcanes deceit ? i 
Take heed, my Lord, the welfare of usall, keepe, untill your further time of Tryall. 
Hangs 0n the cutting ſhort that fraudfull man. | King, My Lendef Gloyfr, emp Gackllhope, 
: That you will cleare your {elte from all fuſpence, 
5mm, Al ba unto my gracious Sor "Cho. Agrees rk he derace gerame 
om, unto my N . acious Lord, theſe are : 
| King. Welcome Lord Semerſet : What from ith foule Ambition, | 
France ? And Charity chag'd hence by Rancours hand ; 
Sow. Thatall your Intereſt inthoſc Territories, Foule Subornation is predominant, 
Is vtterly bereft you all is lolt. And, Equitie exil'd your highneſſc Land. 


King. Cold Newes, Lord Sewerſct : but Gods will be I know, their Complot isto have my Life : 
done. And if my death might make this Iland happy | 
Torks. Cold Newes for me : for I had hope of France, And prove the Period of their Tyraony, s 


As firmely as 1 for fertile England. I would expend it with all wi be! 4 = 
Thus are my blaſted in the Bud, . | Bur mine is made the P rotheir Play : A. 2 
And Caterpillers cate my Leaves away | For thouſands more, that yet ſaſpeR no perill, | 
ee or A EE 
Or ſell my Title for a glorious Grave: ord: red ſparkling eyes blab hi ice, 

"OR ny en Ii 

( <A harpe Buckimghew unburthens with hisrongue, 

Chce#t. All bappinele axe oy Londthe King! The envious Load that lyes upon bis heart ; © / | 
Pardon, my Licge, that I have ſtay'd {o long. And dogged Yorke, that reaches at the Moone, | 


Suff.Nay Gloceiter know thatthou art come too ſoone, | Whole oyer-weening Arme I bave pluckt backe, ) 
Vnleſſe thou wert more loya'l thenthou art : 74 mrengnar —_ | 
rug ways nn Id , 

Caulcleſlc have lay'd wc bead, | 
And with your beſt endevour have (tirr'd up | 
My liefeſt Liegeto be mine Enemy : 1 
I, all of you have lay'd your heads together, | 
My ſcifc had notice of your Conventicles, 

And all to make away my guiltleſſe life. 

- ay wake --ar-adagws-s capes me, 
or | reaſons, to augment lt ; 
Souldiers pay, | Theancient Proverbe Rte rye Aurag | 
hath lolt France. A Staffe is quickly found to beat a Dogge. 
(ard. My Liege, bisrayling is intoilcrable. 


ſa? 


hey that thinke it ? If thoſe that care to keepe your Royall Perſon | 

I never rob'd the Souldiers of their pay, | From Treaſons ſecret Knite, and Traytors Rage, | 
Nor ever had one Bribe from France. Be ny OI ratcd at, 
wean Cog, as 1 | And the granted ſcope of ſpeech, 
I, Night by Nighe, in ſtudying good for England. *T will make them coole in zeale unto your Grace, 
Thr Doy hc re | wreſtd fromthe King, | toff Hath he not twit our Soveraigne Lady here 
Or any Groat 1 hoorded to wy uſe, With ignominious words, Clarkely coucht ? 
Nor we wy Tye ſtore Fae alleges In 

: 'a Pound of mine owne , too 

boy —_ nt givethe loſer leave tochide, 


Becauſe I would not taxe the needy Commons, | 
Have I diſpurſed to the Garriſons, | Gloce#t, Farre truer ſpoke then weant; 11ofe i 
And never ask'd for reſtitution. , Beſhrew the winners, for they play'd we falſe, 
{«d. It ſerves you well, wy Lord, to fay ſo much. | And well ſuch loſers may haveleaveto ſpeake. 
Cleceft. 1 ay no more thentruth, ſo belpe me God. Back. He'll wreltthe ſence, and bold us here all day. 
Torks, In your Prot ip, you did deviſe Lord Cardinall, be is your Prifoner. 
Tortures for $s,ncver heard of, (#d. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him ſure. 
That Fngla«d was defam'd by Tyranny. | Gloceft. Ab, thus King Hewry throwes away his Crutch | 
Gheceſt. W hy 'tis well knowne, that whiles I was Pro- | Before his $ be firme to beare his budy. 


\Pitty wasallche faule that was io we 2 | (teQor, | Thus is the $ d beaten from thy fide, 
For I ſhould melt at an Offendorsteares, or ena rs, Fog vr 
| Andlowly words were Ranſome for their fault : { Ah chat may feare were falſe, ah that it were. | 


Vnleſle it bloody Murtherer, | For good King Mawy,thy decay I frare. Exit Gleceiters 
Or fouleFclonious Theeke that lead poore paſſengers, Kmng.My Lords,what to your wildomes ſcemerh beſt, 
| never gave thern condigne puniſhment. Doe, or undoe, as if our ſclfe were here. 
2urene: What, will your highnefſe leave the Parlia- 


King. 1 Margoes : my beartisdrown'd wi griefe, 
W fowl bas 10 Bowe within mae ces 
My body engyre with miſery: _— 
or 
) 


—— 
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The ſecond Part of Henry the Sixth, 


For what's more miſerable then Diſconrent? 


Ah Vnckle Humfrey, inthy face Iſce 

"The Map of Honor, Truth, and Loyalty : 

And yet, good Hamſpey 1sthe hourero come, 

That erceI prov'd thee falſe, or fear'dthyfaith. 
What lowring Starre now envies thy eſtate ? 

That theſe great Lords, -and Meargeret our Queene,” 
Doe ſecke ſubverſion'ofthy harmelefſe Life.”  _ 
Thou never didſt them wrong, nor no man wrong : 
And asthe Butcher takes away the Calfe, © 
And bindsthe Wretch, - and beats it when it ſirayes, 
Bearing it tothe bloody Slaughter-holbiſe; oboe 
Even ſoremorſelefſe have they borne him hence: ' -* 
And asthe Damme runnes lowing up and downe, 
Looking the way her hatmeleſſe young one went, 
And can d6enought bur wayle her Darlings lofle ; 
Even ſo my ſelfe bewayles good Glofters caſe | 
With {ad unhelpefull teares, and with dimn'd eyes ; 
Looke after him, and carinot doe him good : 
So mighty are his vowed Encmies. 

His fortunes I will weepe; and 'twixt cach groanc, 
Say, who'sa Traytor ? Giofer he is hone. 

Dee, Pree Lords: 

Cold Snow melts withthe Sunnes hot-Beames : 
Hemry, my Lord, is cold in great Aﬀaires, 
Too full of fooliſh pitry : and Gloſters ſhew 

= him, -w the monurnetull Crocodile 
With forrow nares ing paſſengers ; 
Or as the Snake, roll'd in a fowring Banke, 
With ſhining checker'd ſlough doth(ting a Child, 
That for the thinkes it excellent. 
Do wy Fo quarter I, 
And yet herein 1 judge mine owne Wit ; 
This Gloſter ſhould be quickly rid the World, 
earner ty BED 

Card. That he ſhould dye, is worthy pollicy, 
But yet we want a Colour for his death : 

'Tis meet he be condemn'd by courſe of Law- 

Suff. But in my mind, that were no pollicy + 
The King will labour ſtillto fave his Life, 

The Commons haply riſc, to ſave his Life ; 
And yet we have bur triviall argument, 
Morethen miſtruſt, that ſhewes him worthy death. 

Yorke. So that by this, you would not have him dye. 

Suff. Ah Torke, no wan alive,ſo faine as 1. 

Yorke, 'Tis Torke that hath more reaſon for hisdeath, 
But my Lord Cardinall, and you my Lord of Swffotke, 
Say as you thinke, and ſpeake it from your Soules : 
Wer't notall one, anemprty Eagle were ſer, 

To guard the Chicke from a Kyre, 
As place Duke Hamfrey for the Kings Protedtdr ? 
nee. $o the Chicken ſhould be ſure of death, 

SF. Madam 'tis tive : and wer'tnot madneſle then, 

To make the Fox ſurveyor of the Fold ? 

W ho being accus'd a crafty Murtherer, 

His guilt ſhould be but idly poſted over , 
Becauſe his e is notexecuted, + 

No : let him dye, in that beis a Fox, 

By nature prov'd an to the Flocke, 
Before his Chaps be ſtayn d with Crimſon blood, 
As Humfrey prov'd by Reaſonsto my Li 

And doe not ſtand qn Quillets how to ſlay him : 
Be it by Gynnes, by Snares, by Subtlety, 
Slceping, or Waking, 'tisno matter how, 


Exit. 


| So he be.dead ; for thatisgood deceit. 


W hich mates him firſt, that firſt intends deceit. - 


— 


_—_— 


| Thy fortune, Torke, hadſtthou beene 


nee. Thrice Noble Suffolk, *tisreſolutcly i 
S»ff. Notreſolute, except ſor noney Aug 
For things are often ſpoke, and ſel meant, 
But that my heart accordeth with my tongue, 
rey boeb mnchater mn HY 
to preſerve my | is Foe, 
Say but the word, and I will be his Prieſt. 


Ere you can take dne Orders for a Prieſt : 
Say you conſent, and cenſure well the deed, 
der forthe og rn Le 
or i 

Saf. Here ismy hand. the deed 
» Yuce, Andſofay I. 

Tork, And I ; and now we three have ſpoke it, 
Is skills not greatly who impugnesour doome. 


Enter a Potte, 


Poſs. Great Lords, from Ireland am I come amaine, 
To lignihie, that Rebels there are up, 
And put the Engliſhmen untothe Sword, 
Send Succours (Lords) and ſtopthe Rage betime, 
Before the Wound doe grow uncurable; 
For being greene, there isgreat hope of helpe. 

Card, A Breach that craves a quicke expedient ſtop, 


is worthy doing. 


W hat counſaile give you in this cauſe ? 
Yorke, That Somerſet be ſent, a Regent thither : 
"Tis mect that luckye Ruler 'd, 


Wirneſle the fortune he hath had m France. 
Som. It Torke, with all his farre-ferpollicy, 

Had beene the Regent there, in ſtead of me, 

He never would have ſtay'd in France ſo long. 


Yorke. No, not to loſe it all, as thoy haſt dene. 
I rather would have loſt my life betirfies 
Then bringa burthen of dis-honour home, 


By ſtaying there ſo till all were loſt. 

Shew me Fe cheers on thy skinne. 

w fieſh ; - _ | — winne. 
wee. Nay then, parke wi a raging 

If Wind and Fuell be ,to freditwith ; = 

No more, good Yorke ; {weet Somerſet be ſtill. 

Regent there 

Might haply have prov'd farre worſe then bis. 

_ up W hat, worſe then nanght 2 nay, then a ſhame 

ow 7 


Nag And in the number , thee, that wiſhelt 


& 
(«rd. My Lordof T, what your fortune is. 
Th'uncivill Kernes of  - emes 
And temper Clay with blood | 
To Ireland will youleadea Band of men, 
ColleRted choycely, from cach County ſome, 
And try your hap againſt the Iriſhmen ? 
wo - CD bachy, 
, Oyr Authority is his conſent, 
And what we doe eſtabliſh, he confirmes ; 
Then, Noble Torke, take thou this Taske in hand. 
Torke. 1 am content : Provide me Souldicrs , Lords 
Whiles I cake order for mine owne affaires. 
Suff. A charge, Lord Torke, that I will ſee perform'd, 
Bur now returne we tothe falſe Duke Hmmfres. 
Card. No more of him : for I will deale with him, 
Thathenceforth he ſhall trouble us no more : 
Ando breake off, the day is almoſt ſpent, 


Lord Sffo/ke, you and I muſt talke of that cvent 


©, 


Cord. But I would have him dead, my Lord of Sefolky, 


| 


1 


ork. My | 


o F© 


_—__— 
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| Theſecond Part of King Hemy the Sixth. 


Torks. My Lord of Suffolke, within fourcteene dayes 
AtBriſtow | expet my Souldiers, 
For there Ile (hip them all for Ircland. 
Suff. Ile ſee it truely done, my Lord of Yorks. Exennt. 
Manet 


Yorke. 
Torke.Now Torke or never,(tcele thy fearfull thoughts 
And change miſdoubt to reſolution ; 
Be that thou hop'ſt ro be, or what thou art; 
Reſigne to death, it is not worth th'enzoying : 
—_—_ feare keepe with the meanc-borne man , 
finde no harbor ina Royall heart. (thought, 
Faſter then Springtime ſhowres, comes thought on 
And not a thought, but thinkes on Digrity. 
My braine, more buſie then the labuuring Spider, 
Weaves tedious Snares totrap mine Enemies. 
Well Nobles, wall: 'tis politikely done, 
Toſend me packing with an Hoalt of men : 
I feare me, you but warme the ſtarved Snake, . 
Who cheriſht in your breaſts, will ſting your hearts, 
'Twas men I lackt, and you will givethem me 3 
| take it kindly : yetbe wellaſſur'd, 
You put ſharpe Weapons in a m4d-mans hands. 
W hiles I in /re/andnouriſh a mighty band, 
| will ſtirre up in England ſome blacke Storme, 
Shall blow ten thouſand Soules to beaven, or bell 
And this fell Tempeſt ſhall not ceaſe to rage, 
Ynrill the Golden Circuit on wy head, _. - / 


Like to the glorious Sunnes tranf| Beames, 
Doe calme the fury of this mad-bred Flawe. 

And for a miniſter of my intent, 

| have ſeduc'd a head-ſtrong Kentiſhman, . 

lu (ade of Alford, | 
Tomake Commotion, as full well he can, 
Vnder the Title of [obm Adortumer, 


In Ireland have I ſcene this ſtubborne (ade 
Oppoſe himſelfe againſt a Troupe of Kernes, 


And fought ſo long, till that bis thighes with Darts 
| Werealmolt like a ill'd Porpentine z 

' And inthe ead being reicued, I have ſcene 

| Him caper upright, like a wilde Moriſco, 

nope gy as he his Bells. 

Full often , like a yr gcrafty Kerne, 

Hath he converſed with the Enemy, 

And undiſcover'd, come to me againe, 

And given me notice of their Villanics. 

This dev ill here ſhall be my ſubſtirnee , | 

For that /obw Mortimer, which now is dead, 

| Inface, in gate, in ſpeech he doth reſemble. 

| Bythis, I ſhall perceive the Commons mind, 

| How they affetrhe Houſe and Clayme of Yorke. 

' ay he be taken, rackt, — res ; 

| Iknow, nopaine they can inflit upon him, | 
Will make bim fay, I mov'd bim torchoſe Armes. 
Yythat he thrive, as 'tis great like he will, 

Why then from Ireland come I with my 

And reape the Harveſt which that Raſcall ſow' 
For Humfrey ; being dead, as he ſhall be, 

And Hewry put apatt : the next for me. 


Feder two or chews renning over che Stage, from the 
AMourther . 
| 1. Runne tomy Lordof Sefolks : let him know 


| We have diſpatehit the Duke, as he 
2. Oh, that it were todoe ; what have wedone ? 


| 


Didſt ever heare a manſo penitent > = Emter Swffolks, 
t. Heere comes my Lord. 


—— 


Suff. Now Sirs, have you diſpatcht this thing ? 
"1+ I, my good Lord, he's dead. 
Suff, Why that's well ſaid. Goe,get you to my houſe, 
I will reward you for this venturous deed: 
The King and all the Peeres are here at hand. 
Have you layd faire the Bed ? are all things well, 
According as l gave direQtions ? 


1. 'Tis, my 


Swf. OY ; 


Enter the King, the Q neene, (ar dinall, Suffolke, 
Jomerſer, with Atten- 
dants. 
King. Goecall our Vackle to our yruruee ſtraight : 
Say, we intend totry his Graceto day, 
It he be guilty, as'cis publiſhed. 
Swff. lle call bim preſently, my Noble Lord. 
Kimg. Lordstake your z and I pray you all 
Proceed no ſtraiter 'gainft our Vnckle Gloiter, 
Then from true rd, .of good elteeme, 
He be approv'din pradiſe culpable. 


wee. God forbid any Malice ſhould prevayle 
Thar faultleſſe may condemne a Noble mans . 
Pray God he may acquit him of ſuſpition. 
King. Ithanke thee I ell, theſe wordes content me 

G 


much. | 
Emter Suffolke. 

How now? why look'ſt thou pale? why trembleſt thou? 
Whereis our Vockle? what's the marter, $ ? 

Suff. Dead in his Bed, my Lord: Glofter is 

7 — did dreame 

ecreti :\[ di to Ni 

The Duke was dumbe, Ny net ſpeake a — 
Fa How fares my Lord i Helpe Lords, the King is 


Sow.Rearc up his Body, wring himby the Noſe, 
Lee. Run,goe,helpe,belpe: Ob pe thine 
Suff. He doth reviee againe, Madam be patient, 
King. Oh heavenly God. 
Quee, How fares my gracious Lord? 

| Suff. Comfortmy Soveraigne, gracious Hewry com- 

ore. 

ng, W hat, doth my Lord of S»ffolke comfort me ? 

Came he right now to ling a Ravens Note, 

Whoſediſall tunne berete my Vitall powres : 

Andthinkes he, thatthechirping ofa Wren, 

By crying comfort from a hollow breaſt, 

Can chaſe away the firſt conceived ſound? 

Hide not thy poylon with ſuch ſagred words, 

Lay not thy hands on me : forbeare I ſay, 

Their touch affcighrs me as a $crpents thing. 

Thou balefull Meflenger, out of ny ſight ; 

Vpoathy cyc-balls, rous Tyranny 

Sits in grim Majeſty,to fright the World. * 

Logke not upon me, for thine eyesare' wounding z 

Yerdoe not goe away ; come Baſiliske. 

And kill the innocent gazer-with thy ſight : 

For inthe ſhade of death, 1 ſhall find joy 3 

Inlife, but double death, now Gloſter sdead. 

Luce. Why doe you rate my Lord of S»ffolks thus ? 

Although the Duke was cnemy to hn 

Yet he molt Chriſtiar-like laments has death ; 

And for my ſelfe, Foe as he wastome, 


Exennt. 


Exit. 
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So ſhall my name with Slanders tongue be wounded, 
And Princes Courts be fill'd with my reproach: 
This get I by his death : Aye me PY» 
| To be a Queene, and Crown'd with infamy. 
King. Ah woe is me for Gleſter, wretched man. 
nee. Be woe for me, more wretched then he is, 
What, Doſt thou turne away, and hide thy face ? 
Iam no loathſome Leaper, looke on me. | 
What? Artthoulike the Adder waxcn deafe? 
Be poyſonoustoo, and kill thy forlorne Queene. 
Isall thy comfort ſhut in Gloiters Tombe ? 
Why then Dame El5anor was nc*re thy joy. 
Erect his Statue, and worſhip it, 
And make my Image but an Alc-houſe figne. 
Was I for this nye wrack'd upon the Sea, 
And twice by aukward winde from Englands banke 
Drove backe againe unto wy Native Chime. 
What boaded this ? but ing winde 
Did ſeeme to lay, ſecke nota Scorpions Net, 
Nor ſet no footing on this unkind Shore. 
What did I chen ? Butcurſt the gentle guſts, 
And he that 1oov'd tbem forth their Brazen Caves, 
Andbid them blow towards Eng/ende bleſſed ſhore, 
Or turne our Sterne upona dreadfull Rocke ; 
Yet &olus would not be a murtherer, £ 
Theor _————_— refard: —_— 
pretty yaulti ro me, 
i that thou -wouldſt bav 4 ey drown'd on ſhoxe 
ich teares as (alt 88 Sca, thraug . 
The ſplitting Rockes cowr'd inthe finking ſands, 
| And would not daſh me with their ragged fides, 
Becauſe thy fliaty heart more hard rhen they, 
| Mightin thy Pallace, periſh Ehavor, 
As farrc as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffes, 
When from thy Shore, the Tempeſt beate us backe, 
1 ood upon the Hatches inthe ſtorme :; | 
And when the dasky $ky, began to rob 
My earneſt-gaping-ſight of the Lands vicw, - 
| I t ooke a coltly Ieweil from my necke, 
A Heart it was bound in wich Diamonds, | 
Andthrew it towards thy Land : The Sca recciv'dit, 
And ſo1 wiſh'd thy body might my Heart : 
And even with this, Llokt faire Englands view , 
And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart, 
And call'd them blind and dusky SpeRacles, 
For loſing ken of A&bionr wiſhed Coaſt, 
How often have I tempted Suffalkes tongue . 
(Theagent of thy foule inconſtancy) 
| Toſit and watch me ag Hſcaniae did, /_.. 
When heto madding Dige would unfold 
His Fathers As, commenc'dan Troy, 
Am 1 not witcht like ber? Or thou notfalſe lice hita? 
Aye me, I canvomore ; Dyc Edmner, TUE 
For Henry weepes, that thou doſt live ſolong, .- 


Noſe within, Enter Warwicks, and many | 


( ommont. 


War. It is reported, mighty Soveraigne,” | 
Thar good Duke Hmwfrey Traiteroufly 1s murdered 


I 34 T he ſecond Part of King Henry the Sixt. 
I would be blind with weeping, ficke with grones, By Suffolkes, and the Cardinall B mcanes : 
Looke pale as Prim-roſe with blood-drinking fghcs, The Commons like an hive 
Andallto havethe Noble Duke alive. That want their Leader, {catter up and downe, 
W hat know Ihow the world may deeme of me? And care not who they ſting in his revenge- 
For it is knowne we were but holiow Friends : My ſelfe have calm'd thei mutiny, 
It may be judg'd I made the Duke away. Vnrtill they heare the order of hisdearh. 


; Kang. Thathcisdead Warwicke, "tis t00 true 
But how hedyed, mo : 


Enter his Chamber, view his breathlefle Corpes, 
And comment then upon his ſodaine death. 
Warw, That ſhall I doe my Liege : Stay Salbwry 
_ — - —_— 
ing.O thou that judgeſt all things, ſtay my thoughts: 
My thoughts, that labour to wade my ſoule, 
Some violent hunds were laid on Hwmefr es life : 
If my ſuſpeR be falſe, me God, 
Or —_—_ onely doth = _ : 
would I goe to chafe hi Ips, 
With tweney honland killes, nd uns 
Vpon his face an Occan of ſal teares, 
Totell wy love unto his dumbe deaferrunke, 
And with my fingers feele his hand, untecling : 
But all in vaine are theſe meane Obſcquies, 
Bed pour forth. 
And to ſurvey his dead andearthly Image : 
What were it but to make my ſorrow greater ? 
4 þ Come hither gracious Soveraigne, view this 


Ys | 
King. That isto ſec how my is made, 
For with his ſoule fledal _ ſelace; 
For ſceing him, I ſee my lite in deat 
War. As ſurely as my ſouleintendsto live 
With that dread King that tooke our ſtare upon him, 
Tofree us from his Fathers wrathfall curſe, 
Idoe belecue that violent hands were laid 
Vpon the life of this thrice-famed Duke. 
Ssff. A dreadfull Oath,ſworne witha ſolemne tongie: 
What inſtance gives Lord Warwicke for his vow? 
War. Scc how the blood is ſetled inhis face. 


lapouring heart, 

Who in the Confli that it holds with death, 
AttraQs the ſame for *gainſt the enemy, 
Which with the beartthere cooles, and nc're 
To bluſh and beaurifie the Cheeke againe. 
Bur ſee, his face is blacke, and full of blood : 
His cye-balles further out, than when he lived, 
Staring full gaſtly, like a ſtrangled man : | 
SIPEnY his noſtris ſtretch with ſtrugling ! 
His hands diſplay'd, as one that graſpc 
And tuggd for Life, and was by h ſubdude. 
Looke on the ſheers his haire (you ſee )is ſticking, 
is well ion'd Beard, | _ 

tketo the Summers Corne by Tempeſt ; 
nia, 

leaſt 0 were . 

Suf. Why arzicks, who ſhould doc the, },to death? 
My ſelfe and Beanford had him in proteRion, 
And we, I hope fir, are no martherers. 

1ar. Bur bothof you were vowed D.Hwfric: dcath- 
Ard you ( forſooth) kad the Daketo keepe : 
Tislike you would not feaſt him like afriend, 
And 'tis well ſcene, he uſp 

.2urov. Then You belike ſuſpeR rhele Noblemen, 
As gwlty of Duke Humfries timelefle death. 


W#. 
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Wew. Who finds the Heyfer dead,and bleeding freſh, 
And ices faſt-by, a Butcher withan Axe, 

But will ſuſpect, 'rwas he that made the ſlaughter ? 
Who findsthe Partridge in the Puttockes Neſt, 
Burt may imagine how the Bird was dead, 
Although the Kyte ſoare with unbloudicd Beake ? 
Even ſo ſuſpitious is this Tragedy, 

Qs#.Are you the Butcher, S»ffekg? where's your Knife ? 
Is Beawford tcarm'd a Kyrte ? where are his Tallons ? 

Sf. 1 weare no Knite, to ſlaughter ſleeping men, 
But here's a vengctull Sword, ruited with calc, 

Thar ſhall be {cowred in his rancorous heart, 

That danders me with Marthers Crimſon Badge, 
Say, if thoudar it, prow'd Lord of Warwickſhure, 
That I am faulty in Duke Hamfr yes death. 

Warw. What daresnot Warwicke, if falſe Suffolke dare 
him ? 

2x4. He dares not calme his contumelious Spirit, 
Nor ceaſe ro be anarrogant Controller, 

Though S»foke dare him twenty thouſand times. 
Wow, Madam ve ſtill : with reverence may 1fay, 
For every word you ſpeake in his bebalte, 
Islander to your Royall Dignity. 
S»ff. Blunt-witted Lord, ignoble in demeanor, 
If ever Lady wrong'd her Lord ſo much, 
Thy Mother tooke juto ber blamefull Bed, 
Some ſterne untutor'd Churle ; and Noble Stocke 
Was graft with Crab-tree ſlip, whoſe Fruit thou art, 
And never of the Newils Noble Race. 

Wew, But thatthe guile of Murther bucklers*thee, 
And I ſhould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ren thouſand ſhames, 

And that my Soveraignes preſence makes me mild, 
I One on thy Knee 

Maket g k lpeech, 

And fay,it was chy Mother / nt mene 

That thou thy ſclfe waſt borne in Baſtardy ; 

And after all this fearefull Homage done, 

Give thee thy byre, acd thy Soule to hell, 

Pernicious blood-ſucker of ſleeping men. 

Swf. Thou ſhalt be wakivg, while I ſhed thy blood, 
Iftrem this preſence thou dari goe with me. 

Warw, Away even now, or I willdragthee hence, 
Vawortby though thou art, Ile cope with thee, 
And doe ſo:ne ſervice to Duke Hamfreyes Ghoſt. 
Exrumt, 

King. W hat ſtronger Breſt >late thena heartuntainted? 

Thrice is he arm'd, that bath his Quarrell juſt ; 
And he but raked, though lockt up in Steele, 
Whole conſcience with injultice is corrupted, 

A neyſe wuhin, 
Luce" What noyſe is this ? 


| Enter Suffolke and VWarwicke, with their 
Weapons dr awne. 


King. Why how now Lords ? 
Your wrathfall Weapons drawne, 
Here in our preſence ? Dare you be ſo bold ? 
"ns tumultuous clamor have m= here? DE: 
» The trayt'rous FWarwicke, with the men of Bury, 
Set all upon me, mighty Soveraigncs 


; Enter Salubwry. 
Selis. Sirs ſtand apart , the King (hall know your 


mind, 


——C. 


- For ſure, my thoughts doe hourely prophecy, 


| I have great matrers to unpart to thee. 


And letthy $ 


— 


Dread Lord, the Commons ſend you word by me, 
Vnleſſe Lord S»folke ſtraight decenewodend, 
Or baniſhed faire Englands Territories, 
They wi'l by violence teare him from your Pallace, 
And torture him with grievous lingring death. 
They lay, by him the Duke dy'de : 
fay, in him they teare your Highneſle death z = 
nd meere inſtin of Love and Loyalty, 
Free from a {tubborne ite intent, 
As being thought to contradi& your liking, | 
Makes them thus forward in his Baniſhment. 
They fay, in care of your moſt Royall Perſon, 
That if your Highneſle ſhould intend to fleepe, 
And charge, that no man ſhould diſturbe your reſt, 
In paine of your diſlike, or paine of death ; 
Yernotwithſtanding ſuch a ſtrait Edi, 
Were there a Serpent ſeene, with forked Tongue, 
Thar lyly glyded cowards your Majelty, 
It were bat neceſſary you were wak't: 
Leaſt being ſuffer'd in that barmeleſſe lumber, 
The morrall Worme might make the ſleepe eternall. 
And therefore doe they cry, though you forbid, 
That they will guard you, where you will, or no, 
From ſuch fell Serpents as falſe Suffoke is 
With whoſe invenomed and farall ſting, 
Your loving Vnckle, twenty times his worth, | 
They fay is ſhametully bereft of life. 
Commons within. An Anſwer from the King, my Lord 
of Salisbury. 
Sf. *Tis like the Commons, rude unpoliſht hinds, 
Could ſend ſuch Mcfſage to their Soveraigne : 
But you, my Lord, were gladto be imploy'd, 
To ſhew how queint an Orator you arc. 
Butall the Honor — hath wonne, 
Is, that he was the Lord Eabaſſador, 
Sent from a ſort of Tinkers to the King» ; 
Within. An anſwer from the King, or wee will all | 
breake in. 
King. Goe Salubury, and tell them all from me, 
I thanke them for their tender loving care ; 
Aud had I not beene cited fo by them, 
Yetdid I purpoſe as they docentreat : 


Miſchance unto my State by Swffolkes meancs. 
And therefore by his Majeſty I ſweare, 
Whoſe farre-unworthy I am, 
He ſhall not breathe infeRion 1n this ayre, 
But three dayes longer, on the paine of death. 
ve, Oh Hevry, let me pleade for gentle Sufſoke. 
King. Vngentle Qaeene, tocall him — 
No more l ſay : if thou do'tt pleade for him, 
Thou wilt bur adde encreaſe unto my Wrath. 
Had I but ſaid, I would have kept my word ; 
But when I {weare, it is irrevocable ; | 
If after three dayes ſpace thou here bex'ſt found, | 
Onany ground that I am Roltr of, ; 
The Wopld ſhallnot be Ranſome for thy Lite. 
Come Wa wicke,come good wWarwicke, goc with me, 
X#., 
#e. Miſchance and Sorrow goe aiong with you, 
Ma Diſcontent, and ſowre froremkg "9 
Be play-fellowes to keepe you company : 
There's _— you, the —__ a _ 
And three-fold V tend upon your ſteps. 
- Ceaſe, "theſeE, oe s 
take his heavy leave” | 


i _— i 


+ 


136 


5 7 he ſecond Partof King Hers the Sixth, 


Lge. Fye Coward woman, and 'foft hearted wretcb, 
Haſt thou not ſpirit to curſe thine enemy? 
=_ A plague upon them : wherefore ſhould I curſle 
thcm ? ; 
Would curſes kill, as doth the Mandrakes grone, 
I would invent as bitter ſearchiug rermes, 
Ascurſt, as harſh,and horrible to heare, 
Dcliver'd ſtrongly through my fixed teeth, 
With full as many fignes of deadly hate, 
Aslcanc-fac'd envy 1n her loathloume fave. 
My tongue ſhould ſtumble in mine carneſt words, 
Mine eyes ſhould ſparkle like the beaten Flint, 
Mine hairebe fixt anend, as one diſtrat : 
I, every joynt ſhouid ſceme to curſe and ban, 
Andeven now my burthen'd heart would breake 
Should I not curſe them. Poyſon be their drinke;- 
Gall, worſe they Gall, the dainticſt that they taſte : 
Their ſweeteſt ſhade, a grove of Cyprefle Trees : 
Their cheefeſt ProſpeR, murd'cring Babliskes ; 
Their ſofteſt Touch, as ſmart as Lyzards ſtings : 
Their Muſicke, frightfull as the Serpents hifle, 
And boading Screech-Owles, make the Conſort full. 
All the foule terrors in darke ſeated hell 
2xe,Enough tweet Suffolke,thou torment®ſt thy ſelfe, 
And theſe dread curſes like the Sunne 'gainſt glafle, 
Or like an over-charged Gun, recoile, 
And turnes the force of them upon thy ſelfe. 
Suff. You bade me ban, and will you bid meleave ? 
Now by the ground that I am baniſh'd from, 
Well could 1 curſe away a Winters night, 
Though ſtanding naked on a Mountaine top, 
Where byting cold would never let grafſc grow, 
Andthinke it but a minute ſpent in ſport. 
2 wee. Oh, let me intreat thee ceaſe, give me thy hand, 
That | maydew it with my mournfull trares ; 
Nor let the raine of heaven wet this place, 
Towaſhaway my wockull Monuments. 
Oh, could this kiſſe be printed in thy band, 
That thou might'ſt thinke upon theſe by the Seale, 
Through whom a thouſand fighes are breath'd for thee, 
So get thee gone, that I may know my griefe, 
'Tis but ſurmiz'd, whiles thou art ſtanding by, 
As onethat ſurfers, thinking on a want : 
I will repcale thee, or be wellaſſur'd , 
Adventure to be baniſhed my ſelte ; 
And baniſhed I am, if but trom thee. 
Goe, ſpeake not to me; even now be gone, 
Ohgoe not yet. Even thus, two friends 
Embrace, and kifle, and take ten thouſand leaves, 
Loathera hundred times to part then dye; 
Yet now farewell, and farewelllife with thee, 
Sf, Thus is poore S#ffelketen times baniſhed, 
Once by the King, and three timesthrice by thee. 
'Tis not the Land I care for, wer't thou hence, 
A Wi is populous enough, 
So Saffolke had thy heavenly company : 
For wherethouart, there is the World it ſelfe, 
With every ſeverall pleaſure inthe World : 
And wherethouartnot, Deſolation. 
I can ve more : Livethou to joy thy life ; 
My ſelte no joy in nought, bur that thouliy'ſt. 


'd, 


Enter Vanx. 
Luce. Whither gocs YVawx fo faſt? what newes 1 


| prethee? 


— i. 


Ai... 


Uaxx. To ſignific unto his Majeſty, 

That Cardiuall Beawford is at point of death : 
For ſodaincly a greivous fickenefle tooke him, 
That makes his gaspe, and ſtare, and catch che ayre, 
Blaſpheming God, and c men on carth. 

Sometime he talkes, as if Duke Hwmfryes Ghoſt 

Were by his fide : Sometime, he calles the King, 

And whilpers to his pillow, as to him, 

The ſecrets of his over-charged ſoule, 

And I am ſent :o tell his Majeſty, 

That even now he cricsalowd for him, | 

Lee. Goe tell this heavy Meſſage to the King, Exir, 
Aye me ! What is this World ? What newes are theſe? 
But wherefore greeve Tat an houres poore loſle, 
Omitting Suffolkes exile, my ſoules Treaſure? 

Why onely Suffolke mourne 1 not for thee ? 
And with the Southerne clouds, contend in teares? 
Theirs for the earths encreaſez mine for = {orrowes. 
Now getthee hence,the King thou know'lt is comming 
If chou be found by me, thou arc but dead. 

Seff. TfI depart from thee, I cannot live, 
And nthy ſight to dye, what wereir elle, 
Bur like a pleaſant lumber in thy lap? 
Heere could I breath my ſoule into theayre, 
As milde and gentle as the Cradie-babe, 
Dying with mothers dugge betweenc it's lips, 
Whe: e from thy fight, | thou be raging mad. 
And cry out for theeto cloſe up mine eyes: 
To have thee with thy lippesto ſtop my mouth : 
So ſhould'ſt thou fro tornce my flying {oule, 
Or I ſhould breathe it ſo into thy body, 
And then it liv'd in ſweet Elizium. 
To dye by thee, were but todye in jeR, 
From thee to dye, were torture more then death : 
_—- me ſtay, befall _ may =—_ — 

zee, Away : Thoug a fretfull coroſive, | 

It is applyed to a dearhiull wound. 
To France ſweet Suffolke : Let me heare from thee; 
For whereſocver thou art in this worlds Glube, 
le have an /rs that ſhall find thee out, 

Swff. 1 goc. . 

Luce, Andtake my heart with thee. 

Suff. A Iewell lockt into the wotulſt Caske, 
Thatever did containeathing of worth, 
Even asa ſplitted Barke, ſo ſunder we : 

This way fall I ro death. 

Luee, This way for me. 1 


Enter the King, Salidbun y, and Warwicke, to the 
Cardinal bed. 


Exennt. 


King. How fare's my Lord ? Speake Beaxford to thy 


Ca.It thou beeſt death, Ile givethee Englends Treaſure, 

Enough to purchaſe ſuch another Iſland, 

Sothou wilt let melive, and feele no painc. 
King, Ab, what a ligne it is of evill life, 

Where — is ſeene ſo terrible. 
War. Beavford, it is thy Soveraigne ſpeakes tothee. 
Bean, Bring me unto my Triall when you will. 

Dy'de he not in his bed > Where ſhould he dye? 

Can I make men live where they will orno ? 

Oh torture me no more, I will confeſſe. 

Alive againe ? Then ſhew me where he is, 

Ile give a thouſand to looke him, 

He hath no eyes, the duſt hath blinded them, 


_—_— 
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Like oy ſet to catch my winged ſoule : 
Give me ſome drinke, and bid the Aporhecaric 
Bring the ſtrong poyſon that 1 bought of him. 
ig. Ohthoucternall moover of the heavens, 
Looke witha gentic eye upon this Wretch, 

Oh beatc away the bube medliag Fiend, 

Thatlayes ſtrong ſiege untothis wretches ſoule, 

And from bis boſome purge this blacke deſpaire» 
War. Sec how the pangs of death do make him grin. 
Sal. Dilturbe him not, let him paſle peaceadly. 

King. Peace to his ſoule,if Gods good pleaſure be. 
Lord Card'nall, if thou think'ſt on hcavens bliſle, 

Hold up thy hand, make ſignall of thy hope. 

He dycs and makes no (igne ; Oh God forgive lim, 

War. So bad a death, argues a monſtrous life, 
Kmg. Forbcare to judge, for we are {innersall. 
Cloſe up his eyes, and draw the Curtaine cloſe, 
And let usall to Mcditation. 


Fight at Sea, Ordenance gots off. 


Enter Liewtenant, Suffolke, and otbert. 
Liew, The gaudy ing and remorſcfull day, 
Is crept into the bolome of the Sea ; 
Ardnow loud houling Wolves arouſe the Tades 
That dragge the Tragicke melancholy night : 
Who with their drowſic, flow, and Carve wingi 
Cleape dead-mens graves; and from their miſty lawes, 
Breathe foule jous darkneſſcin the ayre: 
Therefore bring forth the Souldicrs of our prize, 
For whilſt our Pinnace Anchors in the Downes, 
Here ſhall they make cheir ranſome onthe ſand, 
Or with their blood ſtaine this diſcoloured ſhoree 
Maſter, this Priſoner freely give I thee. 
Andthou that art his Mate,make boote of this : 
The other Walter Whitmore is thy ſhare. 
t.Genr, What is my ranſome Maſter, let me know. 
Ma. A thouſand Crownes,or elſe lay down your heady 
- Mate. And {o much ſhall you give, or off goes yours. 
Liew.. W hat thinke you much to pay 2000.Crownes, 
| And beare the name and port of Gentlemen ? 
Cut both the Villaines throat, for dye you ſhall 
Thelives of thoſe which we have loſt in fight, 
Pe counter-poys'd with ſuch a pettic ſummc. 
1.Gent, lle give it fir, and therefore = my life, 
2 Gent. And {o will I, and write home for it ſtraight, 
Whitm. 1 loſt mine eye in laying the prize aboord, 
And therefore to revenge it, halethou yes 
| And ſo ſhould theſe, if I might have wy will. 
Lies. Benotſo raſh, take ranſome,ler him live. 
Sf. Looke on my George, I am a Gentleman, 
Rate me at what hou wilt, thou ſhalt be payed. 
#hit. And ſoam I : my name is Walter Woitmore. 
How now? why ſtartsthou ? what doth death affright? 
| Saf. Thy name affrighrs me,in whoſe ſound isdenth: 


Exemunt, 


eAlarum. 


Acunning man did calculate my Birth, And to conclude, Reproach and Beggerie, 
And told methat by water 1 ſhould dye : I creptinto the Pallzce of our King, | 
Yetletnot this make thee be bloody-minded, Andall by thee :away convey him hence. - ; 
Thy name is Gwattier, being rightly ſounded. | "Sf. O that were aGod, to ſhoot forth Thunder 
Vit. Gualtieror VVakter, which itis I care not, Vpan theſe paltry, ſervile, abjet Drudges : = 
| Never yer did baſe diſhonour blurre our name, Small things make baſe men proud. This Yillaine heere, 
| But with our ſword we wip'd away the blot , Being Captaine of a Pinnace, threats more 
| Therefore, when Merchant-like 1 ſell rev Then Bargulw the itrong [llyrian Pyrate. |; | 
Brokebe my ſword, my demconemeend cient Drones ſucke not Eagles blood, but rob Bee-hives ; | 
| And I proclaim'd a Coward through theworld, It is impoſſible that I ſhald dye | kg 
I: I 


Combedowne his haire; looke, looke, ir ſtands upright, { Sw. Stay #thirwere, for thy Priloner isaPrince, © 


— 


=== 


The Duke of Suffolke, Wilians de la Pole. 
Whit.The Duke of Suffolke, muffled up in 
Sf. I, but theſe raggs are no part ofthe 
Liew, But Iove was never {laine as thou ſhale be, 

Obſcure and lowſie Swaine, King Henries blood. 
Swf. The honourable blood of Lancaſter 

Mult not be {hed by ſuch a jaded Groome: 

Halt thou not kiſt thy hand, and held my Qtirrop ? 

Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth Mule, 

And thought thee happy when I ſhooke my head. 

How often halt thou waited at miy cup, 

Fed from my Trencher, kneel'd downe at the boord, 

When | have fealted with Queene Afargerer? 

Remember it, and [ct if makethee Crelt-falne, 

I, and alay this thy abortive Pride: 

How inour voiding Lobby haſt thou ſtood , 

And duly waited for my comming forth? 

This hand of chine hath writ in thy behalfe, 

And therefore ſhall it charme thy riotous | 
Whit. Speake Ciptaine, ſhall I ſtab the Swain? 
Lies, Firſt let my words ſtab him, as he hath me. 

Swuf. Baſe (lave, thy words are blunt, and ſo art thou. 
Liew. Convey him hence, and on our long boats (ide, + 

Strike off his bead. Swf. Thoudar'ſt not forthy owne. 
Liex, Poole, Six Poole ? Lord, 

—_—_ | linke, — and durt | 

$the filver Spring, where England drinkes : 

Now will I dam up thinks yawning mouth, 

ET Ces of the Realme. 

lips that kiſt the Queene, ſhall { the : 

And tha that ſmil'dit ar Duke Hamfri s 

Againſt the ſenſclefſe windes ſhalt grinin vaine, 

Who in contempt ſhall hiſſe at thee againe. 

And wedded be thou to the H of helt, 

For daring to affyc a mighty Lor 

Vnto the daughter of a worthleſle King, 

Having neither SuLjeR, Wealth, nor Diadem: 

By diveliſh policy art thou growne great, 

And like ambitious Syllaover-gor'd, 

With gobbers of chy Mother-bleeding heart. 

By thee eAn10w and Maine were {old to France. 

The falfe revolting Normans thorough thee, 

Diſdaineto call us Lord, and Piccardie ; 

Hath flaine their Governors, ſurpriz'd out Forts, 

And fent the ragged Souldiers wounded home: 

The Princely Warwicke, and the News! all, 

Whole dreadfull ſwords were neverdrawne in vaine, 

As hating thee, and rifing up in Armes. + - 

And now the Houle of Yorke thruſt tromthe Crowne, 

By ſhamefull muccher of a guiltleſle King, 

And lofty proud incroaching tyranny, 

Barnes with revenging fire, whoſe hopefull colours 

Advance our halte-tac'd Sunne, ſtriving to ſhine ; 

Vnder thewhich is writ, /nniti nubibua. 

The Commons heere in Kent are up in armes, 


? 


—— 
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By ſuch alowly Vaſlall as thy ſelfe. 
Thy words move Rage, and not remorſe in me : 
I goe of Meſſage from the Queene to France : 
1 charge thee wafe me ſafely crofſe the Chanuell. 
Lieu. Water : W. Come Suffolke, I mult waftthee 
to thy death. 
Suf. Gelidus timor oocupat artw, it is thee feare, 
Wal.Thou ſhalt have cauſeto feare before 1 leave thee. 
What, are ye danted now? Now will yeſtoope? = _ 
I. Geat. My gracious Lord intreat him,ſpeak him fair. 
Suf. Suffolkes Imperiall tongue is ſterne and rough ; 
Vs'd tocommand, untaught to pleade for favour, 
Farrebe it, we ſhould honour {uch as theſe 
With humble ſuite : no, rather let my head 
Stoope tothe blocke, then theſe knees bow to any , 
Save tothe God of heaven; and to my King; 
And ſooner dance upon a bloody pole, 
Then ſtand uncover dto the Vulgar Groome. 
True Nobilicy, isexempt from feare : 
More can I beare, then you dare execute. 
Lies. Halc him away, and let him talke no more ; 
Come Souldicrs, ſhew what cruelty ye can. 
Saf. That this my death may never be torgot. 
Great men oft dye by vilde Bezonians. 
A Romane Sworder, and Bandctto ſlave 
MurJer'd fweet Tully. Brutws Baſtard hand 
Stab'd Inlius Ceſar, Savage Iilanders 
Pompey the Great, and S»ffolke dyes by Pyrats. 
Exu Walter with Suffo/ke. 
Liew, Andas for thiſe whoſe ranſome we have (cr, 
It is our pleaſure one of them departz | 
Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 
Exut Lientenant, and the reſt, 
CManet the firit Gent, Emer Walter with the body. 
Fl. There let his head, andlivelcfle bodice lye, 
Vntill the Queene his Miltris bury it. Exit Waker. 
I.Gent, O barbarous and bloudy ipeRacle, 
His body will I beare untothe King : 
If hz revenge itnot, yet will his Friends, 


Enter Ben, and Iobn Holland. 


Beni. Come and getthec a ſword , thongh made of a 
Lath, they have bene up theſe two dayes. 

Hol. They havethe morenecdets ſleepe now then; 

Beuz, 1 tell thee, lacke Cade the Cloathicr, meanes to 
dreſſe the Common-wealh and turne it , and ſet a new 
nap upon It. 

Het. So he had need, 'tis thred-bare. Well, I fay, 
it wasnever merrie world in England , ſince Gntlemen 


came up. 
Beuiz, O miſerable Age : Vertue is not regarded in 
Handy-crafts men. 
Hol. The Nobilitie thivke ſcorne to goe in Leather 


prons. 
Beniz. Nay more , the Kings Councell are no good 
Workemen. 

Hel. True: and yet it is ſaid, Labour inthy Vocati» 
on : which is as mucho fay,as let the Magiſtrates be la- 
bouring men, and therefore ſhould we be Mayi 

Bexis, Thou haſt hit it: for there's no better ſigne of 2 
brave minde, then a hard hand. 

Hol. Iſcethem, I fce them : There's Beſts Sonne, the 
Tanner of Wingham. ; 
Sex, He ſhall have the skinnes of our enemies , to 


A 


So will the Queene, that living, held him deere. Ex. 


| 


there ? 


make Dogges Leather of, 
Hol. And Dicke the Butcher. 
Benis, Then is fin ſtrucke downe like an Oxe, and inj- 
quities throare cut like a Calfe. 
Hel. And Smith the Weaver. 
Zes. Argo, their thred of life is ſpun. 
Hel. Come, come, let's fall in with them. 


Drumme. Enter Cade, Dicke Butcher, Smith the Weaver, 
and 4 Sawyer aub infinite number s. 


_ We lobn (ade, fo term'd of our ſuppoſed Fx 
ther. 

But. Orrather of ſtealing a Cade of Herrings. 

Cade, Forour enemies ſhall faile before us, inſpired 
with the ſpirit of putting down Kings and Princes. Com: 
mand filence. 

But. Silence. 

( «de, My Father wasa Mortimer. 

But. He wasan honeſt man, and a good Bricklayer, 

Cade. My mother a Plantagener. 

Butch, 1 knew her well, ſhe wasa Midwife. 

Cade. My wife deſcended of the Lacies. 

7 ny She was indecd a Pedlersdaughter,and ſold many 

CCS 

Weaver, But now of late\, not able to travell with her 
furr'd Packe, ſhe waſhes buckes here at home. 

{ ade. Therefore am I otan honourable houſe. 

But. | by my faith the field is honourable , and there 
was he borne, under a hedge : for his Father had nevera 
houſe but the Cage. 

Cas. ValiantT am. 

Weaver. A muſt n-eds, for ery 1s valiang. 

(ade, 1 am able to endure 

But. No queition of that : for I have ſeenc him whipt 
three Marker dayes together. 

Cade. | feare neitber ſword, nor fire. 

- He nced not feare the ſword, for his Coateisof 

roofe, 

: But. But me amr nr worm _— feare of fire,be- 
ing burnt i'th or ſtcali S N 

Cade. Be brave then, for your Captaine is Brave , and 
Vouwes Reformarion. There ſhall be in England , feven 
halte peny Loaves ſold for apeny: the three hoop'd por, 
ſhall have ten and I will make it Fellony co denk 
ſmall Bucre. All the Realme ſhall be in Common, and in 
Cheapſide ſhall my Palfrey gotograſſe : and when 1 am 
King, as King 1 will be. 

All. God ſave your Majeſtic. 

Cade. I thanke you good There ſhall bee no 
mony, all ſhall cate ard drinke on my ſcore , and I will 
apparrell them all in one Livery, thatthey may agreelike 
Brothers,and worſhip me their Lord. 

But. Thx firſt thing we do, let's kill all the Lawyers. 

Cade. Nay, that I meane todo, Is notthis alaments 
ble thing, that of the skinofan innocent Lambe ſhould 
be made Parchment ; that Parchment bring ſcribeld ore, 
ſhould undoe a man. Some ſay the Bee ſtings, bur | ſay 
"ris the Bees wax : for I did bur ſcale once to a thing, and | 
T was never my owne man ſince. How now? Who's 


Enter a Chearke. 
Weaver. The Clearke of Chattam : hee can write and 
reade, and caſt accompt. | 


Wea. Werooke him ſetting boyes Coppies- 


4 


(ade, 


| 
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Cade, Here's a Villaine. : 
Wea. Ha's a Booke in his pocket with red Letters un't. 
Cade. Nay then he is a Conjurer. | 

But. Nay, he can make Obligarions,and write Court 
hand, 

Cade, Tam ſorry for't: The man isa proper man of 
mine Honor : unlefle 1 finde him gui Yo he ſhall nordic. 
Come hither firrah, I muſt examine thee : What is thy 
name ? 

Clearke. Emanaell. ; 

But. They uſe to write it onthe top of Letters : "Twill 
go hard with you. 

Cade. Let me alone : Doſt thou uſe to write thy name? 
Or haſt thou a marke tothy ſelfe, like an honeſt plain 
dealing man ? 

Clearke. Sir I thanke God, I have bin ſo well brought 
up,that I can write » name, S 

All, He hath confeſt : away with him: he is a Villaine 
and a Traitor, 

Cade. Away with him I fay : Hang him with his Pen 
and Inke-horne about his necke, 

Exit one with the Clearke 
Enter Michael. 

Mich, Where's our Generall ? 

Cade. Heere 1 am thou particular fellow. 

Mich. Fly fly fly,Sir Humfrey Stafford and his brother 
xe hard by, with the Kings Forces. 

Cade, villaine, ſtand, or Ile fell thee downe : he 
ſhall be encountret) with a man as good as himſelte. He 
is but a Knight, is a? 

Mich, No. 

Cade. To cquall him I will make my ſelfe a knight pre- 

ſently ; Riſe up Sir Jobw Mortimer, Now have at him. 


Enter Sir Humfrey Stafford, and his Brother, 
with Drum and Soldiers. 


Stef. Rebellious Hinds, the filth and ſcum of Kent, 
Mark'd for the Gallowes 3 Lay your Weapons downe, 
Home to your Cottages : forſake this Groome. 

The King is merciful, if you revolt, 

Bro, But angry, wrathfull, and inclin'd to blood, 
If you go forward : therefore yceld, or dyc. 
Rn As for theſe filken-coatcd ſlaves I pafſenot, 

isto you le,that I ſpeake, 
Over wal prop av come) — ws to reigne ; 
For 1 am rightfull heyre unto the Crowne. 

Stef, Villaine, thy Father was a Playlterer, 
And thou thy ſelfe a Sheareman, art thou not ? 

(ade. And Adew was a Gardiner- 

Bro. And what of that ? 

(ade, Marry,this Edwond Mortimer Earle of March, 
v7 2 of Clarence daughter, did he not? 

tef. I fir, 
Cade. By her he had ewo Childrenat one birth. 
Cu heed queſtion ; Bur I fay 
» I 's che ion ; But , tis true ; 

The elder of them being put to nurſe, 
begger-woman Rulnc away, 
And ignorant of his birth and parentage, 


But. Nay, rxrogeme, chreforche ſhall be King % 
Wes. Sir,he made a Chimney in my Fathers 
febrickesare aliveat this day to teſtific it: therefore 
y itnor, 


—. 


Staf, And will you credit this baſe Drudges Wordes , 
that ſpeakes he knowes not what? 

ell. I marry will we, therefore get you gone. 

Bro. Tacky Cade, the D. of Yorke bach taught you this. 

Cade. He lyes, for linvented it my felfe. Gotoo Sir- | 
rah, tell the King from me, that for his Fathers ſake Hen - 
rythe fift, (in whoſe time boyes went to Span-counter 
tor French Crownes) I am content he ſhall reigne, but Ile 
be Protector over him. 

Butcher. And furthermore wee'le have the Lord Sgges 
head,for ſelling the Dukedome of Afaine. 

(ade. And good reaſon : for thereby is England main'd 
And faineto goe with a ſtatfe,but that my puiflance holds 
It up, Fellow-Kings, Itell you , that that Lord Say hath 
gelded the Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch: aad 
more then thar,he can ſpeake French, and therefore he is 
a Traitor, 

Staf. O grofſe and miſerable ignorance. 

Cade. Nay anſwer if you can: The Frenchmen are our 
enemies : go toothen; I ask but this : Can he that ſpeaks 
with thertonye of an enemy, be a good Councellour , or 
no? 

All. No, no,and therefore wee'l have his bead. 

Bro, Well, ſccing gentle words will not prevayle, 
Aſlylethem withths Army of the King. 

Staf. Hcrald away ,and throughout every Towne, 
Proclaime them Traytors thacare up with Cade, 

That thoſe which flye before the batrell ends, 

May even intheir wives and Childrens fight, 

Be haiig'd up for example at their doores : 

And you thatbe the Kings friends follow me. Exit. 

Cade. And youthat love the Commons follow me: 
Now ſhew your ſelves men, 'tis for Liberty. 

We willnotleave one Lord, one Gentleman ; 
Spare none, but ſuch as go inclouted ſhooen, 

For they are thrifryhoneſt men,and ſuch . 

As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. 

But. They are are all in order, and march toward us. 

Cad:. Butthenare we in order, when we arc moſt out 
of order, Come, march forward, 


Alarms to the fight, wherein both the Stafford; are laine. 
== Cade and the ret. fo 


Cade. Where's Dicke, the Butcher of Aſhford ? 

But. Heere (ir. 

{ade. They fell before thee like ſheepe and and 
thou behaved'ſtthy ſelfe, as it thou hadſt beene in thine 
owne Saughter-houſe:Thereforethus wil I reward thee, 
the Lent ſhall beeas long againe as it is, andthou ſhalt 
have a Licenſeto kill fora hundred lacking one. 

But. I delire no more. 

(ade. And to ſpeake truth, thou deſerv'ſt noleſſe. 

This Monument of the viRoric will I beare, and the bo- 
dics ſhall be dragg'd at my horſe heeles, till I docome to 
London, where we will have the Maiors ſword born be- 
fore us. 

Baz. If we mcxeto thrive ,and do good, breake open | 
the Gaoles, and let out the Prifoners, 
Cade. Feare not that 1 warrant thee. Come,let's march 
towards London, Exam, 


Enter the K ing with 4 Supplicaton and the Q nernewith ""Y 
Sepmaf are I headthur gre oftenhe mind, 
Þ 2 


—\ 
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And makes it fearefu!l and degenerate, 

Thunke therefore on revenge, and ceaſe to weepe. 

Bt who can ceaſe to weepe, and looke on this? 

Here may his head lyc on my throbbing breſt : 

Bur where's the body that I ſhould imbrace? 

Bur, What anſiver makes your Grace tothe Rebells 

Supplication ? , 

King. Ile ſend ſome holy Biſhop to intreate } 

For God forbid,ſo many {imple ſoules 

Should periſh by the Sword. And | my ſelfe, 

Rather then bloody warte ſhall cut them ſhort, 

Will parly with Jacks (adetheir Generall. 

Bur ſtay, le reade it over once againe. 

2%. Ahbarbarous villaines : Haththis lovely face, 

Rul'd like a wandring Plannet over me, 

And could it not inforcethem torelent , 

Thar were un;yorthy to behold the ſame? 

lh ing. Lord Say, lacks Cade hath ſworne to havethy 
ad. 

Sey.I, but I hope your Highneſſe ſhall have his. 
King. How now Madam ? 

Stil lamenting and mourning for Suffolkes death ? 

I feare me( Love) ifthat I had beene dead , 

Thou would'ſt not halfe have mourn'd ſo much for me. 
2%, No my Love, I ſhould not mourne, but dye for 
6. 

Emter a Meſſenger, 


King. How now ? What new2s? Why com'ſtthou in 
ſuch haſte ? 

Aleſ. The Rebels are in Southwarke : Fly my Lord:: 
Lacke Cade proclaimes himſelte Lord Mortemer, 
Deicended from the Duke of (Zarence houſe, 

And calls your Grace Vſurper, openly, 

And yowes to Crowne himſelfe in Weſtminſter. 

His Army is a ragged multitude 

Of Hinds gnd Pezants, rude and mercileſle : 

Sir Humfrey Stafford, and his Brothers death, 

Hath given them hrart and courage to proceede : 

All Schollers, Lawicrs, Courticrs, Gentlemen, 
They call F2lſe Catterpillers, and intend their death, 

Kin,Oh gracelefſe men : they know not what they do. 

Buck, My gracious Lord, retire to Killingworth, 
Vnrtill a power be rais'd to put them do wne, 

9u. Ah were the Duke of Suffolke now alive, 

Thele Kentiſh Rebels ſhould be ſoone appeas'd. 

King. Lord Say, the Traitors hatethece, 
Thereforeaway with us to Killingworth* 

Say. So might your Graces perſon beindanger : 
The fight of me is odious in their cyes ; 

And Tres inthis City will I ſtay, 
Andlive alone as fecretas i may. 


Enter another Meſſenger . 


CMeſſ. Iacke Cade bath gotten London-bridge, 
The - Oe flye him and _— their houſes: 
The Raſcall people, thirſting b 
Ioyne with the Traitor, and they y ſweare 
To ſpoyle the City, and your Royall Court. | 

Bue. Thenlinger not my Lord, away, take horſe. 


| King. Come Margaret,God our hope will ſuccour us. 


2s. My hope is gone, now Suffolke is decealt. 
King. Farewell my Lord, truſt not ro Kentiſh Rebels. 


| Bmc. Truſt no body for feare you be betraid, 


$4. The truſt I have, is in mine innocence, 


| And now henceforward it ſhall be Treaſon for any, 


| 


| 


| of your mouth. 


— 


And therefore am I bold and reſolute. Exenn, 
Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower walking. Then enters 
two or thee Citizens below, | 


Scales. How now ? Is Jack (adeſlaine ? 
I.{*. No my Lord, nor likely to be flaine: 

For they have wonne the Bridge, 
Killing all thoſe that withſtand them : 
The L. Maior craves ayd of your Honor from the Tower 
To defend the City from the Rebels, 

Scales. Such ayd as Ican ſpare you ſhall command, 
But Iam troubled heere with them my ſelfe. 
The Rebels have afſay'd to winthe Tower. 
But get you into Smithfield and gather bead, 
= —_ I will ſend you CMatkew 0 
Hghr for your King, your Country, and your Lives, 
And fo farewell, for I muſt hencoagalns. Exenn, 


Emer Tacke Cade and the reft,and firikes biy 
ſtaffe on London tone. 


Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this City , 
And heere ſitting upon Stone, 
I charge and command, that of the Cities coſt 
The piſſing Conduit run nothing but Clarret Wine 


The firlt yeere of our raigne, 


| 


Thar calics me otherthen Lord Afortimer. 
Emer a Souldiey running. 
Sonl. Iache Cade, Tacke (ade. 
Cade. Knocke him downethere. T hey kill bum, 
But, It chis Fellow be wiſe, hee never call yee Jacks 
Cade more, I thinke he hatha very faire warning. 
Dicks. My Lord , there's an Army gathered together 
in Smithfield. 
Cade, Come, then let's go fight withthem : 
But firſt, go and ſet London Bridge on fire, 
And if you can, burac downe the Tower too. 
Come, let's away. Exennt omnes. 


eAlarums. Mathew Goffe is ſlaine, and all the reit, 
Then enter Jacke Cade, with his Company , 


Cade. So firs : now go ſome and pull down the Savoy: 
Others to'th Innes of Court, downe with them all. 
Zut. 1 have a ſuit unto your Lordſhip. 
Cade. Be it a Lordſhippe, thou ſhalt have it for that 
word. 
Bt, Onely that the Lawes of England may come out 


John. Maſlſe "twill be ſore Law then, for he was thruſt 

in the mouth with a and 'tis not whole mY 
Smich, Nay lohn,it will be ſtinking Law, for his breath 
ſtinkes with toſted Cheeſe. 

Cade, T havethought upon it, ir ſhall bee ſo, Away, 
burne all the Records ofthe Realme, my mouth ſhall bec 
the Parliament of England. 

lohn. Then we are like to baye biting Statutes 
Vnleſſe his teeth be pull'd our. : 

Cade. And hence-forward all things ſhall be in Com- 
mon. Enter a eo, 

He. My Lord, a prize, aprize, heeres the Lord 59, 
which ſold the Townes in France, Hethat made Usps 
one and twentie Fes dee? filing che pound, 


the laſt Sublidie. 


Emer 


—__— CG ” 
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Enter George with the Lord Say. 


Cade, Well , heſhallbe beheaded for it tentimes : 
Ah thou Sy, thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord,now 
art thou within point-blanke of our IuriſdiAtion Regall. 


Normandie unto Mounlier Bafimecs, the 
France ? Be it knowne untothee by theſe preſence,cven 
the preſence of Lord Aferrimer , that | am the Beeſome 
that muſt ſweepe the Court cleane of ſuch filth as thou 
art : Thou haſt moſt traitorouſly corrupted the youth of 
the Realme,in ereing a Grammar Schoole: and where- 


and contrary to the King; his Crowne, and Dignity ,thou 
haſt builc a Paper-Mill. It willbee proved tothy Face, 
that thou haſt men about thee , that uſually talke of a 
Nowne and a Verbe, and ſuch abominable wordes , as 
no Chriſtian eare can endure to heare. Thou haſt appoin- 
ted Iuſtices of Peace,tocall poore men before them , a- 
bout matters they were not able toan{were. Moreover, 
thou haſt put them in priſon , and becauſe thy could not 
reade, thou haſt hang'dthem, when (indeed) onely tor 
that cauſe they have beene. moſt worthy to. live. Thou 
doit ride on a foot-cloth, doſt thou not ? 

Saz. What of that ? 

Cade. Marry, thou vught'ſt not to let thy horſe weare 
a Cloake, when honcſter men then thou go intheir Hole 
and Doublets. 

Dicke. And worke in their ſhirt too, as wy ſeltc for cx- 
ample, that am a butcher. | 

Say. You men of Kent. 

Dic, What-ay you of Kent, 

Say. Nothing but this : *Tis bona terre, mala gens. 

Cade, Away with him,away with him, he ſpeakes La- 


une. 
Say. Heare me but ſpeake , and beare me wher'e you 
will : | 
Kent inthe Commentaries (*e/@ writ, 
[sterm'd the civel'ſt place of all this Iſle : 
Sweet is the Country, becauſe full of Ri , 
The People Liberall, Valiant, Active, Wealthy, 
Which makes me hope thou artnot void of pity» 
| ſold not Afaine, I loſt not Normandis, 
Yetto recover them would loſe my life : 
luſtice with favour have I alwaycs done, 
Prayers and Teares have mov*'d me, Gifts could never; 
When have I ought cxaRtedat your hands ? 
Kent tO maintaine, the King, the Realme and you, 
Large gifts have I beſtow'd on learned Clearkes, 
Becaule my Booke preferr'd me tothe Kingz 
And ſeeing Ignorance is the curſe of God, 
Knowledge the W ing wherewith we flye to heaven, 
Vnkſle you be pofleſt with divelliſh ſpirits, 
Youcannot but forbearxeto murther me: 
This Tongue bath parlicd unto Forraigne Kings 
For your behoofe. 
Cade, Tut, when ſtruck*@thou one blow in the field ? 
Say, Great men have reaching hands:oft have I ſtruck 
Thoſethat I neve ſaw, and ſtrucke them dead. 


n__ O moaſtroasCownid } What, to come behinde Sound a parkey. 
es | i” 
$97. Theſe cheeks are palewith watchingfor | What noyſe is this I heare ? 7 
Cade. Give him a box' o'th'care,and that or go mn ET to ſound Retreat or Parley 
red againe, | When command them kill ? - 
"WAY : | P 3 = TC 


What canſt thou anſiver to my Majeſty,for giving up of 
; : © Dolphinof 


as before, our Fore-fathers had no other Bookes but the ] 
Score and the Tally,thou haſt cauſed printing to be us'd, 


— 


Say. Long fitting to determine poore mens cauſes, 
Hath made me full of ſickneſle and diſcales: 

Cade, Ye ſhall have a hempen Candle then, & thie help 
of a hatcher, 

Dicke, Why doſt thou quiver man? 

Say. The Palfie,and not feare provokes me. 

(ade. Nay he noddes at us ,as who ſhould ſay, Ile be 
even with you. Ile ſce if his head will ftand ſteddier on 
4 pole, or no : Take him away and behead him. 

$a. Tell me: wherein have 1 offended molt ? 

Have [| affetcd wealth, or honor ? Speake. 

Are my Cheſts fill'd up with exrorted Gold? 

Is my apparrell iumptuous to behold ? 

Whom have1 injur'd, that ye ſecke my dearh? 

Theſc handsare free from guiltleiſe bloodſhedding, 
This b-elt from harbouring toule deceitfull thoughts, 
O let me live. 

Cade. | feele remorſe in my ſelfe with his words : but 
Ne bridle it: he ſhall dye, and it be but for pleading fo 
well for his life. Away with him, he ha's a Familiar un- 
der his Tongue, he ſpeake not a Gods name. Goe, rake 
him away I tfay,avd (trike off his head preſently,and then 
breake into his Sonne in Lawes houſe , Sir /ames Cromer, 
and ſtrike off his head , aud bringrhem both upon two 
poles hither: 

All. It hall be done, 


God ſhould be ſo obdurate as your ſelves : 
How wouldit fare with your departed ſoules ? 
And therefore yet relcnr, and ſave my life. 

Cade. Away with him, and do as Icommand ye : the 
proudeſt Peere in the Realme ; ſhall not wearea head on 
his ſhoulders, unlefle he pay me tribute : there ſhall not 
a maid be married, but ſhe ſhall pay to me her Mayden - 
head cre they have it : Men (lall hold of mee in Capite. 
And we charge and command, thattheir wivesbe as free 
as heart can wiſh, or rongue can tell. 

Dicks. My Lord, 

When ſhall we go to Cheapfide, andtake np commodi- 


ries our billes ? 
Cade, 1 Marry preſently, 
All. O brave. 


Enter one with the heads. 


Cade. But is notthis braver t 
Let them kifle one another! Forthey lov'd well 
Whenthey werealive. Now partthein againe, 
Leaſtthey conſult abour the giving up 
Of ſome more Townes in France, ers, 
Deferre the ſpoyle of the Cititic untill night ; 
For with theſe before us, in ſieed of Maces, 
Willweriderhrough the ſtreets,and at every Corner 
Havethem kiſſe. Away. Exit. 


eAlaruns, and Ratveat Emer againe (ade, 
| aid all bis rabblement. | 


Cade. Vp Fiſh-ſtreete; downe Saint Magnes corner, 
kill and knocke downe, throw them into Thames : 


$4. Ah Countrimenz If when you make your prai'rs, | 


— 
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Follow me ſouldiers, wee'l deviſe a meanc, br 
To reconcile youall unto the King. Exennt omnez, 


Enter Buckinghaw, anduid Chiford. 
Buc. I heerethey be, thatdare and will diſturb thee: | 


Know Cade, we come Ambaſladors fromthe King | Sound Trumpets. Enter King, Qneene, and 
Vnto the Commons, whomthou haſt miſled, Somerſet on the T arras. 
And heere e free pardon tothem all, 
That will forſake thee, and go home in peace. | Kimg. Was ever King that joy'd an carthly Throne, 
(7%f. What fay ye Countiimen, will yerelent And could command no more contentthen 1 ? 
And yecls to » Whit *cis offered you, No ſooner was I crept out of my Cradle, 
Or lcta rabble leade you to your deaths, But I was made a King, at nine moneths olde. 
Wholoves the King, and will imbrace his pardon, Was never lubje& long'd to be a King, 
Fling up his cap and ſay ,God fave his Majeſtic; AsI dolong and wiſh to bea Subjet. 
«wo —_— I not his Father, and Chfrd 
cnry the fift,that all France to quake, Enter Buckingham avd C A 
Shake he his at us, —_—_ =4 
All. God fave the King, God (ave the King, Buc, Health and glad tydingsto your Majeſty. 


Cade, What Buckingham and Clifford are yeſo brave? | Xu, Why Buckingham,isthe Traitor Cade ſurpris'd? 
And you baſe Pezauts,doe ye beleeve him,will you needs | Or is he but retir'd tomake him ſtrong ? 
be hang'd with your Pardons about your neckes? Hath 
my ſword therefore broke through London gates, that | F mer CMultitud: s with Haltert about their 
you ſhould leave me at the white-heart in Southwark. N ecker. 
I thought ye would never have givenouttheſe Armes til | 
you had reyovered your ancient Freedome : but you arc Clif-He is fled my Lord, and all his powers do yeeld, 
all Recreants and Daſtards, and delightto live in flaveric | And humbly thus with balters on their neckes, 
to the Nobility. Let them breake your backes with bur» | Expe&t your Highneſſe doome of life, or death. 


thens, take your bouſes over your heads , raviſh your | Xig. Thcn heaven ſet ope thy everlaſting gates, 
Wiycsand Daughters before your faces. For me, 1 will | To cntertaine my vowes of thankesand praiſe. 
- make ſhift for one, and ſo Gods Curſſe light uppon you | Souldicrs, this day have you redeem'd your lives, 
| all. And ſhew'd how well you love yonr Prince & Country: 
All. Wee'l follow Cade, Continue {till in this ſo good a minde, 
Weel follow Cade. And Henry though he be infortunare, 
Clif. Is Cade the ſonne of Henry the fitt, Aſſure your ſelves will never be unkinde : 
That thus youdo exclaime you'lgo with him. And ſo with thankes, and pardon to you all, 
Will hecondu& you throughthe heart of France, I dodiſmiſſe you to your ſeverall Countries. 
And makethe meancſt of you Earles and Dukes ? All, God fave the King, God fave the King. 
Alas, be hath no home, no place to fye too : 
Nor knowes he how tolive , but by the {poyle, Emter a Meſſenger. 
Vnleſſe by robbing of your Friends, and us. Aefſ. Pleaſe it your Grace to beadyertiſed, 
Wer't -not a ſhame, that whilſt you live at 1arre, The Duke of Yorke is newly come from Ireland, 
The fearfull French, whom you late vanquiſhed And witha puiſſant 8nd a mighty power 
Should makea (tart ore-ſeas, and vanquiſh you? Of Gallow-glafles and ſtour Kernes, 
Me thinkes alreadie in this civill broyle, | Is marching hirherward in proudarray, 
I ſce them Lording it in London ſtreets, And ftillproclaimerh as he comes along, 
Crying Uilliago unto all they merte. His Armies are onely to remove fromthee 
Better ten thouſand baſe-borne Cader miſcarry, The Duke of Somerſer, whom he tearmes a Traitor. 
' Then you ſhould ſtoope unto a Frenchmans mercy. King. Thas ſtands my ſtate, *twixt Cade and Yorke 
To France, to France, and get what you havelolt : diſtreſty 
Spare E for it is your Native Coalt: Like toa Ship, that having.ſcap'da Tempeſt, 
Henry hath mony, you are ſtrong and manly : Is ſtraight way claimd, and boorded with a P yrate, 
God on our (ide, doubt not of Viorie. þ. Butnow is Cade driven backe, his men diſpierc'd, 
| eAll. A Clifford, a Clifford, And now is Yorke in Armes,to ſecond him. 
Wce'l follow the King and Clifford. I pray thee Buckingham go and meet him, 
| Cade. Wasever Feather fv lightly blowne tos & fro, | And aske him what's the reaſon of thele Armes : 


as this multitude? The name of Henry the fift,hales them | Tell him, Ile ſend Duke Edwwndto the Tower, 

to an hundred miſchiefes, and makes them leave mede- | And Somerſes we will commirthee thirher, 

ſolate. I ſee them lay their beads together ro furprize | Vntill his Army be diſmiſt from him- 

me. My ſword make way tare, for heere isno ſtaying: Somerſet. My Lord, 

in deſpight of the divels and hell, have through the veric | Ile yeeld my ſelfe to priſon willingly, 

middeſt of you,and beayens and honor be witnefle, that | Or unto death, to do my Countrey good. 

no want of reſolution in mee , but onely my Followers King. In any caſe, be not too rough in termes, 
baſe and ignominious treaſons, make me betake mee to | For he is fierce, and cannot brooke hard Language 


| my heeles, | Exit. Bc. I willy Lord, and doube not ſo to dcaie, 
Buck. What, is he fled ? Goſome and follow him, As all things ſhall redound unto your good- 
And he that brings his head unto the King, King* Come wite, let's in, aud to governe better, 
Shall have athouſand Crownes for his reward, For yet may England curſe my wretched reigne. 01 
| Prams ſame of them. | Buon | I | 


> P — 
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Emer ( ade. 


Cade. Fye on Ambition ; fie on my ſelfe, that have a 
ſword,and yet am ready to famiſh. Theſe five dayes have 
| hid me in theſe Woods, and durſt not out, for all 
the Country is laid for me : but now am [ , that 
if I might have a Leaſe of my life for a thouſand yeares, 1 
could {tay no longer. Wherefore on a Bricke wall have 
[ climb'd into this Garden, to ſee if I can cate Grafle, of 
picke a Sallet another while, which is not amiſle to coole 
a mansſomacke this hot weather: and I think this word 
Sallet was borne todo me good ; for many atime bur for 
aSallet, my brai bad beene cleft with a brown Bill; 
and many a time when have beene dry,& bravely mart- 
ching, it hath ſerv'd me inſteede of a quart pot to drinke 
in: and now the word Sallet muft ſerve me to feed on. 


Emer 1den. 
[den. Lord who would live turmoyld inthe Court, 
And may enjoy ſuch quiet walkes as thele ? 
This ſmall inheritance my Father left me, 
Contenteth me, and worth a Monarchy. 
| ſecke notto waxe great by others warning, 
Or wealth I care not with what cnvy : 
$ _—_ I have maintai __ {tate, 
And {ends the poore well um my gates 
{ads, Heere's the yy prre ſoile come to ſeize mee 
for a (tray, for entring his Fee-fimple without leave. A 
Villaine, thou wilt betray me, and get a 1000. Crownes 
of the King by cartying my headro him , but Ile make 
thee eate Iron like an Oſtridge, and ſwallow my Sword 
likea great pin,ere thou and [ part. 
Iden. Why rude Companion, whatfoerethou be, 
I know thee not, why then ſhould I betray thee ? 
lsr nor to breake into my Garden, 
Andlike a theefe tocome to rob my 
Climbing my walles in ſpight of me the Owner 
Butthou wilt brave me with theſe ſawcic tearmes ? 
(«de. Brave thee? Iby the beſt blood that ever was 
broach'd, and beard thee to. Looke on me well , I have 
cate no meate theſe five dayes , yet come thou and thy 
hive men, and if 1 doe not cave youall as dead as adoore 
naile, | pray God I may never cate grafle more. 
Iden, Nay, it ſhall ne're be ſayd, while England ſtands, 
That «Alexander Idenan Eſquire of Kent, 
Teoke oddes ro combate a poore famiſht man. 
Oppole thy ſtedtaſt gazin! to mine, 
Ke ifthou canſt our me with thy lookes : 
Serlimbe rolimbe, and thou art farre the icſler : 
Thy hand is tut a finger tomy fiſt, 
Thy legge a ſticke compared with this Truncheon, 
My foote ſhall with all the ſtrength thou halt, 
And if mine arme be heaved in the Ayre, 
Thy grave is digg'd alreadic inthe carth: 
As for words, whoſe greatneſſe anſwer's words, 
Let this my ſword report what ipecch forbeares. = 
Cade. By my Valour: the moſt compleate Champi- 
on that ever 1 heard, Steele, if thou turnethe edge, or, 
cur not out the burly bon'd Clowne in chaines of Beete, 
rm, wr. 1 beſcech love on my knees 
thou mayſt | 


turn'd to Hcbnailes. 
Here they pgbe. 
OT amſlaine, Famine and no other hath ſlaine me, let ten 


| 


— 


thouſand divellcs come againſt nie, and give me bur the 
ten meales I have loit, and I'dedetic them all. Wither 
Garden, and be henceforth a burying place toall that do 
dwell inthis houſe, becauſe the unconquered ſoule of 
(adt is fled. 

Iden, |s't Cadethat I have ſlainthat monſtroas traitor? 

Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deede, 
And hang thee o're my Tombe, when 1 am dead. 
Ne're ſhall this blood be =—_ from thy point, 
But thou ſhalt weace it as a Heralds coate, 

Tocmblaze the Honor thy Maſter got. 

Cade. Iden farewell,and be proud of thy victory: Tell 
Kent from me, ſhe hath loſt her beſt man, and exhortall 
the World to be Cowards ; for I that never fearcd any , 
am vanquiſhed by famine, not by Valour. _ 

Id. How much thou wrong'ſt me heaven be my judge; 
Die damned Wretch, the curie of her that bare thee : 
And as I thruſt thy body in with my ſword, 

So wiſh I, I might thruſt thy ſoule ro hell. 
Hence witl 14 thee headlong by the heeles 
Vrroa dunghill, which ſhall be thy grave, 

And therecur off thy moſt ungracions head, 
Which 1 will beare 1a triumph to the King, 
Leaving thy trunke tor Crowes to feed upon. 


Emer Torke, end his Army of Iriſh, with 
Drumme and Colours. 


Tor. From Ireland thus comes Yorke to claim his right, 
And plucke the Crowne from feeble Henries head. 
Ring, Belles alowd, burne Bonfires cleare and brighe 
Toenterraine great Englands lawfull King. 

Ah Sana Majeits | who would not buy thee deere ? 
Let them , that knowesnot how toRule. 

This hand was made to handle nought but Gold, 

| >, tomy words, 

Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. 

A Sceprer ſhall it a { a ſoule, 

On which lle tofſe the Fleure-de-Luce of Frances 


Emer Buckingham, 


Whom have we heere? Buckingham to diſturbe me? 
The king hath ſent him ſure : I muſtdifſemble. 
Bac, Yorke, if thou meanc(t weil, I greetthee well, 
Yor. Hunefrey of Buckingham, I accept thy greeting. 
Art thou a Meflenger, or come of b 
Buc, AM from Henry, our dread Liege, 
To know the reaſon of theſe Armes in peace. 
Or why, thou being a SubjcR, as I am, 
Againit thy Oath, and true {worne, 
Should raiſe ſogreata power without his leave ? 
Ordare to bring thy Force ſoneere the Court ? 
Ter. Scarie can I ſpeake, my Choler is {o 
Ohl couid wm kes, and fight with Flint, 
I am ſo angry at abjetrermes. 


Exit. 


And now like eat Telameniaa, 


have given no = 
minde was troubled w Melancholly. 
cauſe why I have brought thisarmic hither, 


My 
The 


Is 7 


— 


| 


| 
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Isto remove proud Somerſet from tbe King, | | 


Scditious to his Grace,and to the Stace. 

But, That is too much preſumption on thy part: 
But if thy Armes be to no other end, 

The King hath yeelded unto thy demand : 
The Duke of Somerlet is in the Tower. 

Yorke. Vponthine Honor is he Priſoner ? 

Buc. Vpon mine Honor he is Priſoner ? 

Torke. Then Buckingham,l do diſmiſſe my Powers- 
Souldiers I thanke you all : diſperſe your ſclves : 
Meet me to morrow in S. Georges Field, 

You ſhall have pay, and every thing you wiſh. 
And let my Soveraigne, vertuous Heme, 
Comm my cldelt ſonne, nay all my fonnes, 
As pledges of my Fealtic and Love, 

Ie ſendthem all as willing as I live : 


Lands, Goods, Horſe, Armor, any thing I have 


Is histo uſe, ſo Somerſet may dye. 
Bac, Yorke, I commend this kinde ſubmiſſion, 
We twaine will gointo his H1ghneſlc Tent. 


Enter King and A teendants, 
King. Buckingham,doth Yorke intendno harmeto us, 
Thatthus he marcheth with thee Arme in Arme ? 
Yorke. Inall ſubmiſſion and humility, 
Yorke doth preſent umſelfe unto your Highneſle . 
K. Then what intends theſe forces thou doſt bring ? 
Tor. To heave the Traitor Somerſet from hence, 
And fight againft that monſtrous Rebell Cade, 
Who fince I hcard to be diſcomfited. 


Enter [dew with ( ade bead. G 
1Iden. Tf one ſo rude, and of fo meane condition 
May paſſe into the preſence of a King : 
La Grace a Traitors head, 
The head of { ade, whom I in combate flew. 
King.The hcad of Cade? Great God,how jult art thou? 
Ohler me view his Viſage being dead, 
That living wrought me ſuch exceeding trouble. 
Tell memy Friend, artthou the man that flew him ? 
Iden. I was, an't like your Majeſtic. 
King, How artthou call'd? And what is thy degree? 
Idew. Alexander [den, that's my name, . 
A Eſquire of Kent, that loves the King. 
xc. So pleaſe it you my Lord, 'twere not amiſle 
He were created Knight for his good { ervice. 
K mg. Iden, kneele downe, riſeupa Knight: 
We give thee for reward a thouſand Markes, 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. 
1dan. May 1den live to merit ſuch a bountic, 
And never lwe but true unto his Licge. 


Enter 2 neene and Somerſet. 

K.See Buck! et comes with th' Queene, 
Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 

2%. For thouſand Yorkes he ſhallnot hide his head, 
Burt buldly ſtand, and front him to his face, 

Tor. How now ? is Somerſet ar libertic ? 
Then Yorke unlooſethy long impriſoned thoughts, 
And let thy tongue be equall with thy heart. 
Shall I endure the ſight of Somerſet? 
Falſe King, why halt thov broken faith with me, 
Knowi \=o-#-9ar - m———_— 
King did I call thee?no art no King: 
Not fit to governeand rule multitudes, 


| 


Which durſt not, no nor canſt not rule a Traitor. | 


— _—_ 


OR —— 


That Head of thine doth not become aCrowne : 
Thy hand is made cograſpe a Palmers ſtaffe, 

And not to grace an awefall Princely Scepter. 

That Gold, muſt round engirt the browes of mine. 
Whoſe Smile and Frowne, like Achiltes Speare 

Is able with the change, to kill and cure . 

Heerc isa hand to hold a Scepter up , 

And with theſame to ate controlling Lawes: 
Give place: by heaventhou ſhalt rule no more 
O're him, whom heaven created for thy Ruler. 

Som. O monſtrous Traitor !1I arreſt thee Yorke 
Of Capirall Treaſon 'gainſt the King and Crowne: 
Obey audacious Traitor, kneele for Grace. 

ork. Wold'ſt have me kneele? Firſt tet rac aske of rhee, 
It they can brooke I bow a knee to man : | 
Sirrab,call in my ſonnes to be my baile: 

I know ec they willlet me goe to Ward, 

They'l pawne their Swords tor my infranchiſement. 
2x, Call hither Chfford, bid hum come amaine, 

To (ay,if that the Baſtard boyes of Yorke 

Shall be the Surety tor their Traitor Father. 

Yorke. O blooc-beſpotted Neapolitan, 
Out-calt of s,Englands bloody Scourge: 
The ſonnes of Yorke, thy betters in their burth, 
Shall be their Fathers baile, and bane to thoſe 
That for my Surety will refuſe the Boyes. 

Enter Edward and Richard. 
See where they come, Ile warrant they'l make it good, 


Enter C 
2%. And here comes (lffordro deny their baile, 

C sf. Health and all happinefle to my Lord the King, 

Tor.1 thanke thee Cl; 
Nay, do not fright me with an angry looke : 
We are thy Soveraigne Chfferd, kneele againe ; 
For thy muſtak.ing fo, We pardon thee. 

Clsf. This is my King Yorke, I do not miſtake, 
Bat chou miſtakett me much to thinke I do, 
ToBedlcm with bim, is theman growne mad? 


Kg. I Clifford, a Bedlem and ambitious hamor 


Makes him oppole himſelfe againlt his King. 
Clef. He is a Traitor, let him tothe Tower, 
And crop away that fatious pare of his. 


2a. He is arreſted, but will not obey : 

His ſonnes (he ſayes) ſhall givetherr words for him. 
Tor. Will you not ſonnes ? 
Edw, 1 Noble Father, if our words will ſcrue. 


Rich And if words will not,then our Weapons ſhall, |, 


(%f. Why what a brood of Traitors have we heere? 
Tor. in a Glaſle, and call thy Image 1o. 

I am thy King, andthou a falſe-heart Traitor : 

Call hither tothe ſtake my two brave Beares, 

That with the very ſhaking of their Chaincs, 
They may aftoniſh theſe king Curres: 

Bid Sali and Warwicke come to me. 


Beer the Earies of Warwick, ad 
Sahrbury. 


| | 
('&f.Are theſe thy Beares? Wee'l baitethy Bears to death, | 
Os the — Chaines, 
If thou car'it bring tothe bayting . 
Rich. Ott have | ſcene a hot _—_ 
Run backe and bite, becauſe he was with-hcld, 
Who being ſuffer'd withthe Beares fell paw, 
Hath clapt his taile, betweene his legges and cride, 


—. 4 


Say,what newes with ther? | 


And! a peece of ſervice will you , 


— 


—— 


f, Hence heape of wrath, foulec indigeſted lumpe, 
Rand in thy manners, asthy ſhape. 
= Nay we (hal heate youthoroughly anon. 
Ks. - Take hcede leaſt by your heate you burne your 
VESs . 
King. Why Warwicke, hath thy knee forgot to bow? 
Old Salisbury, ſhame tothy ſilver haire, 
Thou mad miſlcader of thy brain-ficke ſonne, 
What wilt thou onthy death-bed play rhe Ruitian? 
And ſecke for ſorrow with thy ſpeRacles ? 
Oh where is Faith? Oh, where 1s Loyalty ? 
If ic be baniſht from the froſty head, 
Where ſhall it finde a barbour in the carth? 
Wilt thou go digge a grave to finde out Warre, 
And ſhame thine honourable age with blood ? 
Why artthou old, and want'ſt experience ? 
Or wheretore doeſt abuſe it, if thou halt it ? 
For ſhame in datic bend thy knee to me, 
That bowes unto the grave with milckic age- 
S«/. My Lord, I have conſidered with wy (ele 
The Title of = smoſt - ——— _—_ 
Andiamy conſcience, te his 
The rightfull heire © nglands Royall ſcare. ' 
King. Haſt thounot ſworne Allegeance unto me ? 
Sal. I have. 
K;. Canſt thou diſpenſe with heaven for ſuch an oath? 
Sal. It is great finne, to ſweare unto a ſinne : 
But greater tinne to keepe a (infull oath : 
Whocan be buund by any folemne Vow 
Todoe a murd'rous deede, to rob a man, 
To force a ſpotleſſe Virgins Chaſtiric, 
To reave the Orphan of his Patrimonie, 
Towring the Widdow from her cuſtom'd right, 
And have no other reaſon for this wrong, 
But that he was bound by a ſolemne Oath ? 
2s. A lubtle Traitor nceds no Sophilter. 
King. Call Buckingham, and bid him arme himſelfe. 
4 Call Buckingham, and all the friends thou haſt, 
| am refoiv'd for deathand dignity. 
OWClf.The firſt 1 warrant thee,ifdreames prove true. 
War. You werebeſt togo to bed, and dreame againe, 
To keepe thee from the Tempeſt of the field. 
01d Clif. Iam reſolv'd to bearca greater ſtorme, 
Then any thou canſt conjure up to day : 
And that Le write upon thy Burgoaet, 
Might I but know thee by thy houſes Badge- 
We. Now by my Fathers badge, old Newils Creſt, 
The rampantBeare chain'd to the ragged ſtaffe, 
This day Ile weare aloft my , 
As on a Mountaine top, the Cedar ſhewes, 
That keepes his leaves in ſpight of any ſtorme, 
oh Totten = view _ by 
Clif, omt onet Ile rend thy Beare, 
And tread it under foot Y ith a contempt, 
Deſpighr the Bearard, that proteRs the Beare. 
 To.Chf. And ſo to Armes victorious noble Father, 
Toquell the Rebels, and their Complices. 
Reich. Fie, Charitie for _n ons not in ſpight, 
For you ſhall ſup witheſu Chriſt to night. 
Y of Foule ſtigmaticke,that's more then thou 
Rich. If not in heaven, you'l ſurely ſup in hell. Exeun, 
Emtey Warwicke. | 
Way. Clifford of Cumberland, "tis Warwicke calles * 
And if thou doſt not hide thee from the Beare, 


SC — 
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If youoppole your ſelves to match Lord Warwicke. Now when the angrie Trumpet ſoundsalarum, on 


And dead mens cries do fill the ewptic ayre, 
Clifford 1 ſay,come forth and fight with me, 
Proud oe Cn Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwicke is hoarſe with calling thee toarmes- 
Enter Torks. | 
War. How now my Noble Lord? Whatall a-foot» 
Tor. The deadly handed Clifford flew my ſteed ; 
But matchto match 1 have encountred him, 
And made a prey tor Carrion Kytes and Crowes 
Evenof the bonnie beaſt he loved fo well. 
Enter ( lifford. 
War. Of one or both of us the time 1s come. 
Yor, Hold Warwicke; ſeck thee out ſome other chace, 
For | my ſelfe muſt hunt this Deere ro dearth. 
War, Then nobly Yorke,'tis for a Crown thou fightſt: 
As I intend Clifford to thrivetoday, 
It greeves my ſoule to leave thee unaſſail'd. 
(if. What ſceltthou in me Yorke? ' 
Why doſt thou pauſe ? 
Torke. With thy brave bearing ſhould I be in love, 
But that thouart ſo faſt mine enemic. 
Clif. Nor ſhould thy proweſle want praiſe and eſteeme, 
Bur that 'tis ſhewne 1 y,and in Treaſon. 
Torke. So ler it helpe me againſt thy ſword, 
AsT in juſtice, and true right cxpreſle it, 
Clif. My (oule and bodice on the ation both. 
Torks. A dreadfull lay, addreſſethee inſtantly. 
Chf. La fin Corronne les oeres. Dies, 
Tor. Thus Warre hath giventhee peace, for y art ſtill; 
Peace with his ſoule, heaven if it bf will, 
Emter young Cs 
Clif. Shame and Confuſion al is on the rout, 
Feare frames diſorder, and diſorder wounds 
Where it ſhould guard. O Warre, thou ſonne of hell, 
Whom angry heavens do make their miniſter, 
Throw inthe frozen boſomes of our part, 
Hot Coales of Vengeance. Let no Souldicrs flye. 
He that is truely dedicate to Warre,) 
Hath no ſcife-love : nor he that loves himſelfe, 
Hath not eſſentially, but by circnmſtance 
The name of Valour. O letthe vile world end, 
And the premiſed Flames of che Laſt day, 
Knit earth and heaven together. 


ExitWar, 


| Now letthe generall Trumpet blow his blaſt, 


Particulariticy, and petty ſounds 

Toceaſe. Was't thou ordained (O deere Father) 
To loſe thy youth - and to atchieve - 

The Silver Livery of adviſed Age, 

And in thy Revercnce, and thy Chayre<dayes, thus 
Todye in Ruthan battell? Evenatrthisfight, 

My heart is turn'd to ſtone : and while *tis mine, 
[t ſhall be ſtony. Yorke, not our old men ſpares : 
No more will Itheir Babes, Teares Virginall, 
Shall be to me,cven as the Dew to Fire, 

And Beautic, that the Tyrant oft reclaimes, 
Shall co my flaming wr tb, be Oyle and Flax : 
Henceforth, I will not hayero doe with pitty, , 
Meet I an infant of the houſe of Yorke, 

Into as many ts will I cut it 

As wilde Medes yong Abſirtis did. 

In cruelty, will I ſeeke our my Fame. 

Come thou new ruine of olde Cliffords houſe ; 
As did c/Eneas old eArchiſes beare, 

Sobeare I thee upon my manly ſhouldiers; 
Butthen, «/£xeas bare aliving loade ; 


—_ — 
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| The ſecond Partof K ing Henry the Sixth, 


Nothing fo heavy as theſe woes of minc. 
Enter Richard, and Somerſet to fight. 


Rich. Solye thou there ; 
For underneathan Ale-houfe paltry ſigne, 
The Caſtle in S. e/boxs, Somerſet 
Hath made the Wizard famous in his death : 
Sword, hold thy temper ; Heart, be wrathfull ſtill : 
Prieſts pray forenemies , but Princes kill. 
Fight, Excur frons. 


h Enter King, Queene,and others. 

Lu. Away my Lord, youare ſlow, for ſhame away. 
E Kmg, Can we out-run the Heavens ? Good Margaret 

ay. 

2s. Whatare you made of? You'l nor fight nor flye : 
Now is it manhood, wiſedome,and defence, 
Togivethe enemy way, and to ſecure us 
By what we can, whichcanno more but flyc, 

Alarum afarre off, 

IF you be tane, we then ſhould ſee the botrome 
Of allour Fortunes : but if we haply ſcape, 
(As well we may , if notthrough your negle& ) 
We ſhall roLondonget, where you are lov'd, 
And wherethis breach now in our fortunes made 
May readily be ſtopt, 


Enter ( iff ord. 


Clif. Bur that my heart's on future miſchiefe ſet, 
I would ſpeake blaſphemy ere bid you fly : 
But flye you muſt : Vncureable diſcomfite 
Reignes inthe hearrs of all our preſent parts. 
Away for yourrelicfe, and we will live 
To ſce their day, and them our Fortune give. 


| 


— 


Alarum. Retreat. Enter Torks, Richard, Warwicke, 
No - Souldiers with Drum &- E oloxrs, 
ke. Of Salsbury, who can report of him, 

That winter Lon wh in $ 
Aged contuſions, andall bruſh of Time : 
And like 4 Gallant, in the brow of youth, 
Repaires him with Occaſion, This happy day 
Isnot it fclte, nor have we wonne one foot, 
If Salsbury be loſt. 

Rich. My Ncble Father : 
Threc times to day 1 hope him to his horſe, 
Three times beſtrid him : Thrice 1 led him off, 
Perſwaded him from any further aR : 
Bur (till where danger was, ſtill there I met him, 
And like rich hangings in a homely houſc, 
So was his will, in his old feeble body. 
But Noble as hc 1s, looke where he comes. 

Enter Salubury. 

+ Sal. Now by my Sword, well haſt thou fought to day; 
Byth'Maſle ſo did we all. I thanke you Richard. 
Gud knowes how long it is I haveto live : 

And it hath pleas'd him thatthreetimes to day 
You have detended me from imminent death. 
Well Lords, we have uot got that which we have, 
'Tisnot enough = _ arethistime ficd, 
Bein ſires of ſuc ing Nature. 
7 >. owes our {: Cow them 
For (asT heare)the King is fled to London, 
To call a preſent Court of Parliament. 
Let us purſuc him ere the Writs go forth. 
W hat ſayes Lord Warwicke, ſhalt we after then ? 
War. After them ! nay before them if we can : 
Now by my hand (Lords) 'twas a glorious day. 
Saint Albons betrell wonne by famous Yorke, 
Shall be cterniz'd in all Age to come. 
Sound Drumme and Trumpets, and to London all, 


Away my Lord, away. Exennt. | And more ſuch dayes as theſe, to us befall. E xexnt, 
| 
FFN FS. 
' 
bs 't —_ In 
EEC ITT Cn nog og — | 


S > « N IP 5 : fr, ;=\ . : | J ; > 
2A @;.\ b = _ > 2 ER > Is } 
C2. | - « — 
>. D) AO SS 1 ” V __ - Wo £3) V TiÞ FF I% 
, -h + _ a” N 
{> / - wy E WH | F [© —— 1 © = N + ty a , 


ThethirdParto ing Hen 


vvith the death of the Duke of 
YOREE. 


ry the Xt; 


JS 


oA tus Primus, Scena Prima. 


A 


Alarum, And baſhful Hezry depos'd, whoſe Cowardize, 
Enter Plamtagenet, Edward, Norfolke, Mount- Hath madeus by-words to our enemics- | 
agne, Warwicky, and Soulduers. Plant. Then leave me not, my Lords bereſolute, 


I meane to take polleflion of my right, < 
Waewicke. Warw. Neither the King, nor be that loves him beſt, 
Wonder how the King eſcap'd our hands ? The prowdelt he that holds up , 
IE PL.W hile we purſu'dche Horſmen of 5 North, | Dares ſtirre a Wing, if Farwicky ſhake his Bells. 


He ſlyly ſtole away, and left his men : —_—_ Plentagener, root him up who dares z , 
W hereat the great Lord of Northumberland, | Reſolve thee Richard, clayme the Kogliſh Crowne. 
Whoſe Warlike cares could never brouke retreat, 
Chear'd up the drouping Army,and himſclfe. Emer King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland, 
Lord Chiferd and Lord Stafford all a-breſt : Weit merland, Excter, and the ret. 
Charg'd our maine Battailes Front : and breaking in, 
Were by che Swords of common Souldiers ſlaine. Henry. My Lords, looke where the ſturdy Rebell firs, 
Edw. Lord Stafferds Father, Duke of Buckjnghaw, Even inthe Chayre of Stare : belike he meanes, 
[seither flaine or wounded dangerous. Backt by the power of Warwicke, that falſe Peere, 


I cleft his Beayer with a down-right blow : Toaſpire unto the Crowne, and as 

That this is true (Father) behold his blood. | Earle of Northumberland, be ſlew thy Father, 
UMownt. And Brother, here's the Earle of Wiltſhires | And thine, Lord (fferd, & you both have vow'd revenge 

Whom I encountrcd as the Battels joyn'd, (blood, | On him, his fonnes, his favorites, and his friends. + 
Rich. Speake thou for me, and tell them what1 did. Northumb. |f | be not, Heavens be reveng'd on me. 


Plan. Richard hath beſt deſerv'd of all my ſonnes*: (fford. The hope thercof, makes Chfford mourne in 
But is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerſet ? _ | Steele, 

Nr. Such hope have all the line of ſobn of Gant, Weſtm. W hat, ſhall we ſuffer this?let's pluck himdown, 

Rich. Thusdo I hope to ſhake King Hemries head, My heart for anger burnes, I cannot brooke it. 

Werw, And ſo doe], vitorious Prince of Torke- Henry, Be patient, gentle Earle of Weſtmerland. 
Before I ſee thee ſeated in that Throne, Chiford. Patience is for Poultroones, and fuchis he : 
Whichnow rhe Houſe of Lancaſter uſurpes, He durſt not fit there, had your Father liv'd» 
[ vow by Heaveo, theſe eycs ſhall never cloſe, | My gracious Lord, here inthe Parliament 
This isthe Pallace of the fearefull King, Ler us affayle the Family of Terk, 


Andthis the Regall Seat : poſſeſſe ir Torke, N #rth. Well haſt thou {poken, Couſin be it ſo. 
Forthis is thine ,and not King, Henries Heires, Henry. Ah, know you not the City favours them, 
Plant, Aſſiſt methen, ſweet Wa wicks, and 1 will, | And they have troopes of Souldiers at theic becke? 
For hither we have broken in by force. | | Weitm. Bur when the Dake is {laine, they'le quickly 
Norf. Wee'le all affiſt you : he that flyes, ſhall dye-. flye. 
Plant, Thanks gentle Norfolke, ſtay by me my Lords, Hemry. Farre be the thoughe of this from Henries heart, 
And Souldiers ſtay and lodge by me this Night. To mike aShambles of the Parliament Houſe. 
They goe wp, | Couſin of Excter, frownes, words, and threats, 
| Fam.And whenthe King comes, offer him no violence, Shallbe the Warre that Henry meanes to uſe: 
Vilefle he ſeeke to thruſt you out perforce. Thou faRtious Duke of Yorkedeſcend my Throne, 
Plant, The Queene this day here holds her Parliament, | And kneele for grace and mercie at my feet, . 
But little thinkes we ſhall be of her counſaile, I am my Soveraigne. 
By words or blowes here let us winne our right. Yorke, 1 am thine. 
Rich. Arm'd as we are, let's ſtay within this Houſe. Exer. For ſhame come downe, he made thee Duke of 
Few, The bloody Parliament (allthis be call'd, Yorke, 
Vnleſſe Planragenet, Duke of Yorke, be King, | 


Gi, i a " PY 


Torks, It was my Inheritance, as the Earledome was. | 
yp Exe. Thy | 


; 
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Exet. Thy Father was a Traytor tothe Crowne. 
Warw. —_— art __—_ to the Crowne, 
In following this uſurping Henry. 
hiford. * W hom ſhould hee follow, but his naturall 
ine? Md 

gr_ TT Clfford,and that's Richard Duke of Yorke. 
Herry, And ſhall I ftand, and thou fit in my Throne? 
Yorke. It muſt and ſhall be ſo, content thy ſelfc. 
Warw. Be Duke of Lancaſter ,let him be King. 
Weitm. He is both King, and Duke of Lancaſter, 

And that the Lord of Weſtmcrland ſhall maintaine. - 

Warw. And Warwicke ſhall diſprove it. You forget, 

Thar wearethoſe which chas'd you from the held, 

And ſlew your Fathers, and with Colours ſpread 

Martcht tarough the Citic to the Pallace Gates. 
Northumb. Yes Warwicks, | remember it to my gricte, 

And by his Soule, thouand thy Houſe ſhall rue it. 
weſtm. Plantagenet, of thee andrheſe thy Sonnes, 

Thy Kinſmen, and thy Friends, Ic have more lives 

Then drops of bloud were in my Fathers Veines. 

(uf. Vrge it no more, leſt that in ſteed of words, 

I ſend thee, Warmicke, ſuch a Mciſenger, 

As ſhall revenge his death, before I {tirre. 

' Wow. Poore Chfford ,' how 1 ſcorne his worthleſle 

Threats. ' 

Plant. Will you we ſhew our Title to the Crowne? 

If not, our Swords ſhall pleade it in the field, 

Henry. Whar Title haſt thou Traytor tothe Crowne ? 

My Father was astbou art, Duke of Yorke, 

Thy Grandfather Roger CHMortimer,Earlc of March. 

Iam the Sonne of Henry the Fift, 

W ho made the Dolphin and the French to ſtoupe, 

And ſeiz*'d-upon their Townes and Provinces. 

Warw, Talke not of France, fith thou haſt loſt it all. 
Henry. The Lord ProteRor loſt it, and not I: 

W hen I was crown'd I was but nine monerhs old, 
Rich, You are old enough now, 

And yet methinkes you loſe : 

Father teare the Crowne from the Vſurpers Head. 
Edward. Sweet Father doc ſo,ſctit on your Head. 
Mount. Good Brother,” 

Asthou lov'ſt and honoreſt Arames, 

Let's fight it out, and not ſtand cavilling thas. 

Richard. Sound Drummes and Trumpets, and the 
King will flye. 
Plant. Sonnes peaces 

: Henry. Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to 
ake. 

"aw, Plantdgenet ſhall ſpeake firſt: Heare him Lords, 

And beyou ſilent and attentive too, 

For he that interrupts him, (hall not live. | 
Hen.Think'ſt chou,that 1 will leave my Kingly Throne, 


| Wherein my Grandfirc and my Fathcr ſat ? 


No: firſt (hall Warretinpeople this my Realme ; 
I, and their Colours often borne in France , 
And now in England, to our bearts great ſorrow, 
Shallbe my:Winding-ſheet. Why faintyou Lords? 
My Title's good, and better farge then his. 

Warw. But proveit Henry, and thou ſhalt be King. 


: 


Reſign'd the Crowne to Henry the Fourth, 

wo_es egy Father was, and I am his. 

» Her inſt him, being his Soveraigne 

And made him ro religntbla Cromen perſorce: ” 
War. le, my Lords, he did it unconſtrayn'd, 

Thioke you were prejudicial to his Crowne? 

þ Exet. -No : for he could not ſo reſigne his Crowne, 

But thatthenext Hcite ſhould ſucceed and reigne. 

Hemy. Art thou againſt us, Duke of Exeter ? 
Exeer. His is the right, andtherefore pardon me. 
Plant. Why whiſper you, my Lords, and anſwer not? 
Exes. My Conſciencerellsmehe is lawfull King. 
Henry. All will revolt from me, and turne to him. 
Northumb. Plantagenet, for all the Clayme thonlay'ft, 

Thinkenct, that Hewry ſhall be ſo d. 

Warw. Depos'd he ſhall be, indeſpight of all. 
Northumb. Thou art deceiv'd ; A 

"Tis not thy Southerne power 

Of Eſſex, Norfolke, Sutfolke, nor of Kent, 

Which makes thee thus preſumptnous and prowd, 

Can ſet the Duke up in defpighr of me. 

Cliford. King Henry, be thy Title right or wrong, 

Lord Chfford vowes to fight in thy de : 

May that ground gape, and ſwallow me alive; 

W here I ſhall kneele to him that ſlew my. Father. 
Hemy, Oh Cliffird, how thy words revive my heart, 
Plant, Henry of Lancaſter, Crowne : 

W bat mutrer you, or what conſpire you Lords ? 
Warw. Doe right untothisPrincely Duke of Yorke, 

Or I will fillthe e witharmed men, . 


And ore the of State, x here now he ſits, 
Write up his Title with ing blood. 
He flampes with bu foot, and the Souldiers 


ſhew f. 
Henry. My Lord of Warwick,heare but one word, 
Ler me for this time reigne as King, 
Plant,Confirme the Crowne to me and to mine Heires, 
And thou ſhalt reigne in quiet while thou liv'R, 
Hemy. 1am content : Richard Plantagener 


Enjoy the Kingdome after my deccaſc. 


p— EI 


Clifford. W hat wrong is this unto the Prince, your 


Sonne ? 
good is this to England, and himſeltc? 


. Warw, What 
Weitm. Baſc, tearefull, and deſpairing Henry. 
(#fferd.How haſt thon injur'd both thy ſelfe and us? 
Weitm. I cannot ſtay to heare theſe Articles. 
N orthumb. Nor I. 
(ford. Come Coufin , let us tell the Queene thele 
EWES. 
" Vieitm. Farewell faint-hearted and degenerate King, 
In whoſe cold blood nofparke of honor bides. 
Northumb, Be thou aprey unto the houſe of Yorks, 
And dye in Bands, for this unmanly deed. 
Clif. In dreadfull Warre may'ſt thou be overcome, 
Orlive in peace abandon'd anddefpis'd. 
Warw, Turne this way Henry, and chem not- | 
_ They ſeeke revenge, and therefore will not | 
'celd, | 
Hemy, Ah Exeter. 


> 


Hen, Hemry the Fourth by Conqueſt got the Crowne. Warw. Why ſhould youſigh, my Lord | 
Plant. *Twas by Rebellion againſt his King. Henry. Not for my (elfe Lord #Ferwicke,but my SO, | 
Henry, T know not what to ſay, my Titles weake : Whom I unnaturally ſhall diſ-inherite. 
Tell me, may not a King adoptan Heire? But be itas it may : I hereentayle 
Plant. What then? . The Crowne to thee and to thine heires far ever, 
Henry. And if he may,thenam I lawfull King : Conditionally, that here thou take an Oath, 
| Fol Richerd, in the view of many Lords, Toccaſc this Civill Warre : and whilſt 1 live, 


— —__ _— 
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To honor meas thy Ki | Soveraigne: | | 
Neither by Treaſon not . 
Toſccke to put medowne,and reigne thy ſelfe, 
Plent. This Oath I willingly take,and will o—_ 
War. live King Henry: Plantagenet embrace hi 
inn livethou,& theſe thy forward Sonnes. 


Exet. Accurſt be hethat ſeckes to make them foes. 


Sonet. Here they come downe. 
7ant. Farewell my gracious Lord, lle ro my Caſile. 
war. And Ile k London with my Souldiers. 
Nerf. And I to Norfolke with my followers. 
Mount. And I untothe Sea,from whence I came 
Hen.And I with griefe and ſorrow to the Court, 


Enter the 2 neene. 


Exe, Heere comes the Queene, 
\Whoſe Lookes bewray her anger: 
lle (teale aways | 

Henry. E xeter,{o will I. 

Lucene. Nay,goe not from mel will follow thee, 

Hen. Be patient gentle Queene, and 1 will (tay. 

Luce. Who can be patient in ſuch extreames? 
Ah wretched man,would 1 bad dy*dea Maid, 
And never ſcene thee, never borne thee Sonne, 
Sceing thou haſt prov'd ſo unnaturall a Father. 
Hath he deſerv*d to loſe his Birth-right thus? 
Hadit thou butlov'd him halfe ſo well as I, 
Or fclt that paine which I did for him once, 
Ornouriſht himyas I did with my blood; 
Thou would'ſt have left thy deareſt heart-blood there, 
Rather then made that favage Duke thine Heure, 
And diſ-inheritcd thine onely Sonne. 

Prix. Father,you cannot diſ-inberiteme: 
If you be King,why ſhould not I ſucceede? 

Hen, Pardon ms arct me {wect Sonne, 


The E-rle of Warwick and the Duke enforc't me. 
| Qme. Enforc't thee? Art thou King,and wilt be forc'r? 
' I hame to heare thee ſpeake:ah rimorous Wretch, 
| Thou hatt undone thy {elfe,thy Sonne,and me, 
And giv'n untothe Houſe of Torke ſuch head, 
As thou ſhalt reigne box by their ſuffetance, 
Tocntaile him and his Heires unto the Crowne, 
What is it,but to make thy Sepulcher, 
And creepe into it farre before thy time? = 
| Warmicke is Chancelor,and the Lord of Callice, 
| Sterne F dre commands the Narrow Scas, 
The Duke is made ProteRor of the Realme, 
And yet ſhale thou be ſafe?Such ſafery findes 
The trembling Lambe,invironned with Wolves. 
Had 1 vane: Ang am aſilly Woman, 
The Souldiers ſhould have roſs'd me on their Pikes, 


Plant. Now Torke and Lancaiter are reconcil'd, | 


| 


, 


] 


| Before I wonld have tothat Act. Then ſeeing *ewas he that made you todepoe, 
{ But thou preferr'ſt thy Life,before thine Honor. Your Oath,my Lord, is vaite and frivolous. 
And ſeeing thou do'ſt,l here divorce my ſelfe, Therefore to Armes:and Father doe but thinke, 
Both from thy Table Hawy,and thy Bed, How ſweeta thing itistoweare a Crowne, 
Vntill chat At of Parliamentbe repealed, Within whoſe Circuit is E4zimm, 
Whereby my Sonne is di.inherited. And allthat Poets faine of Blifſe and ſoy. 
The Northerne Lords,;that have forſworne thy Colours, | Why doe we linger thas?I cannot reſt, 
Will follow mine,if ſce them ſpread; Vntillthe White Roſe that I weare,bedy'de 
And ſpread they ſhall bers thy foule diſgrace, Evenin the luke-warme blood of Henre's heart. 
And utter ruine of the Houſe of Torky, | Tor. Richard ynough:l will be King, or dye. 
Thas doe} leave thee:Corne Sonne. let” away, Brother,thou ſhalt ro London preſent 
| Our Armyis ready,come, wer'le after them. And whet on Warwickto this Enterpeiſe. þ ; 
"np h | C_. +: -- Thou 


Henry. Stay gentle Margeret, and heare meſpeake. 
Queens. Thou Eaſt ſpoke too much already : get thee 
gone. 
Hen. Gentle Sonne Edward,thou wilt Nay with me? 
Le. I,to be murther'd by his Enemies. 
Prin, When | returne with victory from the field, 
le ſee your Grace:cill then, lle follow her. 
= Come Sonne away, we may not linger thus. 
en. Poore Queene, 
How love to me,and to her Sonne, 
Hath made her breake out into termes of Raze. 
Reveng'd may ſhe be on that hatefiull Duke, 
Whole haughty ſpirit, winged with deſire, 
Will colt my Crowne,and like an empty Eagle, 
Tyre on the fleſh of me,and of my Soane. 
The lofle of thoſe three Lords torments my heart: 


| Ne write unto them,and entreat them faire; 


Come Couſin,you ſhall be the 


Exet. And I hope,ſhall reconcile them all, £xie, 
Emer Richard, Edward,and 
AMounagne, 


S Richard. Brother ,thoughlI bee youngeſt , give mee 
Vee 

Edw. No, I can better play the Orator. 

Aon, But | have reaſons ſtrong and forceable. 


Entey the Duke of Torke, 


Tor. W hy how now Sonnes,and Brother, at a firife? 

_— = S.—Ty began it firſt? 
» No Quarrell,but a ſlight Contention. 

Tor. About what? on 

Rich. About that which concerties your Grace 
The Crowne of Enyland, Father,which is Y Ours. 

Tor. Mice Boy?notuill King Henry be dead.) 

Rich. Your Right depends nor on his life,or death. 

Edw. Now you are Heire enjoy it now: 
By giving the Houſe of Lemeafter leavetobreathe, 
It will out-runne you, Father,in the end. 

Toy. I tooke an Oaththat he ſhould quietly reigne. 

Edw. But for a Kingdome any Oath may be broken: 
I would breake thouland Oaches, toreigne one yeere. 
þ Richard. No:God forbid your Grace ſhould be for- 

worne, ; 

Tor. I ſhall be,if | claime by open Warre, 

R Ln id, Ile provethe contrary , if you'le heare mee 
C 

Tor. Thou canſt nor,Sonne t it is impoſſible. 

Rich. An Oath is of no moment, bcing not tooke 
Before a true and lawfull Magiltrate, 


and us, 


{ That hath authority over him that ſweares.” 


Henry had none, but did uſurpe the phce. 


| 


: 
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| Witty,courteous,liberall,full of ſpirit. 

While you are thus imploy'd, what reſteth more? 
Bur that I ſecke occaſion how toriſe, 

And yet the King nor privy to my Drift, 

Nor any of the Houſe of Lancaſter. 


| Enter Gabriel. 
Bur ſtay,what Newes? Why comm'ſt thou in ſuch 
e? 


Gabriel. The Queene, 
With all the Northerne Earles and Lords, 
Intend beere to beſiege you in your Caſtle. 
She is hard by,with twenty thouſand men: 
And therefore fortific your Hold,my Lord. 
| 7or.I, with my Sword. 
Wohat?thin©{ thou,that we feare them? 
Edward and Richard,you ſhall ſtay with me, 
My Brother ſhall poſte to London, 
4} Ler Noble warwicke, Cobbars, and the reſt, 
baba —_—_ left —_ _ _ =_ 
Wi Pollicy themſelves, 
| And ace ſimple Hemry,nor his Oathes. 
CMonn. Brother, I goc:lle winne them,feare it not. 
And thus moſt humbly I doe take my leave. 
Exu Monmagnue. 


| Emer Mortimer and his Brother. 


7er- Sir Jobm,and Sir Hwgh Mortimer, mine Vnckles, 
You arc come to Sandall in a happy houre-. 
The Armue of the Queene meane to befiege us. 


\ Tor. What,with five theuſand men? 

Rich, I, with five hundred, Father,for anecde- 

f} A Woman's Generall:what ſhould we feare? 

eA March af arre off. 
Edw.] heare their Drummes: 

Let's ſet our men in order, | 

And ifſacforth,and bid them Battaile ſtraight. 
Tor. Fivementotwenty:though the oddes be great, 

I doubt not, Vnckle,of our Victory. 

Many a Battaile have I wonne in France, 

W hen as the Enemy hath beene tenneto one: 

Why ſhould I not now have thelike ſucceſſe? 

Alarm, E xit. 


M—_—_ 


+ ek ere. 


Emer Rutland,and his T utor, 


Rut.Ah, whither ſhall I lye,to ſcape their hands? 
Ah Tutor,looke where bloody ('&fford comes. 


| Emer Clifford. 


Asftorthe Brat of this accuſed Duke, 

Whoſe Father ſlew my Fatherhe ſhall dye. 

t Twtor. And I, my Lord,will bearc him company. 
Cf. Souldiers,away with him. 

T tor. Ah Cifferd,murther not this innocent Child, 


— 


Tem. Shee ſhall not neede, wee'le ngeete her in the field. 


ifford.Chaplaine away,thy Pricſthood ſaves thy life. 


Leaſt thou be hated both of God and Man. Exits 


150 
| Thou Richard ſhalt tothe Duke of Nortolke, Chfford. How nowfis he dead already? 
And tell him privily of our intent. { Or isit feare,that makes him cloſe his eyes? 
You Edward ſhall unto my Lord Cobham, le open them. ; 
With whom the Kentiſhmen will willingly riſc- Kul. So looks the pent-up Lyon o're the Wrerch, 
In them I truſt: for they are Souldiors, That trdmbles under his devouring Pawes: 


And ſo he walkes, inſulting o're his Prey, 
And ſo he comes,to rend bis Limbes aſunder. 
Ah gentle (ford, kill me with thy Sword, 
And not with ſucha cruell rhreatning Looke: 
Sweet C lifford heare me} zbefore I dyc; 
I am t00 meane a ſubiet for thy Wrath, 
Be thou reveng'd on men, and let me live. 
(6ff. To vaine thou ſpeak*ſt,poore Boy: 
My Fathers blood hath ſtopt the paſſage 
W here thy words ſhould enter. 
Rmtl. Then let my Fathers blood open it againe, 
He isa man,and ('ferdcope with him. 
(75. Had I thy Brethren heregtheir lives and thine 
Were not revenge ſuiſicient for me; 
No, if | digg'd up thy fore-fathers Graves, 
And hung their rotten Cothns up in Chaynes, 
It could not ſlake mine ire, nor caſe my heart. 
Tlix fight of any of of the Houſe of Yorke, 
Isas a Fury to torment my Soule: 
And till I root out theiraccurſed Line, 
And leave not one alive,I hve in Hell. 
Thercforc--—- tefove Tnakewy d 
tl. Oh let me pray Itake wy death: 
To Nee I pray;ſweet Clifford pitty me. 
('5fford. Such pitty as my Rapiers point affords. 
Rus, I never did thee barme:why wilt thou ſlay 


me? | 

Clif. Thy Father hath. 

Ant. But *twas cre 1 was borne: 
Thou haſt,one Sonne,for his ſake pitty me, 
Lca(t in revenge thereof, fith God is juſt, 
He be as miſerably flaine as I, 
Ahlet me live in Priſon all my dayes, 
And when I give occaſion of offence, 
Then let me dye,for now thou haſt no cauſe. 

Ck. No cauſe?thy Father ſlew my Father:therefore 

dyc. 
” Rel. Di) faciant landis ſumma ſit iſta tne. Din, 


Cls. Plantagenet,| come P : 4 
ving to my Blade, 
thy blood 


And this thy Sonnes blood clea 
Shall ruſt uponmy W 


Alarum. Enter Richard, Dukg of Torke. 
Yor, The Army of the Queene hath got the ficld: | 


My Vnckles bothare {laine,in reſcuing me; 
And all my foilowers,to the eager foc 


Turne back and flye,like, Ships before the Winde, 
Or Lambes purſu'dbyh ſtarued Wolyes. 
My Sonnes,God knowes what hath bechanced them: 


But this I know they have demean'd themſelves 
Like mcn borne roR Life or Death. 
Three times did Richerd make a Lane to me, 
And thice cry*de,Courage Father it out: 
And tull as oft came Edwardto my fide, 

With Purple Faulchion,painted to the Hilt, 

In bleod of thoſe that had encountred him: 
And when the hardyeſt Warriors did retyre, 
Richard cry'de,Charge,and give no foot » 
Andcry'de,A Crowne,orelſe a glorious Tombe, 


Congcal'd with this doe make me wipe off both, E&xit. 


— 


w— 
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A Scepter,or an Earthly Sepulcher. 

Wide this we charg'd againe: but out alas, 

We bodg'd againe,asI have ſecne a Swan 

With boothleſſe labour ſwimme againſt the Tyde, 

And ſpend her ſtrength with over-matching Waves. 
A ſhort Alar nw within. 

Ah hearke,the fatall followers doe purſue, 

And | am faint,and cannot flye their fury: 

And were ſtrong, would not ſhunne their fury. 

The Sands are numbred,that make up my Lite, 

Here mult I ſtay,and here my Life muſt end. 


Emer the Dneene,( lifford, Northumberland, 
the young Prince,and Souldzer s, 


Come bloody ('{ifferd,rough Northumberland, 
I dare your quenchleſſe fury ro more ragc: 
I am your But, and 1 abide your Shot. 

North. Yeeld to our mercy,proud Plawtagenet. 

Cf. I, to ſuch mercy,as his ruthleſſe Arme | 
With downe-right payment, ſhew'd unto my Father. 
Now Phaeton bach tumbled from his Carre, 

And made an Evening at the Noone-tide Prick. 

Ter. My aſhes,as the Phoenix,may bring forth 
A Bird,that will revenge upon you all; 

And in that hope,l throw mine eyesto Heaven, 
Scorning what ere you canafflit me with. 
Why come you not? what,mulcitudes,and fcare? 

Ch. So Cowards fight,when they can flye no further, 
So Doves doe peck the Faulcons piercing Tallons, 
Sodeſperate Theeves,all hopelefle of their Lives, 

Breathe out Invetives *gainſt the Oricers. 
Tor, Oh ( 6fford, but bethinke thee once againe, 
And in thy thought ore-run my former time: 
And1f thou canſt,for bluſhing, view this face, 
Aad bite thy tongue,that Nanders him with Cowardice, 
Whoſe frowne hath made thee faint and flye crethis. 
Clif. 1 will not bandy with thee word for word, 
But buckler with thee blowes twice two for one. 
2e, Hold valiant Chfford, for a thouſand cauſes 
| I would prolonga while the Traytors Life: 
Wrath makes him deafe;ſpeake thou Northumberland, 

North. Hold (tfford,doe not honor kim ſo.much, 

Toprick thy tinger,though to wonnd his heart. 
What valour were it, when a Curre doth grinne, 
| Foroneto thruſt his Hand betweene his Teeth, 
| When he mightſpurne him with his Footaway? 
; [tis Warres prize,to take all Vantages, 
| And tenneto one, isno impeach of Valour. 
ls Clifford. I, I, ſo ſtrives the Woodcooke withthe 
| Gynne. | 
4 N grthumberland. Sodoth the Conny ſtruggle in the 
et. 
Tor, Sotriumph Theevesupon their conquer'd Booty, 
| $0 True men yeeld, with Robbers {o o're-matchet. 
Norb. What would your Grace have done unto him 
now? | 
Lune. Brave Warri ordand Northumberland, 
Come make him ſtand upon this Mole-hill here, 
| That raught at Mountaines with our-ſtretched Armes, 
| Yet parted but the ſhadow with bis Hand. 
| What,was it you that would be Englands King? 
| Way't youthatrevell'd in oor Parliament, 
; And made aPreachment of your high Deſcent? 
| Whereare your Meſſe of Sonnes,to back you now? 
| The wanton Edwerd,and the lulty George? 


—— 


— | — 


| Ard where's that valiant Crook-back Prodigy, 


=] 


Dicky,yonr Boy,that with his bling voyce 
Was wont to _—_ his Dadin Mutinices : . 
Or with the reſt, where is your Darling, Rutland? . 
Looke Zorke,l ſtayn'd this Napkin with the blood 
Thar valiant C4fford,with his Rapiers point, 
Mad ifſue trom the boſome of the Boy, 
And if thine eyes can water for his death, 
I givethce this to dry thy Cheekes withall. 
Alas poore Yorke, but that I hate thee deadly, 
I ſhould lament thy miſerable ſtate. 
I prythee grieve,to make me merry,Torke. 
What, hath thy fiery heart ſo parcht thine entrayles, 
That not a Teare can fall;for Rutland: death? 
Why art thou patient,man?thou ſhoule'ſt be mad: 
And I,to make thee mad,doe mock theethus. 
Stampe,raye,and fret,that I may ſing and dance. 
would'ſt be tec'd,1 fee,to make me ſport: 
Torks cannot ſpeake,unlefſe he weare a Crowne. 
A Crowne for Torke;and Lords,bow lowe tg him; 
Hold you his hands, whileſt I doeſct it on. 
I marry Sir,now lookes he likea King: . 
I, this1s he that tooke King Hemries Chaire, 
Andthis is he was isadoprted Heire. 
But how is it,that great Plantagenet 
Iscrown'd ſoſoone,and broke his folemne Oath? 
As I bethinke me,you ſhould not be King, 
Till our King Henry had ſhooke hands with Death. 
" And will you pale your head in Henries Glory, 
Androb his Temples of the Diademe, 
Now in his Lite,againſt your holy Oath? 
Oh'tisa faulttootoo un X 
Off with the Crowne:and with the Crowne,his Head, 
And whileſt we breathe,take time to doe him dead. 
Chiferd. That is my Orlice,for my Fathers ſake. 
Queene. Nay tay, lct's heare the Orizons hee 
makes. 
Yorke. Shee-W oife of France, 
But worſe then Wolves of France, 
Whoſe Tongue more poiſons then the Adders Toothz 
How i!-beſceming is 1t inthy Sex, 
Totriumph like an Amazonian Trull, 
Vpon their Woes, whom Fortune captivates? 
But that thy Face is Vizard-like,unc Ing, 
Made impudent with uſe ofevill deedes, 
I would affay,prowd Queene,to make thee bluſh. 
To tell thee whence thou cam'ſt, of whom deriv'd, 
Were ſhame enough, to ſhame thee, 
Wert thou not ſhameleſſe, 
Father beares the type of King of Naples, 
Of both the Sicils,and Iccuſalem, 
Yetnot ſo wealthy as an Englith Yeoman. 
Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to inſult? 
It needes not,nor it bootes thee not,prowd Queene, 
Vnleſſe the Adage muſt be venify'd, 
That Beggers mounted,runne their Horſe to death. 
'Tis that doth oft make Women prowd, 
But God he knowes,thy ſharethereof is (mall. 
'Tis Vertue-that doth makethem molt admir'd, 
Thecontrary doth make thee wondred at. | 
Tis Government.that makes them ſeeme Divine, 
The want thereof,makes thee abhominable. 
Thou art as oppolite to.every good, 
As the Antipedezare unto vs, 
Oras the South to the Seprentrion, 
Oh Tygres Heart,wrapt in a Womans Hide, 


Q 25 
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How could'(t thou drayne the Life-blood of the Child, 
To bid the Father wipe his eyes withall, 
And yet be ſecne to beare a Womans face? 
Womenare ſott,milde.pittiful,and flexible; 
Thou ſternc,obdurave,fiinty,rough,remorſcleſle. 
Bidſt thou me rage? why now thou haſt thy wiſh. 
Would'ſt have me weepe?why now thou haſt thy will. 
For raging wind blowes up inccflant ſhowers, 
And whcnthe Rage allayes,the Raine begins. 
Theſe Teares are my ſweet Rutlands Obſcquies, 
Andevery drop cryes ven c for hisdeath, 
Gainſt thee fell Cifford,and thee falic French-woman. 
humb. Beſhrew me, but his paſſions move ax £5, 
That hardly can I check my eyes from Tearcs, 
Tor. That face of his, 
The hungry Caniballs would not have toucht, 
Would not have ſtayn'd the roſcs juſt with blood: 
But you are more inhumane,more innexorable, 
Oh,renne times more then Tygers of Hyrcania. 
See, ruthleſſy Queeve, a hapleſic Fathers Teares: 
This Cloth thou dipd'ſt in blood of my ſweet Boy, 
And I with Tearesdoe waſh the blood away. 
Keepe thou the Napkin,and goe boalt of this, 
And if thou tell'{t the-heavy ſtory right, 
Vpon my Soule,the hearers will ſhed Teares: 
Yea,cvenimy Foes will ſhed faſt-fallingT cares, 
And {av,Aias, it was apittious deed. 
There,take the Crown,and with the Crowne, my Curlſe, 
And ia thy need,ſuch comfort come tothee, 
As now I reape at thy too cruell hand. 
Hard-hcarted (fford,take me fromrhe World, 
My ſouteto Heaven,my Blood upon your Heads. || 

North. Had he been Naughter-man to all my Kinne, 

I ſhould not for my Life but weepe with him, 
To ſee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soule. 

ne. What weeping ripe, my Lord Nprebumberland? 
Thinke but upon the wrong he did us all, | 
And that will quickly dry thy melting Teares. 

Chfford. Heere's tor my Oath, heere*s for my Fathers 
Death. 

Ducene, And heere's to 
King- . 
Tor. Open thy Gate of Mercy,gracious God. 

My Soulc flyesthrough theſe wounds , to ſecke out thee, 

Buce, Off with his Head, and et it on Yorke Gates, 
So Yorke may over-looke the Towne of Yorke. 

Exennt. 


right our gentle-hearted 


Enter Edward, Richard, 
and their power, 


A HWarich. 


Edw.T wonder how our Princely Father ſcap't: 
Or whether he be ſcap't away,or no, 
From Chffords and Nothumberlands purſuit? 
Had he been Yane,we ſhould have heard the newes: 
Had he beene {laine,we ſhould have heard the newes: 
Or had he {cap't,methinkes we ſhould have heard 
The happy dings of his good eſcape. 
How fares my Brother?why is he fo fad? 

Rich. I cannot joy,untill I be refoly'd 
Whereour right valiant Father 1s become. 
I ſaw him inthe Battaile range about, 
And watcht him how he us. 99r ( ifford forth, 
Me thought he bore him in the thickeſt troupe, 
Asdoth a Lyon ina Heard of Neat, 


Or asa Bearcencompaſs'd round with Dogges: 


—— I 


Who having pincht a few,and madethem cr y, 
Thereſt ſtand all aloofe,and barke at him. 
So far d our Father with his Enemies, 
So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father: 
Me thinkey tis prize enough to be his Sonne. 
Sec how the Morning opes ker golden Gares, 
And takes her farewell of the glorious Sunne. 
How well reſembles it the prime of Youth, 
Trimm'd like a Yonker, prauncing to his Love? 
Ed. Dazle minc eyes,or doe I ſee three Sunnes? 
Rich. Thrice glorious Sunnes,cachvne a perte Sunne, 
Not leparated with the racking Clouds, 
But ſever'd in a pale cicare-ſhining Skie. 
See,ſce they joyne,cmbrace, and ſeeme to kiſlc, 
Asit they vow'd ſome League inviolable. 
Now are they bur one Lampe, one Light,one Sunne: 
In this,the Heaven figures ſome event. 
Eds, 'Tis wondrous ttrange, 
The like yer never heard of. 
| thinke itcites us(Brother )tothe field, 
That weegthe Sonncs of brave Plantagenet, 
Each one alrcady blazing by our es, 
Should notwichſtanding joyne our Lights together, 
And over-ſhine the Eaith,as this the World. 
What cre 1t budes, hence-forward will I beare 
Vpon my Targuet three faire flining Sunnes. 
Rich. Nay ,b.arethree Daughters: 
By your leave, | ipeake it, 


1] Youlove the Brecder better then the Male. 


Enter one blowing. 


But what art thou, whoſe heavy Lookes fore-tell 
Some Ccreactull ftory hanging onthy Tongue? 

Meſſ. Ah,one that wasa wofull looker on 
When as the Noble Duke of Yorke was ſlaine, 
Your Princely Father,and my loving Lork 

_ Oh ſpcake no more, tor I have heard t6o 

much. 

Rich. Say how he dy*de,for T will heare it all. 

Aeſſ. Environed he was with many foes 
And {tocd againſt them,as the hope ot Troy 
Againſtthe Greekes,thatwould have cntred Troy. 
But Hercules himiclte muſt yeeld to oddes: + 
And many ſtroakes,though with a little Axe, 
Hewes downe and tells the hardeſt tymber'd Oake, 
By many hands your Father was f: 
But onely ſlaught'red by the irefull Arme 


u'd, | 


Of un-rclenting Clsfford,and the Queene: | 


Whocrown'd the gracious Duke in =x deſpighr, 
Laugh's in his face:and when with gricte he wepr, 
The ruthlefle Queene gave bim,todry his Checke, 
A Napkin,[tceped in the harmelefle blood 

Of tweet young Ratland,by rough Chfford(laine: 
And after many (cornes , many foule taunts, 


They tooke his Head,andon the Gates of Yorke | 


They fer the ſame,and there it doth remaine, 
The {addeſt ſpectacle that ere view'd. 
Eqdw Sweet Duke of Yorke,our Propro leanc upon, 
Now thou art gonce,wee haveno Staffe,no Stay. 
Oh Clifford, boyit'rous Chfford,thou haſt lainc 
The flowre of Europe, for his Chevalry, 
And trecherouſly haſt thou vanquiſht him, 
For hand to hand he would have vanquiſhtthee. 
Now my Soules Pallace is become a Priton: 
Ah, would ſhe breake from hence,that this my _ 


A. 


- 
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Might in the ground becloſed up in reſt; 
For never henceforth ſhall I joy aguine: 
Never,oh never (hall I ſee more joy. 

Rich. I cannot weepe:for all my bodies moyſture 
Scarſe ſerves to quench my Furnace-burning heart: 
Nor can hy tongue unloade my hearts great burtheo, 
For ſelfe-1ame winde that I ſhould ſpeake withall, 
Is kindling coalesthar fires all wy breſt, 
And burnes me up with flames,that tears would quench. 
To weepezis to make lefſe the depth of greete: 
Teares then for Babes;Blowes,and Revenge for mee. 
Kichged,[ beare thy name, Ile venge thy death, 
Or dye renowned by attemping it. 

Ed.His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee: 
HisDukedome,and his Chaire with me is left. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagles Bird; 

Shew thy deſcent by gazing 'gainſt the Sunne: 
For Chaire and Dukedome, Throne and Kingdome ſay, 
Either that is thine, or elſe thou wer'tnot his. 


March, Enter Warwicks, Marqueſſe Mountacute, 

ther Army. 

Warwick. How now faire Lords?What fare 7 What 

newes abroad? 

Rich. Great Lord of Warwicke, if we ſhould recompt 
Our balefull newes,and atcach words deliverance 
Stab Poniards in our fleſhytill a'l were told, 

The words would adde more anguiſh thenthe wounds. 
O valiant Lord,the Duke of Yorke is flaine. 

Edw, O Warwicke, Warwicke,that Plartagenet 
Which held thee deerely,as bis Soules Redemption, 
Isby the ſterne Lord Clifford doneto death, 

VF ar. Ten dayes ago,l drown'd theſe newes 1n teares, 
And now to adde more mealure to your woes, 

[come to tell you things ſith then defalne. 

After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 

| Where your brave Father breath'd his lateft gaspe, 
| Tydings,as ſwiftly as the Poſtes could runne, 

'W als me of your Loſſe,and his Depart. 

' Ithen in London, kceper of the King, 

| Muſter d my Soldjers,gathered flockes of Friends, 

Marcht toward S. Albons,to intercept the Queenc, 
Bearing the King ia my behalte along; 
| For by my Scauts,T was advertiſed 
: That ſhe was comming with a full intent 
| Todaſh our late Decree in Parliament, 

Touching King Hemries Oath,and your Succeſsion: 

; Short Tale ro make, weat S. Albons met, 

Our Battailes joyn'd and both ſides fiercely fought: 
| But whether 'twas the coldneſle of the King, 

| Wholook'd full gently on his warlike Queeney 

| That robb'd my Soldiers of their heated Spleene., 

| Or whether 'twas report of her ſucceſle, 

| Or more then common feare of Chffords Rigour, 

| Who thunderst:» his Captives,Blood and Death, 

[ cannot judge:but ro conclude with truth, 

Their Weapons like to Lightning,came and went: 
Our ſouldiers like the Night-Owles lazic flight, 
 Orlike alazie Threſher witha Flaile, 
| Fell gently downe,as if they ſtrucke their Fricnds. 

| cheer'd them up with juſtice of our Cauſe, 

With promiſe of high pay,and great Reward: 

But all in vaine,they had no tq fight, 

And we(in them)no hope to wit the day, 
| $0 that we fled: the King unto the Quecene, ' 
| Lord George, your Brother,Norfolke,and my Selfe, 


Wn 


'$ Withallthe Friends that thou brave 


7 WW 


.| Muſt £dwerdfall, which perill heaven forefend. 


In haſte,poſt halte,are come to joyne with you: 
For in the Marches heere we heard you were, 


Making another Head, to fight againe. 
Ed, Whereis the Duke of Nortoike,gentle Warwick? 
And when came George from y to England? 


VFVar.Some (ix milcs off the Duke is with the Soldiers; | 
And for your Brother he was lately ſent | 
From your kinde Aunt Dutchefſe of Burgundy, 

With ayde of Souldicrs o thisneedfull Warre. 

Rich. Twas oddes belike, when valiant Warwick ficd; | 
Ofrt have | heard his prailcs in Purſuite, 
But n'ere till now, lus Scandall of Retire. 

Var. Nor now my Scandal Kichard,doſt thou heatre: 
For thou ſhait know this (trong right hand of mine, 
Canplucke the Diadem from taint Hemies head, 

And wring the awctull Scepter from his Fiſt, 
Were heas fainous,and as bold in Warre, 
As heis fam'd tor Mildneſle, Peace,and Prayer. 

: Rich, I know it well Lord Warwick,blame me not, 
Tis love I bearethy glories makes me ſpeake: 

But inthis troublous time,what's tobe done? 

Shall wee go throw away our Coares of Steele, 

And wrap our bodics in biacke mourning Gownes; | 
Numb'ring vur Ave-Maries with our Beads? 
Or ſhall we on the Helmets of our Foes 

Tell our Devotion with revengefull Armex? 

If for the laſt, fay I,andto it Lords. 

War. Why therefore Warwick cameto ſcek 
And therefore comes my Brother Clountagne: 
Attend me Lords,the proud in{ulting Queene, 
With Cifford, and the haught Northumberland, 
And of their Feather,many moe Birds, | 
Have wrought the calie-melting King,like Wazxs 
He ſwore conſent to your Succeſſion, 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament. 

And now to Londonal' the crew are gone, 

To fruſtrate both his Oath,and what beſide 
May make againit the, houſe of Lancaſter. 

Their power(l thinke)is thirty thouſand ſtrong; 
+ Now,if the helpe of Norfolke,and my ſelfe, 
zarle of March, 
- Among'ſt the loving Welſhmen can'ſt procure, 
Wull butamount to five and twenty thouſand, 
Why Viaito London will we march, 

And once againe,b«ſtride our foaming Steeds, 
And once againe cry Charge uponour Foes, 

Bur never once againe turne backe and flye. 

Rich. I, now me thinks I heare great Warwick ſpeak; 
Ne're may he live to ſeea Sun-ſhine day, 

That cries Retire,if Warwicke bid him ſtay. | 

Ed. Lord Warwick,onthy ſhoulder will I leane, 
And when thou failſt(as God forbid the houre ) 


fo 


you out, | 


——Y 


War. No longer Earle of March, bat Duke of Yorke: | 
"The nexr GErerels Englands Royall Throne: 
| For King of England ſhalt thou be proclaim'd 
In every Burrough as we paſle along, 
And he that throwes notup his cap tor joy, 
| nt ——_—_ _ of his head. 
King Edwerd, valiant Richard Monntagwe: 
a longer, dreaming of Renowne, 
But ſound the Trumpers,and about our Take, . 
Rich. Then Clifford,were thy heart as hard as Steele, | 
As thou halt ſhewne ir flinty by thydeeds, 
I cometo pierce it,or to give thee mine. | 
Eaw. Then ſtrike up Drums, God and $. George for us. 


q3 we, 
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Emter a Meſſenger. 

War. How now?what newcs? 
CMeſ. The Duke of Norfolke ſends you word by me, 
| The Queeng is cqmming with a puiſlant Hoaſt, 

craves yonr company,for ſpeedy counſel. 
War. Why then it ſorts,braye Warriors,let's away. 

E xeunt onmnes. 


Enter the King,the Queene, (lifſſord , Northumberland and 
Yong Prince , wth Drumme and 
T rumpetes, 


ue, Welcome my Lord, tothis brave town of York, 
Yondersthe head of that Arch-enemy, 
That ſought to be incompalt with your Crowne, 
Doth northe obje&t cheere your beart,my Lord. 
K.1,as the rockes cheare them that feare their wrack, 
Toſcethis ſight, it irkes my very ſoul: 
With-hold revenge(deere God)'tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly havel infring'd my Vow. 
Clif. My grecious Liege,this too much lenity 
And harmfull pitty muſt be layd aſide: 
To whom do Lyons caſt their gentle Lookes? 
] Not tothe Beaſt, that wou!d uſurpe their Den. 
| Whoſe hand is that the Forreſt Beare doth licke? 
| Not his that ſpoiles her yong before her face, 
Who ſcapes the lurking Serpents morrall ſting? 
Not he thatſets his foot upon her backe. 
The ſmalleſt Worme will turne,being troden on, 
And Doves will pecke in ſafegard of thcir Brood. 
Ambitious Yorke,did levellatthy Crowne, 
Thou ſmilling,while he knit hisangry brow cs. 
He but a Duke,would have his Sonne a King, * 
| And raiſe his ifluc like a loving Sire, 
| Thou Being a King,bleſt with a goodly ſonne, 
Did'ſt yeeld conſent rodiſinherit him: 
Which argued thee a moſt unloving Father. 
Vnreaſonable Creaturesfeed theirgggung, 
And though mans face be fearcfullgotheir eyes, 
Yet in protection of their tender ones, 
Whoa hath not ſcene them eyen with thoſe wings, 
Which ſometime they have us'd with fearfull fight, 
Make warre with him that climb'd unto their neſt, 
Offcring their owne lives in their yongs defence? 
For ſhame,my Licge,make them your Preſident; 
Were it not pitty that this goodly Boy 
Should looſe his Birth-right by his Fathers fault, 
And long heercafter ſay unto his childe, 
What my great Grandfather,and Grandlſire gor, 
My carcleſſe Farther fondly gave away. 
Ahb,whata ſhame werethis? Looke on the Boy, 
And ler his manly face, which promiſeth 
Succeſſcfull Fortune ſteele rhy mclting hcart, 
To hold thine owne,and leave thine owne with him. 
King. Full well hath Cifford plaid the Orator, 
Inferring arguments of mighty force: 
But (ford tell me,did'it thou never heare, 
That things ill got, had ever bad ſucceſle. 
And happy alwaycs was it for that Sonne, 
Whoſe Father for his hoording went to hell: 
| Ile leave my Sonne my Vertuous deeds behinde, 
And would my Father had left me no more: 
For all thereſt is held atſucha Rate, 
As brings a thouſand fold more care to keepe, 
Then in poſſeſſion any jot of pleaſure, 
Ah Cofin Yorke,,yould rhy be Friends did know, 


—— 


How it doth. greeve methat thy head is heere. 


Lne.My Lord cheere up your _ toesare nye, 


Andthis ſoft makes your Followers faint; 
You promiſt Knighthood toour forward ſonne, 
Voſheath your ſword,and dub him preſently. 
Edward, kneele downe. 
King. Edward Plamagenet,ariſe a Knight, 

And learne this Leſſon, Draw thy Sword in right. 

Fria. My gracious Father,by your King]y leave, 
Ile draw it as Apparant to the Crowne, 
Andin thatquarrell,uſe it to thedeath. 

Cf.,Why rhatis ſpoken like atoward Prince, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
 Meſ. Royall Commandcrs,be in readineſſe, 
For with a Band of thirty thouſand men, 
Comes Warwicke backing of the Duke of Yorke, 
And in the Townes asthey domarch along, 
Proclaimes him Kinggand many flye to him, 
Darraigne your battcll, they are at hand. 
Cf: would your Highneſſe would depart the field, 
The hath beſt ſucceſſe when you arc abſent. 
2», 1 good my Lord,and leave us to our Fortune. 
Kg. Why,that's my fortune roogtherefore Ile ſtay, 
XN orth, Be it with reſolution then to fight. 
Fri. My Royall Father,cheere theſe Noble Lords, 
And hearten thoſe that fight in your detcnce: 
Vnſheath your Sword,good Father:Cry S. George. 


Martch. Enter Edward Varwicke,Richard, Clarence, 
N orfolke, Monntagne,and Soldiers, 


Ed. Now perjur'd Henry, wilt thou kneel for grace? 
And fetthy Dadem oy " 
Or bidethe mortall Fortune of the field. 

£x.Goratethy Minions, proud inſulting Boy, 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in termes, 

Betore thy Soveraigne and thy lawfull King? 

Ea. 1 am his King,and he ſhould bow his knee; 
I was adopted Heire by his conſent. 

Since when, his Oath is broke:for as I heare, 

You thatare King,though he do weare the Crowne, 

Have causd him by new A& of Parliament, 

To blot out me,and put his owne Sonne in. 

(if. And reaſon too, 

W ho ſhould ſucceede the Father,but the Sonne? 
Rich. Are you there Butcher? O,1 cannot ſpeake. 
Ctif, I Crooke-back,herel ſtand to anſiver thee, 

Or any he,the proudeſt of thy ſort. 

Rich.” Twas youthat kill'd yong Rutland, was it not? 

Cie. T,and old Yorke and yetnot ſatisfied. 
Rich. For Gods ſake Lords give ſignal to the fight. 


War. What ſay'ſt thou Henry, 
Wiltthou yeeld the Crowne? (you ſpeake? 
Quee. Why how now long-tongu'd Warwick , dare 
When youand I, met at S.eAttonslait, 


Your legges did better ſervice then your hands- 
War. 1 hen'twas my turne to fly,and now 'tisthine; 
Clif. You ſaid ſomuchbefore,and yer you fied. 
War. Twas not your valor Clifford drove me thence, 
Nor.No,nor your manhood that durſt make you ltay- 
Rich, Northumberland, T hold thee revercntly, 
Breake off the parley, for ſcarſe I can refraine 
The execution of my big-ſwolne heart 
Vpon that C4fford,that cruell Child-killer. 
Clif. I flew thy Father,caP{ thou him a Child? 


Yo 


—_— 


| 
| 


-—_— 


> 


2 SE OS 


ay» 


The third Part of K ing Henry the Sixth, 


155 


Rich. I like a Daſtard,and atreacherous Coward, 
As thou didd'ſt kill our tender Brother Rutland, 
Bur ere Sunſct, Ile make thee curſe the deed. 
King. Have done with words(my Lords)and heare 
me ſpeake. . 
2+, Dcfiethem then,or els hold cloſe thy lips. 
Kg. I prythee give no limits tomy Tongue, 
I am a King,and priviledg'd toſpeake. 
Chf.My Liege,the wound that bred this meeting heere, 
Cannot be cur'd by Words,theretore be (till. 
Rich. Then Executioner vnſheath thy ſword: 
By himthat made us all, I am rcfolv'd, 
Thar C!;Fords Manhood, lyes upon his tongue. 
Ed. Say Hemry,ſhall I have my right,or no: 
A thouſand men have broke their Faſts today, - 
That ne're ſhall dine,unlefle thou yeeld the Crowne 
Wer, If thou deny,their Blood upon thy head. 
For Yorke in juſtice put's his Armour on. 
Py. Ed, If that be right, which Warwick faics is right, 
There isno wrong,but every things right. 
War, Who ever got thee,there thy Mother ſtands, 
For well I wot,thou halt thy Mothers tongue. 
2. But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Damme, 
Bur like a foule miſhapen Stygmaricke, 
Mark'd by the Deſtinies tobe avoided, 
As venome Toades, or Lizards dreadfull ſtings. 
Rich, Lron of Naples,hid with Engliſh gilt, 
Whole Father bearcs the Title of a King,. 
(\s ifa Channell ſhould be call'd the Sea) 
Sham'it thou not,gknowing whence thou art extraught, 
Toict thy tongue deteR thy baſe-borne heart. 
Ed. A wifpe of ſtraw were worth athouſand Crowns, 
Tomake this ſhameleſſe Callet know her ſelfe: 
Helen of Greece was tairer farrethen thou, 
Although thy Husband may be CMenelans; 
And ne're was Agamemmons Brother wrong'd 
By that falſe Woman,as this King by thee. 


| His Father revel'd inthe heart of France, 
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And tam'd the King,and made the Dolphin ſtoope: 
And ha1 he match'd according to his State, 
He might have kept that glory to this day. 

t when he tooke a begger to his bed, 
And grac'd thy poore Sire with his Bridall day, 
Even then that Sun-(hinebrew'd a (howrefor him, 
That waſh his Fathers fortunes forth of France, 
And heap'd ſedition on his Crowne at home: 
For what hath broach'd this tumult burthy Pride? 
Hat thou bethe meeke,our T itle (till had f1:pr, 
And we in pitty of the Gentle King, 


' Hadlipr our Claime,untill another Age, 


Cla. But when we ſaw,our Sunſhine made thy Spring, 


| Andthat thy Summer bred usno increaſe, 


Weſctthe Axe to thy uſurping Roote: 
Andthough the edge hath ſomething hit oar ſelves, 
Yet know thou, fince we have begun to ſtrike, 
Wee'l never kave,till we have bewne thee downe, 
Or bath'd thy growing,with our heated bloods. 
Ed. And inthis reſolution, I defic thee, 
Not willing any longer Conterence, 
Since thou denicd'ſt rhe _ Kingto ſpeake. 
Sound Trumpets,let our y Colours wave, 
And either Viory,or clſe a Grave. 
2eu.Stay Edward. 
Ed. No wrangling Woman, wee!l no longer (tay, 
Theſe words will coſt ten thouſand lives this day, 


Exennt omnes. 


————— 
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| Beſeeching thee (if wich thy will it ſtands) 


Alarum.£xcuſims, Enter Warwiche, 


War. Fore-ſpent with Toile, as Runners witha Race, 
Tay me downe alittle while to breaths 
For ſtrokes recciv*d,and many blowes repaid, 
Haverobb'd my ſtrong knit finewes of their ſtrength 4 
And ſpight of {pight, needs muſt I reſt a-while. 


Enter Edward running. 
Ed. Smile gentlc heaven, or ſtrike ungentle death, 
For this world frownes,and Edwards Sunne is clowded. 
War. How now my Lord , what happe? what hope of 


good? 
Entey Clarence. 
Cla.Our hap isloſſe, our hope but ſad deſpaire, 
Our rankes are broke,and ruine followes us. 
Whar counſaile give you? whither ſhall we flye? 
Ed. Bootleſle is flight, they follow us with Wings, 
And weake we are,and cannot ſhun purſuite. 


| Enter Richard, 
Rich, Ah Warwicke,why haſt Y wichdrawn thy lelfe? 
Thy Brothers blood the thirſty carth hathdrunk, 
Broach'd with the Steely point of {bfferds Launcez 
And in the very pangs of death,hecryde, 
Like toa diſmall Clangor heard from farre, 
Warwicke,revenge;Brother revenge my death. 
So underneath the belly of their Steeds, 
Thar ſtain'd their Fetlockes in his ſmoaking blood, 
The Noble Gentleman gave up the ghoſt. 
War. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood: 
Ne kill my Horſe becauſe I will not flye: 
Why ſtand welike ſoft-hearted women heere, 
Wayling our loſſes, whiles the Foe doth Rage, 
Andlooke upon,as it the Tragedy 
Were plaid n jelt,by countertetting Actors. 
Heere on my knee, Fwow to God above, 
Henever Pawſe againe,never ſtand till, 
Till either death hath clos'd theſe eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune given me meaſurc of Revenge. 
Ed. Oh Warwicke,lI do bend wy knee with thine, 
Andin this vow do chaine my ſoule tothine. 
And ere my knce riſe from the Earths cold face, 
I throw my hands,mune eyes, my heart to thee, 
Thou ſetter up,and plucker downe of Kings, 


Thatto my Foesthis body muſt be prey, 
Yet thatthy brazen gates of heaven may ope, 
And give ſweet paſſage to my ſinfull ſoule., 
Now Lords,take leave untill we mecte againe, 
Whereere it be,in heaven, or in carth; 
Rich. Brother, 
Give me thy hand,and gentle Warwicke, 
Let meembrace thce in my wearry armes: 
I that did never weepe,now inelt with wo, 
That Winter ſhould cut off our Spring-time ſo. 
War. Away,away: 
Once more {weet Lords farewell. 
(1a, Yet let us altogether to our Troopes, | 
And give them leave to fiye,that willnot ſtay: 
And call them Pillars that will ſtand tous: - , 
And if werhrive,promiſethem ſuch rewards 
As ViRtors weare at the Olympian Games. 
This may plant courage in their quailing breaſts, 
For yet 1s hope of Lite and ViRtory; 


—.. 


Fore-| 
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Foreſlow no longer,make we hence amaine. 


Excurſions, EnterRichard and (lifford. 
Rich. Now C lifford,l have ſingled thee alone, 
Suppoſerhis arme is for the Duke of Yorke, 
And this for Rutland, both bound to revenge, 
Wert thou inviron'd witha Brazen wall. 
(if. Now Richard, 1 am with thee heere alone, 
This isthe hand that ſtabb'd thy Father Yorke, 
And this the hand,that ſlew thy Brother Rutland, 
And here'sthe heart,that triumphs in their death, 
And cheerestheſe hands,that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
To execute the like upon thy lelfe, 
And ſo have arthee. 
T hey Fight Warwicke comes, Clifford fljes. 
Rich.Nay Warwicke,ſing!e out ome other Chace, 
For I my {clfe will hantthis Wolfetrodeath. Exennt. 


eAlarum, Enter King Henry alone. 
Hen. Thisbattell fares like to the mornings Warre, 

When dying clouds contend, withgrowing light, 
W hat time the Shepheard blowing of his nailcs, 
Can neither call it perfe day,nor night.” 
Now ſwayes it this way,like a Mighty Sea, 
Forc'd by the Tide,ro combat with the Winde: 
Now ſwayes it that way,like the ſeltc-ſame Sca, 
Forc'd to retyre by fury of the Winde. 
Sometime;the Flood prevailes;and then the Winde: 
Now,one the better: | 000 beſt; 
Both tugging to be ViRors,breit tobreft: 
Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conquered. 
So is the <quall poiſc of this fcll Warre. 
Heere on this Mo!e-hill will I Gt me downe, 
To whom God will,there be the viRory: 
For Margaret wy Queene,and Clifford roo 
Have chid me from the Batrell:Swraring both, 
They proſper beſt of ail when I am thence. 
Would I were dead,if Gods good will were ſo; 
For what is in this world, but Greete and Woe, 
Oh God!me thinkes it were a happy lite, 
To be no better then a homely Swaine, 
To fit upon a hill,as I doe now, 
Tocarve out Dialls queintly,point by point, 
Thereby to ſee the Minutes how they runne: 
How many makes the Houre full compleate, 
How many Hourcs bring about the Day, 
How many Dayeswiil finiſh up the Yeare, 
How many Ycares, a Mortail man may live. 
When this is known -,then to divide the Times: 
So many Hourcs,muſt I tend my Flocke; 
So many Houres,mult | take my Relt: 
So many Hourcs, muſt I Contemplare: 
So many Houres,mult I Sport my felfe; 
Somany Daycs,my Ewes have bene with yong: 
So many weekes,erethe poore Fooles will Eanc: 
So many yeares,crel ſhall ſheere the Fleece: 
So Minutes, Houres, Dayes, Monthes,and Yeares, 
Paſt over to the end they were created, 
Woul4 bring white hajres,unto a Quiet grave. 
Ah! w hat alite weretbigHow ſweet? how lovely? 
Gives cen —_ a _ ſhade 
ToS ing on their ſilly Sheepe, 
The deck a as Imbroider'd 4 
To Kings, that feare their SubjeRs treachery? 
Oh = doth;a thouſand fold ir doth. 

to conclude,the Shepherds homely Curds, 


Exennt. | 


| 


A 


—— —— 


mu" 


His cold thinne drinke out of his Leather Burtle, 
His wonted ſlcepe,under a freſh trees ſhade, 

All which ſecure,and 1weetly he enjoycs, 

Is farre beyond a Princes Delicates: 

His V1ands ſparkling in a Golden Cup, 

His body couched in a curious bed, 

When Care, Miſtruſt,and Treaſon waits on him, 


Alarum. Enter a Sonne that hath kill'd bis Father , 
one doore. and a Father that hath kil'd his Sonne at 
another doore. 


Son, Ill blowes the winde that profits no body, 
This man whom hand to hand i ſlew in fight, 
May be poſſeſſed with ſome ſtore of Crownes, 
And I that (haply }take them from him now, 
May yet(crenight)yceld bothmy lifeand them 
To ſome man elſe,as this dead man doth me. 


| Who's thi?Oh'God!Itis my Fathers face, 


Whom in this Confli, I(unwares )have kill'd: 
Oh heavy timeslbegertting ſuch Events. 
From London,by the King was I preſt forth, 
My Father being the Earle of Warwickes man, 
Came onthe partof Yorke;prelt by his Maiſter: 
And I,who at his hands recciv'd my life, 
Have by my hands,of Life bereaved hims 
Pardon me God,lI knew not what I did: 
And pardon Father,for I knew not thee. 
My Tearesſha 1 wipe away che bloody markes: 
And no more words,tilthey have flow's their fill. 
King. © pittcous (petaclelO bloody Times! 
Whiles Lyons warccand bactaile tor their Dennes, 
Poore harmiriic Lambes abidethcir enmity. 
Weepe wretched man:Ile ayde thee Teare for Teare, 
And let ou hearts andeyes,like Civill Warre, 
Be blinds with teares, and break ore-charg'd with grick 
Emer Father bearing of bis Sonne. 
Fa. Thou thatſo ſtoutly hack reliſted me, 
Give,me th; Gold, if thou halt any Gold: 
For I have bought it withankundced blowes. 
But let me ,e:1sthis our Foe-mans face? 
Ah,no,no,no, it is mine onely Sonne. 
Ad Boy,it any life be left inthee, 
Throw up thine eye:ſ{ce,ſee, what ſhowres ariſe, 
Blowne with the windie T of my heart, 
Vpon thy wounds, that killes mine Eye,and Heart. 
O pitty God,this miſerable Age! 
W hat Stragems?how fellthow Butcherly? 
Erroneous, mutinous,and vnnaturall, 
This deadly quarreli daily doth Beger? 
O Boy!thy Father gavethee life too ſoone, 
And hath bereftthee of thy life too late. 

K+. Wor above woe:griefe,more then common greete; 
O that my death would ſtay theſe ruthfull deeds: | 
O pitty,putty,gentle heaven pitty: 

The Red Rotcand the White are on his face, 
The Fatall Colours of our ſtriving Houſes: 
The one, his purple Blood right well reſembles, 
The other his pale Checkes(me thinkes)preſenteth: 
Wither one Roſe,andlerthe other flouriſh: 
If you contend athouſand lives mult wither. 
Son, How will my Mother, for a Fathers death 

Takeon wich me,and n'erc be fatisfi'd? 

Fa. How will my Wife, for ſlaughter ofmy Sonne, 
Shed ſeas of Teares,and ne're be ſatisfi'de 

King. How will the Country,tor theſe wofull chances, 


Miſ-chinke | 


— 
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Miſ-thinke the King,and not be ſatisfied? 
Sam, Was ever {onne,fo rew'd a Fathers death? 
Fath. iWas ever Father ſobemoan'd his Sonne? 
Hen, Was ever King ſogreev'd for Subjets woe? 
Mach is your forrow; Mincyten times fo much. 
$01, Ile beare thee, hence, where I may weepe my fill. 
Fath. Theſe armes of mine ſhall bethy winding ſheet: 
My heart(ſweet Boy)ſhall be thy Sepulcher, 
For from my heart, thine image ne're ſhall go, 
My fighing breſt, ſhall be thy Funerall bell; 
And ſo oblequious will thy Father be, 
Men for the loſſe of thee, having no more, 
As Priam was forall his Valiant Sonnes, 
lle beare thee hence and let them fight that will, 
For I have murtkered where 1 ſhould nor kill, Exit, 
Hen. Sad -hcarted-men,much overgone with Care; 
Heere fits a King, more wotull then you arc. 


eAlarnms, Excurſions, Enter the © neenthe 
Prue and E xeter. 


Fris. Fly Father,flye:for all your Fricnds arc ficd, 
And Warwicke rageslikea chafed Bull: 
Away, tor death doth hold us in purſuite. 

Ze, Mount you my Lord,towards Barwicke pot a- 

maine; 

Elward and Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds, 
Having the fcarfull flying Hare in ſight, 
With tiery eycs,{parkling.for very wrath, 
Andbloody {tecle grafpt wn their yrefall hands 
Arc at our backes ,and therctore hence amaire. 

Exet, Away:for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, ſtay not to <xpoſtulate,make ſpeed, 
Orelie come after, ile away before. 

Hen, Nay take me with thee,good ſweet Excter: 
Not that I feare to (tay,bur love to goe | 


Whither the Queene intends. Forward,away. Exeant. 


| Alowd alwum. Enter CliJ ord Wounded. 


| (if. Heere burnes my Candle outz1,heere ir dics, 
| Which whiles it laitcd,gave King Henry light. 
Olancaſter!I feare thy overthrow, 
Morethen my Bodiesparting with my Soule: 
My Love and Feare, glew'd many Friends to thee, 
And now I fall. Thy rotrgh Commixtures melc, 
Impairing Henzy, _— miſproud Yorke; 
And whuther flye the Gaats,burt to the Sunne? 
| And who ſhines now,but Hearies Enemies? 

0 Phoebus thad* t thou never given conſent, 

That Phagon ſhould checke thy fiery Steds, 
Thy burning Carre never had ſcorch'dthe earth. 
| And Henry, had'ſt thou ſway'd as Kings ſhould do, 
| Orasthy Father,and his Father did, 
| Givingno ground unto the houſe of Yorke, 
| They never then had like Sommer Flyes: - 
| T,and ten thouſand in this lucklefſe Realme, 

Had left nv mourning Widdowes for our death, 
 Andthou this day,had'ft kept thy Chaire in peace. 
' For whatdoth cherriſh Weeds,bur gentle ayre? 
| And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity? 
| Bootleſeare Plaints,and Curcleſſe are my Wounds? 
| No way to flyc,nor it h to hold out flight: 
| The Foe ismercileſſe,and will not gitty: 
| Forattheir hands I bave deſerv'd no pity. 

The ayre hath got into my deadly Wounds, 


, 
bh "_ 


_— 


| 


| Becauſe he would avoid ſuch bitter taunts 


And much effuſe of blood,doth make me faint: 
Come Yorke,and Richard arwicke, and the reſt, 
T itab'd your Fathers bolowes;Split my brelt. 


Alerum &- Retreat, Enter Edward Warwicke, Richard,and 
Soldiers, Montagne, Clarence. 

Ed.Now breathe we Lords ,good fortune bids us pauſe, 
And ſmooth the frownes of War,with peacetuillookes: 
Some T roopes purſue the bloody-minded Queene, 

That led calme Henry a he werea King, 
As doth a Saile,fill'd with a fretting Guſt 
Command an Argokie to ſtemme the Waves: 
Bur thinke you{(Lords)that Clifford fled with them? 
War, No, 'ts impoſſible he ſhould cſcape; 
(For though beforc his face 1 ſpeake the word) 
Your Brother Richerd markt him for the Grave. 
And whercſoere he iz, hee's ſurely dead. Chfford grones 
Rich, W hoſc ſoule is that whichtakes hir heavy leave? 
A deadly grone,like life and deaths departing. 
Sce who it is, 
Ed.And now the Battaile's ended, 
If Friend or Foe, let him be gently uſed. 
Rich, Revoke that doome of mercy,for 'tis Chfford, 
Who not contented that he lopp'd the Branch 
In hewing Rutland, when his lcaves put forth, 
But {ct his murth'ring knife unto the Roote, 
From whence thattender ſpray did {weetly ſpring, 
I meanc our Princely Father, Duke of Yorke. 
War. From off the gates of Yorke, fetch down y head, 
Your Fathers head,which C{sford placed there: 
In ſtead whereot,let this ſupply the roome, 
Meaſure for meature,muſt be anſwered. 
Ed.Bring forth that fatall Schreechowle to our houſe, 
That nothing ſung but death,to usand ours: 
Now death {hall ſtop hisdiſmall threatuing ſound, 
And his ill-boading tongue, no more ſhall ſpeake. 
War. I thinke his anderſtanding is beretr: 
Speake Chfford,doitthou know who ſpeakes to thee? 
Darke cloudy death ore-ſhades his beames of lite, 
And te nor {ces,nor heares us, what weſay. 
Rich. O would he did,and 1o(perhaps)hedoth, 
'Tis bur his policy to countertet, 


Which inthe time of death he gave vur Father. 
Cla. If to thou think'ſt, 
Vex him with'cager Words. 
Rich. Cliſford aske mercy,and obtaine no grace. 
Eq. Clifford,repent in bootleſle penitence. 
Var. Clifford, devile excules for thy faults. 
Cla.Whiic we devile fell Torturesfor thy faults! 
Rich. Thou didd'ſt love Yorke,and 1 am fonto Yorke. 
Edw. Thou pitricd'ſt Rutland, I will pitty thee. 
Cla. W hzre's Captaine Margaret, to fence you now? 
VVar. They mocke thee { Lfford, 
Sweare as thou was't wont. 
Ric. W bat,not an Oathe Nay then the world go's hard, 
When {ford cannot (pare his Friends an oath; 
I know by that he's dead, and by my Soale. 
Ifthis right hand would buy but two howres life, 
That 1(in all deſpight)might rayle at him, 
This hand ſhould chop it off:& with the ifſuing Blood 
Stifle the Villaine, whoſe uaſtanched chirſt | 
Yorke,aad yong Rutland could not fatisfie. 
VV. 1, _ he's dead. Off withthe Traitors head, 
And reare it in the place your Fathers ſtand, 
And now to London with Triumphant martch, 


4 
There \ 


_— 
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There to be crowned Englands Royall King: 
From whence,ſhall Warwicke cut the Sca to France, 
And ask.e the'Lady Bowator thy Q ueene: 
$0 thait thou ſinow both theſe Lands together 
And having France tliy Friend,thou ſhatt notdread 
I he {cattred Foe, that hopes to riſe agine; 
i or though'they cannot greatly ſting to hurt, 
Yet looke to have them buz to offend thine cares. 
Firit,:vill 1 fee the Coronation, 
And chen to Brittany Ile croſle the Sca, 
To cffet this marriage,ſo it pleaſe my Lotd. 
Ed. Even as thou wilt \weert Warwicke,let it be: 
For on thy ſhoulder dol builde my Seate; 
And never will I undertake the thing 
W herein thy counſaile and conſent is wanting: 
Richard, 1 will create thee Duke of Glouceſter, 
And George of Clarence;Warwickeas our Sclte, 
Shall do,and undo as him pleaſcth beſt. 
Rich.Let me be Duke of Clarence,George of Gloſter, 
For Gloiters Dukedome is rov ominous» 
War. Tut,that's a fooliſh obſervation: 
Richard,bc Duke of Gloſter:Now to London, 
To ſee thele Honors in poſlcfſion. 


Enter Sink/o and Humfrey with ('roſſe-bowes 
in their hands. 
"(our ſtlves: 

Sink, Vnder this thicke growne brake,wee'l ſhrowd 

For through this Laund anon the Deere will come, 
And in this covert will we make our Stand, 
Cullins the principall of all the Deere. 
Him. llc ſtay above the hill,ſo both niay ſhoor, 
Sik. That cannot be,the noiſe of thy Crofſe-bow 
Will ſcarre the Heard,and ſo my ſhoot 1s loſt: 
Heere ſtand we both,and ayme we at the beſt: 
Andfor the time (hall not {eeme tedious, 
He tellthee what befell me on a day, 
Inthis ſelfe-place, where now we meane to ſtand. 
Smk.Heere comes a man,let'sſtay till he be paſt: 
Emer the King with a Prayer books. 

Hen. From Scotland am I ſtolne even of purelove, 
To greet mine owne Land with my wiſhfull ſight: 
No Hery,Harr), 'tis no Land of thine, 

Thy place is fill'd,thy Scepter wrung from thee, 

Thy Balme waſht off, wherewith thou was Annointed: 
No bending knee will call thee {ſar now, 

No humble ſuters preaſe to ſpeak e for right: 

No, nota man comes for redreſſe of thee: 

For how can I helpe them,and not my ſclfe? 

Sin, I, heere's a Deere, whoſe skin's a Keepers Fee: 
This is the quondam King; Let's ſeize upon him, 

Hev, Ler me embrace the ſowre Adverſarics, 

For Wiſe men fay,it isthe nn courſe. 

Ham. W by linger we?Ler us liy bands him. 
——_— a-while,wee'l beare a mrs 
Hen. My Queeneand Son are gone to France for aid: 

And(as I heare)the great Commanding Warwicke 

Is thither gone,tocravethe French Kings Siſter 

To wife for Edward. it this newes be true, 

Poore Queene,and Sonne,your labour is but loſt: 

For Warwicke is a ſubtle Orator: 

And Lewisa Prince ſoone wonne with moving words: 
By this account then, Aſfargeret may winne him, 

For ſhe's a woman to be purttied much: 

Her ſighes will make a batt'ry in hisbreſt, 


| Her tcarcs will picrce intoa Marble heart: 


Exennt. 


The Tyger will be milde,whiles ſhe doth mourne; 

And Nero will be tainted with remorſe, 

To heare and ſee her plaints,her Briniſh Teares. 

I, but ſhee's come to Warwicketo give: 

Shee on his left fide,craving ayde for Hem; 

Heon his right,asking a wife for Edward. 

Shee Weepes,and ſayes,her Henry is depos'd: 

He Smiles,and ſayes,his Edward is inſtaul'd; 

That ſhe (poore Wretch) for greefe can ſpeake no more: 

Whiles Warwicke tels his Title,{mooths the Wrong, 

Inferreth arguments of mighty ſtrength, 

And in concluſion winnes the King from her, 

With promilt of his Siſter, and what elſe, 

To {trengthen and ſupport King Edwards place. 

O Hargaret,thus 'twillbe,and thou(poere foule) 

Art then forlaken,as thou went'ſt nn 
Hum. Say,vhatart thoutalk'ft of Kings & Queens? 
King. More then I ſeeme,and Ifſe then 1 was born to; 

A wan atleaſt,for lefle I ſhouldnor be: 

And men may taike of Kings,and why not 1? 
Huwm.1,tur thou talk'ſt,as if thou wer'ta King, 
K#y. Why fo 1 am (in Minde)and that's enough. 
Hum. Eut it thou be a King,where 1s thy Crowne? 
Kmg. My Crowne is in my heart,not on wy head: 

Nor deck'd with Diamonds, and Indian ſtones: 

Nor to be ſeene:my Crowne,is call'd Content, 

A Crowne it is,that fildome Kings chjoy. 

Ham, Wcll,if you be a King crown'd with Content, 
Your Crowne Content,and you,muſt be contented 
Togoalong with us. For (as we thinke) 

Youare the king,King Edwardhath depos'd: 

And we hisſubjeRs,tworne inall Allegeance, 

Will apprehend you,as his Enemy. 

King. But did you never ſweare,and breake an Oath. 
Hum. No, never ſuch an Oath,nor will not now. 
King. W here did youdwell when I was K.of England 
Hum. Heere in this Countrey, where we now remaine. 
King.l was annointed King at nine monthes old, 

My Father,and my Grandfather were Kings: 

And you were {worne true Subje&s unto me: 

And tell me then, have you not broke your Oathes? 
S$:.No, for we were Subjes,but while you were king. 
King. Why? Am Idead?Do I not breath a Man? 

Ah ſimple men,you knownot what you ſweare: 

Looke,as I blow this Feather from my Face, 

And as the Ayrc blowes it rome againe, 

Obeying with my winde when I do blow, 

And yeeclding to another,when it biowes, 

Commanded alwayecs by the greater guſt: 

Such is the lighrneſſe of you, common men. 

But do not breake your Oathe,for of that finne, 

My milde intreaty ſhall not make you guilty. 

Go where you will,the King (hail be commanded, 

And be you kings, command,and lle obey. | 
| Sink, We arc trueSubjeRts tothe King, 


——y & 
. So would you ineto Henry, 
If he —_ ſcated as King Edvard is. 


Sink. We charge you in Gods name & the Kings, 
To eh us unto the Otticers. 
King. In Gods namelead,your Kings name be obeyd, 
And wha God wil ahatmr King performe, 
And what he will,I humbly yeeld unto. Exenm. 


Exter K. Edward,Glaſter,Clarence, Lady Gray: 
King. Brother of Gloſter,at S, Albons field 


- 
— ———_ — — 


This 
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This Husband,Sir Richard Grey,was (laine, 
His Pp ofetadon by the O__ 
Her ſuitis now,to c thoſe Lands, 
Which wee in Iuſtice cannot well deny, 
Becauſe in Quarrell of the Houſe of Yorke, 
The worthy Gentleman did loſe his Life. 
Rich. Your Highneſlc (hall doe well to graunt her ſuit: 
It were diſhonor to deny it her. 
King. It were noleſſc,but yer Ile makea pawſe. 
<>. Yea , is it fo: 
I ſee the Lady bath a thing to graunt, 
Before the King will graunt her humble ſuit. 
{la. Hee knowes the Game, how true hee keepes the 
winde? 
Rich. Silence. 
King. Widow,we will conſider of your ſnit, 
And come ſome other time to know our minde. 
wid. Right gracious Lord, I cannot brooke delay, 
May it pleaſe your Highnefſe to reſolve me now, = 
And what your pleaſure is,ſhall ſativfie me. 
Rich. I Widow?then Ile warrant you all your Larids, 
And if what pleaſes hian,(hall pleaſe you: 
Fight cloſer,or faith you'le catch a Blow. 
Cla. I feare her nor, unlefſe ſhe chance to fall. 
Rich. God forbid that,for hee'le take vantages. 
King. How many Children haſtthou ; Widow ? tell 
me. 
Cla, Ithinke he meanes to begge a Child of her. 
Rich. Nay then whip me : hee'le rather give her two- 
Wid. Three,my mot ious Lord. b- 
Rich. You ſhall have if you'le be rul'd by him. 
Fs 'Twere pitty they ſhould loſe their 
$ 


wid. Be pittifull, dread Lord,and graunt it then. 
King. Lords give us leave , Ile trye this Widowes 

wit. : 

Rich, I, good [cave have you, for you will have leave, 
Til Youth take leave,and leave you tothe Crutch. 

King. Now tell me, Madame , doe you love your 
Children? | 
Wid. I, full as deardly asI love my elfe. 
King. And would you not doe much to doe them 


good? 
ow Todoe them good, I would ſuſtayne ſome 
_ % 
King. Then get your Husbands Lands,todoethem 


Wid. Therefore I came unto your Majeity. 

King. lle tell you —+ tnmcuare——o_wt- 4d | 
Wid. So ſhall you bind metro your Highnefle {ervice. 
K mg. What ſervice wilt thou doe me ,if I give them? 
Fid. What you command, that reſts in me ta,doe. 
_ ples) 0p > Boone. 

4. No,gracious Lord,except I cannot Goe It, | 


=, £— thou canſt doe what I meane to aske+ 
= Why then 1 will doe what your Grace com- 


—_ 
E. 4 Hee plyes her hard , and muchRaine wearesthe 
© , 


Cle. Asred as fire?nay then, her Wax muſt melt. 
"phate. ſtoppes my Lord ? (hall I not heare my 
a5 


Taske? 
= An caſie Taske,'tis buttolovea King. 
That's ſoone perform'd,becauſe I am a SubjeR. 
= Why then,thy Husbands Lands I freely give 


we. 


| 


Wd. I take my leave with many thouſand thanke. 
Rich. The Match is made,ſhe teales it witha Curtſie. 
1 = A the fruirsof mY I meane. 
its of Love, I meane,my loving Liege. 
King. Lbut 1 feare ne in another dance: _—_ 
What Love,think'ſt thou,l ſue ſo much to get? 
Wid. My love till death.my humble thanks, my prayers, 
That love which Vertue es,and Vertue grauuts- 
King, No, by my troth, I did nos meane fach love. 
Wid. Why then you meanenotas1 thought you did; 
King. But now you partly may perceive my munde. 
Wid. My minde will never graunt what I perceive 
Your Higneffſe aymesat,if | ayme aright. 
= To tell thee plaine,I ayme to lye with thee. 
Wid. To tell you plaine,I had rather lyc in Priſon. 
Kumug. Why thenthou ſhalt not have thy Husbands 


Wid. Why then mine Honeſty ſhall be my Dower, 
For by thar loſſe, I will not purchaſe them. 
King. Thereinthou wrong' ſt thy Children mightily. 
Wd Herein your Highneſſe wrongs boch chem & me: 
But mighty Lord,this merry inclination - 
Accords not with the fadaeſſe of my ſuit: 
Plcaſc you diſmiſſe me,cither with I,or no. 


King. 1, it thou wilt ſay I to my : 
No.if hou do'ſt ſay No romy gon 
Wid. Then No,my Lord:my ſuit is at an end. 


Rico. The Widow likes himnot , ſhes knits her 
Browes. 


""—_— Hee is thee blunteſt Wooer in Chriſten« 
By - « o , , 
» Her Looks doe argue her replete with Modeſty 

Hee Wordsdor ſhew her Wit incomparable, : 

All her ions challenge Soveraiguty, 

One way,or other,ſhe is for a King, 

And ſhee ſhall be my Love,or elſe my Queene. 

Say,that King Edwardrake thee for his Queene? 
Wid.'Tis better ſaid then done,my gracious Lord: 

I ama ſubjed firro jcalt withall, 

But farre unfit tobe a Soveraigne. 

King. Sweet Widow,by my State I ſweare tothee, 

If no more then what my Soule intends, 

' Andthat is,to cnjoy thee tor my Love. | 

wid. And that is more then 1 will yeeld unto: 

I know,lam too meane to be your Queene, 

And yettoo good to be your Concubane. 

King: You cavill, Widow, I did meane my Queene. 
Wi yy grieve your Grace,my ſonnes ſhould call 
F . Tz 

"ia. No more,then when my Danghters 

Call thee Mother. 

Thou arta Widow,and thou haſt ſome Children, 

And by Gods Mother,[ being but a Batchelor, 

Have other-ſome. Why, 'tis a happy thing, 

To be the Father unto many Sonnes: 

Anſwer no more, for thoa ſhalt be my Queene. 
Rich. The Gholtly Father now hath done his Shrife. 
(le. When hee was madea Shriver, 'twas for ſhift. 

_- Brothers , you muſe what Chat wee two have 

h | en; ++ 8 - OG 

Richard, The Widow likes itnort, for ſhee lookes 


as = >. 2 
King, You'ld thinke it ſtrange, if I ſhould marry. 


Cle. To whom my Lord? 


| 


King. Why Clarence, to my ſelfe. 


— 


| 


_— 
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Rich. That would be tenne dayes wonder at the lcalt. | 

Clar.That's a day longer then a Wonder laſts. 

Rich. By ſo mach is the Wonder in extremes. 

Kg. Well,jeait on Brothers : I can tell you both, 
Her ſuit is graunted for her Hasbands Lands. 


Emer 4 Noble man. 


Neb; My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Priſoner to your Pallace Gate. 
King. Sce that he be convey'd unto rhe Tower: 
And goe wee Brothers tothe man chartooke him, 
Toqueſtion of his apprehenſion. 
Widow goc you along:Lords uſe her honourably 
| Exeunt. 
Mantt Richard. 
Rich. 1, Edward will uſe Women honourably, 
Would he were waſtcd, Marrow,Bones,andall, 
That from his Loynes no hopctu!l Branch way ſpring, 
Toctoſle me from the Golden time I looke for: 
And yet,berweene iny Soules defire,and me, 
The luſttull Edwards Titk burycd, 
Is (larexce, Henry,and his Sonne young Edward, 
And allthe unlook*d-for Iflue of their Bodies, 
To take their Roomes, ere I can place my ſclfc: 
A cold premeditation for my purpoſe. j* 
Why thea I doe but dreame on Soveraignty, 
Like one that ſtands upona Promontorie, | 
AnJ ſpyesa farre-oft ſhore, where he would tread, 
Wiſhing his foot were equall with his eye, 
And chides the Sca,that ſunders bim from thence, 
Saying hec'le lade ic dry,to have his way: 
So doe I wiſh the Crowne, being ſofarre off, 
Aud ſol chide the meanes that keepes me from ir, 
And ſo(Ifay)tle cut the Caules oft, 
Flattering me with impoſſibiluties: 
My Eyestooquicke , my Heart o're-weenes too much, 
Vnlefſe my Hand and Strength couldequallthem. 
Weli,fay there is no Kingdome then for Richard: 
W hat other Plcaſurc can the World affoord? 
Ile make my Heaven ina Ladies Lappe, 
And decke my Body in gay Ornaments, 
And * witch ſweet Ladies with my Wordsand Lookes. 
Oh miſcrable Thought/and more unlikely, 
Then to accompliſh twenty Golden Crownes, 
Why Love tor{wore me in my Mothers Wombe: 
And for I ſhould not deale in ber ſok Lawes, 
Shee did corrupt frayle Nature with ſome Bribe, 
To ſhrinke mine Arme up like a wither'd Shrub, 
To make an envious Mountaine on my Back, 
Where ſits Deformity ro mocke my Body; 
To ſhape my Leggesof an uncquall ſize, 
To diſ-proportion me 1n every part: 
Like toa Chaos,or an un-lick'd Beare-whelpe, 
That carryes no impreſſion bkethe Namme, 
And am I then a mani to be belov d? 
Oh monſtrous fault,to harbour ſuch a thought. 
Then ſivec this Earth affoords no Toy tome, 
But to command,tocheck,to o're-beare ſuch, 
As are of better Perſon then my ſelfe: | 
le make my Heaven, todreame upon the Crowne, 
And whiles I live,t'account this World but Hell, 
Vntill my mis-(hap'd Trunke, that beares this Head, 
Be cm_—_ impalcd with a glorious Crowne. 
And yetTI know not how to get the Crowne, 


For many Lives ſtand betweene me and home: 


Scotland hath will tohelpe,but cannot helpe: 


ae. 


And I,like one loſt in a Thorny Wood, 

That rents the Thornes,and isrent with the Thornes, 
Serking a way,and _ the way, 

Not knowing howto the open Ayre, 

But toyling deſperately to finde it out, 
Torment my ſelfe,to catch the Engliſh Crowne: 
And from that torment I will free my ſelfe, 

Or hew my way out witha bloody Axe. 

Why I can ſmile, and murther whiles I ſmile, 

And cry,Content,to that which grieves my Heart, 
And wet my Cheekes with artificial Teares, 

And frame my Face toall occaſions. 

lle drowne more Saylers then the Mermaid ſhall, 
Ile lay more gazers then the Baſiliske, 

Ile play the Oratoras wellas Neſtor, 

Deccive more lyiy chen Viyſes could, 

And like a Swwon,take another Troy. 

I can adde Colourstothe Camelion, 

Change ſhapes with Prozexs, for advantages, 

And (cr the murtherous Machevilto Schoole. 

Can Idoe this,and cannot geta Crowne? 


Tut,werc it farcher off, lie plucke it downe. Exit, 


F lowih, 
Enter Lewis the French King, his Siſter Bona, his 
——_ —_— Prince E _ 
weene Margaret, and the Earle of Oxford. 
Lei jus, andriſeth up againe. 


Lewis, Faire Queene of E , worthy XMargare, 
Sit downe with us : it ill befits thy State, 
And Birth,that thou ſhouldſ Rand, while L-ws doth fit. 
Mar. No,mighty King of France:now Margaret, 
Muſt firike her {atle,and learne a whileto ſerve, 
Where Kings command. I was(I muſt confeſſc) 
Great Albions Queene,in former Golden dayes: 
But now miſchance hathtrod my Title downe, 
And with dil- hooor layd me on the ground, 
W here I muſt ta'.elike Seat unto my fortune, 
__— my _— ce iny ſclte. 
ew. Why lay, faire Queene, whence ſprings this 
trans deſpare? y Qu F pring 
Mer. From ſuch a cauſe,as fills mine eyes with 
And ſtops my tongue, while heart is drown'd in h_ 
Lew. What crc 1t be,be thou ſtill like thy ſelfe, 
And fit thec by our fide. Sears her by ham, 
Yecld not thy necke to Fortunes yoake, 
Bur let thy dauntlefſe minde ſtill ride ir triumph, 
Over all miſchance. 
Be plaine, Queene CHargaret , and tell thy gricfe, 
It ſhall be eas'd,if France can yeeld reliefs. " 
Mar. Thoic gracious words 


Revive my drooping thou 
And give m a — leaveto ſpeake. 
x ds Levi, 

t 7-fole peſſeſior Love, 
Is,of a King,become a benidhes man, 
And forc'd to live in Scotlanda Forlorne; 
While prowd ambitions Edwerd,Duke of Yorke, 
Vſurpes the Regall Title, andthe Sear 
Of Englands true anoynted lawfull King. 
This is the cauſe that I, poore Margaret, 
With this my Sonne, Prince Zdward Henrie: Heice, 
Am come to crave thy jult and lawfull ayde: 
And if thou faile our hope is dene. 
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Our pcople, and our Peeres, are both mis-led, 
Our Treaſure ſeiz'd, our Souldiers putto flight, 
And (as thou ſeeſt) our ſelves in heavy plight. 
Lew. Renowed Quecene, 
With patience calme the Storme, | 
While we bethinke a meancs to breake it off. 
Marg. The more we ſtay, the ſtronger growes our 


OC. 

Lew. The more I ſtay, the more Ile ſuccour thee 

Marg. O, but impatience waiteth on true ſorrows 
And (cc wherecomesthe breederof my ſorrow. 


Enter Warwicks. 


Lev. What's he approacheth boluly to oar pre- 


ſence ? 
Mars, Our Earle of Warwicks, Edwards greateſt 
friend. 
Lewis. Welcome brave Warwicke, what beings thee 
co France? He deſcends. She ariſeth. 
Lars. T,now beginsa ſecond Storme to rife, 
Forthis1s he that meves both Winde and Tyde. 
warw. From worthy Edward, King of eAlbion, 
My Lord and Soveraigne, and thy vowed Friend, 
I coine (in Kindneſle, and unfayned Love) 
Firſt, todoe grectings tothy Royall Perſon, 
And thento crave a _ of Amity : 
And lattly, to confirme that Amity 
With Nuprtiall Knot, if thou vouchſafe to graunt 
That vertuous Lady Bona, thy faire Siſter, 
To Englands King, in lawfull Marriage. 
Marg. 1f that goe forward, Henries bope is done. 
Warw. And gracious Madam, Speaking to Bona. 
In our Kings bchalte, 
lam commanded, with your leaveand favour, 
Humbly to kifſe you Hand, and with my Tongue 
Totell the paſſion of my Soveraignes Heart ; 
Where Fainc, late entring at his hcedfull Eares, 
Hath plac'd thy beauties Image, and thy V ertue. 
Mug. King Lew, and Lady Bona, heare me ſpeake, 
Before you antwer Farwicke. His demand 
Springs not from Edwards well-meant honeſt Love, 
But from Deccir, bred by Neceſlity : 
For how can Tyrants ſafely governe home, 
Vnlclle abroad they purchale great allyance ? 
Toprove him Tyrant, this reaſon may ltuhic?, 
That Henry liveth ſtill : but were he dead, 
Yet here Prince Edward (lands, King Henries Sonne. 
Looke there fare Lew, that by this League and Marriage 
Thou draw not on thy Danger, and Dis-honor : 
for though V ſurpers ſway the rule a while, 
Yet Heavens are juſt, and Time ſuppreficth Wrongs. 
War. Injurious Clargaret. 
Edw, And why not Queene? 


War. Bccauſe thy farther Hemry did uſurpe, 


, | Andthou no moreart Prince, then ſhe is Queene-. 


Oxf. Then #"arwickediſanulls great /obn of Gaunt,” 
Which did ſubdue the greateſt part of Spaine ; 
And atter Tobn of Gaunt, Hem the Fourth, 
Whoſe Wiſdome wasa Mirror to the wileſt : 
And after that wiſe Prince, Henry the Fitt, 
Who by his Prowefle conquered all France : 
From theſe, our He lincally deſcends, 
War. Oxford, hows it in this ſmooth diſcourſe, 
You told not, how Hemythe Sixt hathloſt 
All that, which Hewry the Fift had gorten ; 


IT 


— 


Me thinkes cheſe Peeres of France ſhould ſmile at that. 
Bur for the reſt : you cell a Pedigree 
Of threeſcore and two yeeres, a lilly timie 
To make preſcription for a Ki worth. 

Oxf.Why warwicke,canlt thou ſpeake againſt thy Liege 
Whom thou obeyd'ſt thirty and fix yeeres, 
And not bewray thy Treaſon witha bluth ? 

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right, 
Now buckler falſchood witha Pedigree ? 
For ſhame leave Hesry,and call Edward King. 

Oxf. Call him my King, by whoſe injurious doome 
My elder Brother, the Lord 4 Vere 
Was done to dearh ? and morethen ſo, my Father, 
Even inthe downe-fall of his mellow'd yeeres, 
When Nature brought him to the doore of Death ; 
Nowarwicke,no : while Life upholds this Arme, 
This Arme upholds the Houſe of Lanca#ter. 

Warw, And I the houſe of Torke. 

Lew. Queene Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford 
Vouchfate at ourrequelt, to ſtand aſide, 
WhilelI ufe further conference with Warwicke. 

They Hand aloefe, | 

Mar. Heavens grant, that Warwickes words bewitch 
himnot. 

Lew.Now Warwicke, tell me even upon thy conſcience 
Is Edward your true King ? for I wereloth 
Tolinke with him, that were not lawfall choſen. 

Warw. Thereon I pane my Credit, and mine Ho- 
nor. 

Lew, But is he gracious in the les eye? 

War. The ws ra H nl 996.7 Me 

Lew. Then further : all difſembling ſer afide, 
Tell me for truth, the meaſure of his love, 


Vnto our Siſter Bone. | 


War. Such it ſcemes, 
As may beſceme a Monarch like himſclfe. 
My ſclte have often heard him fay, and ſweare, 
That this his Love was an externall Plant; 
Whereot the Root was fixt in Vertues ground, 
The Leaves and Fruit maintain'd with Beauties Sunne, 
Exempt from Envy, but nottrom Diſdaine, + 
Vnleſle the Lady Bona quit his paine. 
Lew Now Siltcr, let us heare your firme reſolve. 
Bona. Your graunt, or your deny, ſhall be mine, 
YetI confeſle, that often erethis day, Speaks roWar' 
When I have hcard your Kings deſert recounted, 
Minc eare hath tempted judgement to deſire. 
Lew. ThenWarwicke, this : 
Our Siſter ſhall be Edwards. 
And now forthwith ſhall Articles be dravne, 
Touching the loynture that your King mult make, 
Which with her Dowry ſhall be counter-poys'd : 
Draw neere, Queene Margaret, and be a witneſle, 
That Bona ſhall be Wife to the Engliſh King. 
Prin, Edw. To Edward, but not to the Engliſh King, 
AMarg. Deccitfull Warwicke, it was thy device, 
By this alliance to make voyd my ſuit ; 
Before thy comming, Lew was Henries friend. 
Lew. And ſtill is friend to him, and CMargarer, 
But if your Title to the Crowne be weake, 
As may appcare by Edwards good ſucceſle ; 
Then 'tis but reaſon, that I be reieas'd 
From giving ayde, which late I promiſed. 
Yet ſhall you have all kindnefſeat my hand, 
That your eſtate requires, and mine can yeeld, 
Warw. Henry now lives in Scotland, at his caſe = - 
r ” 
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Where having nothing, nothing can he loſe. 
And as for you your ſelfe (our quondam Queene) 
You have a Father ableto maintaine you, 
And better *rwere, you troubled him, then France. 
Mar. Peace impudent,and ſhameleſſe Warwicke, Peace, 
Proud ſetter up, and puller downe of Kings, 
I willnot hence, till with my Talke and Teares 
(Both full of Truth) I make King Lews bchold 
Thy flye conveyance, and thy Lords falſe love. 
Poſte blowing a horn within; 
For both of you are Birds of ſclfe-fame Feather. 
Lew. Warwicke, this is ſome poſte to us, or thee. 
Enter a Poſte. 
Poſte. My Lord Ambaſſador, 
Theie Letters are for you. Speaks to Warwicke. 
Scent from your Brother Marqueſſe Mowntagae. 
Theſe from our King, unto your Majeſty. 
And Madam, theſe for you, 
From whom, I know not. 
T hey all reade their Letters, "mM 
Oxf. T like it well, that our faire Queene and Miſtris 
Smiles at her newes, while Warwicke frownes at his. 
Prince Edw. Nay marke how Lewis ſtampesas he were 
netled. I hope, all's for the belt. 
Lew. Warwicke, what are thy Newes? 
And yours, faire Queene? 
Mar. Mine ſuch, as fill my heart with unhop'd joyes- 
Wear. Mine full of ſorrow, and hearts diſcontent. 
Lew. What ? has your King marrycd the Lady Grey? 
And now to {ooth your Forgery, and his, 
Sends me a Paper to perſwade me Patience ? 
Is this th'Alliance that he ſeckes with France ? 
Dare he preſumeto ſcorne us in this manner ? 
Har. I told your Majeſty as much before : 
This proveth Edwards Love, and Warwickes honeſty. 
War. King Lews, I here proteſt in ſight of heaven, 
And by the hope I have of heavenly bliſle, 
Thar I am cleere from this miſdeed of Edward; ; 
No more my King, for he diſhonors me, 
But molt himſelfc, if hecould ſee his ſhame, 
Did I forget, that by the houſe of Torke 
My father came untimely to his death ? 
DidTI let paſſe thabuſe doneto my Neece ? 
DidT impale him with the Regall Crowne ? 
Did I put Henry from bis Native Right 7 
And am I guerdon'd atthe laſt, with Shame? 
Shame on himſclte, for my Deſert is Honors 
Andto repaire my Honor loſt for him, 
I heere renounce him, and returne to Henry, 
My Noble Queene, let former grudges paſle, 
And henceforth, I am thy true Servitour : 
I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 
And replant Henry in his former (tate. 
Car. War Picke, 
Theſe words have turn'd my Hate, to Love, 
And I forgive, andquite farget old faults, 
And joy that thou becom'ſt King Henries Friend. 
War. So much his Friend, I, his unfaincd Friend, 
That if King Lewis vouchſafe to furniſh us 
With ſome few Bands of choſen Souldiors, 
Tle undertaketo Land them on our Coalt, 
And force the Tyrant from his ſeat by Warre. 
'Tis not his new-made Bride ſhall ſuccour him, 
And as for (arexce, as my Letters tell me, 
He's very likely now to fall from hi n, 
For matching more for wanton Luſt, then Honor, 


To Lemw:s. 
To Margaret. 


To ET 


| 


| 


| And tell falſe Edward, thy ſuppoled King, 


) To revell it with him, and his new Bridc. 
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Or then for ſtrength and ſafety of our Country, 
Bona. Deere brother, how ſhall Bon«be reveng(d, 
But by thy helpe to this diſtreſled Queene ? 
Afar. Renowned Prince, how ſhail Poore Henry live, 
Vnleſle thou reſcue him from foule deſpaire ? 
Bona, My quarrell, and this Engliſh Queens, are one, 
Wear. And mine faire Lady Bona, joynes with yours, 
Lew, And mine, with hers, andrhine, and Margaret, 
Therefore ar laſt, I firmely am reſoly'd 
You ſhall have ayde. 
Mar, Let me give humble thankes for all, at once, 
Lew, Then Englands Meſſenger, returne in Poſte, 


That Lewis of France, is ſending over Maskers 


Thou ſeeſt what's paſt, goe fearc thy King wirhall. 
Bona. Tell him, in hope he'll prove a widower ſhortly, 
I wearethe Willow Gailand for his ſake. 
Mar. Tell him, my mourning weeds are layde afide, 


| And I am 1cady toput Armor on. 


War. Tell him from me,that be hath done me wrong, | 
And theretore Ile un-Crowne him, er't be long- 
There's thy reward, be gone, Exu Poſte, 

Z:w, But Warmicke, 

Thou and Oxford, with fige thouſand men 

Shall croſle the Seas, and bid falſe Edwardbattaile: 
And as occaſion ſerves, this Noble Queene 

And Prince, ſhali follow with a freſh Supply, 
Yet ere thou goc, butanſwer me one doubt - 

W hat Pledge have we of thy firme Loyalty ? 

War.This ſhall aſſure my conſtant Loyalty, 

Thar if our Queene, and this young Prince agree, 
Ie joye mine cldelt daughter, and my loy, 
To him forthwith, in holy Wedlocke bands. 

Mar. Yes, I agree, and thanke you for your Motions 
Sonne Edward, ſhe is Faire and Vertuous, 

Therefore delay not, givethy hand toWarwicke, 
And with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable, 
That onely Warwickes daughter ſhall be thine. 

+) Ed, Yes, laccept her, for ſhe well —_ It, 
And heere to pledge my Vow, 1 give my hand, | 

Mike He gives his doades Warwick, 

Lew. Why ſtay we now? Thele ſouldiers ſhalbe levicd, 
And thou Lord Bewrben, our High Admirall 
Shalt waft them over with our Royall FleetE. 

I long till Edward fall by Warres miſchance, 
For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France. 
Exemnt, CManet Warwick 

War. 1came from Edward as Ambaſſador, | 
But Ireturne his ſworne and mortall Foc : 

Matter of Marriage was the charge he gave me, 
But dreadfull Warre ſhall anſwer kis demand. 
Had he none elſe to makea ſtale but me ? 

Then none but I, ſhall turne his Icſt ro Sorrow, 
I was the Cheefe that rais'd him to the Crowne, 
And lle be Checte to bring him downe againe : 
Not that 1 pitty Henrees , 
But ſecke Revenge on Edwards mockery. 


Enter Richard, (larence, Somerſet, and 
CMountagne. 
Rich. Now tell me Brother Clarence, what thinke you 


Of this new Marriage with the Lady Grey? 
Hath not our Brother made a worthy choyce ? 


, 


Ex | 


(lar. Alas, you know, "tis farre from hence to Franck 
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How could he ſtay till Fewicke made returne ? 
Som. My Lords; forbeare this ralke : here comes the 


NE. 
_ Flouriſh. 
Omer King Edward, Lady Grey, Pembroke, Sta/ 
ford, Haftings : fonre ftand on one ſide, 
and foure #n the other, 


Rich, And his well-choſen Bride. 

{tar. I niind to tell him plainly what I thinke. 

King. Now brother of Clarence, 

How like yon our Choyce, 
That you itand penſive, as halfe malecontent ? 
Clar. As well as Lews of France, 
Or the Earle of Varwicke, 
Whichare ſo weake of courage, and in judgement, 
That they'le take no offenceat our abulc. 

King. Suppole they take offence withouta cauſe ; 
They are but Lewwand Warwicke,l am Edward, 

Your King and Warwickes, and muſt have my will. 

Rich. And ſhall have your will, becauſe our King : 
Yet halty Marriage ſeldome ptoveth well. 

King. Yes Brother Kichard, arc you offended too ? 

Rtehb, NotI :no: 

God forbid, that I ſhould wiſh them ſever'd, 
Whom God hath joyn'd together : 
[,and*twere pity, to ſunder them, 
That yoake {o well together. þ 

King. Setting your skornes, and your miſlike afide, 
Tell me ſome reaſon, why the Lady Grey 
Should not become my Wife, and Englands Queene ? 
And you too, Somerſet and Monntagne, 

Speake freely what you thinke. 

Clar. Then this is mine opinton : 

That King Lewis becomes your Enemy, 
For mocking him aboutthe Marriage 
Ot the Lady Bone. 

Pich, And Warwicke, doing what you gave in charge, 
Is now dis-honored by this New Marriage. 

King, What, if both Lewa and Varwicke be appeas'd, 
By ſuch invention as I can devilc ? 

Moen. ct,to have joyn'd with France in ſuchalliance, 
Woul$fforc have ſtrengch'ned this our Commonwealth 
'vainſt torraine ſtermes; then any home-bred Marriage. 

Hait. Why, knowes not Afowntague, that of it ſelfe, 
England is ſafe, if true within ir (elte ? 

Afonn.Yes,but the fater, when'tis back'd with France. 

Hat. *Yis better ufing France, then truſting France ; 
--5 4 rs with mo and with the Seas, 

hich he hath giv'n for tence v7. 

And withtheir helpes,, onely detendour ſelves : 
lnthem, and inour {clvesoar ſafety lyes. 

Clay, For this one ſpeech, Lord Heitings well deſerves 
Tohave the Heirc of the Lord Hungerford. 

King. I, what of that. ? it was my will, and graunt, 
| Ard tor this once, my Will ſhall ſtand for Law. + 

Rich. And yct me thinks, your Grace hath not done Wwcl 
Togive the Heire and Daughter of Lord Scales 
Vntothe Brother of your loving Bride; 

She better would have fieted me, or ( Lrence : 
But in your Bride yon Brotherhood. 

Clar. Or clfe you not have beſtow'sd the Heire 
Ofthe Lord Bonwillon your new Wives Sonne, -- * 
Andleave your Brothers togoe ſpeede elſewhere, 

To . Alas, poore Clarence: igit fora Wife 

| 


art malecontent? I will provide thee. 


Clar, In chuſing for your ſelfe, 
You ſhew'd your judgement : 
Which being ſhallow, you ſhallgive me leave! 
Toplay the Broker in mine owne behalte; 
Andto that end, I ſhortly mind to leave you- 

K mg. Leave me, or tarry, Edward \yill be King, 
And not be ty'd unto bis Brochers will. 

Lady Gre). My Lords, before it pleas'd his Majelty 
To raile my State to Titleofa Queene, 


"Doe me but right, and you mult ali confeſſe, 


That 1 wasnot ignoble of Deſcent, 

Aud meaner then my (clfe bave had like fortune. 

Burt as this Title honors me and mine, 

50 your diſlikes, to whom I would be pleaſing, 

Doth cloud my joyes with danger, and with forrow. 
King.My Love,forbetre to fawne upon their frownes: 

W har danger, gr what ſorrow can befallthee, 

Solong as Edwartis thy conſtant friend, 

And their true Soveraigne, whom they muſt obey? 

Nay, whom'they ſhall obey, and love thee too, 

Vnleſle they ſeeke for hatred at my hands :  '!, 

Which if they doe, yer will T-keepe thee fafey | * 

And they ſhall feele the vengeance of my wrath. ' 
Rich, I heare, yet fay not much, butthinke the more. 


Emter a Poſte. 


wa, Now Meſſenger , what Letters, or what Newes 
from France? 

Prſt.My Soverai 
But ſuch, as | (without your ſpeciall pardon) 
_ not relate. _ n 

mg. Goe too, we pardon thee : 

Thandare, in driefe, tell their words, | | 
As necre asthou canlt gueſle them. FE + 
W har anſwer makes King Lews, unto our Letters? 

Foft, At my depart, theſe were his very words z {| 
Goe tell falſe Edward, the ſuppoſed King, 
That Lews of France is ſending over Maskers, 
Torevell it with bi, and his new Bride. 

King. Is Lews (0 brave? belike hethinkes me Henry. 
But what (aid Lady Boxato my Marriage ? 

Poit.Thelc were her words utt'red with mild difdaine: 
Tell him, in hope he'll prove a Widower ſhortly, 
Ile weare the Willow Garland for his fake. 

King. 1 blame norher; ſhe could fay littleleſle: 
She had the wrong. But whatfaid Hearies Queene ? 
For I heard, that ſhe'was there inplace. 

Poſt. Tell him (quothſhe) oe 
My mourning Weedes are done, 
And I am ready to put Armour on. © 

King. Belike ſhe minds to play the Amazon. 
But what ſaid Warwich#ts theie injuries? 

Poit. He, more incens'd againſt your Majeſty, 
Then all the reſt, diſcharyg'd me withtheſe words ; 
Tzll him from me, thathe harh done me wrong, -' 
And therefore le unerowne him, er*tbelong. 

Kin Ha?durit — breath out to prowd\words? 
Well, Ini arme me,bein thus ome: {or 
They ſhall have Warres, and pay ir preſumption. 
yon is Farwicks friends with Margaret ? 

Potb: I, s Soveraigne, | 
They are {o link'd in friendſhip, b 
That yong Prince Edwards mirryes Warwicke Davghter, 

(lar, Balike, theelder ; 
Clarence will have the yonger. - 

r 2 


——_—_ —— 
EE” 
_— 


Sts. 


| Now | 


Liege, no Letters,and few words, | 


1 


| 


| 
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The third Part of King Hemy the Sixt. 


Now Brother King farewell, and fit you faſt, 
For I will hence to Warwickes other Daughter, 
That though I want a Kingdome, yet in Marriage 
I may not prove inferior to your {clfe. 
You that love me, and #arwicke, follow me. . 
Exit Clarence, and Somerſet followes. 
Rich. Not1 : 
My Cann ayme at a further matter : | 
I ſtay not for the love of Edward, but the Crowne. 
King, Clarence and Somerſet both gone to Warwicks ? 
Yet am I arm'd againſt the worſt can ——_ : 
And haſte is needfull in this deſp'rate caſe. 
Pembrooke and Stafford, you in our behalfe 
Goe levy men, and make prepare for Warre ; 
They are already, or quickly will be landed: | 
My ſelfe in perſon will ſtratght follow you. * 
Exeunt Pembrooke, aad Stafford. 
But ereI goe, Haſtirgs and Monntague | 
Rofolve my doubt : you twaine, of all the reſt, 
Are neere to Warwicke, by bloud, and by allyance : 
Tell me, if you love Varwicke more chen me ; 
If it be ſo, then both depart to him : 
I rather wiſh you foes, then hollow fricnds. 
But if you mindeto hold your true obedience, 
Give me aſſurance with ſome friendly Vow, 
T hat I may never have you in ſuſpect. 
CMonnt, So God helpe CHountague , as he proves 


rruce. 
Haſt. And Haſtings, as he favours Edwards cauſc. 
King. Now, brother Richard, will you ſtand by us? 

, Rich. 1, in deſpight of ll that ſhall withſtand yous 
King. Why fo : then am I ſure of Victory. - 

N ow therefore let us hence, and loſe no bowre, 

Till we meet, #@rwicke, with his forraine Pn 

Xen, 


Enter Warwickg, and Oxford in England, 
with French Sowldeors. 


wWarw. Truſt me, my Lord, all hitherto goes wel, 

The common people by numbers ſwarme to us» 
E ner Clarence, and Somerſet. 

But ſee where Somerſet and Clarevee comes : 
Speakeſuddenly, my Lords, are wee all triends ? 

Clar. Feare not that, my Lord. . 

Warw, Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto arwicke, 
And welcome Semerſet ; I hold it cowardize, 
| Toreſt miſtruſttull, where a Noble Heart 
| Hath pawn'dan open Hand, in {igne of Love : 

Elſe might I thinke, that (larewce, Edwards brother, 

Were but a fained friend to our proceedings : 
But welcome {ſweet { larence,my daughter ſhallbe thine. 
And now, what relts? but in Nights Coverture, 
Thy Brother beingcareleſicly encamp'd, 
H1s Soukdiors lurking in the Towneabout, 
And but attended by aſimple Guard, 
We may ſurprizeand take him at our pleaſure, - 
Our Scouts _ found theadventure very calic ; 
That as Yiſſec,and ſtout Diomeds, - 
With ſleight and manhood ſtoleto Rheſaw Tems, 


: 


And brought from-thencethe Thracian fatall Strods ; 
So we, well cover d withthe Nj blacke Mantle, 
At unawares may beat downe & Guard, 

And ſeize himlelfe:-I ſay not, laughter him, 


For I intend but onely to ſurprize him. 
| You that will follow me to this attempt, 


—_—. 
a — 


Applaud the Name of Hewy, with your Leader. 
Why then, let's on our way in ſilent ſort, 


| 


— 


| friend. 


CE 


They all ery, Henry. 


For #arwicke and his friends, God and Saint George, 
Exe, 


Emer three Watchmen to guard the Kings Tent, 


I #atch.Come on my Maſters,cach man take his ſtand, 
The King by this, isſer him downe to fleepe. 

2. Watch, What, will he notto Bed ? 

1, Watch. Why, no: for he hath made aſolcmne You, 
Never toJye and take his naturall Reſt, 
Till #erwicke, or himſelfe, bequite ſuppreſt. 

2.Watch. Tomorrow then belike ſhall be the day, 
If Warwicks be ſo neere as men report- 

3. Watch. But ſay, I pray, what Noble man is that, 
That with the King herereſteth in his Tent ? 

I. Watch. 'T1s the Lord Haſtings, the Kings chictelt 


3-Watch. O, is it ſo? but why commands the King, 
That his cheife followers lodge in Townes about him, 
While he himſelfe keepes inthe cold ficld ? 

2-Watch. 'Tis the more honour, becauſe more dange- 
rous. 

3-Watch. 1, but give me worſhip, and quictneſſe, 
I like it better then a dangerous honor. 
If Warwicke knew in whateſtate be ſtand 
'Tis to be doubted he would waken him. 
, 1. atch. Vnleſſc our Halberds did ſhut up his pal 


ye A I : whereforeelſe guard we his Royall Tent, 
Butto defend his Perſon from Night-focs ? 


Enter Warwicks, Clarence, Oxford, Somerſet, 
and French Souldiers ſilent all. 


War, This is his Tent,and ſee where ſtand his Guard: 
Courage my Maſters: Honor now, or never : 
But follow me, and Edward ſhall be ours. 
1. Watch, Who goesthere? 
2. Watch, Stay, or thou dycit. 
Warwicke and the reft cry all, Warwicke, Warwicke, end 
ſet upon the Guard, who flje, crying, e/Arme, eArme, 
Warwicke and the reft following them. 


The Drumme playing, and Trumpe; ſounding, 
Emer Warwicke, Somerſet, and the reft, Mringis the King | 
_—— — ——_ bard 
' Haſtings fyes over the Stage. 

Sem. W hat are they that fiyethere ? | 

Warw. Richerdand Heſtings, let them goe, heere 1s 
the Dukes 

King Edw. The Duke ? 
W hy Ferwicky, when we parted, 
Thou call'dit me King. 

Waw. I, but thecaſc is alter'd. 
When you di 'd me in my Embaſlade, 
Then I degraded youngLing, 
Als, how ould yon geremeny Kingdee 

as, you governean , 
That know ner bow cowl Bamkatadors, 
Nor how to be contented with one Wite, 
Nor haw to uſe your Brothers , 
Nor how to for the —_— 
Nor how to ſhrowd your 


J_ _ _—_ — 
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K, Edw, Yea, Brother of Clarence, 

Artthou here roo? 

Nay then I ſee, that Edward needs muſt downe., 
Yet Warwicke, in deſpight of all miſchance, 

Of thee thy {clfe, and all thy Complices, 

Edward will alwayes bearc himſelfe as King : 
Though Fortunes mallice overthrow my Statecy 
My minde exceeds rhe compaſſe of her Wheele. .. 
we. Then for his mind, be Edward Englands Kings , 


Takes off bis Crowne, 


But Heery now ſhall weare the Engliſh Crowne, 
And be truce King indeed : thou but the ſhadow- 
My Lord of Somerſet, at my requeſt, 
See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey'd 
Yntomy Brother Arch-Biſhop of Torke: 
When I have fought with Pembrooke;zand his fcllowes, 
Ile follow you; and tell what anſwer 
Lewis and the Lady Bonaſend tp him. 
Now for a-while I gaot Duke of Torks. 
They hins ont forcibly. : 
K. Ed. What Fates impoſe,that men muſt needs abide ; 
[t boots not to reſiſt wind and tide. Exqunt. 
Oxf. What now remaines my Lords for us todoc, 
But march to London with our Souldiers ? 
war. I, that's the firſt thing that we have to doe, 
To free King Henry from impritonment, 
And fee him ſeated inthe Regall Throne. _ 
Xits 


Emer Rivers, and Lady Gra) « 


Ris. Madam, what makes you in this ſodain change? 
Gray. Why Brother Rivers, arc you yet to learne 
What late misfortune is befalne King Edward? 
Ris, What,lofſe of ſome pirchr battell 
Apainit Farwicks ? 
Gray. No, but theloſſe of his owne Royall perſon. 
Ris. Then is my Soveraigne (laine ? 
rep. lalmoſt Nlaine, for he istaken priſoner, 
| Either betrayed by falſhood of his Guard, 
| Or by his Foe ſurpriz'd at unawares ; 
And asI further have to underſtand, 
Is new committed to the Biſhop of Torke, 
Fell Yarwickes brother, and by that our Foe. | 
Ris. Theſe Newes I muſt confeſſe are full of griete, 
Yet gracious Madam, beare it as you may, 
Warwicke way looſe, that now hath wonne the day. 
Gray. Till then, faire hope maſt hinder lives decay ; 
And I rhe rather waine me tem deſpaire 
For love of Edwards Off4pringin my wombe : 
This is it that makes me bridle — | 
And beare with Mildneſſe my misfortunes croſle : 
I, I, tur this I draw in niany a teare, 
And ſtop the riſing of blood-ſ{ucking ſighes, 
Leaſt with my ſighes or teares, I blaſtor drowne 
King Edward: Fruite; truc heyreto th'Engliſth Crowne, 
Kin, But Madam, 
Where is #/arwicke then become ? 
Gray, I am inform'd that he comes towards London, 
Toſer the Crowne once more on Henries head: 


- — 


—_— — 


Gueſſe thou the reſt, Kings Edwards friend muſt downe, | 1, ſucha pleaſure,as incaged Birds 
| Buttoprevent the 4 violence, | Conceive ; when after many moody Thoughts, 
(For truſt not himthat hath once broken faith) Atlaſt, by Notes of H harmony, | 
| ichence forthwirhuntorhe Sandtuary, | They quite RC Bu: | 


of King Henry the Sixth. 


To fave (at leaſt) the heire of Edwards right : 
There ſhall I reſt ſecure from force and fraud : 
Cometheretore let us fiye, while we may fiye, 
If Warwicke take us, we are ſure todye. 


Emer Richard, Lord Haitings, and Sir William 
Stanley, 


Rich. Now my Lord Haftings, and Sir William Staniey- 
Leave off to wonder why Idrew you hither, 
Into this cheefeſt Thicket of the Parke. 

Thus ſtands the caſe: you know our King, my Brother, 

Is priſoner to the Biſhop here, at whoſe hands 

He hath good uſage, t liberty, 

And often but attended tyith weak guard, 

Comes buntingthis way to diſport himſelfe. 

I have adverris'd him by ſecret meanes, 

That if about this houre he make this way, 

Vnder the colour of his uſuallgame, 

He ſhall here find his friends with Horſe and Men, 

Toſet him free from his Captivity. 


Enter King Edward, and 4 Huntſman 
with hins 


Exqaunt. 


RR —— 


Hunt. "This way my Lord, 
For this way lies the Game. 
_ Eaw. Nay this way man, 
See where the Hantſmen ſtand. | 
Now brother of Gleiter, Lord Haitings,and the reſt, 
Stand youthuscloſe to ſteale the Biſhops Deere? 
Rich. Brother, the time and caſe, requireth haft, 
Your horſe ſtands ready at the Parke-corner, 
_ E4. But whither ſhall we then? 
Haſ#t: To Lynmy Lord, 
And ſhip from thence to Flanders. 
Rich. Well gueſt belceve me,tor thatwas my meaning, 
--. ha Stanley, 1 will requite thy forwardneſle. 
Rich. But wherefore ſtay we ? *tisnotime totalke, 
_— Huntſman, what ſay'ſt chou? 
Wiltthou goc along ? 
Hunt. Better doe fo, then tarry and be hang'd. 
Rich. Come then away, lets ha no more adoe, 
King Edw. Biſhop farewell, 
Sheeld thee from Warwickes frowne, 
And pray that I may re-polleſſe the Crowne. Exenm, 


Emer King Henry the fixt, Clarence, Warwicky, 
Somerſet, young Henry, Oxford, Mountague, 
and Lientenant. 


Kiny Hen, M. Lieutenant, now that God and Friends | 
Have thaken Edward from the Regall feate, 
And turn'd my captive ſtateto liberty, 
My feare to hope, my ſorrowes unto joyes, 
At our enlargement what are thy due Fees? 
Liew.Subjeas may challenge nothing of their Sou'rains 
Burt, if an hamble prayer may prevaile, | 
I then crave pardon of your Majeſty. 
King Hen. For what, Licutenant ?-For well vſing me ? | 
Nay, be thon ſure, Ile well requite thy kindnefſe. 
For that it made may impriſonment, a pleaſure : 


_—_— 
.—_—_—_ 


—— 


— 
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| Thethira Part of King Henry the Sixth, 


I... At. cue 


But # arwicke, after God, thou ſet'ſt me free, 
And chicfely therctore, 1 thanke God, and thee, 
He was the A:ithor, thou the inſtrument. 
The: ctore that I may conquer Fortunes ſpight, 
By living low, where Fortune cannot hurt me, 
And that the peoplcof this bleſſed Land 
May nct be puniſht with my thwarrting ſtarres, 
Farwicke, although my head {hill wearethe Crowne, 
I bere religne my Government to thee, 
For thou a:t fortunate in ail thy deeds. 
War. Y our Grace hath ſtiil beenc fam'd for vertuous, 
And now may ſeeme as wile as, yertuous, 
By ſpyingand avoiding Fortunes malice, 
For oo men rightly temper with the Starres : 
Yet inthis one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chuſing me, w hen Clarence is 1n pRck 
{ far. No Warwicke, thou art worthy of the ſway, 
To whom the Heavens in thy Nativity, 
Adjudg'd an Olive Branch,and Lawrell Crowne, 
As likcly to be bleſt in Peace and Warre ; 
And therefore I yeeld thee my free content. 
Waew. And I chuſe (7arexce oncly for Protector. 
King. erwicks and {Tarence, give me both your hands. 
Now joyne your hands, and with your hands your 
That no diflention hinder Government : ( hearts, 
I make you both ProteRors of this Land, 
While I my ſeife will leadea private Lite, 
And in devotion ſpend my latter dayes, 
To finnes rebuke, and my Creators praiſe. 
Warw, What anſwers Clarence to his Soveraignes 
will? 
Clar, That he conſents, if Warwicke yeeld conſent, 
For onthy fortune | repoſe my {clfe, 
_ Warw. Why then, though loth, yet muſt Ibe content: 
We'll yoake together, like a double ſhadow 
To Hemries Body, and ſupply his place ; 
I meanc, inbcai wg weight of Government, 
W hile he cnjoyes the honor, and his caſe, 
And (larexce, now then it is more then needfull, 
 Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a Tray tor, 
And all his Lands and Goods confhilcated. 
(lar. What elſe ? and that Succeilion be determined. 
Warw. 1, therein Clare-ce ſhall not want his part. 
King. But with the firſt, cf all your cheife atfaires, 
Let me intreat (for I command no more) 
That Margaret your Queene, and my Sonne Edware, 
Be ſent for, toreturne from France with ſpecd : 
For till I ſee them here, by doubtfull feare, 
My joy of liberty is halfe cclips'd. 
Clar. It ſhallbe done, my Soveraigne, with all ſpced. 
King. My Lord of Somerſet, what Youthis that, 
Of whom you ſeeme to baye ſo tender care? 
_ My Licge, it is young Hewry, Earle of Rich- 
mond. 


King. Come hither, £ng/ands Hope : 


Lajer bus Hand on buy Head. 
If ſecret Powers ſuggeſt but truth 
To my divining thoughts, 
This pretty Lad will prove our Countrics blifſc. 
His lookes are full of peaccfull Majeſty, .. 
His head by naturefram'd to weare a Crowne, 
His hand to wielda Scepter, and himſelfe 
Likely in tice to blefſe a Regall Throne ; 
Make much of him, my Lords ; for this is be 
Muſt helpe you more, then you art hurt by me. 


Warw. Wat newes, my friend? 


Enter 4 Poſte. 


Poſte. That Edwardiis el 
An fled (as he heares fince) ro Burgundy. 

Wer. \ nlavory newes: but how made he eſcape? 

Poſte. He was convey'd by Richard, Duke of Gloſter, 
And the Lord Haſtings, who attended him 
In tecret ambuſh, onthe Forreſt ſide, 
$ Huntſ{menreſcu'd him : 
For Hunting was his dayly Exerciſc. 


And trom the Bi 


Warw. My Brother was too careleſſe of his charge. 
Bur let us hence, my Soveraigne, to provide 


A falve for any ſore, that may betide. 


HManemt Somerſet, Richmond, and Oxford. 
Som. My Lord, Ilike not of this flight of Edward: : 
"—_—_ yecld him helpe, 
And we ſhali have more Warres b&or't be long. 


For doubtleſſe, B 


As Hewries late preſaging 
Did giad my heart, with hope 


Prophecy 


of this 


trom your brother, 


E x enne. 


Richmond : 


So doth my heart miſ-give me, in thele Conflicts, 
W hat may befall him, to his harme 8nd ours. 
Theretore, Lord Oxford, to preventthe wort, 
Forthwith we'il it nd him hence to Brittany, 
Til itormes be paſt of Civill Enmity. 
Oxf. I: torif Fawardre 
"Tis like that Rxcbmond, with thereſt, ſhall downe. 
Som. It ſhall beſo : he ſhall ro Brittany. 
Come thercore, lcr's about it ſpeedily. 


Enter Edward, Richard, Haitwgs, 
and Seuldiers. 


Edw.Now btother Richard, Lord Haſtings,and the reſt, 


e the Crowne, 


Y<t thus farre Fortune maketh us amevds, 
And (ayes, that once more I ſhall enterchange 


My wained ſtate, for Hearies Regall 


E xennt. 


Crowne. | 


Well have we yore and now re-paſi'd the Scas, 
e 


And brought 


fired helpe from 
W hat then remaings, we beingthus arriv'd 
From Ravenſpurgh Haven, 

But that we enter, as into our 


R«ch. T he Gares wade faſt ? 
Rrother, I like not this 
For many men that ſtumble at the Threſhold, 
Are wcil tore-told, that danger lurkes withun. 


Eqdw Tuſh man, aboadments muſt not now affright us: 


Burgundy. 


By faire or foule xeanes we muſt enter in, 
For hithex will our friends re tous. 


Haſt. My Liege, Ile knocke more, to ſummon 


them. 


e the Gates of Yorke, 
? 


Enter on the Walls, the Mayer of Torke, 
and bug Brethren. 
Mayor. My Lords. 


We were fore-warned of 
And ſhut the Gates. {; 
For new weewe all 


comming , 
ety of our ſelves ; 


Eaw, But, Maſter Mayor, if Honry be your King, 


Yer Edward, atthe leaſt, is Duke of Yorks. 
Adayor. True, my good Lord, 1 know you for no 
e 


culge nothin ty Den, 


leſſe. 


Edw.Why,and1 


As being well content 


—— 


Rich. 


— __ 
——_— 7h 
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The third Part of King Hemy the Sixth, 


— 
— 


Rich. But when the Fox hath once got in his Noſe, 
He'll ſoone find meanes to make the Body follow. 
He<it, Why Maſter Mayor, why ſtand you in a doubt? 
Open the Gates, we are King Heeries friends. 
Mayor. |, \ay you ſo? the ys | 

He . 

Rich. A wiſe flout inc, and ſoone perſwaded. 
Ha#t, The good old man would faine thatall were well. 
$o*rwere noc long of him ; bur being entred, 
I doubt not 1, but we ſhali ſoon perlwade 
Both hia, and all his Brothers, unto reaſon, 


Emter the Mayer, and rwo «Aldermen. 
Edw.So, Maſter Mayor : theſe Gates mult not be ſhut, 
But w1che Night, or io the time of Warre. 
Whar, feare not man, but yeild me up the Keyes, 
T akss bus Keyes. 


For Edward will defend the Towne, and thee, 
And all thoſc tricnds, that deine to follow me, 


March. Emer Monntgomery, with Driemme 
ard Sowuldzers. 
Rich. Brother, this is Sir Jobs Mountgomery, 
Our truſty fricud, unlefſe I bedeceiv'd. po > 
Edwar, Welcome Sir Tobn : but why come you in 
Armes? 
Mount.To helpe King Edwerd in his time of ſtorme, 
As every loyall Subject ought to doe, 
Eaw. Thankes good AMennrgomery 
But we now forget our Title tothe Crowne, 
And onely clayme our Dukedome, 
Till God pleaſe to fend the reſt, ; 
Moxnt. Thenfare you well, for I will hence aguine, 
| came to ſerve a King, and nota Duke : 
Drununer ſtrike up, and let us march away- 
The Crumme begins to March. 

Edw. Nay (tay, Sir /obn, a while, and we'll debate 
By what {afc mcancsthe Crowne may be recover'd. 

Mount. What tale you ofdebating ? in few words, 
If you'li not bere proclaime your ſcife our King, 
lle lcave you to your fortune, and be gone, 
To kerpe them backe ,that ccmeto luccour you. 
Why ſhall we fighr, if youpretend no Title ? 

Rich. Why Brother, wherefore ſtand you on nice 
points ? 

Edw. When we grow ſtranger, 
Then we'll make our Clayme : f 
Tillthen, *uus wiſdome to conceale our meaning» 
Fg Away with ſcrupulous Wit, now Armes mult 


— 


A 


Flour: 
Soul. Edward the Fearth 
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Ede. Thankes brave CMoxntgomery, 
And thankes anto you all ; - 
It fortune ſerve me, [le requite this kindneſſe . 


Now for this Night, let's harbor here in Torks: 

And when the Morning Sunne ſhall raiſe his Carre 
Above the Border of this Horizon, 

We'll forward towards Warwick:, and his Mates ; 

For well I wor, that Hewry is no Souldier, 

Ahtroward Clerexce, how evill it be{ecmes thee, 

To flatter Henry, and forſake thy Brother ? 

Yetas we may, we'll meet both thee and #/@ wicke, 
Come on brave Souldiors : doubr nor of the Day, 
Andthatoace gotten, doubt not of large Pay» Excunt. 


Emer the King Warwicke, Mountague, Clarence, 
Oxford, and Somerſet. 


War. What counſaile, Lords ? Edwerd from Belgia, 

With haſty Germanes, and blunt Hullanders, 

Hath paſs in ſafety through the Narrow Seas, 

And with his troupes doth march awaine to London, 

| And many giddy people flocke to hw. 
Kmg. |.ct's levy men, end beat him backe againe. 
Clay, Alittle fire is quickly trodden our, 

Which being ſuffer'd. Rivers cannot quench. 
War. In WarwickſhiceI have ond friends, 

Not mutinous in peace, yetbold in Warre, 

Thoſe will I muſter up ; and thou Soone { @rexce 

Shale (lirre up in Sufflke, Norfolke, and in Kent, 

The Kmghrsand Gentlemen, to come withthee, 

Thou brother Adow*tague, in Buckinghaw, 

Northamp: ov, and in Leicefe ſhure, (hait find 

Men well caclin'd to heare hat thou command'ſt 

And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well bxlov'd, 

In Oxford/eure (h.1t muſter up thy triends« 

7 Soveraigne, with the loving Citizens, 

Like to his Iland, gyitin withche Ocaan, 

Or modeſt Dyes, cucled with her Nymphe; 

Shallreſt in'London, till we come to/bigns; -- 

Faire Lords take leave, and ſtand not 40 reply» 

rod my Soveraigne. Y, | 

is. Farewell my Hefer,and my Troyes true hope« 

Cle. In (igne of truth, | kille your Highneſle hand; 
King, Well-minded Clarence, be thaa toxtunate. 
Mount. Comfort, my Lord, agd fo I take my leave. 
Oxf. And thus I ſcale my truth, and bid adicu. 
Kay. Sweet Oxferd, and my loving CMonnagae, 


| And allat once, once wore a bappy farewell. 


Wa. Farewcll, fwcet Lords, let's mectar ( onventry. 


Exeant. 

King: Here at the Pallace will I reſt a while. 
Couſin of Exery, what thinkes your Logdihip ? 

Me thinkes, the Fowrr that Edwerg hath 

Should not be able rocncounter mine. 
Exe. The doubt is, that he will ſccucethe reſt. 
King, Thai'y not my frare, ws hath got me fame: 

I have not ſtopt mine carrs to their demands, 

Nor poſted off their ſuites wich flow de/ayes, 

My pitty hath beene baime to heale their wounds, 

My auldneſſc hath allay'd their twelling grietes, 

My mercy dry'd their water-flowing teares. 

— ryomeariged Sublidies, 

Nor relt ch great | 
Nor forward of revenge, though they much er. 
Then why ſhould they love E more then me Þ 


————CC 


No Exeer, thele Graces challenge Grace ; kat 


—m—_— 
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And when the Lybryfawnes upon the Lambe, 
The Lambe wM'never ceaſe to follow him. 
Shout within, A Lancafter, A Lancatter, 
Exe, Hatke, hearke, my Lord, what Shouts are 


theſe ? 
Enter Edward and bis Souldiert. 


Edw. Seize on the ſhamefac'd Henry, beare him hence, 
And once againe proclaime us King of E=g/and. 
You arethe Fount, that makes ſmall Brookes to flow, 
Now ſtops thy Spring, my Sea ſhall ſucketkem dry, 
And ſwell ſo much the bigher, by theirebbe. 
Hence with him to the Tower, let himnot ſpeake. 

Exit with King Henry, 

And Lords,towards Coventry bend we our courte, 
Where peremptory Warwicke now remaincs : 
The Sunne ſhines hot, and if we uſe delay, 
Cold biting Winter warres our hop'd-for Hay. 

Rich. Away betimes, before his torces joyne, 
Andrtake the great-growne Traytor unawares: 
Brave Warriors,march amaine towards Coventry. 


E xexrt. 


Enter Warwicke, the Mayor of Coventry, two 
Meſſengers, and others upon the Walls, 


War. W here is the Poſt that came from valiant Oxford? 
How farre benceis thy Lord, mine honeſt fellow ? 

Aeſſ. 1. By this at Dunſmore, marching bitherward. 

War. How farre off is our Brother Aountague ? 
Where is the Poſt that came from Iſowntagae ? 

CHMeoſſ. 2. By this at Daintry, with a ailing troope. 

1.4" Emer Somervile. 

War. Say Somervile, what {ayes my loving Sonne ? 
And by tby guefle, how nigh is Clarence now ? 

Somer. At Seatham I did leave him with his forces, 
And doe expeRthim here ſome two houres hence, 

War. Then (Jerence isat band, I heare his Drumme. 
Somer, It is not his, my Lord, heare Southam lyes : 
The Drum'yow Honor heares, marcheth from &arwicke. 
War. Who ſhould that be?belike unlook'd for friends. 
Somer. They atc at hand, and you ſhall quickly know. 


TIOTEF-IE0 
Martch. Flowrilh. Enter Edward, Richard, 

a "nd Souldzers, 

Edw. Goe, Trumpet, tothe Walls, and ſound a Parle, 

Rich. Sce how the ſurly Warwicke mans the Wall. 
1 Year, Ohunbid(pight, is ſportfuli Edvardcome ? 
| Where fleptour Scouts, or how are they ſeduc'd, - 
That we could heare no newes of his repayre. 

Edw. Now Warwicke, wilt thou ope the City Gates, 
Speake gentle words, and humbly bend thy Kace, © ' 
Call Edward King, andat his — 

And hc fhall par —_— & | 

Way. Nay rather, wiltrhoudraw thy forces hence, 
Confeſle who ſer thee up, and plucktthee downe, 

Call FawickePatron, and be penitent, + + 417 1? 

And thou ſhalt ſtill rewainethe Duke of Tarke; ©: » 
Rich. I thought at leaſt tie would have ſaid the King, 
Or did he make the Icaſt againſt his will 2:1 {1 
ear. Is nota Dukedone, Sir, a goodly gift ? 

Rich, 1, by my faith, for apoore Earle to give, . - | 
Ile doe thee ſervice for ſogood a gift. "$4 
Pw 'Twas Ithat gave. the Kingdome to thy Bro- 
| Eaw. Whythen'tis minegif but by Warwicker gift, © 


War. Thou art no eAtlas for ſo great a weight : 
And Weakeling, Warwicketakes his git againe, 
And Henry is my King, Werwicke his SubjeRt. 

Eaw, But Warwickes is Edwards Priſoner : 
And gallant Warwicke, doe but anſwer this, 

Whar is the Body, when the head is off? 

Rich, Alas, that Warwicke had no more forc-caſt, 
But whiles he thought to ſteale the ſingle Ten, 

The King was lyly finger'd from the Decke : 

You lett poore Henryat the Biſhops Pallace, 

And tenne to one you'll meethim in the Tower. 
Eaw. *Tis evenſo, yet you are Werwicke (till. 
Rich. Come Warwicke, 

Take the time, kneele downe, kneele downe : 

Nay when ? trike now, or elſe the Iron cooles, 
War. 1 had rather chop this hand off at a blow, 

And with the other, fling it at thy face, 

Then bearc {olow a fayle, to ſtrike tothee. 

Eaw. Sayle how thou canſt, 

Have Windeand Tydethy friend, 

This hand, faſt wound aboutthy coalc-blacke hayre, 

Shall, whiles thy head is warme, and new cut off, 

Write in the duſt this Sentence with thy blood, 

Wind-changing Warwicke row can change no more, 


Enter Oxford, with Drumme and Colours, 


War, Oh chearefull Colours, ſee where Oxford comes, 
Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lanca#ter. 
Rich. The Gatesare open, let us enter roo. 
Eqw. So other focs may ſer upon our backes. 
Stand we in good array : for they no doubt 
Will iſſue out againe, and bid usbatraile ; 
If not, the City being but of ſmall defence, 
We'll quickly rowze the Traitors inthe ſame. 
War. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy helpe. 


| 
Emer Mountagne, with Drumme and Colours, | 


Mount. Mountague, Mountagne, for Laneafter. | 

Rich. Thou and thy Brother both ſhall buy this Treaſen 
Even with _ _— blood your bodyes beare. 

Edv. The harder matcht,the greater V iRory, 
My mind preſageth happy gaine, and Conqueſt. 


Enter Somerſet, with Drumme and Colowrs. 


Som, Somerſet, Somerſet, for ar. | 
Rich, Two of thy Name, both Dukes of Somerſet, | 
Haveſold their Livesuntothe Houſe of Yorke, 
And thou ſhalt be the third, if this Sword hold. 


E ner (larence, with Dramme and (olours, 


War. Andloe, where George of (larence ſweepes along 
Offorceenough'to bid his brother Barraile: | 
Wirth whom,an upright zealeto right, prevailcs | 
More thenthenarure'of a Brothers love. | 
Come Clareret,come : thou wilt, if Vorwickecall 
* Clar.Fath&rof Warwiche, know you what this meany 


| 


: 
| 
; 


© | Lookeherey Ithtow my infamy at hee : 


I will not ruinate my Fathers Houſe, | 
Who gave his blood to lyme the ſtones together, 

And ſect up Lancefter. Why, trowelt thon, Warwickts | 
That Clwexce is ſo harſh, ſo blunt, unnaturall, | 
To bend the farall tmſtruments of Warre | \ 
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Againſt his brother, and hislawtull King. 
Perhaps thou wilt obje&t my holy Oath - 
To kcepe that Oath, were more impiety, 
1hen /ephah, when he facrific'd his Daughter. 
| am ſo ſorry for my Treſpas made, 
Thattodeſerve well at my brothers hands, 
I here proclaime my ſeclte thy mortall foe : 
With reſolution, whereloe're I meet thee, 
(As 1 will meer theeg if thou ſtirre abroad) 
To plague thee, for thy fouic mis-leading me. 
And ſo, prowd-hearted Farwicks, I dehie thee, 
And to my brother turne my bluſhing Cheekes, 
Pardon me Edwerd, 1 will make amends : 
And Richard, doe not frowne upon my faults, 
For I will henceforth be no more unconſtant, 
Edw.Now welcome more,and ten times more beloy'd 
Then if thou never hadſt deſerv'd our hate. 
Rich. Welcome good Clarence, this is Brother-like. 
Warw. Oh paſſing Traytor, perjur'd and unjuſt. 
Edv. What Warwicks, 
Wilt thou keave the Towne, and fight? 
Or (hail we beat the Stones about thine Eares ? 
warw. Alas, I am not coop'd here tor defence : 
I will away towards Barnet preſently, 
And bid thee Battaile, Edward, if thou dar'ſt. 
Edw. Yes Warwicks, Edward dares, and leads the way: 
Lords to the field : Saint George, and Victory, Exennt. 


Marich, Warwicke ang his compary follower. 


Alarum, and Excurſions. Enter Edward bringing 
forth Warwicks wounded, 


Edz. So,lve thou there : dye thou,and dyc our feare, 
For W arwicke was a Bug that tear'd us all, 
Now Mountague (it fait, I leeke for thee, 
That #/ arwickes Bones may keepe thine company. 


Exit 


we. Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, freind, or foe, 
And tell me who is Victor, Torke, or Warwicke ? 


Why aske I that ? my mangled body ſhewes, 

My blood, my waat of ſtrength, my ficke heart ſhewes, 
That I auit yeeld my body to the Earth, 

And by my fall, the conquelt to my foc. 

Thus ycelds the Cedar tothe Axes edge, 

Whoſe Armes gave ſhelter to the Princely Eagle, 

Vnder whoſe ſhade the ramping Lyon ſlepr, 

Whoſe top-branch over-pcer'd /oves (preading Tree, 
And kept low Shrubs from Winters pow'rfull Wirde. 


Theſe Eyes,that now are dim'd with Deaths black Veyle , 


Have becne as piercing asthe Mid-day Sunne, 

To ſearch the ſecret Treaſons of the World ; 

The Wrinckles in my Browes, now fill'd with blood, 
Were lik'ned oftto Kingly Sepulchers : 

For wholiv'd King, but 1 could digge his Grave? 

And who durſt ſmile, when Wewike bent his Bhow ? 
Loe, now my Glory {mcar'dinduft and blood. 

My Parkes, my Walkes, my Mannors that I had, 

Even now forſake me ; and of all my Lands, 

Is nothing left me, but my bodics lengrh. 

Why, whatis Pompe, Rule,Reigne,but Earth and Duſt? 
And live we how we can, yet dye we mult. 


Enter Oxford and Somerſet. 


Som. Ah Warwicks, Farwicks, wert thou as we are, 
We might recover all our Loſle againe : 


A 


| 


| 


The Queene from France hath brought a puiſlane power 
Even now we heard the newes , ah, t chou fe. 
Waw. Why then 1 wouldnat fiyc, Ah Afownogue, 
If thou be there, ſweet brother, take my hand, 
And with thy Lippes —_—_— Soule a whule, 
Thou lov'ſt me noe ; for, brother, if thou didſt, 
Thy teares wouid waſh this cold congealed blood, 
That glewes my Lippes, and will not et me ſpeake. 
Come quickly Aſountague, or I am dead, 
Som, Ah Warwicke, Mountagne hath bi cath'd his laſt, 
And tothe lateſt gaſpe, cry'd out for Warwick : 
And faid, Co nnd me to my valiant Brothers 
And more he would have ſaid, and more he ſpoke, 
Which ſounded like a Cannon ina Vaule, _ 
T hat mought not be diſtinguiſht: butar laſt, 
I well might heare, delivered with a groane, 
O farewcil W arwicke. 
War, Sweet reſt his Soyle : 
Hye Lords, and fave your ſaves, 
For #arwicke bids you all farewell, to meet in heaven- 
Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queenes great power. 
Here they beare away his Body. E xemnt. 


Fluſh, Emer King Edward in tri 
Richard, Clarence, and the reſt. 
King. Thus farre our fortune keeyes an upward courſe, 
And we are grac'd with wreaths of ViRtory : 
But in the midſt of this bright-ſhining Day, 
I ſpy a blacke ſuſpicious threatning Cloud, 
That will encounter with our glorious Sunne, 
he artaine — Weſterne Bed A 
meane, my Lords, t ers that the Queens, 
Hath rays'd in Gallia, har and our Coalt, 
And, as we hcare, march on to fight with us, 
Clar. Altle gale will ſoone diſperſe that Cloud, 
Thy blow it to the ip uo! whence it came, 
very Beames will dry thole Vapours up, 
For eyery Cloud engenders not a Storme. T 
Rich, The Qucene is valued thirty thouſand Rrong, 
And Somerſet, with Oxford, ficd to her 2 
If ſhe haverimeto breathe, be well aſur'd 
Her faRion will be full as ſtrong as ours. 
King. Weare advertis'd by our loving friends, 
That bo doe hold their courſe toward Tewksbury. 
We having now the beſt at Barnet field, 
Will thither ſtraight, for willingnefle rids way, 
And as we mattch, our ſtrength wiil be angmented : 
In every County as we goealong, 
Strike up the Drumme, cry courage, and away, £xPune. 


CMartch. Enter the © weene, young Edward, 
Somerſet, Oxford, and 
Sowuldzers 


, with 


2nu,Great Lordy,wiſe men ne'r fit nd waile their loſſe | 


But chearely ſecke how to redrefle their harmes. 
What the Malt be now blowne over-boord, 
The Cable broke, the holding-Anchor loſt, 

And halfe our Saylors ſwallow'd in the flood ? 

Yer lives our Pilot (till. Ist meet, that be 

Should leave the Helme, and like a fearefull Lad, 
With tearefull Eyes adde Water to the Sea, 

And give more h to that which hath too much, 
Whiles in his moane, rhe Ship (plits on the Rocke, 
Which induſtry and Courage might have fav'd ? 

Ah what a ſhame, ah what a fault were this. 

Say Warmicke was our Anchor ; what of that ? 


| 
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And Moxntegue our Top-Malt : what of him ? 

Our ſlaughr'red friends, the Tackles : what of theſe ? 
Why is not Oxford here, another Anchor ? 

And Somerſet, another goodly Malt ? 

The friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings ? 

And thoughunskilfvll, why not Ned and I, 

For oaceallow'd the skilfull Pilots Charge? 

We will not from the Belme, to fit and weepe, 

But keepe our Courſe (though the rough Winde ſay no) 
From Shelves and Rocks,thatthrearen us with Wracke. 
As uu to chide the Waves, as {peake them faire. 

And what is Edward, buta ruthleflc Sca ? 

What (arence, but a Quick-ſand of Deceit? 

And Richard, but a raged fatall Rocke? 

All theſe,the Enemies to our poore Barke« 

Say you can ſwim, alas tis but a while : 

Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly finke, 
Beſtridethe Rocke, the Tyde will waſh you off, 

Or elſe you famiſh, that'sa three-toid Death. 

This ſpeake I (Lords) to let you underſtand, 

If caſe ſome one of you would fiye from us, 

That there's no hop'd-for Mercy with the Brothers, 
Morethen with ruthlcfſe Waves, with Sandsand Rocks. 
Why courage then, what cannot be avoided, 

*T were childiſh weakeneflc to lament, or fearc. 

Prin. Me thinkes a Woman of this valiant Spirit, 
Should , if a Coward heard hcr ſpeake theſe words, 
Infuſe his Breaſt with Magnanimity, 

And make him, naked, foyle a manat Armes. 
I ſpeake not this, as doubting any here : 

For did I but ſuſpeR a fearefull man, 

He ſhould have leave togoe away betimes, 
Leaſt in our necd he might infect another, 
And make him of like ſpirit to himſclte, 

If any ſuch be here, as God forbid, 

Let him depart, before we neede his helpe. 

Oxf. Womenand Children of ſo high a courage, 

And Warriors faint, why 'twere ſhame. 
Oh brave young Prince : thy famous Grandfather 
Doth live againc in thee ; long may'ſ{t thou live, 
Tobeare his and renew his Glories. 

Som. And he thar will not fight for ſuch a hope, 
Goe home to Bed, and like the Owle by day, 

If he ariſe, bemock'd and wondred at. 

2 me, Thankes gentle Somerſet, ſweet Oxford thankes. 
Prince, And take his thankes, that yet hath nothing 
clic. 

Enter a Meſſenger, 


Meſſ. Prepare you Lords, for Edward isat hand, 
Ready to fight : therefore be reſolute. 
Oxf. 1 thoughtno leſle : it is his Policy, 


| To haſte thusfaſt, to find us unprovided. 


Som. But he's deceiv'd, weare in readineſſe. 
2we;Thischeares my heart, to ſee your forwardneſſe, 
Oxf. Here pitch our Bartaile,hence we will not budge. 


CMartch. Emer Edward, Richard, Clarence, 
and Souldiers. 


Edw.Brave followers,yonder ſtandsthe thorny Wood 
Whichby the Heavens aſfliſtance, and your ſtrength, 
Muſt by the Roots be hew'ne up yetere Night. 

I nced not adde more fucll to your fire, 
For well I m1 990 6 them our ; 
Give ſignall tro the fight, and toit Lords. 


2x. Lords,Knights,and Gentlemen,what1 ſhould ſay, 
My tcares gaine-ſay : for every word I ſpcake, 
Yee ice I drinke the water of my eye. 
Therefore ho more but this : Henry your Soveraigne 
Is Priſoner to the Foe, his State uſurp'd, 
His Realmea ſlaughter-houſe, bis SubjeRts ſlaine, 
His Statutes cancell'd, and his Treaſure ſpent : 
And yonder isthe”Woelte, that makes this ſpoyle. 
You tight in [uſtice : then in Gods Name, Lords, 
Be valiant, and give ſignallro the fight. 

eAlarum, Retreat, Excurſions, 


Enter Edward, Richard, Dmtene, Clarence, 
Oxford, Somer ſex . 


Edw. Now here'sa period of tumultuous Broyles. 

Away with Oxfordto Hames Caſtle itraight : 

For Semerſet, off with his guilty Head. 

Goe beare them hence, I will not hcare them ſpeake, 
Oxf. For my part, Ile not trouble thee with words. 
Som, Nor I, but ſtoupe with paticnce to my fortune, 

E xemn, 
wee. So part weſadly inthistroublous World, 

To meet with Ioy in ſweet /erxſalem. 

Edw. Is Proclamation made, That who finds E awed, 

Shall have a high Reward, and he his Life ? 

Rich, It is, and loe where youthfull Edward comes. 


E xeunt, 


Enter the Prince, 


Edw.Bring forth the Gallant, let us hare him ſpeake, 
What? can 1o young a Thorne beginto pricke? 
Edward, what (atisfaRtion canſt thou 1 
For bearing Armes, for ſtirring up wy lubxcs, 

And all trouble thou haſt turn'd me to? 

Prin. Speake like a Subje&, prowd ambitions Yorke. 
Suppoſe that I am now my Fathers Mouth, 

Reſigne thy Chayre, and where I ſtand, kneele thou, 
WhiP{tI poupar e the ſelfe-ſame wordsto thee, 
Which (Traytor) thou would'ſt have me anſwer to. 

— Ah, that thy Father had beene ſorcſolv'd. 

« «Rich. That you might ſtill bave worne the Petticoat, 

And ne're have ſtolne the Breech from Lencafer. 
Prince, Let e/£ſop fable ina Winters Night, 

His Curriſh Riddies ſorts not with this place. 

Rich. By Heaven, Brat, lle ye for that word, 

.2we. thou waſt borne to be a plague to wen. 

Rich. For Gods ſake, take away this Captive Scold. 

Princ. Nay, take away this ſcolging Crooke-backe, 


Edw.Peace wilfull Boy, or 1 will charme your tongue: 
Clar. Vntutor'd Lad, thouart too malapert. 
Prin. 1 know my duty, you are all undutitull: 
Laſcivious Edward, and thou perjur d George, 
And thou miſ-ſhapen Dicke, I cell ye all, 
I am your better, Iraytorsas ye arc, 
And thon uſurp'ft my Fathers right and mine, 


Edw. Take that, the likeneſſe of this Rayler here. 
Stabs bum, | 
Rich, Sprawl'ſtthou ? takethat, toend thy agony. | 
" " Rich. abs him, 
Clay. And ther's fortwitting me with perjury» | 


Clar. Srabs him 
_ Oh, kill me too. | 
Rich. Marry, and ſhall. Offers to kill ber. 
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words? 


recovery. 


Clar. What ? what? 
Rich. Tower, the Tower. 


They that tabb' 


Edw, Where's Richard gone. 


hard ? 


| 


fn 


Rich: Why ſhould ſhe live, to fill the World with 
Edw,. \Vhat ? doth ſheſwowne ? uſe meanes for her 


Rich. Clarence excuſe me to the King my Brother ; 
Ile h:nce to London ona (erivus matter, 
Ere ye come there, be ſure to heare ſome newes. 


ue, Oh Ned,tweet Ned,ſpeake tothy Mother Boy. 
Can'it chou not ſpeake ? O Traitors, Murtherers | 
ic, ar, (hed no blood atall : 

Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame, 

If this foule deed were by, to equall it. 

He was a Man ; this (in rcſpe&) a Child, 

And Men, ne're ſpend their fury on a Child. 

What's worſe then Murtherer, that I may name it? 

No, no, my hcart will burſt, and it I ſpeake, 

And I will 1peake, that ſo my heart may burlt. 

Butchers and Villaines, bloody Canniballes, 

How {wweet a Plant have you untimely cropt ; 

You have no children ( Butchers)if you had, 

The thought of them would have ſtirr*dup remorſe; 

Bur if you ever chance to have a Child, 

Looke in his youth to have him ſocut off. 

As derthſmen you have rid this ſweet young Prince. 
Kin, . Away with her, goe beare her hence perforce, 
ne. Nay, never beare me hence, diſpatch me heere : 

Here ſheath thy Sword, Ile pardon thee my death : 

What? wilt thou not? Then Clarence doe itthou. 

Clay. By heaven, I willnot doe thee ſo much caſe. 

94.Good Clarence doe, ſweet (larence do thou do it. 
Cla.Did'ſt thou not heare me {weare I would not do 
2se.1 but thou uſeſt to forſwearethy ſelte. 

Twas ſin betore, but now 'tis Charity. 

What wile thou not? Where isthat dive!s butcher Richard 

Hard favor'd Kichard? Richard, whcre art thou ? 

Thou art not heere ; Murther is thy Almeſdeed, 

Petitioner for Blood, thou ne're pul'ſt backe. 

Edw. Away 1 lay, I charge ye beare her hence. 
ne, So come to you,and yours, as to this Prince. 


Exu 4 ugene, 


(i, To London all in poſt, and asI gueſſe, 
To makea bloody Supper in the Tower? 

Edw. He's todaine 1t a thing comes in his head, 
Now martch we hence, diſchargethe common ſort 
With Pay and Thankes, and let's away to London, 
And ee our gentle Queene how well ſhe fares, 

By this (I hope) ſhe hath a Sonne for me, 


rn 


— — 


Enter Henry the ſixt, and Richard, with the Lieutenant 
on the Walls. 


Rich, Good day, my Lord, what at your Booke ſo 


| Hen. Imy good Lord : my Lord I ſhould ſay rather, 

Tis {inne to flatter, Good was little better 

Good Gloſter, and good devill, were alike, 

And both prepoſterous: therefore, not Good Lord. 
Rich, Sirrha, leave us to our ſelves, we mult conferre. 
Hen.So flyes the wreaklefſe ſhepherd from the Wolfe: 

So firſt the harmeleſſe Sheepe doth yeeld his Fleece, 

And next his Throate, unto the bntchers Knife. 

What Scene of death hath Roſixe now to Ae? 

Rich. Suſpition alwayes haunts the guilty mind, 


— 


The Theefe doth feare each buſh an Officer, 


Hen, The Bird that hath becnelimed ina buſh, 
With trembling wings mi{doubtethevery buſh ; 
And I the haplc{ſe Maleto one tweet Bird, 

Have noi the farall Object in my eye, 

Where my poore yong was limb'd,was caught,an/1 kild. 
Rich. Why whata peeviſh Foole was that of Creet, 

That = his Sonne the othice of a Fowle, 

And yer for ali his wings, the foole wasdrown'd. 
Hes. 1 Dedalies, my poore Boy [carwe, 

Thy Father CAines, that deni'd our courſe, 

The Sunne that __ the wings of my tweet Boy. 

Thy Brother £&vard, and thy ſelfe, the Sea 

Whole envious Gulte did ſwallow up his life : 

Ah, Kill me with thy Weapon, not with words, 

My breſt can better brooke thy Daggers point, 

Then can wy cares that Tragicke Hiitory. 

Bur whareſore doſt thou come? Is't for my Lite? 
Rich. Think'ſt thou I aman E xecurioner ? 
Hen. A perſecutor 1 am ſure thouart, 

If murthering Innocents be Executing, 

Why then thou art an Executioner, 

Rich. Thy Son I kill'd for his preſumption. 

Hen. Hadſt thou bin kill'd, when firlt thou did pre» | 
Thou had'ſt norliv'd to kill a Sonne of mine ; (fume, 
Andthus I propheſie, that many a thouſand, 

Which now auſtruſt noparcelli of my feare, 

And many an old mans ſigh, and many a Widdowes, 

And wany an Orphans water-Rtandiog-eye, 

Men for their Sonnes, Wives for their Husbands fate, 

And Orphans, for their Parents timeles death, 

Shall rue the houre that ever thou was't borne. 

The Owle ſhrick'd at thy birth, an evill ſigne, 

The Night-Crow cry'de, aboding lucklefle time, 

Dogs howl'd, and hi $ Tempelt ſhook down Trees: 

The Raven rook'd her on the Chimnies top, 

And chatt'ring Pies in diſmall Diſcords ſung : 

Thy Mother telt more then a Mothers paine, 

And yet brought forth lefſe then a Mothers hope, 

To wit, an indigeſted deformed lumpe, 

Not like the fruit of ſuch a goodly Tree. 

Teeth had'it thou in thy head, when thou was't borne, * 

Totignifhe, thou cam'(t ro bite the world : 

Anditthe reſt berrue, which I have heard, 

Thou cam'it _ 

Rich. le heare no more ; 

Dye Prophet in thy ip&ch, Stabs him. 

For this (among'it the reſt) was I ordain'd. 

Hem. I, and for much more ſlaughter after this, 

O God forgive my finnes, and pardon thee. Dyes, 

Rich. W har ? will the aſpiring blood of Lancaſter 
Sinke inthe ground? 1thoughe it would have mounted. 
Sec how my {word weepes tor the poore Kingsdeath. 

O may ſuch purple teares be alway thed 

From thoſe that wiſh the downetall of our houle, 

If any ſparke of life be yer remaining, 

Downe, downeto hell,and ſay I ſent thee thither. 

= Stabs hins againe, 

I that haveneither pitty, love, nor feare, 

Indeed 'tis true that Henrie told me of : 

For I have often heard my Mother ſay, 

I came into the world with my Legs forward. 

Had I notreaſon (thinke ye) to make haſt, 

And ſeeke their Ruine, that uſurp'd our Right ? 

The Midwife wonder'd, and the Women cride 

O Icſus blefſe us, he is borne with teeth, 
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And ſo I was, which plaincly ſignificd, Thus have we ſwept Suſpition from our Scate, 
That I ſhould ſnarle, and bite, and play the dogge : | And made our footltoole of Security. 
Then fince the Heavens have ſhap'd my body to, Come hither Beſſe, ane let me kiffe my Boy : 
Let hell make crook'd my Mind to anſwer it. Yong Xed, for thee, thine Vnckles, and my (clfe, 
I haveno brother, Iam like no brother : Havein our Armors watchtthe Winter night, 
And this word|Love] which Gray-bcards call Divine, | - Wentallafoote in Summers ſcalding heate, 
Be reſident in men like one another, That thou might't repoſſeſſe the Crowne in peace, 
And not in me : I amy ſclfe alone. | And of our Labours thou ſhalt reape the gaine. 
' | Clarence beware, thon keept'ſt me from thelight, Rich. 1le blait his Harveſt, if your head were laid, 
But I will ſort a pitchy day tor thee : For yetTI am not look*d oninthe world. 
f For I will buzze abroad ſuch Propheſics, This ſhoulder was ordain'd fo thicke, to heave, 
That Edward ſhall be fearefull of his lite, And heave it ſhall ſome waight, or breake my backe, 
| And then to purge his feare, Ile be thy death, Workethou the way, and that ſhalt executc. 
King Henry, and the Prince his Son arc gone, King. (tarence and Ghſter, love my lovely Queen, 
( larencethy turne is next, andthen the relt, And kis your Princely Nephew Brothers both. 
Counting my ſelfe bur bad, till I be beſt. (far. The duty that I oweunto your Majcſty, 
Ie throwthy body in another roome, I Sealeupon the lips of this {weet Babc. 


And Triumph Herry, in thy day of Doome. EX» Clar.1 hankes Noble Clarence, worthy brother thanks, 
| Rz.Ard that love thetree from whencethou ſprang'lt 
Enter King , Queene, Clarence, Kichard, Hailings, ' Witneſſe the loving kifſe I give the Fruite: 
N wrſe, and Attendants. | Toſaythe truth, ſo /udw kilt his maſter, 
| And cryed all hailc, when as he meant all harme. 


| King, Once more we ſit in Englands Royall Throne, King. Now am 1 ſcated as my ſoule delights, 


Re-purchac'd with the Blood of Enemies: Having my Countriespeace, and brothers lovcs. 

What valiant Foe-men, like to Autumnes Corne, Clar. W hat will your Grace have done with Margaret? 
| Have we mow'd downg in topsof alltheir pride ? | Reynard her Father, tothe King of France 

Three Dukes of Somerſet, threefold Renowne, | Hathpawn'd the Stcils and Jersſaler, 
For hardy and undoubted Champions: And hither have they ſent it for her ranſome. 

Two Ciffords, as the Father and the Sonne, King. Away with her, and waft her henceto France: 
} And two Northumberlands : two braver men, And now what reſts, but that we ſpend the time 


Ne'reſpurr'd their Courſcrs atthe Trumpets ſound. With ſtately Triumphes, mirthfull Comicke ſhewes, 
Withthem,the two brave Beares, Warwicke and Mownta- | Such as befits the pleaſure of the Court. 

| That in their Chaines fetter'd the Kingly Lyon, (ge, | Sound Drummes and Trumpets, farewell ſowre annoy, 
| And made the Forreſt tremble when they roar'd, { For heere I hope begins ourlaſting joy. Exennt onmes. 
| 
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vvith the Landing ofEarle Richmond, and che 
Batcellat Boſworth Field. 


A ftus Primus. Scana Prima. 


Enter Richard Dukg of Gloſter, ſorns. 


Marks Ow is the Winter of our Diſcontent, 
XSllE Made glorious Sumner by this Son of Yorke ; 
8 And all the clouds that lowr'd upon our houle 
EMSA 11 thedeepe boſome ofthe Ocean buried, 
Now are our browes bound with Victorious Wreathes, 
Our bruiſed armes hung up for Monuments; | 
Our terne Alarums chang'd to merry Meetings ; 
Our dreadful Mariches, to delightfull Meaſures. 
Grim-viſag'd Warre,hath ſmooth'd his wrinkled Front: 
Androw, in ſtced of mounting Barbed Steeds, 
To fright the Soules of fear Adverſarics, 
He capers nimbly in a Ladies Chamber, 
Tothe laſcivious pleaſing of a Lute. _ | 
| Bur I, that am not ſhap'd for ſportive trickes, 
| Nor madeto court anamorous Looking : 
| I,that am Rudely flampt, and want loves Majeſty, 
| Toſtrur before a wanton ambling Nymph : 
' I,that am cuurtail'd of this faire Proportion, 
| Cheated of Feature by diſſembling Nature, . 
Deforar'd, unfiniſhd,fent before my time 
luochis breathing World, ſcarſe halfe made up, 
Andthat ſo lamely and unfaſhionable, 
That dogges barke at me, as | hale by them: 
Why I ( in this we«ke piping time of Peace) 
| Hwenodelight to paſſe away the time, 
Vnleſſe to ſee my Shadow inthe Sunne, 
And deſcarit on mine owne Deformity. 
; And therefore, fince I cannot prove a Lover, 
| Toentertaine theſe faire well ſpoken dayes, 
| Iam determined to prove a Villaine, - 
| And hate the idle pleaſures of theſe dayes. 
| Plots have 1 laide, InduRtionsdangerous, 
By drunken Prophefics, Libels, and Ireames, 
To ket my Brother {llnuworand the King 
In deadly hate, the one againſt the other 3 
Ard if King Edward be as truc and juſt, 
| AsIam Subtle, Falſe, and Trezcherous, 
| This day ſhou'd Clarence cloſely bemew'd up : 
| About aPropheſic, which ſayes that G, 
Of Edwards beyres the murtherer ſhall be. 
Dive thoughts downe tomy ſoule, here Clarence comes. 


] Enter Clarence, and Brahenbary guarded. 
| Srocher, good day ; W hat meanesthis armed guard 
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That waites upon your Grace ? 

(4. His Majeſtictendring my perſons ſafety, 
Hath appointed this Cendu&,to convey meto th' Tower, 

Rich. Vpon what cauſe? 

Cz. Becauſe my name is George. 

Rich. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none of yours: 
He ſhould for that commit your Grandfathers. 
O belike, his Majcſty hath ſome intent, 

That you ſhould be new Chriſtned in the Tower. 
But what's the matrer Clarence, may I know ? 
Cla. Yea Richard, when Tknow : butl proteſt 
> a do not ; Butas1canlearne, 
He hcarkens after Prophefies and Dreames, 
And from the Crofle-row pluckes the letter G ; 
And ſayes, a Wizard told him, that by G, 
His iflue difinherited ſhould be, 
And for my name of George begins with G, 
[f followes in his thought that | am he. 
Theſe (as 1 learne) and (achlike toyes as theſe, 
Hath moov'd his Highneſle to commit me now. 
Rich. Why thisit is, when men are rul'd by Women: 
"Tis not the King that ſends youtothe Tower, 
My Lady Grey hjs Wite, (larence'tis the, 
That tempts hum to this harſh Extremity. 
Was 1t not ſhe, and that good man of Worſhip, 
Ambhony Woodwile her Brother there, 
That made him feud Lord Hsi»gs co the Tower ? 
From whence this preſent day he is delivered. 
We are not ſafe {larence, we are not ſafe. 
(7%. By heaven, I thinke there is no man ſecure 
Butthe Queenes Kindred, and nizhr-walking Heralds, 
That trudge betwixt the King, and Miftris Shore, 
Heard younot wha: an humble Suppliant 
Lord Haſtings was, for his d:livery ? 
Rich, Humbly complaining to her Deitic, 
Got my Lord Chamberlainc his liberty. 
Ile tell you what, I thinke it is our way, 
If we will keepe in favour with the King, 
Tobe her men, and weare her Livery: 
The jealous ore-worne Widdow, and her ſelfe, 
Since that our Brother dub'd them Gentlewomen, 
Are mighty Goſſips in our Monarchy. 

Bra. | beſeech your Graces both topardod me, 
| His Majeſty hath ſtraightly given in charge, 
That no man ſhall have private Conference 


| (Of what degreeſocver) with your Brother. 
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R ich. Evenſo ,and pleaſe your Worſhip Brakenbary, 
You may partake of any thing we ſay : 

We ſpeake no Treaſon man ; We ſay the King 

Is wiſe and vertuous, and his Noble queene 

Well ſtrooke jn yceres, faire and nct jealious. 
Welay,that Shores Wife hath a pretty Foot, 

A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye,a paſſing pleaſing tongue : 
And that the Queenes Kindred are made gentle Folkes. 
How ſay youſir? can you deny all this ? 

= With this (my Lord) my ſelfe have noughtto 


Rich. Naught todoe with Miſtris Shore? 
Itell thce Fellow, he that doth naught with her 
(Excepting one) were beſt to doe it ſecretly alone. 
Bra, What one,my Lord ? 
Rich. Her Husband Knave, would'ſt thou betray me ? 
Bra. 1do beſeech your Grace 

To pardonime, and withall forbeare 

Your Conference with the Noble Duke. : 

Cla. We know thy charge Brakenbwry, and will obey. 
Rich, We are the Queenes abjeRs, and muſt obey. 

Brother farewell, I will unto the King, 

And whatſoere you will muy me in, 

Werc itro call King Edwards Widdoy, Siſter, 

I will performe itto infranchiſe you. 

Mcane time, this deepe diſgrace of Brotherhood, 

Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla. I know it pleaſeth neither of us well. 
Rich, Well, your impriſonment ſhall not be long,) 

I will deliver you, or cle lye for you : 

Mecanctime have patience . 
Cle. I muſt : farewell. Exit Clar. 
Rich. Go tread the path that thou ſhalt ne're return: 

Simple plaine Clarence, I do love thee ſo, 

That 1 will ſhortly ſend thy Souleto Heaven, 

If Heaven willtake the preſent at our hands, 

But who comes heere ? the new delivered Haitings? 


Enter Lord Haiting «, 


Haft, Good time of day unto my gracious Lord, 
Rich. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlaine : 
Well are you welcometo this open Ayre, 
How hath your Lordſhip brook'd impriſonment? 
Ha#t. Wirth patience (Noble Lord) aspriſoners muſt: 
But I ſhall live(wy Lord)to give them thankes 
That were the cauſe of my impriſonment. 
Rich, Ne doubt, nodoubt, and ſo ſhall Clarence too, 
For they that were your Enemics, are his, 
And have prevail'd as mach on him, as you. 
| , More pitty, that the Eagles ſhould be mew'd, 
Whiles Kites and Buzzards play at liberty. 
Rich. What newes ? 
Ha#ft, No newes ſo bad abroad, as this at home: 
The King isfickly, weake and melancholly, 
And his Phyſitians feare him mightily. 
Rich. Now by Saint Iohn, that newes is bad indeed. 
O he hath keptan evill diet long, 
| Andover-much conſam'd his Royall Perſon ; 
'Tis very greevousto be thought upon. 
Where 1s he, in his bed? 
Hef. Heis. ; 
Rich. Go youbefore, and I will follow you. 
Exit 
He cannot live 1 and muſt not dye, 
with pdſt-horſe up to Heaven, 


| Till Georgobe kd 
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_—_ urge his hatred more to Clarence, 

ith Lyes well ſtecl'd with weighty arguments, 
And if 1 faile notin my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath acrenering to live; 

Which done, God take King Edwardto his mercy, 
And leave the world for me to buſsle in, 

For then, Ile Warwickes youngeſt daughter, 
W hatthough I kill'd her Husband, and her Father, 
The readieſt way to make the Wench amends, 

Is tobecome her husband and her Father : 

The which will I, not all ſomuch for love, 

As for another ſecret cloſe intent, 

By marrying her, which I muſt reach unto. 

But yct I run before my horſe to Market : 

Clarence (hill breathes, Edward [till lives and reignes, 
W hen they are gone, then muſt I count my gaines. Exj 


Scena Secunda. 
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Enter the (0arſe of Henrie the ſixt with Halberd; to guard it, 
Lady Ame being the Mourner, 


e Ame. Set downe, ſet downe your honorable load, 
If Honor may be ſhrowded in a Herlc ; 
Whilſt I a-while obſeqviouſly lament 
_ _ - of Vertuous Lancafter, 

oore Igure of a holy Ki 
Pal afheoof the Goſs of Terenas 
Thou bloodlefſe Remnant of that Royall Blood, 
Be it lawfullthat I invocate thy Ghoſt, 
To heare the Lamentations of poore Amne, 
Witetothy Edwerd, to thy flaughtred Sonne, 
Stab'd by the ſelfelame hand that made theſe wounds. 
Loe, intheſe windowes that let forth thy lite, 
Ipowre the hel Falme of my poore cycs, 
Ocurſed be the that made theſe holes : 
Curſed the heart, thathad the heart tv do it : 
Curſed the Blood, that let this blood from hence : 
More direfull hap betide that hated Wretch 
That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
Then I can wiſh to Wolves, to Spiders, Toades,' 

any creeping venom'd thing that lives, 

If ever he have Childe , Abortive be it, 
Prodigeous, and untimely broughtto light, 
W <ngly and unnaturall AſpeR 
May frightthe Motheratthe view, 
| And that be Heyreto his ineſſc. 
It ever he have Wife, let her be made 
More miſerable by thedeath of him, 
Then Iam made by my young Lord, and thee. 
Come now towards ey with your holy Lode, 
Taken from Paules, to be interred there. 
And ſtill as you are weary of this waight, 
Reſt you, whiles I lamentKing Hemes Coarſe. 


Enter Richard Duke of Gloſter, 


Rich, Stay you that beare the Coarſe, & ſet it downe- 

en, What blacke Magiti conjures up this Fiend, 
To ſtop devoted charitable deeds ? 

Rich. Villains ſet downe the Corſe; or by S. Paul, 


Ile make a Coarſe of him thatdilobeycs. 
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| Thatdid'tt unworthy (laughter upon orhers. 
Rich. Say thar 1 ſlew them not. 
en. Then ſay they were not (laine : 
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Gen. My Lord land backe, and let the Cpitin paſſe, | 
Rich, Vnmanner'd Dogge, 
Stand choun when I commannd : 
Advance thy Halbert higher then my breſt, 
Or by S. Paul Ile ſtrike thee tomy Foote, 
And ſpurne upon thee Begger for thy boldneſle. 
Anze. What do you tremble ? arc you all affcaid ? 
Alas, 1 blame you not, for you are Morrall, 
And Mortall eyes cannot endure the Divell. 
Avant thou decadfall miniſter of Hell 
Thoa had'(t but poiver over his Mortall body, 
His ſoule thou canſt not have : Therefore be gone. 
Rich, Sweet Saint, for Charity, be not ſocurlt. 
An. Foule Davell, 
For Gods fake hence, andtrouble us not, 
For thou haſt made the happy earth thy Hel! : | 
Fill'd it with curſing cries, and deepe exclaimes : 
If thou de light to view thy heynous dceds, 
Behold this patterne of thy Butcherics. 
Oh Gentiemen, ſee, ſee dead Henries wounds, 
Open their congeal'd mouthes , and bleed afreſh, 
Bl»(h, bluſh, thou lumpe of toule Deforntic : 
For "us thy preſence that exhales this blood | 
F:om coldand empty Veines where no blood dwels. 
Tiy deeds inhumane and unnaturall, 
P:ovokes this Deluge moſt unnacurall. 
() God ! which this Blood mad'(t, revenge his death : 
O Earth ! which this Blood drink'it, reyenge his death. - 
Either Heav'n with Lightniog ſtrike the murth'rer dead» 
Or Earth gape open wide,and catchimquicke, 
Asthou doit ſwallow up this good Kings blood, 


Which his Hell-govern'd arme hath butchered. 
Rich, Lady, you know no Rules of Charity, 
Which .cenders good for badyBleſſings tor Curſes, 
An. Villaine,thou know'ſt nor law of God nor Man, 
NoBraſt ſo fierce, but knowes ſome touch of pitty. 
Rich. But I know none 4 and therefore am no Beaſt, 
An. O wonderfull, when divels tell the truth ! 
Rich, More wonderfull, when Angels are {o angry : 
Vouchfafe (divine pet feftion of a Woman) 
Oftheſe ſuppoſed Crimes, to give me leave 
By ms but 20 acquit my ſclte. 
?An, Vouchlate ( defus'd infetion ofa man ) 
Ottheſe knowne evils, butto give me leave 
By circumſtance, to curſe thy curſed Scife. 
Rich, Fairer then tongue gan name thee, let me have 
dome patient leyſure to excuſe my ſeife. 
An. Foulct then hearecan thiake thee; 
Thou can'ſt make no excuſe Curranr, 
bi to hang thy ſelfe, 
Rich. By ſuch deſpaire, I ſhonld accuſe my ſelfe. 
An. And by deſpairing ſhalt thou ſtand excuſed, 
For doing worthy Vengeance on thy ſelfe, 


ll 
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butdead they arc,and divelliſh Nlave by thee. 
Rich. T did fiot Kill yorir Hugband. © © © 
An. Why then he z8alive- 

Rich. Nay, he isdead, and laine by Edwards hands. 
An. In thy toule throat'thog'Ly'ſt, >. 
Queene Alargarer ſaw 2 v 

Thy murd'rous w_ mlisblood : 
The which, thou once didd/t bend againit her breſt, 
But that thy Brochers beate alide thepoint. | 

Rich. I was provoked by her (land'rons tonguc, 


th. 


That laidtheir guilt, upon my gui Shoulders. 
eAn. Thou was't _—__— bloody mande, 
That never dream'{t on ought but butcheries - 
Did'ſt thou not kill this King? 
Rich.1 graunt ye. 
An. Do'lt grant me Hedge-hogge, 
Then God —_ me t00 Ss 
Thou may'it be damned for that wicked deede: 
O he was gentle, milde, and vertuous, 
Rich. The better for the King of heaven that bath him» 
An. He isin heaven where thou ſhalt never come. 
Rich, Let him thanke me, that holpe to ſend him thi- 
ther : 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 
ef. And thou unfit for any place but hell. 
Rich. Yes one placeelſe,if you will heare me name it, 
An. Some dangeon. 
Rich, Your Bed-chamber. 
An. 1llrelt betide the chamber where thou lyeſt. 
Rich. So will it Madam, till I lye with you. 
An. I hope (o. 
Rich. I know fo, But gentle Lady Anne, 
Toleave this keene encounter of our wits, 
And fall ſomething intoa flower method, 
Is notthe cauſcr otthe timeleſſe deaths 
Oftheſe Plantageners, Henrie and Eduard, 
As blametull as the Executioner? 
An, Thou was'tthe cauſe, and moſt accurſt effe&. 
Rich. Your bcauty was the cauſe of that effeR : 
Your beauty,that did haunt me in my fleepe, 
Toundertake the death of all the works, | 
50 I mighr live one houre in your ſweer boſome, 
An.lf | thought thar, I tel{ thee Homicide, 
Theſe Nayles'thould rent that beauty from my Checkes. 
Rich. Theſe eyes could notendurey beauties wrack, 
You ſhoubdinot biemiſhit, if I ſtoodby ; | 
Asall the world is cheared by the Sunne, © , 


So I by that : It is my day, oy lite. 
An. Blacke ighrord ink: thy day,& death thy life. 
Rich, Cutfe not thy ſcife faire Creature, 
Thouart both, 
eAn, I would I were, tobe reveng'd on thee. 
Rich; Ir is aquarrell malt unnatura'h' © + | 
To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee. 
An. It isa quarrelljuſtand reafonabie, ' 
nick. Heeharbereſcthe Lady ofthyHuabund, 
Rich. He that the yt 
Did it to helpe thee ro/aberter hasband. ft | 51) 
eAn. His better dothrhoe breathe upot the eanth. 
Rich. He lives, that loveschee better then he could. 
An. Name him. , $9894 £7 wn 


Rich. Plant x -24u) '- _ YT 
An. Why : *Y 4 I 

Rich, Theietfeſame name, but one of better Nature. + 
An. Whereis he bio 0 4 en gt to 05 162 Ve 


$, toltyike rbee'« f. 
might dye ar once 7 

For now were mts port 
+" Far" 


Thoſe eyes of thine, from tte qr: faleTeares'; 
—_— 2 G - 


— 
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Sham'd their AſpeRs with ſtore of childiſh drops ; 
Thele eyes, which never ſhed remorſctull teare, 
No, when my Father Yorke, and Eaward wept, 
To heare the pittious moane that Rutland made 
W hen black-fac'd Chfford ſhook e bis ſword at him. 
Nor when thy Warlike Father like a Childe, 
Told the fad ſtorie of my Fathcrs death, 
And twenty times, made pauſe to ſob and weepe 
Thar alithe ſtanders by had wet their cheekes 
Like Trees bedaſh'd withraine : In that ſad time, 
My manly eyes did ſcorne an humble teare : 
And what theſe ſorrowes could not thence exhale, 
Thy Beauty hath, and madc them blinge with weeping- 
I never ſued to Friend, nor Encmy : 
My Tongue could never learne {weet ſmoothing word. 
Butnow thy Beauty ispropos'd my Fee, 
My proud heart ſues, and prompts my tongue to ſpeake. 
She lookes ſcornefully at him. 
Teach not thy lip ſuch Scorne ; for it was made 
For kiſſing Lady, not for ſuch contempt. 
If thy revengefull heart cannot forgive, 
Loe hcere 1 lend thee this ſharpe-pointed Sword, 
Whichif thou pleale to hide in this true breſt, 
Andlet the ſoule fourth that adoreth thee, 
I lay itnaked to the deadly ſtroke, 
And humbly begge the death upon my knee. 
He layes his breſt open, ſhe offers at it with bus ſword, 
Nay do not pauſe : For I Gid kill King Henrie, 
But *rwas thy Beauty that provoked me. ; | 
Nay now diſpatch :*Twas I that ſtabb'd yong Edward, 
But*twas thy Heavenly face that ſet me on. - 
Take up the ſword againe, or take np me.” © ' 
An. Ariſe Diffembler, though I wiſh thy death, 
I willnot be rhy Executioner. (2 ok 
Rich. Then bid me kill my ſelfe, and I will do it, 
An. I have already. | | 
Rich. That was in thy rage ; p 
Speak<e it againe, andeven with thy word, 
This hand, which _— love, did kill thy Love, 
Shall for thy love, kill a trucr Love, - 
To both their deaths ſhalt thou be acceſlary. 
Av, I would I knew thy heart. 
Rich. "Tis figur'd in my tongues 
es. I feare me, both are falſe. 
Rich. The never Man whstinc. 
An, Wel,.well; put up your Sword. 
Rich. Say then'my Peace is:made. 
An, Thiat ſhaltthouknow:heercafter. 
Ricb. But ſhall I live in hope? | 
An. All menT hope live ſo. | 
Rh. Looke how thy Ringatompalicl ty Fin 
Rich. e how thy Ring: niy Finger, 
Even{o thy Breſtinclolerh - hearts! ? gf. 04k 
Weare both of them, for both of thtm'are thine. 
And.it thy poate devoted Servant may | 
Bur beg one favour at thy gracious hand, -- - 
Thou divſt gonfirmehis bappyneſlc for ever. 
As, Whati&WPo! wot noo 0 7” 
Rich. Thati | 
To him that hath 


At Chertſcy Motaltry this Noble King, + | ./ 
And wet his Grave with my Repentant Tearcs) 
Lil wah al expcdicat duey ſee you. IT 


_— 


| But thc plaine Divell and difſembling lookes ? 


| He be at Charges for a looking-glaſle, 


CA A —_ 


For divers unknowne Reaſons, I beſcech you , 
Grant me this Boon. 
An. Withall wy heart and muchir joyes me too, 
To ſee you are become ſo penitent. 
Treſſel and Barkley, goalong with me: 
Rich. Bid me farewell. 
An. 'Tis more then you deſerve : 
Bur ſince you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I have ſaid farewell alrcady. 
Exit two with Ame. 
Gent. Towards Chertſey, Noble Lord ? 
Rich. Nuw to White Friars, thereattend my comming 
Exit Come, 
Was ever woman inthis hnmour Woo'd? 
Wax ever woman in this humor wonne ? 
Ic have her but I will notkeepe her long. 
What ?1 that kil'd her hasbaud, and his Father, 
Totake hcr in her hearts extreameſt batc, 
With curics 1n her mouth, Teares in her eyes, 
The biceding witneſle of my hatred by, 
Having Gud, her Conſcience, and theſe bars againſt me, 
And 1 oo triends to backe my ſuite withall, 


_ yet to winne her? Allthe 4 orld to nothing, 

an ! 

Hath ſhe forgot already that brave Prince, 

Edward, her Lord whom 1 (ſowe three moneths ſince) 
Stab'd in my angry mood, at Tewkesbery ? | 
A twceter and a lovelier Gentleman 


Fram'd in the — of Nature : 

Yong, Valiant, Wite,and (nodoubt) right Royall, 
The ſpacious word cannot againe afford ; 

And wiil ſheabaſc her eyes on me, 

That cropt the Golden prime of this ſweet Prince, 
And made her Widdow toa we full Bed 7 

On me, whoſe All not equals Edwards Moyrtic ? 

On me, that balts, and am miſhapen thus? 

My Dukedome, to a Beggerly denier ! 

I do miſtake my perſon all this whule : 

Vpon my lite ſhe tindes (although 1 cannot) 

My ſcite to be a marwilous proper man. 


And — a ſcore or two of Taylors, 
To ſtudy faſhions toadorne : 
with my ſafe, 


Since I am crept in favour. 


— 


_ _— wt. At 


I will maintaine it with ſomelittlecolt, 
But firſt Tle turne yon fellow in his Grave, 
And then returne — Love. 
Shine out faire Sunne, till I have bought a glaſſe, 
That I may fee my Shadow as 1 paſſe. Exit, 
ScenaT ertia. 
l 
oe: —— w 
Emer the 2 weene Mother, Lord Riners, | h. 
and Lord Gray. (V 
Rin. Have patience Madam, there'sno doubt his Maicly | | 3 
Will ſoonerecover his 'dhealth. : 
Gray. Inthat you brocke-irill, it makes bim worſe, || | © 
Therefore fot Gods ſake critertaine good comfort, (Ar 
And cheere his Grace with quicke and merry eyes Ayc 
2s. It he were dead, what would betide on me? | 


71 
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47. Noother harme,but loſe of ſuch a Lord. Thar in your outward ation ſhewes it felfe 
9s, The loſſe of ſucha Lord, includes all harmes. | Agataſt my Children, Brothers, and my Selfe, 
Gray. The Heavens have ble t you with a good!y S0n, | Makes him toſcnd, that he may learnethe ground. * 

Tobe your Comforter, when he is gone. Rich, 1 cannottdll, the world is growne {0 bad, | 
9s. Ah ! heis yong;z and his minority That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare nor pearch-. ' 
[s put unto the truſt of Richard Glowiter, Since everie Llacke became a Gentleman, 
A manthat loves not me, nor none of you. There's many a gentle perſon made a lacke. 
Riv. 1s it concluded he ſhall be protector ? L2#, Come, come, we know your meaning Brother | 
« It is determin's, not concluded y et : Youcnvy my advancement, and my friends; Gloſter, | 
But {0 it mult be, if che King mulcarry. God _ we never may have neede of you. 
Ric ww time, God grants that I have need of you. 
, ' Our Brother is impriſon'd by your meanes, 
Jar Baran and Dorey My ſelfe diſgrac'd, and the Nobilitie 
Held in contempt, while great Promotions 
Are daily given toennoble thoſe 
Thar (carte ſome two dayes ſince were worth a Noble. 
2», By him chat rais'd me to thiscarefull height, 
; From that contented hap which1 injoy'd. 


Gray-Here comes the Lord of Buckingham & Derby, 
Buc. Good time of day unto your Royall Grace. 
Der. God make your Majeſty joyfull,as you have bin. 
2#. The Coumelle Richmond, good my L.of Derby. 
Ta your prayer, will ſcarſe y ſay, Amen. I never djd incenſe his Majeſtic 
Yet Derby, notwithſtanding ſhee's your wife, Againſt the Duke of {Tarence, but have bin 
And loves not me, be you good Lord afſw'd, Ancarnelt advocate to plead for him. 
[ hare not you for her proud arrogance. My Lord you do me ſhametull injurie, 
Der. 1 do beſcech you, cither not belceve Falſely to draw mein theſe vile ſuſpeRs. 
The cavious ſlanders of ber falſe Accuſers : Rich, Y ou may deny that you were net the meane 
Or if ſhe be accus'd on true reporr, 


. Of L d H. | lat f ? 
Beare with her weakneſſe, which I thinkE proceeds my Lord H.ſtings late impriſonment 


F d ſickneſſe , and no grounded malice Riv. She may my Lord, for ——— 
com way ward ſ{icknefle , and no gr E . Rich. She Lord Ki h 
2». Saw youthe King to day my Lord of Derby? ug may Lord Rivers, why who knowes nor ſo? 


She may do more (ir then deny ingthat ; 
Der. = now C_ of —_— andT, She —_ helpe ——_ none in ---—. 
Are come from viſiting his Majeſty. , Andthen dcny her ayding hand therein, 
Qu, What likclyhood of his amendment Lords? And lay tho — your high deſert. 
Buc, Madam good hope, his Grace ſpeakes chearfully- 


. . W hat (h , {hz I : L 
2, God grant him health,did you confer with him? Ri wage 4 = nn = —_ ” may ſhe 


Buc, I M:dam, he defres to make attonement. Rich. What wan. dy oo :- with a Ka 
Berweene the Duke cf Glouſter, and your Brothers, Acheter — ps - Marrie with a King, 


And betweene them, and my Lord Chamberlaine, I wis your Grandam had a __ —_— 


r match, 
And ſent to warne them ro his Royall preſence. 2%. My Lord of Glouſter, 1 have toolong borne 


2s. Would all were well, but that will never be, blune upbraidings, and your bitter ſcoffes 

| teare our happineſle is at the height, — yep bh Mejeſtis , 
| Of thoſe grelle taunts that oftI have endur'd. 

Emir Richard. I had rather be a Countrie ſervant mai 
| Then agrart Queene, with this condirfon, 

Rich, They do me wrong, and 1 will not indure it, Tobe ſo baited, ſcorn'd, and Rtormedar, 
Who is it that complaines untothe King, Small joy have lin being Englands Qurene, 
That I (forfooth) am ſterne, and love them not ? 
By holy Pad, they love his Grace but lightly, Enter old © ugene Margaret. 
That hil his cares with ſuch diſſentious Rumors» | 
Becauſe I cannot flatter, and looke faire, Har. And leſned be that ſmall, God I beſeech bim, 
dunicin mens faces, ſmooth, deceive, and cogge, Thy honor, ſtate, and feate, is due to me. ; 
Ducke with French nods, and Apiſh curteſie, Rich. What ? threat you me withrtelling of the King ? | 
Imalt be hvld a rancorous Enemy. I will avouch'tin preſence of the King : | 
Cannot a plaine mar live, and thinke no harme, I dare adventure to be {ent rorh? Tower. 
But thus his fimplecruth malt be abus'd, 'Tistime to ſpeake, 
With ſilken, flye, infinuating Iackes ? | | My paines arequite forgot. 

Grey. To whom in all this preſence {peakes your Grace? Margaret. Out Divell, 

Rich. To thee, that halt nor honeſty, nor Grace : I do remember them too' well : | 
When have injur'd thee? When done thee wrong ? Thou killd't my Hasband Hewrie in the Tower, 
Ortlice ? or thee? or any of your FaQtion ? And Edwerd my poore Son, at Tewkesbury. 
A plague upon you all. His Royall Grace Rich. Ere you were Queene, ' 
(Whom God preſerve better then you would wiſh) I, or your Husband King : : 
Cannot be quier ſcarſe a breathing whule, I was a packe»horſe in his greatabairesy 
But you mult trouble him with lewd complaints. A weeder out of bisproud Adverfarics, 

2#s, Brother of Gloſter, you miſtake the matter : A liberall rewarder of his Fricnds, ..' - '. 
The King on his owne Royall diſpoſition, Toroyalize his blood, I ſpent mine owne. 
(Andnor provok'd by any Sutor elſe) Margaret. | and much better blood 
Ayming (belike) at your mterior hatred , Then hus, or thine. . 
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Rich. Inall whichtime, you and your Husband Grey 
Were factious, for the houſe of Lancafter ; 

And Rwvers, ſo were you: was not your Husband, 

| In Margerers Battailey at Saint eAlbons, ſlaine? 

| Let me put in your mindes, 1f you forget 

' Whar you have beene cre this, and what youare : 

{ Withall , what I have beene and what I am. 

 B8.M. Amurth'rousVillaine, and ſo tillthouart- 

Rich, Poore (larence did forſake his Father Warwicke, 


* I, and forſwore himſelfe (which Iefu pardon. ) 


- 2.24, Which God reverge. 

| Rich. To fight on Edward partic, for the Crowne, 

And for his mcede, poore Lord, he is mewed up 3 

I would to God my heart were Flint, like Edwards, 

{ Or Edwards loft and pittifull, like mine; 

I am toochildiſh fosliſh for this World. 

2.cM.Highthee to Hell for ſhame,& leave this World 

Thou Ges, there thy Kingdome 1s. 

Riv. My Lord of Gloſter : in thoſe buſic days, 
Which here you urge, to prove us Enemies, 
Wefollow'd then our Lord, our Soveraigne King, 

So ſhould we you, if you ſhould be our King. 

Rich. TfT ſhould be ? 1 had rather bea Pedler: 

Farre be it from my heart, the thought thereot. 

- Qs. Aslittle joy (my Lord) as you ſuppoſe 

You ſhould enjoy, were you this Countries King, 

As little joy you may ſuppoſe in me, 

That I enjoy, being the Queene thereof. 

2.H.” A little joy enjoyesthe Queene thereof, 

For 1 am ſhe and altogether joyleſle - 

I can no longer hold mepatient. 

Heare me, you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In ſharing that which yon have pill-d from me : 

W hick of you trembles nor, that lookes on me ? 

If not, that I am Queene, you bow like SubjeRs ; - * 

Yetthatby you depos'd, you quake like Reblls. 

Ab gentle Villaine doe not turne away. (fight? 
Rich,Foule wrigckled Witch,what mak'*i{t thou in my 
B.A. But repetition of what thou haſt marr'd, 

That will I make,before 1 let thee goe. 

Rich. Wert thou not baniſhed on paine of death? 

9.4. 1 was: but I doe find more paine in baniſhment, 
Then death can yeeld me here, by abode. 

A Husband and a Sonnethou ow'lt to me, 

And thou a Kingdome ; all of you allegeance : 

This Sorrow that I have, by right is yours, 

And all the Pleaſures you uturpe are mine , 

Rich. The Curſe my Noble Father layd onthee, 
When thoudidſt Crown bis Warbke Brows with Paper, 
And withthy ſcornesdrew'| rivers from hiseyes, 
And then to dry them, gav it the Duke a Clowt, 

Steep'd inthe faultlefle blood of prettie Rneland: 

His Curſes then, from bitterneſle of Soule, 

Denounc'd againſt thee, arc talneupon thee : 


| And God, nor we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 


2 #.So jult is God, to right the innocent, 
Haſt. O, 'twasthe foulcit deed to ſlay thar Babe, 


1 And the moſt mercilefſe that ere was heard of. 


Riv. Tyrants themſelves wept when it was reported. 
Dorſ, No man but prophecied-revenye for it, 


Buck, Nort then preſence toſecirt. 
2.CM. What? were you ſnarling all I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throar, 
| And turne you al your hatred now on me? 
Did Yorkei dread Curſe prevaile ſomuch with Heaven, 
That Henries death,my loyely Edwards death, 


| 


—_—_ _—_ 


Their Kingdomes loſſe,my wofull baniſhment, 
Should all bur anſwere for that peeviſh brat ? 
Can curſes pierce the Cloudes and enter Heaven? 
W hy then give way dull Cloudes to my quicke Curſes, 
Though not by warre, by Surfet dye your King, 
As ours by Murther, to make him a ;King, 
Eaward thy Sonne, thatnow is Prince of Wales, 
For Edward our Sonue that was Prince of Wales, 
Dye in his youth, by like untimely violence. 
Thy ſelte a Queene, for me that was a Queene, 
Out-live thy gloric, like my wretched {clte : 
Long may'(t thou live, to waile thy Childrens death, 
And ce another, as I ſee thee thee now, 
Deck'd in thy Rights, as thou act ſiali'd in mine. 
Long dye thy happie dayes, before thy death, 
And after many le11gth'ned howres of gricte, 
Dye neither Mother, Wife, nor Englands Queene. 
Rivers and Dorſet, you were ſtanders by, 
And ſo waſt thou, Lord Haſtmgs, when my Sonne 
Was ftab'd with bloody Daggers: God, I pray him, 
That none of you may live is naturall age, 
But by ſome unlook'd accident cut off. 
Rich. Have done thy Charme,) hatefull withcr'd Hagge. 
0.M.Andlcave out thee?ſtay Dog,for y ſhalt hcare me, 
If Heaven have any grievous plague in ſtore, 
Excecdirg thoſc that I can wiſhupon thee, 
O ict them keepe it, till thy ſinnes be ripe, 
And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee, thg troubler of the poore Worlds peace. 
The worme of Conſcience ſtill begnaw thy Soule, 
Thy Friends ſuſpe forTraytors while thou liv'ſt, 
And take deepe Traytors for thy deareſt Friends: 
No ſleepe cloſe up that deadly Eye of thine, 
Vnleſle it be while ſome tormenting Dreame 
Afﬀrightsthce with a Hell of ougly Divells. 
Thou clviſh mark'd, abortive rooting Hogge, 
Thou that walt ſcaF'd in thy Nativitic 
The ſlave of Nature, and the Sonne of Hell : 
Thou flander of thy heavie Mothers Womtbe, 
Thou loathed Iuc of thy Fathers Loynes, 
Thou Ragge of Honor, thou dereſted. 
Rich. Margaret. 
Rich. Ha. 


2.M. Richard, 
L.A. I call theenot. 
Rich, 1 cry thee mercie then : for Idid thinke, 
That thou hadit call'd me all theſe bitter names. 
2. HM.Why fol did, but look'd for noreply. 
Oh let me make the Period romy Curſe. 
Rich. "Tis done by me,andends in Margaret, 
.2.Thus have you breath'd your curſe againſt your (elf. 
.2. M.Poore painted Queen,vain flouriſh of my fortune, 
Why ſtrew'ſt thou on that Botrel'd Spider, 
Whoſe deadly Web enſnareth thee about ? 
Foole, foole, thou whet'lta Knife to kill thy {clfe : 
The day will come, that thou ſhalt wiſh for me, 
To helpe thee curle this poyſonous Bunch-backt Toade: 
Ha#t.Falſe boding Woman,end thy franticke Curſe, 
Leaſtrothy harme, thou move our patience. ; 
2. M.Foule ſhame upon you,you have all mov'd mine- 
Rs. Were you wel ſerv? would be taught your duty- 
.AM.To ſerve me well,you all ſhould doc me duty, 
Teach meto be your Qneene, and you my SubjeRts : 


O ſerve me well, and teach elves thatduty. 
Dor/. Diſpute not with her, ſhe is lunaticke. 
211. Peace maſter Marqueſfſe, youarc maleperty 


Your tire-new ſtampe of Honor is ſcarce currant- 2 
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O chat your young Nobilitie can judge 
What *ewere to lole it, and be miſerable. 
They that ſtand high, have many blaſts ro ſhake them, 
And if they fall, they daſh themſelves to peeces. 
Rich. Good counſaile marry, learne ir, learne 1t Mar- 
ueſle, 
© It touches you my Lord, as much as me. 
Rich. 1, and much more : but I was borne ſo high : 
Our ayeric buildeth in the Cedars top, 
And allies with the winde, and ſcornes the Sunne. 
ar. And turnes the Sun to ſhade : alas, alas, 
Witneſſe my Sorne now in the ſhade of death, 
Whole bright our-ſhining beames, thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in cternall Darkeneſle folded up. .. 
Your ayery buildeth in our ayerics Neſt : 
O God that ſceſt irdo not ſufter it, | 
As itis wonne with blood, loſt be it1o. | 
Buc. Peace, peace for ſhame : It not for Chanity« 
Mar. Vrge neither charity, nor ſhame to me: - 
Vncharitably with me have you dealt, 
And ſhamefully my hopes (by you) are butcher'd, 
My Charity is outrage, Life my ſhame, 
And inthat ſhame, {till live my ſorrowes rage. 
Buc. Have done, have done. 
Mar. O Princely Buckingham, Ile kiſſe thy hand, 
In figne of League and amity with thee : 
Now faire befall thee, and thy Noble houſe : 
Thy Garments are not ſpotted with our blood : 
Nor thou within the compaſſe of my curſe. 
Buc. Nor no one heere: for Curſes never paſlc 
Thelips of thoſe that breathe them in the ayre. 
Mar.l will not thinke but they aſcend the sky, 
Andthere awake Gods gentle ſleeping peace. 
O Buckingham, take heede of yonder dogge : 
Looke when he fawnes, he bites ; and whea he bites, 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death ; 
Have not todo with him ,beware of him, 
Sinne, death, and hell have ſer cheir markes on hum, 


Mien 


| Andall their Miniſters attend on him. 

| Rich, Whatdoth ſhe fay,my Lord of Buckingham? 

| Bxe.Nothing that I reſpe my gracious Lords 

| Mw. Whatdoſt thou ſcorne me 

For my gentle counſe} ? 

And ſooth the divell that I warne thee from. 

O but remember this another day : 

When he ſhall ſplit thy very heart with ſorrow : 

And ſay (poore aret) wasa Propheteſle : 

Live each of you the ſubjeRs to his hate, 

And he to yours,” and,all of you to Gods, Exit. 
Buc, My haire doth ſtand an end to heare her curtes. 
lv. And fodoth mine, I muſe why ſhe'sar liberty, 
Rich, 1 cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 

She hath had roo much wrong, and I repent 

My part thereof, that I _ to her. 

Car, I never did her any to my knowledge. 
Rich, Yet you have allthe vantage of her wrong: 

| was too hot, to doe ſome body good, 

That istoo cold in thinking of it now : 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repayed : 

Hes frank'd up to fatting for his paines, 

God pardon them, that are the cauſe thereof. . 

Av. A vertuous, and a Chriſtian like concluſion, 

Topray for them that have done ſcath to us. 

Rich, Sodol ever, being well advis'd. 
Speakes to bimſelfe. 
for had I curſt now, I hadcurſt my elle, _—_ 


SO ————_.._._ 


| 


| 


Enter Caterby. 


(ates. Madam, his Majeſty doth call for you; 

And for your Grace, and yours my gracious Lord. 
2n. {arechy I come, Lords will You go with me. 
Rov. We wait upon your Grace, 

E xennt all but Gloſter, 
Rich. I do the wrong, and firſt begin te brawle., 

The ſecret Miſcheefes that I ſet abroach, 

I lay unto the greevous charge of others. 

Clarence, whom I indeede havecalt in darkneſle, 

I do bewcepe to many ſimple Gulls, 

Namely to Derby, Haſtings, Buckingham, 

And tell them 'tis the Queene, mia Allies, 

That ſtirre the King againſt the Duke my Brother. 

Now they belceve it, and withall wherme 

Tobe reveng'd on Rivers, Dorſer,Grey. 

Bur then 1 ſigh, and with a peece of Scripture, 

Tell them that God bids us doe good for evill : 

And thus I cloathe my naked Villanie 

With odde old ends, itolne forth of holy Writ, 

Andſcemea Saint, when molt I play the divell. 


Enter rwo murtherers. 
Bur ſoft, heere come my executioners, 
How now my hardy ſtout reſolved Mates, 
Are you now going to diſfarch this thing ? 
Ud.Weare my Lord, and come to have the Warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 
Rich, Well thought upon, I have it heereabour me :; 
When you have done, repayre to (rosby place ; 
Bur firs be ſodaine in the execution, 
Withall obdurate, do not heare him pleade ; 
For Clarence is well ſpoken, and perhappes 
May move your hearts to pitty,it you marke him. 
Vl. Tur, tut, my Lord, we will not ſtard toprate,] 
Talkers are no gooddooers,be aſlur'd ; _ 
Wego to uſe ourhands,and not our tongues. 
Rich, Your eyes drop Mill-itones, when Fooles eyes 
fall Teares. 
I like you Lads, about your buſineſle ſtraight. 
Go, go, diſpatch. 
Ud, We will my Noble Lord. 


Scana Quarta. 


— | 


Enter Clarence and Keeper, 
Keep, Why lookes your Grace ſo heavily to day? 
(7a, O,l have paſt a miſerable night, 
So full of fearefull Dreames, of ugly lights, 
Thatas Iam a Chriſtian taithfull man, 
T_ not ſpend another ſuch __ 
were to buy a world 0 dayes : 
So full of diſmall b_—_ was the chan, _— 
Keep.What was your dream my Lord, I pray youtel me. 
} C/a.Me thoughts that I had broken fromthe Tower, 
And was embark'd tocrofſe to Burgundy, 
And in my. company my Brother Glouſter, 
Who from my Cabin tempted metowalke, 
Vponthe Hatches : There we look'd toward England, 
Andcited up a thouſand heavy times, - 
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During the warres of Yorke and Lancaſter 
That had befalne us us. As he pac'd along 
Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches 
Mc thought that Gloſter ſtumbled, and 1a falling 
Strooke me (that thought to ſtay him) over-boord, 
Into the tumbling billowes of the maine. 
O Lord, methought what paine it was todrowne, 
W hardreadfull noyle of water in mine eares, 
W hart ſights of ugly death within mine eyes. 
Me thoughts, I ſaw a thouſard fearctull wrackes : 
A thouſand men that fiſhes gnaw'd upon : 
Wedges of Gold, great Anchors, hcapes of Pearle, 
Ineſtunabvle Stones, navalewed Tewels, 
All ſcatterred in the botrome of the Sea: 
Some lay in dead-mens Sculles, and in the holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit , there were crept 
(As *twere in ſcorne of eyes) refieting Gemmes, 
T hat woo'dthe ſlimy bottorne of the deepe, 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay ſcattred by. = 
Keep. Had you ſuch leyſure in the time of death, 
To gaze upon theſe ſecrets of the deepe? _ 
Cla. Me thought I had, and often did | ſtrive 
To yeeld the Ghoſt : but ſtillthe envious Flood 
Stop'd in my ſoule, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vaſt, and wand' ring ayre : 
But ſmo:her'd it within my panting buike, 
Who almoſt burſt, to belch itin the Sca. 
Keep. Awak'dyou not in this fore Agony? _ 
Clar. No,no, my dreame waslengrhen'd after life. 
O then, began the Tempeſt to my Soule, 
I paſt (me thought) the Melancholly flood, | 
With that ſowre Ferric-man which Poets write of, 
Vnto the Kingdome of perp: tuall Night, 
The firſt that there did greet my Stranger-ſoule, 
Was my great Father-in-law renowned Warwicke, 
Who ſpake alowd : What fcourge for Periurie, 
Can this darke Monarchy afford falſe Clarence? 
And ſo he vaniſh'd. Then came wand ring by, 
A Shadow like an Ange!l, with bright hayre 
Dabbel'd in blood, and he ſhrick'd out alowd 
Clarence is come, falſc, ficeting, perjur'd Clarence, 
That ſtabb'd me inthe field by Tewkesbury : 
Seize onh'm Furies, tak: him unto Torment. 
With that (me thought) a Legion of foule Fiends 
Inviron'd me, and howlcd in mine cares 
Such heddeous cries, that with the very Noile, 
I (trembling) wak'd, and for a ſeaſon after, 
Could not beleeve, but that I was in Hell, 
Suchterrible Impreſſion made my Dreame. 
Keep. No marvell Lord, though it affrighted you, 
I am aff;aid (me thinkes)ro hearc you tell it, 
Cla. Ah Keeper, Keeper, | have done theſe things 
(That now give evidence ag4inſt my Sovle ) 
For Edwards (ake,and ſee how he requites me. 
O God ! if my deepe prayres cannot appeaſe thee, 
But thou wilt beaveng'd on my miſdeeds, 
Yet execute thy wrath in me alone: 
O ſpare my guiltleſſe Wife, and my poore children. 
Keeper, I prythce (it by mea-while, 
My ſoule is heavy, and I faine would _ 
Keep. 1 will my Lord,God give your 


Enter Brakenbury the Lievtenant. 


Bra. Sorrow breakes Scaſons, and repoſing houres, 
Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide night : 


race good reſt. 


Princes have but their Titles for their Glories, 
An outward Honor, for an inward Toyic, 

And for unfele Imaginations 

They otten feele a world of reſtlefle Cares : 

So that betweene their Titles, and low name, 
There"snothing differs but the outward famc. 


Emtor two Myrthberer x. 


I. Mnur, Ho, who's heere? 
Bra.What would'ſt thou Fellow ? And how camm'ſt 
thou hi:her. 
2. Amr, I would ſpeake with (erence, and I camehj- 
ther on my Legges. 
Bra, W hat {o breete? 
I, Tis better (Sir) then to be tedious : 
Let him ſee -our Commiſſion, and talke no more, Reads 
Bra. I am in this, commanded to deliver 
The Noble Duke of Clarenceto your hands. 
I will not reaſon what is meant hcereby, 
Becauſe I willbe guiltleſſe ftom the meaning. 
There lics the Duke aſleepe, and therethe Keyes. 
Hle to the King, and ſigniheto him, 
That thusI have reſign'd toyou my charge. Exit, 
1 You may fir, 'tis apoint of wiſedome : 
Fare you well. 
2 What,ſhall we ſtab him as he ſlcepes. 
I No: hce'l fay 'twas done cowardly,when he wakes, 
2 Why he ſhallnever wake , untill the great ludge- 
ment day, / 
1 Why then hel ſay, weſtab'd him ſleeping, 


2 The urging of that word Indgement, hath breda 


kinde of remorſe in me. 
t What ? art thoa affraid ? 
2 Not to kill him,havinga Warrant. 
But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can defend me. 
1 I thought thou had'it Lin reſolute. 
2 Sol am, to let him live. 
1 Ile backe to the Duke of Glouſter, 3nd tell him ſo, 
2 Nay, Iprytheelſtay a little : 
I hope this paſſionate humor of mine, will change, 
It was wont to hold me bur while one tels twenty. 

1 How do'ſt thon feele thy ſelfe now ? 

_ 2 Somccertaine dregges of conſcience are yet with- 
in me. | 

1 Remember our Reward, when the deed's done. 

2 Come, he dies : I had forgotthe Reward. 

1 Where's thy conſcience now. 

2 O,m the Duke of Gloſters purſe. 

1 When he opens hispurſc to give us our Reward, 
thy Conſcience flyes ont. 

2 'Tisno matter,let us goe : There's few or uone will 
cntertaine it. 

1 What it it come tothee againe ? 

2 lHenor meddle with it, it makes a man'a Coward: 
A man cannot ſteale, but it accuſeth him : A man cannot 
Sweare, bur it Checkes him : A man cannot lye with his 
Neighbours Wife, butit detets him. *Tis a bluſhing 
ſhamefac'd ſpirit , that mutinies in a mans boſome 3 It 
filles a.man'tull of Obſtacles. Ir made me once reſtore 1 
Purſſe of Gold that (by chance) I found : It beggarsany 
man that keepes it : It is turn'd out of Townes and Cit- 
tic&for a dangerous thing ,and every man that meansto 
live well, en remit himſclfe, and live with- 
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1. 'Tis even now at my elbow, per{wading me not to 
kill the Duke. ; 

2, Take the divell inthy minde,and belceeve him not: 
He would inſinuate with thee but to make thee ſ1gh. 

1 Iam ſtrong fram'd, he cannor prevaile with me. 

2 Spoke like a tall man, thar reſpetsthy reputation. 
Come, fa!l we fallto worke ? 

1 Take him onthe Coſtard, with the hiltes of thy 
Sword, and then throw him into the Malmeſey-Burre in 
the next roome- 

2 O excellent device; and make a {op of him. 

1 Soft, he wakes. 

2 Strike. 

1 No, we'll reafon with him. 

Cla, Where art thou Keeper? Give mea cup of wine. 

2 You ſhall have Wine enough my Lord anon- 

Clar. In Gods name, whatart thou? 

1 A man, as youare. 

Clear. Burt not as 1 am Royall. 

1 Nor you as we are, Loyall, 

Cl:.Thy voyce is er,but thy lookes are humble. 

1 My voyce is noygthe Kings,my lookes mine owne. 

Ca, How darkly, and bow __ doeſt thou ſpeake ? 
Your eyes doe menace me : why looke you pale ? 
Wholent you hither > Wherefore doe you come ? 

2 To, tO, tO emma. 

Cla, To murther me? 

Both, I, 1. 

Clear. You ſcarſely havethe hearts totell me (0, 

And therefore cannot have the hearts to doe it. 
Wherein my friends have 1 offended you ? 

1 Offended us you have not, but the King- 

Clar. I ſhall be reconcil'd to him againe. 

2 Never my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. 

Clar. Are you drawne forth amontg a world of men 
Toſlay the innocent F W har is my offence ? 

Where is the Evidence that doth accule me ? 

' What lawfull Queſt bave giventheir Verdictup 
Vato the trowning ludge ? Or who pronounc'd 
The bitter ſentence of poore ( larence death ? 
Before 1 be convit by courſe of Law , 
Tothreaten me with death, is moſt unlawfull. 

| charge you, as you hope for any goodneſle, 
That you depart, and lay nv hands on me : 
Thederd you undertake 1s damnable. 

1 What we will d6e we doe. upon command - 

2 And he that hathcommanded, is our King- 

Cla, Erroneous V aflals, the great King of Kings 
Hath in the Table of bis Law commanded 
That thou (alt doe no murther, Wiilyou then 
Pure at his Edi, and fulfill a Mans ? | 
Take heed : tor he holds Vengeance in his hand 
To hurie upon their beads that breake his Law. 

2 And that ſame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee, 
Forfalſe forſwearing, and for murther too : 

Thou did'(t receivethe Sacrament .to fight 
laquarreli of the Houſe of Lancaſter. 

! And like a Traitor tothe name of God, . 
Did'tbreake that V ow,and with thy treacherous blade, 
Varip'ſtthe Bowels of thy Sou'raignes Sonne. 

2 Whom thou was't {worne to cheriſh and defend. 

1 gw canit thou urge Gods dreafull Law tous, 

W haſt broke it in ſuch deere degree ? 
(i. Alas } for whoſeſake did Ithat ill deed? 
tor Edvard, for my Brother, tor his ſake. 

lends younot to'murther me for this : 


For in that ſinne, he is asdeepeas I; 
It God will be avenged for thedeed, 
O know you yet , he doth it ry 
Take not the quarrell from his powrefull arme : 
He needs nomdirect, or lawleſfle courſe , 
To cutoff thoſe that have offended him. , 
1 Who made thee thena bloudy minilter; 
When gallant ſpringing brave Plantagener, 
That Princely Novice was ſtrucke dead by thre ? 
(7. My Erothers love, the Divell, and my Rage: 
1 Thy Brothers Love, our Duty,and thy Faults, 
Provoke us hither now, to ſlaughter thee. 
Ca. It you doe love my Brother, hate not me : 
Iam his brother, and [ love him well. 
If youare byr'd for meed, go backe againe, 
And I will ſend you ro my Brother Gloulter ; 
Who ſhall reward you betrer for my life , 
Then Edward will tor tydings of my death, 
2 Youare deceiv'd, 
Your Brother Glouſter hates you. * 
Ca. Ohno, be loves me, and he holds me deere : 
Goyouto him from me. 
1 Ifowe will. 
Cla. Tell him, when that our Princely Father Yorke 
Bleſt his three Sonnes with his viRtorious Arme, 
He little thoughe of this divided Friendſhip : 
Bid Glouſter thinke on this, and he will weepe. 
1 I Milſtones, as helefſoned usto weepe. 
Cls. O do not (lander him, for he is kinde, 
1 Right, as Snow in Harveſt : 
Come, you deccive your ſelfe, 
"Tis he that ſends ustodeſtroy you heere. 
Ca. It cannot be, tor he —_— my Forrune, 
And hugg'd me in his armes,and {wore with ſobs, 
That he,would labour my delivery. 
1 Why ſo he doth, when he delivers you 
From thiscarths thraldome, to the joyes of heaven. - 
2 Makepeace with God, for you muſt die my Lord. 
{ fa. Have you that holy teeling in your ſoules, 
To countaile me to make my peace with God, 
Andare youyet to your owne {oules fo blinde, 
That you wil warre with God, by murd'ring me? 
O firs conſider, they that ſet you on 
To do this deede, will hate you for the deede. 
2 What ſhall wedo? 
4 Relenr,and ſave your ſoules: 
Which of you, if you were a Princes ſonne, 
Beiag pent from Liberty, asI am now, 
If ewo ſuch murtherers as your ſclves came to you, 
Would nor intreat for life, as you would begge 
Were you in my diſtreſle. 
1 Relent? no: 'Tis cowardly and womaniſh. - 
{lla, Notto relent, is beaſtly, ſavage divelliſh. 
My Friend, I ſpy ſome pirty in thy lookes:; 
O, if thine eye beavea flatrerer, 
Comethou on my fide, and intreat for me, 
A begging Prince, what begger pitties nor? 
2 Looke behinde you, my Lord. 
Take that, and that, ifall this will not do, Srabs hims. 
le drowne you inthe Malmeſey-But within, Exit. 
2 A deed, and deſperately diſpatcher: 
How faine (like Pilate) would I waſh my hands. 
Of this moit greevous murther. . Enter 1. Afartherer 
1 How now ? what mcag'it thou that thou belp'ſt me 
not?By heaven the Dak® know how flacke you 
have beene. | 
21 
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2. Mwr.I would he knew that I had ſav'd his brother ; 
Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I ſay, 

For I repent me that the Duke is ſlaine. Exit. 
I. Mar. So doc not I: goc Coward as thou art» 


] Well, Ile goe hide the body in ſome hole, 


Till that the Duke give order for his buriall : 
And whenl have my meede, I will away; | 
For this will out, and then I muſt not ſtay. Exit, 


Atlus Secundus. Scena Primae 


— —— 


* Flomriſh. 
Ententhe King ſicke, the 2 neone, Lord Margneſſe 
Dorſet, Rrovers, Haitings, Catesby, 
Buckingham, Weoaul. 


King. Why ſo:now have I done a good dayes worke. 
You Peeres, continue this united League z 
I, every day expe an Embaſlage 
From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence. 
And more to peace my ſoule ſhall part to heaven, 
Since I bave made my Friends at peace on earth. 
Dorſet and Rivers, take eachothers hand, 
Difſemble not your hatred, Sweare yourlove. 
Riv. By heaven, my ſoule ispurg'd from grudging hate, 
And with my hand { ſcale my true hearts Love. 
Ha#. Sothrive I, asI truly ſwearethe like. .- 
King, Take heed you dally not before your King, 
Leſt he that is the ſupreme King of Kings 
Confound your hidden falſhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 
Haft. So proſper I, asI ſweare perfett love. 
Riv, And I, as love Haſtings with my heart. 
King. Madam, your ſelfe is not exempt from this : 
Nor you Sonne Dorſet, Bucks:gham nor you ; 
You have becne factious one againſt the other. 
Wife, love Lord Ha#ings,let bum kifle your hand, 
And what you doe docit unfeignedly. 
Ons. There Haitmgs, 1 willnever more remember 
Our former hatred, ſothrive I, and mince. 
King. Dorſet ,cobrace him : 
Haftings, love Lord Marqueſle. ; 
Dor. This interchange of love, I heere proteſt g 
Vpon my part, ſhall be inviolablc. 
Ha#ft. And ſoſweare I. | 
King. Now Princcly Buckinghem,ſeale thou this league 
With thy embracements to my wives Allies, 
And make me happy in your unity. bs 
Bus, Whenever Bucks doth turne tus hate 
Vpon your Grace, but with all dutious love, 
Doth cheriſh you, and yours, God puniſh me 
With hate inthoſe where I expe molt love, 
When I have moſt needto imploy a Friend, 
And moſt aſſured that he isa Friend, : 
Deepe, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Be heaunto me : Thisdoe I begge of heaven, 


King. A plcafing Cordiall, Princely Buckinghans 
Isthisthy Vaw, unto my ſickely beart . 
There wantcth now our brother Gloſter heere, 
| To makethe bleſſed period of this peace. 
Buc. Andin time, 
Heere comes Sir Richard Ratchiffe, and the Duke. 


Whenl amcold in love, to you, or yours —=Embrace. 


Rich.Good morrow to my Sov 


Toany 1n this preſence, I deſire 


Fird Madam, intreate true 


Of you my Noble Cofin #xc 
Ifever any grudge werelodg'd 


To take our brother Clarenceto 


W ho knowes he is ? 


Der. The 
Whoſlew to 


it (Sov 
day a Riotous 


And Princely Pecres, a happy time 
King. Happy indeed, as we have ſpene the day : 
Gloſter, we have done deeds of Charity, 

Made peace of cnmity, faire love of hate, 

Berweene thele ſwelling wrong incenſed Peeres, 
Rich. A blcfl.d labour my moſt Soveraigne Lord ; 
Among this Princely heapc, if any heere 

By falic intelligence, or wrong ſurmizc 

Hold me a Foe : if Iunwillingly, or in my rage, 
Hauc ought commitred that is hardly borne, 


And yet goe currant from ſuſpitions” © 


EmerEarle of Derby. 
Der. A boone my Soveraignc 
King. I prethee peace, my ſoulc is full of ſorrow. 
Der. I will not rile, unleſſe your _ heare oc 
King. Then lay at once, what 1s itt | 
forftir igne) of my ſervants life, 


Lately attendant onthe Duke of Norfolke. 
King. Have Ia tongue todoome my Brot 

And COD 

{ My brother kill'd no man, his faul 

And yet his puniſhment was bitter death: 


» Emter Ratcliffe, and Gloſter. 


- ———_ Queene 


Toreconcile me to his triendly peace: 
'Tis dcath rome to be at enmity : 
I hate it, and dcfireall good mens love, 


of yon, 


Which 1 will purchaſe with my dutious ſervice. 


b 


ccne us. 


Of you and you, Lord Rivers and of Dorſet, 
Thar all witheur deſert have frown'd on me : 
| Of you Lord Weedwilh, and Lord Scates of you, 
Dukes, Earles, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all. 
E doe not know that Engliſhman alive, 
With whom my ſoule is any jot at oddes, 
More then the infant that is borne to night: 
I thanke my God for my Humility, 
Lxe. A holy day ſhall thisbe kept hereafter : 
I would to God all ſtrifes were well compounded. 
Ny Sovereigne Lord, I doe beſeech your Highnelle 


r Grace. 


Rich. Why Madarh, have I oftred love for this, 
To be io flowted in this Royall preſence ? 
Who knowes not that the gentle Duke is dead? Thy 
You doc him injury toſcorne his Coarſe. al itor, 
Kmg. Who knowes not he is dead ? 


Lune, All-ſeeing heaven, what a world is this? 

Bucs, Looke I fopale Lord Derſer, asthe reſt ? 

| Dor. I my good Lord, and no-man in the preſence, 
But his red colour hath forſooke his checkes- 

- ing. - $ _ dead? —_ = — 
ich. But he (poore man) by your firſt order dyed, 

"| And thata winged Mercury did bea 

Some tardy Cripple bare the Countermand, 

That come too to ſce him buried. 

God grant, that ſomeleſſe Noble, and lefſe Loyall, 

Neerer in bloudy thoughts, and not in blood, 

Deſerve not worſethen wretched Clarexce did; 


re - 


for my ſervice done. 


requeſts. 
leman, 


t was Thought, 


Who 


| 


| 
vers Ma 


When Oxford had me downe,he reſcucd me: 

And faid deere Brother live ,and be a King ? 

Who told me, when we both lay inthe Field, 

Frozen (almoſt) rodeath, how be did lap me 

Even in his Garments, and did give himſclfe 

(All thin and naked to the numbe colde night ? 

Alfthis from my Remembrance, brutiſh wrath 

Sinfnlly pluckt,and not a man of you 

Had ſo much grace to put it in my mindes 

Bur when your Carters, or your waiting Vaſlalls 

Have done a drunken Slaughter, aud 'd 

The precious Iniage of our deere Redeemer, 

You ſtraight are on your knees for Pardon, pardon, 

And 1 (unjuſtly too) mult grant it you. 

But for my Brother, not a tuan would ſpeake, 

NorlI (ungracious) _ — { - 

For him poore Soule. T of you all, 

Have becne beholding to him in his life : 

Yet none of you, would once begge for his life. 

0 God ! I feare thy juſtice will take hold 

On me, and you ; and mine, and yours for this. 

Come Haſtings helpe me to my Cloſler. 

Ahpoore Clarence, Exexnt ſome with Kc Omar 
Rich. This is the fruits of raſhnes: Markt you nor, 

How that the Kindred of the Queene 

Look'd pale, whenthey did heare of Clarence death ? 

0 !they did urge it ſtill unto the King, 

God will revenge it, Come Lords will you goe, 

Tocomfort £dwerd with our company ? 


Buc. We wait upon your Grace. Exennt. 
Scena Secunds. 
Omer the old Dmicheſſe of Terke, with the two 
children of Clarence. 


Eaw, Good Grandam tell us, is our Father dead ? 
Dag br weepe ſo oft?And beat a 

«»gb.Why do you lo oft? r Breſt? 
 Andcry, O Clarence, my unhappy Sonne? wr 
| Buy. Whydo youlooke onus, and ſhake your head, | 
| Andcallys —_ ,Wretches, Caſtawayes, 
Hoa OO 

at. My ns, you miſtake me 

 Idolament the frkneſſe ofthe Ki ; 
| ASloath to loſe him, not your Fathers death: 
; twere loſt ſorrow to waile onethat's loſt, 
| 3%. Then you conclude, ( my Grandam ) he isdead: 


LY 


The King mine Vnckle isto blame for it, 
| God will revenge it, whom I will importune 
| Withearneſt prayers,all to that effeR, 


| n—_ And ſo will L " ' 
' out, Peace childrengpeace,the King dothlove you wel; 
| Incapable and ſhallow ig ; 

| Youcannor guefſe who cauſ'd your Fathers death, 


"oz. Grandam wecan : for my good Vnkle Gloſter 
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Who ſued to me for him? Who (in my wrath) Told me, the King provok'd to it bythe Queene, 
Kneel'd at my feet:and bid me be advis'd? Devis'd impeachmentsto impriſon him ; 
Who ſpoke of Brotherbood? who ſpoke in love? And when my Vnckle told me fo, he wept, 
Whotold me how the poore ſouledid forſake And pittyed me, and kindly kiſt mychecke: 
The mighty Warwicke,and did fight for me: Bad me rely on him, as on my Father, 
Whotold me in the Field at Tewkesbury, And he would love me deerely asa childe. 


Dt. Ah | that deccit ſhould ſtcale ſuch gentle ſhape, 
And with a vertuous Vizor hide deepe vice. 
He is my ſonne, I, and therein my ſhame, 
Yetfrom my dugges, he drew not this deceit. 
Boy. Thinke you my Vakledid diſlemble Grandam? 
De. I Boy- 
Boy, I cannot thinke it. Harke, what noiſe is this ? 


Emer the 2 neene with her haire about ber ear er, 
Rivers & Dorſet after her. 


2p. Ab | who ſhall hinder me to waile aid weeepe? 
Tochide my Fortune, and torment my Selfe. 
Ile joyne with blacke deſpaire againſt my Soule, 
And tomy ſelfe become an enemic. 
Dat. What meanes this Scene of rude impatience ? 
2s. To make an aQ of Tragicke violence. 
Edward my Lord,thy Sonne,our King is dead. 
Why grow the Branches , whenthe Roote is gone? 
Why wither not the leaves that want their ſap ? 
If you will live, Lament : if dye, be breefe, _ 
Thatour ſwift winged Soules may catch the Kings, 
Or like n—_— p_ follow him, nighe 
To his new kingdome —— zght. 
Dae. Ah,ſo much intereſt have I in thy fgrrow, 
As I had Title in thy Noble Husband : 
I have a worthy Husbands death, 
And liv'd with looking on his Images : 
But now _ Mirrors - his —_ 
Arecrack'd in pieces, by malignant y 
And I for comfort, have bur one falle Glaſle, 
That greeves me, when I ſee my ſhame in him» 
Thou art a Widdow : yet thou art a Mother, 
And haſt the comfort of thy Childrengeft, 
Bur death hath ſoatch'd my Husband from mine Armes, 
And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence, and Edward. O, what caulc have I, 
(Thine being but a moity of my moane) 
Toover-gv thy woes, and drowne my Cries. 
Foy. Ah Aunt | you wept not for your Fathers death: 
How can we ayde you with our Kindred teares ? 
Daxgh. Our fatherleſle diſtrefle was letcrunmoand, 
Your widdow-dolour, likewiſe be unwept. 
9s, Give me no helpe in Lamencation, 
I am not barren to bring forth complaints ; 
All Springs reducetheir currents to mine eyes, 
That I being govern'd by the waterie Moone, 
May ſend forth _— teares to drowne the World, 
Ah, for my Husband, for my decre Lord Edward. 
{hil. Ah for our Father, for our deere Lord Clarence. 
Dat, Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
*. What ſtay had I but Edwarand hee's gone. 
Chil. What ftay had we but Clarence? and he's gone. 
Dat. What ſtayes had I butthey ? and they are gone. 
On. Was never widdow had {o deere a lofle. 
(bil. Werenever Orphans had fo deere a loſſe. 
Dat. Wasnever Mother had ſodeercalofle. 
Alas I am the Mother of thele Greetes, 
Their woes are parcell'd, mine is generall. 


She for an Edward weepes, and ſo do : 


_— 


; 


>, 
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I for a Clarence weepe, ſodoth not ſhe : 
Theſe Babes for Clarence weepe, 1o doe not they- 
Alas ! you three, on me threetold diſtreſt ; 
Powre all your teares, I am your ſorrowes Nurſe, 
And I will pamper it with Lamentation. | 
Dor. Comfort deere Mother,God is muchdispleas'd, 
That you take with unthankfulneſſe his doing. 
In common worldly things,” tis call'd ungratefull, 
With dull unwillingnefle to repay adebr, 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent: 
Much more tobe thus oppoſite with heaven, 
For it requiresthe Royall debt it Icnt yous 
Rivers, Madam, bethinke you like a carcfull Mother 
Of the young Prince your ſonne : ſend ſtraight for him, 
Lethim be Crown'd, in him your comfort hives. 
Drowne deſperate ſorrow in dead Edwards grave, 
_ And plant yayp joyes in living Edwards Throne. 


Enter Richard, Buckingham, Derbie, Ha- 
ſtings, and Ratchffe. 


Rich, Siſter have comfort, all of us have cauſe 
To waile the dimming of our ſhining Starre : 
But none can helpe our harmes by wayling tacm. 
Madani, my Mother, I do cry you mercy, 
I did not fee your Grace. Humbly on my knee, 
I crave your Bleſſing. 
Dut.God bleſle thee, and put meckeneſle in thy breaſt, 
Love Charity,Obedience, and true Dutic. 
Rich. Amen, and make me die a good old man, 
That is the buzt-end of a Mothers blefhng ; 
I maryell that her Grace did leave it out- 


That beare this heavic mutuall loade of Moane, 

Now cheere each other, in cach othersLove: 
Though we have ſpent our Harveſt ofthis King, 

. We are to reape the harveſt of his Sonne. 

\ The broken rancour of your high-ſwolne hates, 
But latcly ſpliotred, knit, and joyn'd together, 
Muſt gently be preſerv'd, cheriſht, and kept : 

Me ſeemeth good, that with ſome little Traive, 
Forthwith from Ludlow, the young Prince be fet 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our King. 

Rivers. Why with ſome little Traine, 
My Lord of Buckinghao? 

'Bnc. Marry my Lord, leaſt by a multitude, 
The new-hea!*'d wound of Malice ſhould breake out, 
Which would be ſo much the more dangerous, 
By how much the eſtate is greene, and yer ungovern'd, 
Where every Horſe beares his commanding Reine, 
And may dire his courſe as pleaſe himſelte, 
As well the feare of harme, as harme apparant, 
In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 

| Rich. 1 hope the King made peace with all of us, 
And the compadt is firme, and true in me. 

Riz. And ſo in me, and ſo (Ithinke )inall , 

Yerfince it isbut greene,it ſhould be pur 

| Tono apparant likelyhood of breach, 

Which haply by much company might be urg'd : 

Therefore I ſay with Noble Buckingham, 

That it is meete ſo few ſhould fetch the Prince. 

Haft. And ſoſay I. | 

Rich. Then be « 19, and go we to determine 
Who they ſhall be that (irait ſhall poſte to London. 
Madam, and you my Siſter, will you go 


| Togive your cenſbres inthis buſineſſe? Exount. 


——_—— — 


Buc. Youclowdy-Princes, & hart-ſorowing-Peeres, | 


CManent Bucks and Richard. 
Buc. My , who ever journies tothe Prinne, "3: 
For Gods fake lect not ustwo ſtay at home : 

For by the way, Ile fort occaſion, 

As Index to the ſtory we late talk'd of, 

To part the Queenes proud Kindred from the Prince, 
Rich. My other ſclte, my Counfailes Conſiſtory, 

My Oracle, My Prophet; my deare Colin, 

I, asa childe, will go by thy direction, 

Toward London then,for wee'l not {tay behinde. Zxemn, | 


— 


— 


Scena T ertia. 


——_—— 


C———————— 


Enter one Citizen at one doore , and another at 
the other. 


, ow. Good morrow Neighbour , whither away { 
a 
AE, Cit. T promiſe you I hardly know my ſelfe : 
Heareyou the Newes abroad ? 
I. Yes, the King is dead. 
2. Il[newes byrlady, ſeldome comes the better : 
I teare, I feare,'twill provea giddy world. 
Enter another Citizen. 
3- Neighbours, God ſpeed. 
1, Give you good merrow fir. 
3+ Doth thenewes hold of good King Edwardsdeath? 
2+ 1 fix, 1t 3s too true, God helpe the whilcs 
3. Then Matiterslooketo ſee atroublous world. 
I. No, no, by Gods good grace, his Son ſhall reigne. 
3» Woe to that Landrhat's govern'd by a Childe. 
2.'n hjm there isa hope of Government. 
Which in his aonage, counſell ander him, 
And in his full and ripencd yearcs, hunſclfe 
No doubt ſhall then,and till then governe well. 
I. $0 (iood the ſtate when Hevry the fixt 
Wers crown'd in Paris, butat nine months old. 
3+ Stoodthe State ſo? No, no, good friends,God wot 
Fur then this Land was famouſly enrich'd 
With politike grave Counſell ; then the King 
Had vertuous Vables to his Grace. 
1, Why ſohaththis, by his Father and Mother- 
3 « Better it were theyall came by his Father ; 
AOr by his Father there were none at all : 
Foremulation, who ſhall now be neereſt, 
Will rouch us all rooneere, if God prevent not. 
O full of danger is the Duke of Gloſter, 
And the Queenes Sons, and Brothers, haught and proud: 
And were they toberul'd, and not torule, 
This ſickly Land, might ſolace as before. 
I. Come, come,we feare the worlt : all will be wel, 
3-When Cloudsare ſeen, wiſemen put on their cloakes; 
When great leaves fall, then Winter isat hand; 
When the Sun ſets, who dath not looke for night * 
Vntimely ſtormes, make men expeRta Dearth : 
All may be well ; but if Gcd fort it ſo, 
'Tis more then we deſerve, orI expet. 
2. Truly, the hearts of men are full of feare : 
You cannot reaſon (almoſt) with a man,. 
Thatloake: noe I ant 
3» Betoret Change, ſtill is itſo, 
By a divine inftinRt, mens mindes miſtruſt 


_ Enſuing| 


"—_— = 


— 
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Purſuing dabger:as by proofe wee (ce 
The Waiter ſovel before a boyſt'rous ſtorme: 
But leave itall to God, Whirher away? + 

2 Marry we were ſent tor to the Iuſtices, 

3 And fo was 1:lle beare you company. Exemnt. 


Scana Quarta. 


Enter Arch-biſtop, youg Torks, the Dneenc, 
and the Dmicheſſe. 


eFrch. Laſt night I heard they lay at Stony Stratford, 

And at Northampton they dorelt to night: 
To morrow,or next day,they will be heere. 

Ct. long withall my h:art to ſee the Prince: 
[ hope heis muchgrowne fince laſt I faw him- 

a, ButI heare no,they ſay my fonne of Yorke 
Ha's almolt overtane him in his growth. 

Tor. I Mother,but I woutd not have it ſo. 

Dat. Why my good Coſinjit is good to grow. 

Tor, Grandam,one nightas we did fit at Supper, 

My Vnkle Rivers talk'd how I did grow 

More then my Brother. I,quoth my Vnkle Glouſter, 

Small Herbes have grace,great Weeds do grow apace. 

And ſince,me thinkes I would not grow to faſt, 

Becauſe lweer Flowres are fow,and Weeds make haſt. 
Det. Good faith,good faith,the ſaying did not hold 

In him that did obie& the ſame rothee. 

He was the wretched'ſt thing when he was yong, 

Solong a growing,and ſo lcifurely, 

That it his rule. were true, he ſhould be gracious, 

Tor. And {o nodoubt he is,my gracious Madam. 

Dt. T hope he is,but yet ict Mothers doubr. 

Tor. Now by my troth,if I had beene remembred, 
Icould haye given my Vnckles Grace, a flour, 
Totouch his growth,neerer then he toucht mine. 

{ Dat. How wy yorg Yorke, 
I prythee let me heare it. 

Tor. Marry (they {ay)my Vnkle grew ſo falt, 
That he could gnaw a cruit atewo houres old, 
Twas fulltwo yezres cre I could get atouth. 
Grandam,this would have beene a bz ting leſt. 

Ds. I prythee pretty Yorke, who told thee this? 

Tor. Grandam, his Nurſe. ; ; 

Dur. His Nurſe?why ſhe was dead,ere F waſt borne, 

Tor. If 'rwere not ſhe, 1 cannot tell whorold me. 

Ln. A parlous Boy:g0 to,you are too ſhrew'd* 

Dut. Good Madam, be not angry with the Childe. 

Leo Pitchers have cares. 


| Enter a Meſſenger. 


{ |; 
' Arch. Heere comesa Meffenger: What Newes? 
| Me. Such newes my Lord,as greeves me toreport- 
| Qs. Ho.y doth the Prince? 


Aleſ, Well Madam,andin health. 
Dut. What is thy Newes? 
| Meſ. Lord Rivers, and Lord Grey, 
; Are ſentro Pomtret,ard with them, 
' Sir Thomas Vaughen,Priſoners. 
Dat. Who hath committed them? 


| 
| 
| Meſ. The mighty Dukes, Glowfter and Buckingham. 


"IN | 


eArch, For what offence? 

CMeſ.: The ſumme cf all 1 can,T have diſclos'd: 
Why,or for what,the Nobles were committed, 
Isall unknowne to me,my gracious Lord. 

Qs. Aye me!l ſee the ruine of my Houſe: 
The Tyger now hath ſeiz'd the gentle Hinde, 
Inſulting Tiranuy beginnes to Tutt 
Vpon the innocent and awelefle Throne: 
Welcome D-{truction, Blood, and Maſſacre, 
I fee(as in a Map)the end of all. 

Du. Accurſed,and unquict wrangling daycs, 

How many of you have gune eyes bcheld? 
My Husband loſt his life,to get the Crowne, 
And otten upand downe my ſonnes were tolt, 
For meto joy,and weepe,their gaine andloſſe, 
And being ſeated, and Domeſticke broyles 
Cleane over-blowne,themſelves(the Conquerors,) 
Make warre upon themſelves, Brother to Brother; 
Bloud to bloud,ſelfe againſt ſcife:O prepoſterous 
And franticke ontrage,end thy damned fplcene, 
Or let medye,to looke on earth no more. 
" Qs. Come,come my Boy, we will toSanRaary, 
Madam, farewell. 

Dmti, Stay,I wi'lgo withyou. 

Qu, You have no cauſe, 

Arck. My gracious Lady go, 

And thither beare your Treafure and your Goods, 

For my part, lle refigne unto your Grace 

The Scale I keepeand fo betideir me, 

As well I tender you,ard all of yours. 

Go,[l: conduQt you to the Santuary. E xeunt. 


| — 


Atlus Tertius,Scaena Prima, 


—— mn | 


The Trumpets (ound. 
Enter Prince , the Dukes of Gioceſter , and Buckingham, | 
he Lord Cardinall, with others. | : | 


Buc. Welcome {ſweet Prince to London, | 
To your Chamber. | 
Rich, Welcome deere Coſin,my thoughts Soveraigne 
The weary way bath made you Melancholly. 
Prin. No Vnkle,butour croſſes on the way, 
Have made it tedious, wearifome, and heavy. 
I want more Vnkles heere to welcome mc. 
Rich. Sweet Prince,the untainted vertue of your yeers 
Hath not yetdiv'd intothe Worlds deceit; 
No more can you diſtinguiſh of a man, 
Then of his outward ſhew, which God he knowes, 
Seldome or never jumpeth with the heart. 
Thoſe Vnkles which you want,were dangerous: 
Your Grace attended totheir Sugred words, 
But look 'd not onthe poiſon of their hearts: | 
God keepe you from them,and from ſuch falſe Friends, 
Prin. God keepe me from falſe Friends, 
Bur they were none. 
Rich, My Lord,the Major of London comes to greet | | 
'OU», | 
: Emer Lord Major. | 
Lo. Major. God bleſſe your Grace, with health and 
happy dayes. 
Prin. | thanke you , good my Lord,and thank you all; 
t I 


ng | _ 


— _— ———— 


þ 
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I tmy Mother,and my Brother Torke, 
Would long,ere this, have met us onthe way. 
Fie,what a Slug is Haſtings,that he comes not 

Torell us,whether they will come,or no. 


_— 


Enter Lord Haſting-:. 
Puck, And in goodtime, heere comes the ſweating 


Prince, Welcome,my Lord : what , will our Mother 
Come? 

Haſt. On what occaſion God he knowes,not I, 
The Queeene your Mother,and your Brother Torke, 
Have taken Sanuary:The tender Prince 
Would faine have come with me,to mcet your Grace, 
Butby his Mother wasperforce with-held. 

Be. Fie,what an anindiret and peeviſh courſe 
Is this of hers? Lord Cardinall will your Grace 
Perſwade the Queene,te ſend the Duke of Yorke 
Vato his Princcly Brother preſently? 

If ſhe deny, Lord Haſtings you goe with him, 
And from her jealous Armes pluck him pertorce. 

(ar. My Lord of Buckingham,if my weake Oratory 
Can from his Mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 
Anon expe@him here:bur if ſhe be obdurate 
To milde entreatics,God forbid 
We ſhould infringe the holy Privilege 
Of bleſſed Sanuary:not for a'l this Land, 

Would I be guilty of ſo great a ſinne. 

Buc. You are too ſencecleſle obſtinate,my Lord, 
Too ceremonious,and traditionall. 

Weigh ir but with the groſſeneſſe of this Age, 
You breake not Sanuary,in ſcizing him; 

| The benefit thereof is alwaycs granted 

| Tothoſe,whole dealings have deſerv'd the place, 
And thoſe who have the wit to clayme the place: 
This Prince hath neither ctaim'd it,nor deferv'd it, 
Fhereforezin mine opinion,cannet have it. 
Thentaking him from thence,that is not there, 
You breake no Priviledge,nor Charter there: 

Oft have I heard of Sanctuary men, 

But SanRuary children,ne're till now. 

Car. My Lord,you ſhall o're-rule my mind for once. 
Come on, Lord Haſtmge will you goe with me? 

Haſt.l goc,my Lord. Exit (ardnall and Haſtings. 

Prin.Good Lords,make all the ſpecdy haſt you may. 

, Vnckle Gleceſter, if our Brother come, 

Where ſhall we {ojorne,till our Coronation? 

Glz. Where it think'(t beſt unto your Royall ſclfe. 
IFI may counſaile you,ſome day or two 
Your Highneſle ſhall repoſc you at the Tower: 
Then where you pleaſe,and (hall be thought moſt fic 
For your beſt health,and recreation. 

Prin. 1 doe not like the Tower,of any place: 
Did Inlixs Ceſar build that place,my Lord? 

Buc. He did,my gracious Lbrd,begin that 7 Aunt 
Which lince,ſucceeding Ages have re-edify'd. 

Prin. Is it upon record?or elſe reported 
Succeſſively from age to age,he built it? 

Buc. Vpon record,my gracious Lord. 

Prin. But ſay, my Lord,it were not regiſtred, 
| Methinkes the truth ſhould live from age toage, 
As*twere retayl'd toall poſterity, 

Evento the generall ending day. 
. Glb.Sowile,ſoyoung, - ſay doe neverlive long. 
| Prin. Whatfay you, Vnckle? 


| 


: 


| 


Glo. I ſay,without CharaQters, Fame lives long. 
Thus\like the formall Vice,Iniquity, aſide, 
I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Prin, That Inlins ('eſar was a famous man; 
With what his Valour did enrich his Wir, 
Hts Wit ſerdowne,to make his Valour live: 
Death makes no Conqueſt of his Conqueror, 
For now he lives in Fame,though not 1n Life, 
Ile tell you what,my Couſin Buckingbam. 

Buc. W har,my gracious Lord? 
Prin, And if I live untill I bea man, 
Ile win our ancicnt Right in France againe, 
Or dye a Souldier as 11iv'd a King. 
Glo. Short Summers lightly have a forward Spring, 


Enter young Torke, Haſtings and C ardinal. 


A a Now in good time , heere comes the Duke of 
orke. 
| _ Richard of Yorke , how fares our Noble Bro- 
ther 
Tor. Well,my deare Lord,ſo muſt I call you now. 
Pra. I, Brother,to our griete as it is yours: 
' Toolate he dy'd,that might have kept that Title, 
Which by his death hathloſt much Majeſty. 
Glo. How fares our Conſin,Noble Lord of Yorke? 
Tor. Ithanke you,gentle Vnckle.O my Lord, 
You faid,that idle Weeds are faſt in growth: 
The Prince,my Brother, hath out-growne me farre. 
Gle. He bath,my Lord. 
Tor, And therefore is he idle? 
Glo, Oh my faire CoulinyI muſt not ſay ſo. 
Tor. Then he is more beholding to you, then I. 
Glo. He may command meas my Soveraigne, 


—— power inme,As in a pm 
or. 1 pray you, Vnckle,give me this Dagger. 
Gio. My Dagger,little Coulin with all my heart, 
Prin. A Begger, Brother? 
Tor. Of my kind Vnckle,that I know will give, 
And being a Toy,it is no griefe to give. 
Gle. A greater giftthen that, Ile give my Coaſin. 
Tor. A greater gitt?O,that's the Sword to it. 
Glo, I, gentle Coulin,were it light enough. 
Tor. O then [ ſee, you will part but with light gifts, 
In weightier things you'le ſay a Begger nay. 
Ge. It is too weighty for your Grace to wearc. 
Tor. I weigh itlightly,were it heavier. 
Glo, What,would you have my Weapon, little Lord? 
Tor. I would that I mightthanke you, asyou call | 
me. | 
Glo. How? 
Tor. Little. 
Prin, My Lord of Yorke will ſtill be croſſ in talke: 
Vnckle,your Grace knowes how to beare with him- 
Tor. You meane to beare me,not to beare with me: 
Vnckle,my Brother mockes both you and me, 
Becauſe that I am little,like an Ape, | 
He thinkes that you ſhould beare me on your (houlders- 
Buc. With what a ſharpe provided wit he reaſons: 
To mitigate the ſcorne he gives his Vncklc, 
He prerrily and aptly taunts kimſclfe: | 


So cunninggand fo y is wonderfull. 

Gle. My Lord, wilt pleaſe you paſſe along? 
My ſelfe, and my in Buckingham, | 
Will to your Mother,toentreat of her | 


To meet you at the Tower,and welcome you. | 
4 _ _ Tor .What, 


_ ——— _—_ 


— ——_— 


w 
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De 


Ter. Vihar, will you goe untothe Tower,my Lord? 
Prm. My Lord Protector will have it ſo. 
Tor, I ſhall nor fleepe in quietat the Tower. 
Ge. Why,what ſhould you feare? 
Ter. Marry ,my Vnckle Clarence angry Ghoſt; 
My Grandam told me he was murther'd there. 

Prams. | feare no Vnckles dead. 

Ge. Nor none that live, 1 hope. 

Prin, And if they live,I hope I need not feare. 
But come my Lord:and with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them,goe I unto the Tower. 

Exennt Brince,Torke, Haſting 1,and Dorſet. 


CManent Richard Buckingham and ( atesby. 


Buc. Thinke you,my Lord,this little prating Torks 
Was not incenſed by his ſubtile Mother, 
Totaunt and ſcorne you thus opprobriouſly? 

Glo Nodoubt,no doubt:Oh'ris a perillous Boy, 
Boid,quicke,ingenious, forward,capable: 

Hee isall the Mothers,trom therop to toe. 

Bnc. Well,lct them reſt: Come hither Caterby, 
Thouart (worneas deepely tocffe4 what weiend, 
As cloſely to conceale what we impart: 

Thou know'lt our reaſons urg'd upon the way, 
What think*ſt rhou?13 it not an eaſy marter, 
To make William Lord Haſtings of our minde, 
For the inſtaliment of this Noble Duke 

ln the Seat Roya'l of this famous Ie? 

{ ates. He tor his fathers fake ſo loves the Prince, 
That he will not be wonne to ought againit him» 
* un What think'ſt thou then of Sranley ? Will not 


Cater. Hee will doe all in all as Haſtings doth. 

Bac, Well then,no more bur this: 

Goe gentle Caresby,and as it were farre off, 
Sound thou Lord Haſtings, 

| How he doth ſtand affected toour purpole, 
And ſummon him tomorrow to the Tower, 
To itabout the Coronation. 

Ifthou do'tt finde him traQable tous, 
Ercourage him,and tell him all our reaſons: 
lt be ce leaden,ycie,cold,unwiiling, 

Be thou fo too,and 10 breake off the talke, 
And give usnotice of bts inclination: 

For 4 e to morrow hold divided Countels, 
Whercin thy ſclte ſhale highly be employ'd. 

Rich. Commend me to Lord Wilhaws:tell him((erby) 
His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverſarics 
Tomorrow are let blood at Pomfret Caſtle, 

And bid my Lord,for joy of this good newes, 
Give Miſtrefle Sh-re one gentle Kiſſe the more. 

Buc. Good ( atesby ,goe effect this buſineſle ſoundly. 

Cates.My good Lords borh,with all the heed I can. 

Rich. Shall we heare from you,Carerby,ere welleepe? 

Cates. You ſhall,my Lord. 
| Rich. At Cro:by Houle,there ſhall you find us both. 
Exit (mterby. 


| Be. Now,my Lord, 
What ſhall wee doe,if wee perceive 
Lord Haſtings will not yeeld to our Complots? 
| Rich, Chop off his Head: 
| Something wee will determine: 
| And boke when I am King,claime thou of me 
The Earledome of Hereford,and all the movcables 
| Whereof the King,my Brother,was poſſc{t. 


I 


— 


Bc. le claime that promiſe at your Graces hand. 
Rich. And lo00..c to ha-e it ycelded with all kindneſſe; 
Come, ler us ſuppe berimes,that afterwards 
Wee may digelt our complars in ſome f 'rme., 
E Xennt. 


Scena Secunds, 


am _ - — OO 
— = — — —_— — — - —_ 


Enter a (Meſſenger to the Doore of Haſtings. 


Meſ. My Lord,my Lord. 

Hoſt. Who knuckes? . 
ef. One trom the Lord Stanley. 
Haſt. Whatis'ta Clocke? 

Mef. pon the (troke of foure. 


. _ Enter Lords Haſtings, 
Haft. Cannot my Lord Sraviry (leepe theſe tedious 
Nights? 
Mef. So it appeares,by that I have to ſay: 

Firſt,he commends him to your Noble (clfe. 

Haft. What then? 

Mef: Then certifies your Lordſhip,that this Night 
He dreamt,the Borc had raſcd off his Helme: 
Beſides, he fayes there are two Councels kept; 
And that may be determin'Jatrhe one, 
Which may make you and him torue at th'other. 
T heretore he tendsto know your Lordſhips pleaſure, 
If you will preſently take Horſe with hum, 
And withall {pced peit with him toward the North, 
To ſhun the danger that his Soule divines. 

Haſt .Goc tcilow,goe retume unto thy Lord, 
Bid him nor feare the ſeparated Councell:; 
His Honnor and my ſcite are at the one, 
And at the other, is my good friend Catesby; 
W here nothing can proceede,that roucheth us 
W hereof I (hall not have intcllivence: | 
Tcl! hia his Feares are ſhallow, without inſtance. 
And for his Dreames,[ wonder hee's ſo'fimple, 
Totrultthe mock'ry of unquizt ſhumbers. 
To flye the Bore,b<fore the Bore purſues, 
Were to incent* the Boreco foilow us, 
And make purſvit,*vhere he d1d meane no chaſe. 
Goegbid thy Malterrifc,a2d cometo me, 
And we will both zogether tothe Tower, 
Where he thall ſce che Bore will ule us kindly. 

Mef: Ile goe,my Lord,and teil him whar you ſay. 
Exit. 


Enter Caterby. 


Cates. Many good morrowestomy Noble Lord. 
Haſt. Good morrow Cazesby,you are cariy ltirri ng: 
Whart newes, what newes,iuthis our tott'ring State? 
(ates. It isa reeling World indeed, my Lord: 
And | bekeve will never ſtand uptight, 
Till Richard weare the Gaclandof the Realme. | 
Haſt. How weare the Garland? 
Doelt thou meane che Crowne? 
Cates. I,my good Lord. 
Ha.lle have this Crown of mine cut fr6 my ſhoulders, 
Before Ile fee the Crowne (o foule mil-plac'd 
But canſt thou gueſ{e,that be doth ayme ar ut? 
t2 


Cates.l," | 


——— 
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| Cars. I on my life,and hopes to find you forward, 
Vpon his party,for the gaine thereof: 
And thereupon he ſends you this good newes, 


| That this ſame very day your enemies, 


The Kindred of the Queene, mult dye at Pomfret. 

Haſ#. Indeed I am no mourner for that newes, 
Becauſe they have beene {till my adverſaries: 
Bur,that Ile give my voic? on Richards (ide, 

To barre my Maiſters Heires intrue Deſcent, 
God knowes 1 will not doe it,to the death. : 
Cates. God keepe your Lordſhip in that gracious 
minde, 
Haf#. But I ſhall laugh at this a twelve-month hence, 
That they which brought me in my Mailters hate, 
I live tclooke upon their Tragedy. 
Weil Catesby,erea fortmight make me older, 
Ne ſend ſome packing,that yet thinke not on'c. 
Cates.* Tis a vile thing to dye,my gracious Lord, 
When men are unprepar*d,and looke not for it. 

Haſt. O monſtrous,monſtrous /and ſo falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaxghan,Grey:and {o 'twilldoe 
Withſome menelſe,that thinke themſcives as fafe 
Asthou and I,who(as thou know'(t)are deare 
To Princely Richard,and Buckingham. 

(ates. The Princes borh make high account of you, 
For they account his Head upon the Bridge. 
Haft. 1 know they doc,and1 have weil deferv'd it. 


Enter Lord Staxley. 


Come on,come on, where is your Borc-{pearc man? 
Feare you the Bore,aud goe ſounprovided? 
Stan. My Lord good morrow,good morrovy Caterby; 
You may jeaſt on,but bythe holy Rood, 
I doe not like theſe ſeverall Councels,1, 
Haſt. My Lord,I hold my Lifcasdeare as yours, 
Andnever in my dayes,[ doe proteſt, 
Was it ſo precious to me,as tis now: 
Thinke you,but that I know our ſtate {ccure, 
I would be ſo triumphant as Iam? 

Sr. The Lords at Pomfrer,w hen they rode from-Londs, 
Were jocund,and ſuppos'd their ſtates were ſure, 
And they indeed had no cauſcto miſtruſt: 

Bur yet you ſce,how ſoone the Day o're-caſt, 
This ſtdden ſtab of Rancour I mildoubt; 
Pray God(l ſay)! provea neediefſe Coward. 
W hat,ſhall we toward the Tower?the day is ſpent. 
Haſt. Come,come, have with yuu: 

Wot you whit,wmy Lord, 
To day the Lords youtalke of,are behcaded. 

$t,They,for their truth,mighr better wear their Heads, 
Then ſome that have accus'd them, weare their Hats. 
But come,my Lord,lct's away. 


Enter 4 Purſurvant. 


Haft. Goe on before, Ile talke withthis good fellow, 
Exit Lord Stanley ,and ('atesby. 
How now,Sirrhat how goes the World with thee 
Purſe. The better,that your Lordſhippleaſe to aske. 
Haft, 1 teil thce man, *tis better with me now, 
Then when thou mer'ſt me laſt, where nuw we meet: 
Then was | going Priſoner to the Tower, 
By the ſuggeſtion ofthe Quneenes Allyes. 
But now I tell thee(keepe it to thy ſelfe ) 
This day thoſe Enemies are put to deathy 


Your Honor hathno ſhriving worke in hard. 
The men you taike of,came into my minde. 


after. 


| Fatall and ominous to Noble Peeres: 


And I in berter ſtate then cre I was: 
Pwr/. God hold it,to your Honors good content, 
Haſt. Gramercy fellow:theredrinke that for me, 


T hrowes bim bus Parſe. 
Purſ.1 thanke your Honor. Exit Purſuivant, 
Emter a Prieſt. 


Prieſt. Well met,my Lord,I am glad to ſee your Ho. 
nor. 
Haſt. I thanke thee,good Sir Jobn,with all my heart, 
I am in your debt,for yourlaſt Exerciſe: 
Comethe next Sabboth,and I will content you. 
Prieſt. Ile wait upon your Lordſhip. 


Enter Buckingham. 


Buc. What,talking with a Prieſt, Lord Chamberlaine? 
Your friends at Pomfret,they doe necd the Pric(t, 


Haf. Good faith,and when I met this holy man, 


\V bat,goe youtoward the Tower? 
Bac, | doe,my Lord, but long I cannor ſtay there: 
I ſhall returne before your Lordſhip thence. 
Haſt. Naylikeenoughyfor I lay Dioner there. 
Buc, And Supper too,although thou know'ſt it not, 
Come, will you goe? h 
Haſft.1l: wait upon your Lordſhip. 


— — 


Scena T ertia. 


E xexnt, 


————mm—_—_—_ 


Enter Sir Richard Ratcliffe,with Halberds,c 
the IN obles to death at Perefret. 


Rivers, Sir Richerd Ratcliffe, let me tell thee this, 
To day halt thoubecholda SubjeR dy, 
For truth, for Duty,and for Loyalty. 
Grey. God blefſe the Prince from all the Pack of you, 
A Knor you are,of damned Blood-{uckers. 
Vaugh. Youlive, that ſhall cry woe for this heere- 


Rat.Diſpatch,the limit of your Livesis our, 
Riv, O Pomfret,Pomfret!O thou bloody Priſon! 


Within the guilty Cloſure of thy Walls, 
Richard the Second here u as hackr to death: 
And for more ſlander to thy ditmall Seat, 
We give tothee our guiltleſſe blood to drinke. 
Grey. Now CHMargarets Curſe is falne upon our Heads, 

When ſhee exclaim'd on Haſtmgs,you,and I, 
For ſtanding by,when Richard itab'd herSorne. 

Riv. Then curs'd ſhee Richard, 
Thencurs'd (hee Buckingham, 
Then cus'd ſhee Haſtings. Oh remember Ged, 
To heare her prayer forthem,as now for us: 
And for my Siſter,and her Princely Sonnes, 
Be ſatisfy'd,deare God,with our true blood, 
W hichb,as thou know'ſt;unjuſtly muſt beſpilr. 

Rat. Make haſte,the houre of death is now expir'd, 

Riv. Come Grey,come Yawghes , let us heere embrace, 
Farewell,unrill we meet againe in Heaven. 

E-xemnt. 


Scans) 
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Scena Quarta. 


SOOT 


 —— 


Is to determine of the Coronation: 

In Gods Name ſpeake,when is the Royall day? 
Bac, Isall things ready for the Royall time? 
Davrb. It is,and wants but nomination. 

Ely. To morrow then I judge a happy day. 


Who is moſt inward with the Noble Duke? 
minde. 


He knowes no more of minc,then I of yours, 
Or of his,my Lord,then you of mine: 
Lord Haſtings,you and he are necre in love. 


But for his pron the Coronation, 

[ have not founded him,nor hedeliver'd 
His gracious pleaſure any way therein: 
But my Honorable Lor 
And in the Dukes behalte Ile give my Voice, 
Which I preſume hee'le rake ingentle part- 


Enter Glouceſter. 


Ricb. My 
| Thave beene long a ſleeper: bur I truſt, 
| My abſence doth neglect no great deſigne, 


| I meane your Voice,for Crowning of the King. 


His Lordſhip knowes me w 
My Lord of Ely,when I was laſt in Holborne, 

I law good Strawberries in your Garden there, 
Idoc beſeech you, ſend for ſome of them. 


Exit Bulhop. 


| Caterby hath ſounded Haftemmgs in our buſincſlc, 
| And findes the teſty Gentleman ſo hot, 

| Thathe will loſe his Headere give conſent 
Shall loſe the Roya'ty of Englands Throne. 


Exennt. 


þ | 
| 
| 


| To morrow,in my judgement,is too ſudden, 
| Forl my ſeife am not ſo well provided, 
| Asclſe I would be,were the day prolong 'd. 


| Enter the Biſhop of Ely, 
| ©. Where is my Lord,the Dake of Gloiter? 
e Strawberries. 


| [ have ſent for 


— 


Haſt. 1 thanke his Grace,l know he loves me w 


name the time, 


Enter Buckin ;Darby, Haſtings, Biſhop of Ely, 
N orfolke, Ratcliffe, Lovell,vith others, 
a4 AT able. 


Haſt. Now Noble Peeere,the cauſe why weare met, 


$#c, Who knowes the Lord Protectors mind herein? 
Ehj. Your Grace , we thinke,ſhould ſooneſt know his 


Bac, We know each others Faces:for our Hearts, 


ell: 


fl}. In happy time, here comes the Duke himſelfe. 
| oble Lords,and Couſins all, good morrow: 


| Which by my preſence might have beene concluded. 
| Buc. Had you not come upon your Qmy Lord, 
| Williams, Lord Haſtings, had pronounc'd your part; 


Rich, Then wy Lord Haſftmgs, no man might be bolder, 
land loves me well. 


Elj. Mary and will,my Lord, with all my hearr. 
Rich. Coufin of Buckingham,a word with you. 


| His Maiſters Child,as worſhiptully he tearmes it, 


+ Buc. Withdraw your felte a while, [le goe with you. 
Dar. We have notyet ſet downethis day of Triumph; 


Ha,His Grace looks chearfully & ſmooth this. morning, 


_— 


A 


There's ſome conceit or other likes him well, 
When that he bids good morrow with ſuch ſpirit. 
I thinke therc's never a man in Chriſtendome 
Can lefſer hide his love, or hate,then hee, 
For by his Face ſtraight ſhall you know his Heart- 

Darb. What of his Heart perceive you in his Face, 
By any lively hood he ſhew'd today? 

Heſt. Mary that with no man here he is offended; 

For were he, he had ſhewnc it in his Lookes. 


Enter Richard, and Buckingham, 


Rich, 1 pray yoa all,tell me what they deſerve, 
Thar doe conſpire my death withdivellifh Plors 
Of damncd \V ntchcratt,and that haveprevail'd 
Vpon my Body wich their Helliſh Charmes. 

Haft. T he tender love 1 beare your Grace,my Lord, 
Makes me moſt forward,in this Princely preſence, 
Todoome th'Offendors, whoſoe're they be: 

l _ y Lord,they havedeſerved death. 

ich. Then be your eyes the witnefle of their evill, 
Looke how I am bewitch'd:bchold,mine Arme 
Is likea blalted Sapling,wither'd up: 
And this is Edwards W ife,that monſtrous Witch, 
Conſorted withthat Harlot,Strumpet Shore, 


That by their Witchcraft thus have marked me. 
| Hop. 


If they have done this deed, my Noble Lord. 
Rich.|f?rhou Protector of this damned Strumper, 
Talk'{t thou tome of Ifts.chou arta Traytor, 
Off with his Hcad;now by Saint Pas/1 ſweare, 
I will not dine,untill I fee the ſame. 
Lovell and Ratchffe, looke that it be done: 
The 1cit that love me, riſc,and follow me. 


E xennt. 


CManen: Levelland Ratcliffe with the 
Lord Haſtings. 


Haft. Woe, woe for England,not a whit for me, 


For I,too fond, might have prevemct this; 


Stanley did dreame,the Bore did rowle our Helmes, 
And I did ſcorne it,and ditdaine to fiye: . 
Threetinesto day my Foot-Cloth-Horſe did tumble, 
And ſtarted, when he look'd uponthe Tower, 

As lothto beare me tothe flaughter-houwſe. 

O now l necd the Pricſt,that ſpake to mc: 

Inow repentI cold the Purſuivant, 

As too triumpbing,how mine Enemies 

Today at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd, 


| And I my ſelfe ſecure, in grace and favour. 


Oh Margare, Margaret,now thy heavy Curſe 
Islighted on poore Haſtings wretched Head. 
Ra.Come,come,difpatch,the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a.ſhort Shrift, he longs toſce your Head, 
Haſt. © momentary grace of mortall men, 
Which we more hunt tor,then the grace of God} 
Who builds his hope in ayre of your good Lookes, 
Lives like adrunken Sayler ona Maſt, 
Ready with every Nod rotumble downe, 
Into the fatall Bowels of the Deepe. 
Lov. Come,come,difpatch, 'tis bootleſſe toexclaime. 
Haſt. O bloody Richard: miſerable England, * 
I prophecy the fearcfull lt time tothee, 
That ever wretched Age hathlook'd 
Come,leade me to the Block, beare him my Head, 
They ſmile at me,who ſhortly ſhall be dead, , | 
Exennt. * » j 


ty 
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Enter Richard,and Buckingham, in rotten eArmont, 
marvellous il-favonred. 
Richard, Come Coulin, 
Canſt thou quake,and change thy colour, 
Murther tby breath in middle of a word, 
And then againe begin,and ſtop againe, 
As if thou were diltraught,and mad with terror? 
Buc, TutzI can counterfeit the deepe Travedian, 
— mee ju looke vacke,and prie on cyery fide, 
remble and ſtart at wagging of a Straw: 
Intending deepe ſuſpition,galtly Lookes: 
Areat my ſervice,like cnforced Smiles; 
And bothare ready in their Othces, 
Atany time to grace my Stratagemcs- 
But what,is Catesby, gone? 
Rich. He is,and (ec he brings the Mator along. 


Enter the Major,and Catesby. 
Buck, Lord Major- 
Rich, Looke tothe Draw-Bridge there. 
Buc. Hearke,a Drumme. 
Rich.Catesby, o'ce-looke the Walls. 
Buc. Lord Major, the reaſon we have (cnt. 
Rich, Looke back defend threeghere are Enemies. 
Buc. God and our Innocency defend,and guard us. 


Enter Lovell and Ratcliffe with Haſtings Head. 


Rich. Be patient, they are friends: Rarchſfe,and Lovel!, 
Lov. Here is the Head of that ignoble Trauor, 
The dangerous and unſuſpeted Haſtings. 
Rich. So deare Ilov'd the man,that I muſt weepe: 
I tooke him for the plaineſt harmeleſſe Creature, 
That breath'd upon the Earth,a Chriſtian: 
Made him my Booke,wherein my Soule recorded 
The Hiſtory of all her ſecret thoughts. 
So ſmooth he dau b'd his Vice with ſhew of Vertue, 
That bis apparant open Guilt omitted, 
I meane his Converſation with Sbores Wife, 
Heliv'd tro) all atrainder of ſulpets. 
Buc. Wct,wcll, he was the covertſt ſhelrered Traitor 
That everliy'd. 
Would you imagine.or almoſt belceve, 
Wert not,that by great preſervation 
Welivetocell it,that the ſubtill Traitor 
This day bad plotted,in the Councell-Houfe, 
To murther me.and my good Lord of Gloſter, 
Ma. Had he done (0? 
Rich. W hat?chinke you we are Turkes,or Infidels? 
Or that we would,again(t rhe forme of Law, | 
Proceed thusraſhly in the V1llaines death, 
Burt that the extreme perill of the caſe, 
The Peace of England,and our Perſons fafery, 
Enforc'd usto this Execution. 
Ma. Now faire befall you, hedeferv'd bis death, 
And your Graces both have well proceeded, 
To warne falſe Traitors from the like Attempts, 
Bc. | never look'd for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with Miſtrefſe Shore: 
Yet had wenotdetermin'd he ſhould dye, 
Vnrill your Lord(hipcame to ſec his end, 
Which now the loving haſte of theſe our friends, 


Something againſt our meanings, have prevented; 
Becauſe,my Lord,I would haye bad you heard 
The Traitor ſpeake,and timorouſly confefſe 


| The manner andthe purpoſe of his Treaſons; 


| 


That you might well have ſignify'dthe ſame | 
Vntothe Citizens,who haply may - | 
Miſconlter us in himand waile his death. 
Aa,But,my good Lord,your Graces words ſhall ſerye 
As well as I had ſeenc,and heard him ſpeake:; ? 
And doe nor doubt,right Noble Princes both, 
But le acquaint our dutious Citizens 
With all your juſt proccedings in this caſe. 
Rich. And to that end we wiſh'd your Lordſhip here, 
Teavoid the Cenſuresof the carping World. 
Bu. W hich fince you come too late of our intent, 
Yer witneſie what you heare we did intend: 
And ſo,my good Lord Major,we bid farewell. 
Exu Major, 
Rich. Goe after,after, Couſin Buckingham. 
The Major towards Guild-Hall hyes bim in all poſte: 
There,at your meeteſt y of the time, 
Inferre the Baſtardy of Edwards Childien: 
Tell them, how Edvard put to deatha Citizen, 
Onely for ſaying,he would make his Sonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning indeed his Houſe, 


W hich,by the Signe thereof, was tcarmed ſo, 

Moreover,urge his hatefull Luxury, | 

And beaſtiall appetite in change of Luſt, 

W hich ftretcht unto their Servants, Daughter, Wives, 

Even where his raging eye,or ſavage heart, 

Without controll,luſted ro make a prey. 

Nay for a nced,thus farrecome neere my Perſon: 

Tellthem,when that my Mother went with Child 

Ot that inſatiate Edward,Noble Yorke, 

My Princely Father,then had Warres 1n France, 

And by true computation of the time, 

Found,that the lilue was not his begot: 

Which well appeared in his Lincaments, | 

Being nothing like the Noble Duke,my Father: | 

Yet touch this ſparingly,as 'twere farre off, | 

Becauſe,my Lord,you know my Mother lives. | 
Buc, Doubt not,my Lord,lle play the Orator, | 

Asifthe Golden Feestor which I plead, | 

Were for my ſelfe:and ſo,my Lord.adue. | 
Rich, If you thrive ing them to Baynards Caſtle, | 

Where you ſhall finde me well accompanied | 

| 

| 
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With reverend Fathers,and well-learned Biſhops, 
Buc.I goc,and towardsthree or foure a Clo 
Looke for the Newes that the Guild-Hall affords. 


Rich. Goe Lovell withall 
Goe thou to Fryer Fenkergbid them both 

Mcet me within this houre at Baynards Caſtle. 
Now will I goe totake ſome privy order, 

Todraw the Brats of Clarence out of fight, | | @ 
And to give order,thatno manner perſon | 
Have any time recourſe unto the Princes. E xeunt. | 


Emer a Scrivener. 

Scr. Here 1s the Indictment of the good Lord Haſtings, 
Which in a ſet Hand fairely is engroſs'd, 
Thar it may be to day read or'c in Panler. 
And marke how wellthe ſequell hangs together: 
Eleven houres I have ſpentto write it over, 
For yeſter-night by Catesby was it ſent me, 
The Precedent was full as long a doing, 
And yet within theſe five houres Hopngs liv'd, | 
Vntainted, unexamin' Atliberty. 

while; whois fo groffe, 
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Exit. | 


Here'sa good World 
That cannot ſee this palpable device? oy 
= 
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Yet who ſo bold, but ſayes he ſces ir nor? 
Bad is the World,and all will come to nought, Enter Catesby. 
When ſuchill dealing muſt be ſcene in thought. =Exit. 
Bue. Now («terby, what ſayes your Lord to my requeſt? 
Enter Richard and Buckingbam at [everall Doorer. * (ates. He doth entreat your Grace,my Noble Lord, 
To viſit himto morrow,or next day: 
Kich. How now,how now,what fay the Citizens? He is within,with tworighr reverend Fathers, 
Buck, Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, Divinely bent to Meditation, 
The Citizensare mum,ſay not a word. And in no Worldly ſuites would he be mov'd, 
Rich, Toucht you the Baſtardy of Edward: Children? | To draw himfrom his holy Exerciſe. 
Bac. 1 did, with his Contrat with Lady Lacy, Buc. Recturne,good ( aterby,to the gracious Duke, 
And his Contrat by Deputy in France, Tcl! him,my ſells the Major and Aldermen, 
Th'unſariate greedinefle of his defire, In deepedefignes,in matter of great moment, 
And his enforcement of the City Wives, Noleflc importing then our generall good, 
His Tyranny for Trifles, his owne Baſtardy, Are cometo have tome conference with his Grace; 
Asbeing got,your Father then in France, ( ates. Ile fignific ſo much unto him ſtraight. Exit, 
And his reiemblance,being not like the Duke. Buc. Ah ha,my Lord,this Prince isnot an Edward, { 
Withalil,I did inferre your Linearhents, He isnot lulling on a lewd Love-Bed: 
Being the right [des of your Father, Burt on his Knees,at Meditation: 
Both in your forme,and Noblenefſc of Minde: Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 
Layd open all your Viftories in Scotland, Bur meditating with two deepe Divines: 
Your Diſcipline in Warre, Wiſdome in Peace, Nor fleeping,to cngroſle his idle Body, 
Your Bounty, Verrue, faire Humility: But prayine,to enrich his watchfull Soule. 
Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpole, Happy were England, wouldthis vertuous Prince 
Vntouchr, or Neightly handled in diſcourſe. Take on his Grace the Soveraignty thereof. 
And when my Oratory drew toward cnd, Bur ture I tearc we ſhall not winne him ro it. 
| bid them that did love their Countries good, Major. Marry God defend his Grace ſhould fay us 
Cry,God fave RicharjEnglands Royall Kivg, nay- | | | 
Rich. Anddid they ſo? Buc. I fearc he will;here Catesby comes againes 
Bus. No,ſo God helpe me,they ſpake nota word, ' | 
But like dumbe Statues,or breathing Stones, Enter ( atesby. 
Star'd each on other,and look'd deadly pale: 
Which when I ſaw,1 reprehended them, Now Catesby,what faves his Grace? 
And ask*d the Major, what meant this wilfull filence? Cates. He wonde.s to what end you have afſembled 
His anſwer was,the le were not uſed Such trovpes of Citizens,to come to him. | 
To be ſpoke to,but by the Recorder. His Gracs notbeing warn'd thereof before: 
Then he was urg'd totell my Tale againe? He tcares,my Locd,you meane no good to him. 
| Thus = the Duke,thus hath the Duke interr'd, Bc. Sorry I am,my Noble Coulin ſhould 
| But nothing ſpoke,in warrant from himſclte. Suſpect me,that I mcaneno goodto him: 
| When he had done,ſome followersot mine owne, By Heaven, we come to him 1n perfit love, 
| Atlower cnd ofthe Hall,hurld up their Caps, Andſo once more returne,and tell his Grace. Exit. 
And ſome tenne voyces cry'd,God lave King Richard; W hen holy and devout Religious men 
And thus I tooke the vantage of thoſe few. Are at their Beades, 'tis much todraw them thence, 
Thankes gentle Citizens,and friends,quorh I, So ſweet is zealous Contemplation. 
This generall applaute,and chearefull thowr, 
Argues your wiſdome,and your love to Richard: Enter Richard aloft betweene two Bilbops. 
| Andeven here brake off,and came away. ; 
| Rib. What rongue-lelic Blockes were they, AMa.See where his Grace ſtands,tweentwo Clergy me. 
| Would they not ſpeake? Buc. Two Props of Vertue, fora Chriſtian Prince, 
| Will not the Major then,and his Brethren,come? To ſtay him from the fall of Vanity: 
| Bs. The Mayor is here at handantend ſome teare, And ſcea Booke of Prayer in his hand, 
| Benot you ſpoke with,but by mighty fuir: True Ornaments to know a holy man+ 
| Andlooke you geta Prayer-Booke in your hand, Famous Plawagener,molt gracious Prince, 
| And ſtand berweene two Church-men.good my Lord, | Lend tavourablecare to our requeſts, 
| For on that ground Ile makea holy Deſcane: And pardon us the interruption 
| Andbe not eafily woane to our requelts, Of thy Devorien,and righe Chriſtian Zeale. 
Play the Maids part, ſtill anfwer nay,and take ir. Rich. My Lord,there needesno ſuch Apology: | 
Ricb, I goc:and if you plead as well for them, I doe beſcech your Grace to pardon me, 
| AsTcanfay nay tothee for my ſelfe, Who earneſt 1n the ſervice of God, 
| Nodoubr we bring irtto a nappy iſſue. Deferr'd the viſitation of my friends. | 
Bc, Go,go up tothe , the Lord Major knocks. | Butleaving this, what is your Graces pleaſure? 
Buc. Even that(l hope) which pleaſcth God above, 
Enter the Major and Citizens, And allgood men,uf this ungovern'd Ile. 
Rich. I doe ſuſpect I havedone ſome offence, 
| Welcome,my Lord,I dance attendance here, That ſemes di{gracious in the Citieseye, 
_ | WI | 7thinkethe Duke will not be ſpoke withall. - And that you come to reprehend my 1gnorance. 
_\? LW ; Bue. You \ 
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Buc. You have,my Lord: 
Would it might pleate your Grace, 
On our cntreatics,to amend your fault. 
Rich. Elſe whercfore breathe 1 in a Chriſtian Land, 
Buc.Know then, it is your fault,that you religne 
The Supreme Scat,the Throne Majeſticall, 
The Sceptred Othice of your Anceſtors, 
Your State of Fortune,and your Deaw of Birth, 
The Lineall Glory of your Royail Houle, 
To the corruption of a blemiſhe Stock: ; 
Whiles in the mildaeſle of your fAlcepic thoughts, 
(Which here we waken to our Countries good , ) 
The Noble Ile doth want his proper Limmes: 
His Facedefac'd with skarres of Infamy, 
His Royall Stock grafft with ignoble Plants, 
And almoſt ſhouldred in the ſwallowing Gulfe 
Of darke Forgetfulneſſe,and deepe Oblivion, 
Which to recure,we heartily {olicite 
Your gracious ſclte ro take on you the charge 
And Kingly Governement of this your Land: 
Not as ProteQtor,Steward,Subſtitute, 
Or lowly FaRor,for anothers gaine; 
Burt as ſucceſſively,from Blood to Bloud, 
Your Right of Birth,, your Empyry,your owne- 
For this,conſorred with the Ciriz2ns, 
Your very Worſhipfull and loving friends, 
And by their vehement in{tigation, 
In this juſt Cauſe come I to move your Grace. 
Reich. I cannot tcll,if rodepart in ſilence, 
Or bitterly toſpeake in your reproote, 
Beſt firteth my Degree,or your Condition. 
For not to anſwer, you might haply thinke, 
Tonguc-ty'd Ambition,not replying, yeelded 
To beare the Golden Yoake of Soveraignrie, 
Which fondly you weuld here impoſe on me. 
If to reprove you for this ſuit of yours, 
So ſeaſon'd with your faithfull love tome, 
Then onthe other ſide I check'd my friends, 
Therefore to ſpeake,and roavoid the firſt, 
And then in ſpeaking,not to incurre the laſt, 
Definitively thus I an{iver you. 
Your love deſerves my thankes,but my deſert 
Vnmcritable,(hunnes your highrequeſt. 
Firſt,ifall Obſtacles were cut away, 
Andthat my Path were even tothe Crowne, 
 Asthe ripe Revenue, and due of Birth: 


- Yet ſo much is my poverty of ſpirit, 


So mighty,and ſo many my detects, 

That 1 would rathcr hide me from my Greatneſle, 
Being a Barke tobrooke no mighty Sea, 

Then in my Greatneſſe covetto be hid, 

Andin the vapour of my Glory ſmother'd, 

But God be thank'd,there is no need of me, 

And much Inced to helpe you, were there need: 
The Royall Tree hathleft us Royall Fruit, 

W hich mcllow'd by the ſtealing howres of time, 
Will well become the Seat of Majeſty, 

And make us(no doubt)happy by his Reigne. 
On bim I lay that, you would lay on me, 

The Right and Fortune of his happy Starres, 

W hich God defend rhat I ſhould wring from him. 


Buc, My Lord, thisargnes Conſcience in your Grace, 


But the reſpeRts thereof are nice,and triviall, 
All circumſtances well conſidered, 

You ſay,that Edward is your Brothers Sonne, 
So ſay we tov,but not by Edwerds Wife: 


a 


| 


— 
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For firſt was he contra& to LadyLcy, 
Your Motherlives a Witneſſe to his Vow; 
"And afterward by ſubſtitute betroth'd 
To Bona,Siſter to the King of France. 
Theſe borh pur off,a poore Petitioner, 
A Care-cras'd Mother toa many Sonnes, 
A Beauty-waining,and diſtreſſed Widow, 
Even inthe after-noone of her beſt dayes, 
Made prize and purchaſe of his wanton Eye, 
Scduc'd the pitch,and height of his degree, 
To baſe decienſion,and loath'd Biganue. 
By hcr,in his unlawfull Bed, he got 
This Edward, w hom our Manners call the Prince. 
More bitterly could I expoſtulate, 
Save that tor reverence to ſome alive, 
I givea ſparing limit tomy Tongue. 
Then good,my Lord,take to your Royall ſclfc 
This profter'd benefit of Dignity: 
It not to blefſe us and the Land withall, 
Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceſtry 
From the corruption of abuſing times, 
Vaco a Lineall true derived courſe. 
Aavr. Do good my Lord,your Citizens entreat you, 
Buc. Retuſe not,mighty Lord, this proffer'd love. 
( ates, O makethem joyfull,grant their lawfull ſuit. 
Rich. Alas,why would you heape this Care un me? 
I am unfit for State,and Majeſty: 
I doe beſcech you take it notamiſle, 
I carnot,nor I will not yeeld to you. 
Buc, It you refuſe it,as in love and zeale, 
Loth rodepoſe the Child-your Brothers Sonne, 
As well we know your tenderneſſe of heart, 
Andgentlc,kinde,effeminate remorte, 
Which we have noted in youto your Kindred, 
And cqually indeede toall Eſtates; 
Yet know,where you accept our ſuit,or no, 
Your Brothers Sonne ſhall never reigne our King, 
But we wall plant ſome other inthe Throne, 
Tothe diſgrace and downe-fall of your Houſc: 
And in this reſolution here we leave you. 
Come Cirizens,we will entreat no more. F xeunt, 
Cates. Call him againe,ſweet Prince,accept their ſuit; 
If you deny them, all the Land will rue it. 
Rich, Wull you enforce meto a world of Cares? 
Call them againe,l am not made of Stones, 
But penetrable to your kinde entreaties, 
Albcit againſt my Conſcienceand wy Soule. 
Emer Bucks ,nd the reſt. 
Couſin of Bucki ſage grave men, 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 
To veare her burthen, whether, T will or no, 
I mult have patience toendure the Load: 
Bur if black Scandall,or foule-fac'd Reproach, 
Att2nd the ſequell of your Impoſition, 
Your meere enforcement ſhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ſtaynes thereof, 
For God doth know,and you may partly ſec, 
How farre 1 am from thedefire of this. 
: Maier. God bleſſe your Grace,wvee ſee it,and will 
ay It; 
Rich, In laying {o,you ſhall but ſay the truth. 
Buec. Then Ifalute you withthis Royall Title, 
Long live King Richard , Englands worthy King. 
All. Amen, 
Buc. Tomorrow may it pleaſe you to be Crown'd? 


Rich. Even when you pleaſe,for you will have it (0- 
Buck, To. 
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Buc. To morrow then we willattcend your Grace, 
And ſo molt joyfully we take our leave. 

Rich, Come,let us roour holy Worke againe, 
Farewell my Couſins, farewell gentle friends. 


Excunt. 


_ _ — ie D—_ ——<— —_— —_—_— 
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Atlus Quartus.Scena Prima, 
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Enter the 2 ueene, Anne Nucheſſe of Glouceſter the 
Ducheſſe of Torks, and Marqueſſe Dorſet, 


Dach.Torke. Who meetes us heere? 
My Necce Plartagenet, 
Led iathe hand oft her kind Aunt of Gloſter? 
Now, for my Life,ſhee's wandring tothe Tower, 
Onpure hearts love,to greet the tender Prince. 
Daughter, well mcr. 
An. God giveyour Graces both a happy 
And a joyfull time of day. 
2s, As much to you,good Siſter: whither away? 
An. No farther thenthe Tower,and as I gucſle, 
Vpon the like devotionas your {clves, 
To gratulate the gentle Princes there. 
2«, Kind Siſter thankes,wee'te enter all rogether: 


Enter the Litutenant. 


And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. 
Maiſter Lieutenant, pray you,by your leave, 
How doth the Prince,and my young Sonne of Yorke? 

Lex. Right well, deare Madame:by your patience, 
I may not fuffer you to viſit them, 

The Kirg hath ſtriQly charg'd the contrary. 

2%. the King?who's that? 

Lies. I meane,the Lord Proteftor. 

2%. The Lo. dprote him from that Kingly Title. 
Hath be ſet bounds berweene their lo-e,and me? 
i{amtheir Mother,who ſhall barre me from them? 

Dxob. Yorke. I amtheir Fathers Mother, 1 will ſee 
them. 

An. Their Aunt T am in law,in love their Mother: 
Then bring meto their ſights, Ile beare thy blame, 

And rake thy Odhice from thee,on my peril. 

Lies, No,Madame,no,lI may nor lcave it fo: 

| lam bound by Oath,and thercfore pardon mes , 


| E xit Lieutenant» 


| w- Emer Stanley. 


| Stex.Letme but meet you Ladies one howre hence, 
| Andlle ſalute your Grace of Yorke as Mother, 
| And reverend looker on of two faire Queenes. « 
| Come Madame,you mult ſtraight to Weſtminſter, 
| There to be crowned Richards Royall Queenes 
| 2%. Ah,cur my Laceaſunder, 
hat my pent heart may have ſome ſcope to beat, 
| Orelfe Itwoone with this dead-killing newes. 
An, Deſpightfull tidings,O unplealing newes. 
oh book good cheare : Mother , how fares your 
; Lrace? 
| £#.O Dorſet, ſpeake not to me,get thee gone, 
Death and Deſtzution dogges on atthy hecles, 
' Thy Mothers Name is onrinousto Children. 
' thou wilt out-ſtrip Death,goe croſſethe Seas, 


— — — 


— 
z 


4 Iromy CI and reſt lye with mee. 
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And live with Richmond, from the reach of Hell. 
Goe hyc thee, hye thee from this laughter-houſe, 
Leſt thou encreaſe the numberof thedead, 
And make me dyethe thrall of Margarers Curſe, 
Nor Mother, Wife,nor Englands counted Queene. 
Stan, Full of wiſe carezis this your counſaile, Madame: 
Take all the fiwift advantage of thehowres: 
You ſhall have Letters from me to ny Sonne; 
In your behalfe,to meet you on the way: 
Be not ta'ne tardy by unwiſe delay, 
Dae. Tor. O iltdiſperſing Winde of Miſery, 
O my accurſed Wombe,the Bed of Death: 
A Cockatrice haſt thou hatchttothe World, 
Whoſe vpavoided Eye is murtherous. 
Stan, Come, Madame,come,f inall haſte was ſent. 
es. And I with all unwillingneſſe will goe. 
O would to God,that the incluſive Verge | 
Ot Golden Metrall,that muſt round my Brow, 
Were red hot Stcele,to ſeare me to the Braines, 
Anoynted let me be with deadly Venone, 
And dye ere men can ſay,God fave the Queene. 
Os. Goe,goe,poore ſouke,I enviengt thy glory, 
Totced my humor, with thy felfe no harme. 
An. No:why?When he that is my Husband now, 
ameto meas | follow'd Hemries Corſe, 
When ſcarce the blood was well waſht from his hands, 
W hich iflued from my other Angell Husband, 
And that deare Saint, which then I weeping follow'd: 
O,when 1 ſay, look'd on Richards Face, 
This was my Wiſh:Be thou(quoth Iaccurſt, 
For making me,{o young,foold a Widow: 
And when thou wed'ſt,let ſorrow haunt thy Bed: 
And bethy Wife, if any be ſo mad, 
More miſerable,by the Lite of thee, 
Then thou haſt made me,by my deare Lords death. 
Loe,ere I can repeat this Curſe againe, 
Within {o ſmall atime,myV omans heart 
Groſlſcly grew captive to Ms honey words, 
And prov'd the fubjet of mine owne Soules Curſe, - 
Which hitherto hath held mine cyes from reſt: 
For never yet one howre in his Bed 
Did I enjoy the golden deaw of ſleepe, 
But with his timorous Dreames was ſtill awak'sd. 
Beſides, he hates me for my Father Warwicke, 
And qr — berid by me. 
2s. Poore adieu,l pitty thy complaining. 
An. No more , then with my ſoule I -n £0 for 
ours. 
: Dorſ. Farewell,thou wotull welcommer of glory. 
Anne. Adicu, poore 1ſoule, that tak'it thy leave 
of it, 
Duc. Torke. Go to Richmond,to Dorſet,to Ame, tothe 
L #eene,and good fortune guide thee, 
Gothouto Richard, and good Angels tend thee, 
Go thoa to SanRuary,and good thoughts poſleſle thee; 


Eighty odde yeeres of ſorrow have | ſcene, 
And each howres joy wrackt witha weeke of teene. 

2, Stay,yet looke backe with me vnto the Tower. 
Pirty,you ancient Stones, thoſe tender Babes, | 
Whom Envie hath immur'd within your Walls, 


Rough Cradle for ſuch little pretty ores, * 
Rude Nurſe,old ſullen Play-fcllow, 
For Princes:uſe my Babies well; 


$0 fooliſh Sorrowes bids your Stones farewell. 
Exemnnt., 


Sound 
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Sound a Sonnet. Enter Richard in pompe,Buc- 
bing ham, C atesby, Ratchſfe, Lovel, 


Rich. Stand all apart. Couſin of Buckingham. 
Buck.My gracious Soveraigne- 
Rich. Len thy hand. Sound. 
Thus high,by thy advice,and thy aſliſtance, 
Is King Richard (cared: 
But ſhall we weare theſe Glories for a day? 
Or ſhall they laſt and we rejoyce inthem? 
Bc. Still live tbey,and for cver lcc them laſt. 
Rich. Ah Buckingham,now doe I play the Touch, 
Totry if thou be currant Gold indeed: 
Young Edwerdlives,thinke now what I would ſpeake» 
Buck, Say on my loving Lord. ; 
Rich, Why Backingham,1 ſay | would be King. 
Buc. Why ſo you are, my thrice-renowned Lord, 
Rich. Ha ? am | King? 'tis ſo:but Edward lives. 
Buc. True,Noble Prince. 
Rich, O bitter conſequence! 
That Edward (till ſhould live true Noble Prince, 
Couſin,thou waſt not wontto be ſo dull. 
Shall I be plaine?I wiſh the Baſtards dead, 
AndI would have it ſuddenly perform'd. _ 
What ſay'ſt thou now ? ſpeake tuddenly,be briefe. 
Bac. Your Grace may doe your plealure. 
Ricb. Tut,tut,thou arr all Ice,thy kindnefle freezes: 
Say, have I thy conſent,that they ſhall dye? 

B«.Give me ſome little breath,ſome pawſe,deare Lord, 
Before I poſitively ſpeake in this: 
I will reſolve you herein preſently. Exit Buck, 

(ates. The King is augry,ſce he gnawes his Lippe. 

Rich. 1 will converſe with Tron-witted Fooles, 
And unreſpeive Boyes:noneare for me, 
That looke into me with conſiderate eyes, 
High-reaching Buck:mgham growes circumſpeR. 
Boy. 

Page. My Lord. 

Rich, Know'ſt thoa not any,whom corrupting Gold 
Will tempt unto a cloſe exploit of Death? 

Page. | knowa diſcomented Gentleman, 
Whole humble meancs match not his haughty ſpirit: 
Gold were as goed as twenty Orators, 


1 Acd wili(no, doubt )tempt bim to any thing. 


Rich. W hat is his Name? 

Pag. His Name,my Lord,is Twrel. 

Rich. I partly know the man:goe call him hither, 
Boy. Ex. 
The deepe revolving way RS 
No more ſhall be the neighbor to my counſailes. 
Hath he ſo long held out with me,untyr'd, 
And ſtops he now for breath? Well,be it ſo. 


Emer Stanley. 


How now,Lord —_ —_—r_— —_— is 
Stanley. Know my loving D 
As I heare,is fled to Richwond, 
In the parts where he abidcs. 
At. Come hither Catesby, rumor itabroad, 


That Anne my Wife is very grievous ficke, 


| 


I will take order tor her keeping cloſe. 
_—_ me out ſome meane + Gentleman, 
W hom I will ſtraight to Clarence Daughter: 
The Boy is tooliſh,and I feare not him. 

Looke how thou dream'ſt:1 ſay agine, give out, 

That Anne,my Queenejis ficke,and like to dye. 
About it,for it ſtands me much upon 

To ſtopall hopes,whoſe growth may dammage me, 
I muſt be married to my Brothers Daughter, 

Or elſe my Kingdome ſtands on brittle Glaſſe: 
Murther her Brothers,aud then marry her, 
Vricertaine way of gaine. But Iam in 

So farre in blood,that ſinne will pluck on ſinne, 
Teare-falling Pitty dwellsnotin this Eye. 


Emer Tyrrel. 


Is thy Name Tyrrel? 

Tw. James Tyrrel, and your moſt obedient ſubjeR. 

Rich, Art thou indeed? 

Tyr. Prove mc, my gracious Lord. 

Rich. Dar'ſt thourclolveto kill a friend of mine? 

Tyr. Pleaſe you: 

But I had rather kill two enemics. 

Rich, Why then thou haſt i::two deepe enemies, 
Foesro my Reſt,and my ſweet ſleepes diſturbers, 
Are they that I would have thee deale upon: 
oy _ _ Baſtards in the Tower. 

. Let me have meanestocometot 
Ani fooce Ilerid ro the feare of —_ 

Rich, Thou ling'ſt ſweet Muſique: 
Hearke,come hither 7; 

Goe by this token:riſc,and lend thine Eare, 
There is no more but ſo:ſay it is done, 
And1 will love thee,and preferre thee for it. 

Tyr. 1 will diſpatch it ſtraight. Exit, 


Enter Buckingham. 


Buc. My Lord,I have confider'd in my minde, 
The late requeſt that you dzd ſonand me in. 

Rich. Weli,letthat reſt: Dorſet is fied to Richmond, 

Bae. I hcare the newes,my Lord. 

Rich. Stanley,hee is your Wives Sonne: well, looke 
unto it. 

Buc. My Lord,I clayme the gift,my due by promiſe, 
For which your Honor and your Faith 1s ——_ be 
rr of - == moveables, 

ich you havepromiſed I cle. 

Rich. Stanley looke to your Wikis convey 
Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it. 

B»c. Whatſayes your Highnefſe romy juſt requeſt? 

Reb. I doc remember me, Henry the Sixt 
Did prophecy,that Rickmond ſhould be King, 

W hen Richmond was a little peeviſh Boy, 
A King perbaps. 

Bue. May it pleaſe you to reſolve me in niy ſuit. 

Kich. Thou troubleſt me, 1 am not in the veine, Ex# 

Buc, Andis itt he my deepe ſervice 
With ſuchco made I him King for this? 
O ler me thinke on Heſtings,and be gone 
To Brecnock,while my Head is on. 


Emer Tyrrel, + 
Tyr. The tyrantous and bloody Att is done," 
The moſt arch deed of pittious maſſacre 


W hifjers. 


Exit. 


That 
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That ever yetthis Land was guilty of: 

Dighton <. Forreſt,vvbom 1 didſuborne 

Todo this peece of cuthfull Butchery, 

Albeit they were fletht V illaines, bloudy Dogges, 
Melted with tendernefle, and mitde compallion, 
Wept like to Children,in their deaths ſad Story. 
Ochus(quoth Digbron)lay the gentle Babes: 
Thus,thus(quoth Forre#)girdling one another 
Within their Alablaſter innocent Armes: 

Their lips were foure red Roſes ona ſtalke, 

And in their Summer Beauty kiſt cach other. 

A Booke of Prayers on their pillow lay, 

Which one(quoth Forreſt )almoſt chang'd my minde: 
But oh the Divell, there the Villaine ſtopt: 

When Dighton thus told on, we ſmothered 

The moſt repleniſhed ſweet worke of nature, 

That from the prime Creation cre ſhe framed: 
Hence both are gone with Conſcience and Remorſe, 
They could not ſpeake, and (o[ leftthem both, 

To beare theſe tydings to the bloudy King. 


Enter Richard. 


And heere he comes. All health my Soveraigne Lord. 
Ric.Kinde Tirrell,am I happy in thy Newes. 
Ti. Iftohave done the thing you gave in charge, 
Be get your happineſſe, be happy then, 
For it is done. ” 
Richs But did'cſt thou ſee them dead? 
Ti. 1 did my Lord. 
Rich, And buried gentle Tirol? 
' Ti, The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them, 
| But where(to ſay rhetruth)I do not know. 
| Rich. Come to me Tirrel ſoone,and after Supper, 
| When thou there ſhale tell the proceſle of their death» 
' Meane time, but thinke how I may do thee good, 
And be inheritor of thy defire, 
' Farewell till then. 
Ti. 1 humbly take leave. | 
Rich, The Sonne of Clarerce have I pent up cloſe, 
His daughter meanly bave I matcht in marriage, 
| The Sonnes of Edward (1 in eAbrehams boſome, 
| And Awnemy wife hath bid this world good night, 
Now for I know the Britaine Richmond ay mes 
At yong Ekzabeth my Brothers daughter, 
| And by thatknot lookes proudly on the Crowne, 
| To her go1, a jolly thriving wooer., 


| 


Emer Ratcli Os 
' 


Kat. My Lord. 
Bok Good or bad newes,that thou com'lt in ſo 
ntly? 
Rar. Bad news my Lord, oxrten is fled to Richmond, 
| And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welſhmen 
| [s1nthe field, and ſtill his power encreaſeth. 
Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neere, 
| Then Buckingham and his raſh levied Strength. 
| Come,l havelearn'd,that fearfull commenting 
Isleaden ſervitor todu!l delay. 
Delay leades impotent and Snaile-pac'd Beggery: 
| then fiery expedition be my wing, 
| loves Mercury,and Herald for a King: 
| Go muſter men:My counſagle is my Sheeld, 


| We muſt be breefe,when Traitors brave the Field. 
Exemnt. 


| O upright, juſt,and true-diſpoſing 


Scana Tertia, 


Emer old Ducene Margot, 


Car. So now proſperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the CY death: 
Heere intheſe Conkines flily have I lurkt, 
To watch the waining of mine enemies. 
A dire induction,am | witneſle to, 
And will to France, hoping the conſequence 
Will prove as bitter,blacke,and Tragicall. 
Withdraw thee wretched Margeret,who comes heere? 


Enter Dutcheſſe and L neene. 


L#, Ah my poore Princes lah my tender Babes! 

My unblowne Howers , —_—— {weets: 

It yet your gentle ſoules flye in the Ayre, 

And be not tixt in doome perpetuall, 

Hover about me with your ayery wings, 

And heare your mothers Lamentation.. 

CMar. Hover about her,ſay that right for right 

Hath dim'd your Infant morne,to Aged night. 
Dat. So many muſeries have craz'd my voyce, 

That my woe-wearied tongue is ſtill and mute. 

Edward Plantagenet,why art thou dead? 

. Mas. Þ latagenet doth quit F cnet, 

Edward for Edward,payes a dying debt. 

.2#. Wilt thou,O God,flye trom ſuch gentle Lambs, 

And throw them inthe intrailes of the Wolfe? 

Why didſt thou ſleepe , when ſuch adeed was done? 
Mar. When holy Henry dyed,and my ſwee Sonne. 
Dx. Dead life,blind ſight,poore morrtall living ghoſt, 

Woes Scene, Worlds ſhame,Graves due, by life uturpt, 

Breefe abſtraR and record of tedious dayes, 

Reſt thy unreſt on Englands lawfull earth, _ 

Vnlaw fully made drunke with innocent blood. 
2s, Ah thatthou would'ſt aſſoone affoord a Grave, 

As thou canſt yeeld a melancholly feate: 

Then would I hide my bones not reſt them heere, 

Ah who hath any cauſeto mourne but wee? 

Mar. If ancient ſorrow be molt reyerent, 

Give mine the benefit of ſigneury, 

And let my greetes trowne on the upper hand 

If ſorrow can admit Socicty, 

I had an Edward,till a Richard kill'd him: 

I had a Husband,tilla Richard kill'd him: 

Thou haſt an £dwed,till a Richard all'd hian: 

Thou had'ſt a Richerd, till a Richard kill'd bim. 

Dat. 1 had a Richardtoo and thou did'ſt kill him; 

I hada Rutland tuo,thou holp't to Kill him. 

Mar. Thou had'ſt a Clirence too, 

And Richard kill'd him. 

From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crepe 

A Hell-hound that doth bunt us all to death: | 

That Dogge. that had his teeth before his cyes, 

To worry Lambes,and lap their gentle blood: | 

That foule defacer - $ _ w—_ 

That reignes in eyes of weeping (oules: 

That ting Tos of thecarth, 

Thy wombe ler looſe tochaſe us to our graves. | 


_ 4 


God, 


How do I thanke thee,that this carnall Curre 


Prepes | 
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Preyes on the iſſue of his Mothers body, 
phe pics her Pue-fellow with others mone. 
Dat. Oh Harries wite, triumph not in my woes: 
God witneſſe with me,I have wept for thine. 
Mar. Beare with me : I am hungry for revenge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead,that kill'd my Edward, 
Theother Edward drad,to quit my Edward: 
Yong Yorke, he is but boote,becauſe both they 
Matcht not the high perfetion of my loſle. 
Thy Clarence he is dead,that ſtab'd my Edward, 
And the bebolders of this frantickeplay, 
Thradulterate Haſtings, Rivers, Yaughan,Gray, 
Vntimely ſmother'd in their dusky Graves. 
Richard yetlives,Heis blacke Intciligencer, 
Onely reſerv'd their FaRtoryto buy ſoules, 
And ſend then thither:But at band,zt hand 
Inſues hispittious and urpittied end. 
Earth gapes,Hell burnes, Fiends reare, Saints pray, 
To have him ſodainly convey'd from hence: 
Cancell his bond of lifc,deere God I pray, 
ThatI may live and ſay, The Dogge is dead. 
Qs. O thoudid'ſt pr-pheſie,the time would come, 
That I ſhould wiſh for theeto helpe me curſe 
That bottel'd Spider,that foule bunch-back'd Toad. 


I cali'd thee then,poore Shadow,painted Queene, 
The preſentation of but what1 was; 
The flattering Index of a direfull Pageant, 
One heav'd a high,to be hurl'd downe below: 
A Mother onely mockt with two faire Babes; 
A dreame of what thou walt, a gaciſh Flagge 
To be the ayme of every ous Shor; 
A ſigne of Dignity, Breath,a Bubble: 
A Queene in leaſt,onely to fill the Scene. 
Where is thy Husband now? W bere be thy Brothers? 
Where bethy two Sonnes? W herein doſt thou Ioy? 
W ho ſues,and kneeles,and ſayes,God ſave the Queene? 
Where bethe bending Peercs that flattered thee? 
Wherecbe the thronging Troopes that followed thee? 
Declineall this,and {ec what now thou art, 
For bappy Wite,a moſt diſtreſſed Widdow: 
For joytull Mother, one that wailesthe name: 
For one being ſucdte,one that humbly ſues: 
For Quecne, a very Caytiffe, crown'd with care; 
For ſhe that ſcorn'd at me, now {corn'd of me: 
For ſhe being feared of all,now tearing oe: 
For ſhe commanding all,obey'd of none. 
Thus hath the courſe of Iultice whirl dabont, 
Ad lcft thee but a very prey to time, 
Having no more but Thought of what thou waſt, 
To torture thee the more, being whatthou art, 
Thou didſt uſrpe my place, and doſt thou not 
Vſurpethe juſt proportion of my Sorrow? 
Now thy proud Necke, bearcs halfe my burtben'd yoke, 
From which,even heere I {lip my wearied head, 
And leave the burthen of it all,on thee. 
Farewell Yorkes wife, and Queene of fad miſchance, 
Theſe Engliſh woes, ſhall make me ſmile in France, 
Qs. O thou well skili*d in Cures,ſtay a-while, 
And teach me how to curſe mine enemies. 
Afar. Forbeare toſleepe the night, and faſt the day: 
Compare dead happineſſe, with living woe: 
| Thinke that thy Babes were ſweeter then they were, 
And hethat ſl:w them fowler then he is: 
| Bett'ring thy loſſe, makesthe bad cauſer worſe, 


Mar. I call'd thee then , vaine flouriſh of my fortune: 


CO  mumq——m—_— 


Revolving this,will teach thee how to Curſe. 
Qs. My word aredull,O quicken them with thine, 
| Mar, Thy woes will make them ſharpe, 
Andpiercelike mine, Exit Margaret, 
Dme. Why ſhould be full of words? 
Qs. Windy Atturnies totheir Cliens Woes, 
Ayery ſuc sof inteſtine joyes, 
Poore breathing Orators of miſcries, 
Let them have ſcope,though what they will impart, 
Helpe nothing els,yet do they caſe the hart. 
Dee. It ſo then,be not Tongue-ty'd:go with me, 
And in the breath of bitter words,let's \mother 
My damned Son,that thy two ſweet Sonnes ſmother'd, 
The Trumpetſounds,be copious in exclaimes. 


Enter King Richard,and his Traine, 


Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition? 
Dat. O ſhe,that might have intercepted thee 


| By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed wombe, 


Fromall the ſlaughters(Wretch)that thou haſt done, 
Qsz.Hid'(t thou that Forhead with a Golden Crowne 
Where't ſhould be branded,if that right were right? 
The ſlaughter of thePrircethat ow'd that Crowne, 
And the dyre death of my poore Sonnes,and Brothers. 
Tell me thou Villaine-ſlave,where are my Children? 
Dat. Thuu Toad,thou Toade, 
W here is thy Brother Clarence? 
And little Ned Plantagenet his Sonne? 
Qs. Whercisthe gentle Rivers, Yang han,Grap? 
Dut. Where is kinde Haſtings? 
Reh. A flouriſh Trumpets, ſtrike Alarum Drummes; 
Let notthe Heavens heare theſe Tell-rale women 
Raile onthe Lords Annointed. Strike 1 (ay. 
: Flowriſs, Alarums. 
Either be patient,and intreat me fayre, 
Or withthe clamorous report of Warre, 
Thus will I drowne your exclamations. - - 
Dat. Artthou my Sonne? 
Rich, I, Ithanke Ged,my Father,and your ſelfe; 
Dwt.Thenpatiently heare my impatience. 
Rich, Madam,I havea touch of your condition, 


That cannot brooke the accent of reproote. 

Dat. O |ct me ſpeake. 

Rich. Dothen,bur Ile not heare. 

Du. 1 wilibe milde,and gentle in my words, 

Rsch. Ard breefe(good Mother)for I am in haſt, 

Dut. Art thou ſo haſty?I have ſtaid for thee 
(God knowes)in torment and in agony. 

aw? And came Int at laſt tro comfort you? 

wr. No by the holy Rood,thou know'lt it well, 

Thoucanvlt on earth,to make the carth my Hell. 
A greevous burthen was thy Birth to me, 
Tetcby and wayward was thy Infancy. 
Thy School-daies frightfull,deſp'rate,wwilde,and turious, | 
Thy prime of Man ing,bold,and venturous: | 
Thy Age confirm' ſubtle,ſlye,and bloody, | 
More milde,but yet more harmfull;Kinde in hatred: | 


W hat comfortable houre canſt thou name, 
That ever grac'd me with thy company? 


Rich. Faith none,but Hamfrey Hewer, 


That call d your Grace 
To dreakea ent of my company. 
Ifi beſo diſgraciousinyour eye, 
Let me martchon,and not offend your Madam. 
Strike up the Drumme. 
Dm. 1 prythee heare me ſpeake. 


__- 


- 
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Rich, You ſpeake too bitterly. | Lave. Flatter my ſorrow with report of it : 
Dut. Heare nic a word : y 1g] Tell me, what State, what Dignity, what Honor, 
For [ ſhall never ſpeake to rhee againe. | Canſt thou deviſe toany child of mine- 
Rich. So. o—_ Rich. Even all I have ; I, and wy (elfeand all, 
Dat, Either thou wilt dye, by Gods juſt ordinance | WHIT wichall indow a child of thine ; 
Ere from this warre thou turnea Conquetor : P So in the Lethe of thy angry ſoule, - 
Or 1 with griefeand extreame Age (hall periſh, - -. | Thoudrownethe fad remembrance of thoſe wrongs, 
And never more behold thy face againe. Which thou tuppoſtdt I have done to thee. 
Therefore take with thee my molt greivous Curſe, Vee. Be breite, lealt that the procelſle of thy kindnefle 
Which in the day of Battell tyre thee more Laſt telling then thy kindnefle date. 
Then all the compleat Armour that thou wear'it. Rich. Then know; «+ » wela 1 2 
My Prayers on the adverſe party fight, Tha: from my Soule, I love thy Daughters  _;,./; | 
Andthcrethe little foules of FdeerdrChildren, Lee. My daughtery Mother thinkesit with her'ſoule. } 
| Whiſperthe Spirits of thine Enemies, | Rich. What doe you thinke? _ | + | 
; And promiſe them Succeſle and Victory : | £2». Thatthou doſblove my daughter from thy ſoule 
| Bloudy thou art, bloudy will be thy end : So from thy toales love diditthouloye her Brothers, 


' Shame ſerves thy bfe; and doththy death atterid. Exit. And from my hearts love, I doe chanke thee for ir. 
| nee. Though far more cauſe, yet much lefle ſpirit to | K:cb, Be nor (o hally to confound my meaning: 


| Abides in me; | fay Amento her. | (curſe | I meanethat with'my; Llovethy daughter 
Rich. Stay Madam, 1 mult talke a word with you. And doe intend to makgber Queene of England. | 
2 ae. 1 haveno more ſonnes of the Royall blood us Well then, who dolt thou mcan ſhallbe her King. 
For thee to ſlaughter. For my Daughters (Richard) Rich, Even he that her Queenes - 
They ſhall be praying Nunnes, not weeping Queenes: | Whoelle ſhould be -- ; — | 
And therefore levell not to hit their lives. wer,” What, thou 2 | py 
Rich. You havea daughter call'd Elizabeth, Rich. Evenſo : Howthinke you of it ? 
Vertuous and Faire, Royall and Gracious « mee. How canſt thouwooe her? 
2 wee. And mult ſhe dye for this? O kt her live, Rich. T hat I would Jearne of you, 
And Ile corrupt her Manners, ſtaine ber Beauty , As one being belt acquainted with her humour, 
Slander my (clte, as falſe ro Edwards bed : Lage. And wilt thou learne of me ? 
Throw over her the vaile of infamy, Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 
So ſhe may live unſcarr'd of bleeding (laughter, mee. Send to hes by the man that flew her brothers, 
| will contefle ſhe was not Edwards - vr ao A pazre-of bleeding hearts: thereon ingrave 
Rich, W roug not her Byrth, ſhe is a Royall Princeſſe. | Eawerd and Yorke, then haply will ſhe weepe : 
Lmee, Toſae her life, Ile tay ſhe is not ſo, Therefore pyelentto her, as ſometime Margaret 
| #x<, Herlite is ſafeſt onely in her byrth. Did to thy father, (tceptin Ruclands blood, | 
| 2x. Andonely in that ſatety, dyed her Brothers. | A hand-kerchiete, which ſay to herdid dreyue _ 
| Kich. Loe auyheir Birth, good (tarres were oppofite. | The purple ſappe from her tweer brothers body, | 
| 2#. No, totheir lives, ll friends were contrary, | Andvid her wipe her weeping eyes withall, 
| Rich. Allunavoyded is the doome of Deſtiny. If chis inducement move hecnor tolove, 
Lue, True » when avoyded grace makes Deſtiny. Send her a Letter of thy Noble deeds z 
My Babes were deſtin'd coa fairer death, Tell her,thou mad'it away her Vnckle Clarenge, - 
If grace hadbleſt thee with a fairer life. Her Vnckle &vers, 1 (and for her fake) 
Rich. You ſpeake as if that I had laine my Coſins? - | Mad ſtquicke conveyance with her good Auntefwne, | 
Lee. Colins indeed, and by their Vnckle couzends ' | Kich. You mocke me Madam, this isnot the way | 
Of Comfort, Kingdome,Kindred, Freedome, Life, To win your daughter, 
Whoſe hand ſoever lanch'd their tender hearts, wee. There 13no other way, 
Thy hea | (all indirectly) gave direction. Vnlctſe thou could'lt put on ſome other 
No doubt the murd'rous Knife was dull and blunt, And not be Richard, that hath done allthis. 
Till it was whetted on thy ſtone-hard heart, Rich. Say that [ did ail this for love of her. 
To revell in the Intrailes of my Lambes, Aue.Nay then indeed ſhe cannot chooſe but hate thee, 
But that ſtill uſe of griefe, makes wilde gricte tame, Having bought love, with ſuch a bloody ſpoile. | 
My tongue ſhould to thy earcs not name my Boyes, Rich. Looke what is done, cannot be now amended : 
Till that my Nayles were anchot'd in thine yes: Men ſhall deale unadviſedly ſometimes, | 
' Ardlin lucha deſp'rate Bay ot deat h, Which after-houres gives leyſure to repents L 
Like a poore Barke, of failes and tackling retr, If I did take the Kingdome from your Sonnes, | 
| Ruſhallropeeces onthy Rocky boſeme. To make amends, Ile give it to your daughter : | 
| Rib, Madam, ſothrive 1 in my enterprize If I have kill'd the iſlne of your wombe, 
| | And dangerous ſucceſſe of bloody warres, To quicken your encreale, [ will beget 
As intend more good to you and yours, | Mine iſſue of your blood, upoy your daughter : 
| Then ever you _ yours by me were barm'd. A Grandams name is little lefle in love, 


nee, What good is cover'd with the face of heayen, | Then is thedoting Title of a Mother ; oY 


| To bediſcovered, thatcan doe me good? Thaggre as Children bur one (tep below, | 
| | Rich. Th'advancement of your children, gentle Lady | Even of your merrall, of your very blogd : 
nee. Vp to ſome Scaffold, there toloſe their =» > Ofall one paine, fave for a night of groanes | 
| Rb. Vnto the dignity aud height of Fortune, Endur'd of ber, for whom you bid like ſorrow, 
| The high Imperiall Type ofthis carths glory, | Your Children were vexation to your youth, | 
| { u Bne 
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But mine ſhall be a comfort to your Age, 

The loſſe you have, is but a Sonne being King, 
And by that lofle, your Daughter is Queene. 
I cannot make you what amends I would, 


| Therefore accept ſuch kindueſſe as I can. 


Dorſet your Sonn:, that witha fearctull ſoule 
Leads diſcontented ſteppes in Forraine ſoyle, 
This faire Alliance, quickly ſhalicall home 
To high Promotions, and great Dignity. 
The King that calles your beuteous dat ghter wife, 
Familiarly ſhall call 7 s Dorſet, brother : 
Againe ſhall you be Mother toa King : 
Andallthe Ruines of diſtreſſcfult Times, 
Repair'd with double Riches of Content. 
What? we have many goodly to ſee : 
The liquid drops of Teares that you have ſhed, 
Shall comeagaine, rtanform'd to Orient Pearle, 
Advantzging their Love, with intereſt 
Ofter-times double gaine of happiueſle. 
Goe then (my Mother) rothy r goe, 
Make bold her'baſhfull yearcs, withyaor experience, 
Prepare her cares tbheare a Wootss Tale, __ 
Put in her tender heart, ch'aſpiring Flame — 5 7 
Of Golden Soveraignty : Acquaint the Princefle 
Wi ththe {weet (ilent houres of Marria joyes ; 
And when this Arme of mine hath chaltili | 
The petty Rebell, duli-brain'd Buckingham, 
Bound with Triumphant Gariandswiil I come, 
And leade thy daughter ro a Conquerors bed: 
To whom I will retatle my Conqueſt wonne, 
And ſhe ſhall be ſole ViRtoreſſe, Ceſars Ceſar. * 
Fne, What wereT beſt to fay, ber Fathers brother 
Would be her Lord ? Or ſhall I ſay her Vnkle? -- 
Or he that flew her Brothers, and her Vnkles ? 
Vnder what Title ſhall I wooe for thee, 
That God, the Law, my Honor, and her Love, 
Can make ſee:ne pleaſing to her tender yeeres? 
Rich. liferre faire England's peace by this Alliance. 
2%. W hich ſhe ſhall purchaſe with (till aſting'warre. 
Rb. Tell her, the King that may command, intreats. 
Qs. That at her hands, which the kings King forbids 
Rich, Say ſhe hall be a high and mighry Queene. _ 
2m. To vaile the Title, as her Mother doth, 
Rich, $2y I willlove her everlaſtingly. 
Qs. But how long ſhall that title ever laſt ? 
Rich, Swcetly in force, unto her faire lives end. 
2s. But how long faircly ſhall her ſweet life laſt ? 
Rich. Aslong as heaven and Naturelengthens it. 
2*. Aslong as hell and Richerdlikes of it. 
Rich. Say, 1 her Soveraigne, am her Subjet low. 
2s, But ſhe your Subjc&t, lorhes ſuch Soveraignty. 
Rich, Be cloquent in my bchalfe to her, 
2s, An honcſtrale ſpeeds beſt, being plainly told. 
Rich. Then plainly to her, tell my loving tale. 
9s, Plaine and nor boneſt, istoo harſh a ſtyle, 
Rich. Your Reaſons are too ſhallow, and to quicke. 
.2n. O no, my Reaſons are too deepe and dead, 
Too dcepeand dead (poore Infants) in their graves, 
Harpe on it ſtill ſhafl I, till heart-ſtrings breake. 
Rich. Harpe not on that ſtring Madam, that is paſt. 
Now by my G , my Gartcr,and my Crowne. 
2ue, Prophan'd, diſhonor'd, and the third ulurgy. 
Rich, 1\weare. 
2 ne. By nothing, for this isno Oath: 
Thy George prophan'd, hath loſthis Lordly honor ; 
Thy Garter blemiſh'd, pawn'd his Kingly Vertne g] 


Thy Crowne uſurp'd, diſgrac'd his Kingly Glory : 
If jomething thou would'it ſweare to be beleev'd, 
Sweare then by ſomething, that thou haſt not wrong'd, 
Rich. Then by my {clfe, 
2s, Thy ſelte, is ſelfe-miſus'd, 
Ricb. Now by the World, 
2%. *Tis full of thy foule wrongs. 
Rich. My Fathers death. © 
2p. Thy life hath it diſhonor'd. 
Rich, Why then, by Heaven. 
Due. Heavens is moſt of all : 
If thou didd'ſt feare to breake an Oath with him, 
The vnity the King-my husband made, 
Thou had'ſt not broken, nor my brothers died. 
If thou had'ſt frar'd to breake an oath by him, 
Th'imperiall mertall, circling now thy head, 
Had grac'd the tender of my child, 
And both the Princes had breathing heere, 
W hichnow two tender Bed-folowes for duſt, 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Wormes. 
W hat can'ſt thou ſweare by now? | 
Rich, The time to come. 
ze. That thou hai wronged in the time ore-palt : 
For 1 my ſcIfe have many teares to waſh 
Heereatter time, for time palt, wrong d by thee. 
The Children live, whoſe Fathers thou haſt ſlaughter'd, 
Vngovern'd youth, to waile it with their age: 
The Parents live, whoſe Children thou hait butcher'd, 
O!d barren Plants, to waile it with their Age. 
Sweare not by time to cummc, tor that thou haſt 
Miſus'd ere vs'd, by times ilþ-vs'd repalt. 
Rich, As1T incl to proſper, and repent ; 
So thrive I in my dangerous Aﬀaires 
Of hoſtile Armes : My ſelfe, my ſelfe confound : 
Heaven, and Fortune barre me happy houres : 
Day , yceld me not thy Jight 2 zor Night, thy reſt. 
Be oppolite all Planets lucke 
To my proceeding, if with deere hearts love, , 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, | 
I tender not thy beautious Princely daughter. 
In her, conſiits my happineſle, and thine : 
Without her, followesto my ſ{clte,and thee, 
Her ſcife, the Land, and many a Chiultian ſoule, 
Death, Deſolation, Ruine, and Decay 3 
Ir cannct be avoyded, but by this : 
It will not be avoyded, but by this. 
Therefore dcare Mother (1 muſt call you ſo) 
Be the Atturney of my love to her : 
Pleade what I will be, not what 1 have beene ; 
Not my deſerts, but what I will deſerve : 
Vrge the Neceſlity and ſtate of times, 
And be not peeviſh found, in great Deſignes. 
Due, Shall I be ofthe divellchus ? 
Rich. 1, 1f the Divell tempt you to doe good, 
;2xe. Shall I forget my ſelfe,to be my leite? 
Kich. 1, if your lelfes remembrance wrong your ſclfe. 
2ue. Yetthou did(t Kill my Children. 
Rich. But in your daughters wombe I bury them. 
Where in that Nelt of Spicery they will breed 
Selves of themſelves, to your recomforture, = 
Yue. Shall I goe win my daughter to thy will ? 
Rich. And be a happy Mother by the deed. 
Le. 1 goe, write to me very ſhortly, 
And you ſhall from me her mind. Exit 2. 
Rich. Beare her my true loves kifle, and ſo farewell. 


Relenting Foole, and ſhallow-changing Woman. Ll 


——— 
———. 
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How now, what newes? 


Enter Razeliffe. 

Rate. Moſt mighty Soveraigne,on the Weſterne Coaſt 
Rideth a puiſlant Navy : to our Shores 
Throng many doubtfull hollow-hearred friends; 
Ynarm'd, and unreſoly'd to bear them backe. 

Tis thought, that Richmond is their Admirall: 
And there they hull, expeRting burtthe ayde 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them aſhore. 

Ric.Some light-foor friend poſt rothe Duke of Norfolke 
| Rarchffe thy ſelfe, or (atesby, where is he ? 
| Cat. Here, my good Lord. 

Rich. Caterby, fiye tothe Duke. 

Car. 1 will, my Lord, with all convenient haſte, 

Rich. (atesby come hither, poſts ro Saliabury. 

When thou com'ſt thither : Dull unmindfull Villaine. 
Why ſtay*{ thou here, and go'ſt notto the Duke? 

Cat. Firſt,mighty Liege,tell me your highneſle pleaſure 
Whar from your Grace I ſhall deliver ro him. 

Rich, O true, Catesby, bid him levy ſtraight 
The greateſt ſtrength and power that he can make, 

And mect me ſuddenly at Saltsbury, 

Cat, 1 goe: Exit. 

Rat. What, may it pleſe you, ſhall I doe at Salis- 
bury ? 

Fich, Why, what would'ſt thou doe there, before I 

oe? 
Lee Your highneſſe told me I ſhould poſte before. 

Rich. My mind 1s chang'd : 


Enter Lord Stanley, 


Stanley, what newes with you ? 
F ta. None, good my Liege;to pleaſe you with the hea- 
Nor none ſo bad, but well may be reported. (ring, 
| Rich, Hoyday,a Riddle, neither good nor bad : 
| What need'it thou runne fo many miles about, 
| When thou mayeſtrell thy tale the neereſt way ? 
| Once more, what newes? 
| Stan, Richmondis on the Seas. ; 
| Rich. There let him ſinke, and be the Seas on hum, 
White-liver'd Runnagate, what doth he there ? 
Stan, I know not, mighty Soveraigne, bur by gueſle, 
Rich, Well, as you gueſſe 
Stan, Stir1'd up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and Morton, 
He makes for E here to claymethe Crowne. 
Rich, Is the Chayre empty? isthe Sword unſway'd ? 
[sthe King dead? the Empire unpoſleſt ? 
What heire of Yorke is there alive, but we? 
And who is Englands King, bur great Torkes heire? 
Then tell me, what makes he upon the Seas? 
Star. Vnlefſe for that, my Liege, I cannot gueſle. 
{ Rich, Vnleſle for that he comes to be your Liege, 
You cannot guefſe wherefore the Welc CONES» 
Thou wilt revolt, and flye to him, I feare. 
Stan. No, my Lord, therefore miſtruſt me not, 
Rich, Whereis thy Power then, to beat him backe ? 
Where be thy Tenants, and thy followers ? 
Arethey not now upon the Weſterne Shore, 
| fe-conduRting the Rebels from their Shippes > - 
” ag No, my gocd Lord, my friends are in the 
orth. 20 | | 
Rich.Cold friends to me: what doe they in the North, 
| Whenthey ſhould ferve their Soveraigne in the Weſt? 


— FR 


Stav. They have not beene commanded, mighty King 
Plealerh your Majeſty to give me leave, 

Ile muſter up my triends, and meet your Grace, 
Where, and what time your Majeſty ſhall pleaſe. 

Rich:1,thou would'ſt be gone, to joyne with Richmond: 
But He not truſt thee, 

Star. Moſt mighty Soveraigne, 

You have no cauſe to hoid my friendſhip doubrfull, 
I never was, nor never will be falſe. 

Rich, Goe then, and muſter mech: but leave behind 
Your tnne George Stanley : looke your heart be firme, 
Or elſe his heads aſſurance is bur traile. 

Stan. So deale with him, as I prove true to you. 

Exut Stanley. 


Enter 4 Meſſenger. 


Ce. My gracious Soveraigne, now in Devonſhire, 
As [ by friendsam well advertiſed, 
Sir Edward Corey, and the haughty Prelate, 
Biſhop of Exeter, hjs elder Brother, 
With many crates,are inarmes» 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. In Kent, my Liege,the Guilferdsare in Armes, 
And every houre more Competitors 
Flocke to the Rebels, and their power growes ſtrong. 


| Enter another; Meſſenger. 


Ateſſ. My Lord, the Army of Buckingham. 
Rich. Our on ye, Owles, not — Songs of Death, 
= He ftrikath him, 
There, take thou that, till thon baing berrer newes, 
Meſſ. The newes Thave totell your Majeſty, 4 
Is, thatby ſudden Floods, and fall of Waters, 
Buckinghams Army is diſpers'd and ſcatter'd, 
And he himſelfe wandred ewe alone, 
No man knowes whither. 
Rich. I cry thee mercy ; | 
There is my Purſe, to cure that Blow of thine. 
Hath any well-adviſed friend proclaym'd 
Reward to himthar brings the Traytor in? 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. Sit Thomas Lovell, and Lord Marqueſſe D orſer, 
'Tis taid, my Lcige, in Yorkeſhireare in Armes : 
But this good comfort bring I ro your Highneſle, 
The Brittaine Navy is diſpers'd by Tempeſt. 
Richmond in Dorſctſhire ſent out a Boat 
Vnto the ſhore, to aske thoſe on the Bankes, 
If they were his Aſſiſtants, yea,orno ?* 
Who anſ{wer'd him, they came from Buckingham, 
Vpon his party : he milſtruſting them, 
Hoys'd fayle, and made his courſe againe for Brittaine. 
Rich, March on, march on, ſince weare up in Artes, 
If notto fight with forraine Enemies; 
Yetto beat downe theſe Rebels here at home. 


Emer Catesby. 


Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
That is the beſt newes, that the Earle of Richmond 


W u2Zz 


— 


—— 


Heſ.Such Proclamation hath beene made, my Lord. } 


| 


b- 


| 
| 
| 


[ 
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Is with a mighty power Linded at Milford, 
Is colder Newes, but yet they mult be told. 
Rich: Away towards Salsbury, while we reaſon here, 
A Royall battell might be wonne and lolt : 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 


To Salsbury, the reſt march on wich me. Exennt. 


——_— 


—— 
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Scena Quarta. 


Emer Derby, and Sir Chriſtopher. 


Der. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richmond his from me, 
.That in the ſtye of the molt deadly Bore, 
My Sonne George Stanley is frankt upin bold : 
If I revolt, off goes yong Georges head, 
The feare of that, holds off my preſent ayde. 
Soget thee gone : commend me to thy Lord. 
Withall fay, that the Queene hath JIgprily conſented 
He ſhould cſpouſe Ehzabeth her iter» | 
But tell me, where is Princely Richmond now ? 
Chri. At Penbroke, or at Hertford Welt in Wales. 
Der, What men of Name reſort to him. 
Chri. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Souldier, 
Sir Gilbert T albor, Sir William Stantkey, _ 
Oxford, redoubred Pembroke, Sir [ames Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew, 
And many other of greatname and worth : 
And towards London doe they bend chrir power, 
If by the way they be not fought withall. 
Der. Well hye thee to thy Lord : I kifſe his hand, 
My Lettcr will reſolve him of my mind- 
Farewell. 


Exemunt. 


TIO — — — ——_— 


eAﬀus Quintus. Scena Prima, 


mm eg nn —_ _ _ —— 


= > 


Enter Buckingham with Halberds, led 
to Execution. 


Bc. Will not King Richardlet me ſpeake with him ? 

Sher. No my good Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buc. Haitings, and Edward: children, Gray arid Rivers, 
Holy King Hey, and thy faire Sonne Edward, 
Vaughan, andall that bave miſcarried 
By under-hand corrupted foulc injuſtice, 
. | If that your moody diſcontented ſoules, 

Doe through the clowds behold this preſent houre, 
Euen for revenge mocke my deſtruction. 
This is All-ſoules day ( Fellow) is itnot? 

Sher. It IS. Y day 

Buc.W hy then All-ſoules day,is my bodics doom{day 
This is the day, which in King Edwerdstime 
I wiſh'd might fall on me, when I was found 
Falſe to his Children, and his Wives Allics, 
This is the day, wherein I wiſht to fall 
By the falſe Faith of him whom molt I truſted, 
This, this All-ſoules day to my fearfull Soule, 
Is the determin'd reſpit of my wrongs : 
«| Thar high All-ſcer, which I dallied with, 
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ny Exennt Onne!, 
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Hath turn'd my fained Prayer on my head, 

And given in carneſt, whatI 

Thus doth he force the fwordsof wicked men 

To turnetheir owne points in their Maſters boſomes. 

Thus Afargarets curſe falles heavy on my necke : 

When be (quoth ſhe) ſhall ſplit thy heart with ſorrow, 

Remembcr Ao garet was a Propherelſic : 

Come lcade me Orficersto the blocke of ſhame, 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 
Exeunt Buckingham with Officers, 


—_ — P—_— 0 — CC. - — | 


Scana Secunda. 
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Enter Richmong, Oxford, E luat, Herbert, and 
orbers, with drum and colourr. 


Richm.Fcllowesin Armes,and my moſt loving Frends 
Bruis'd underncath the yoake of Tyranny, 
Thus farre into the bowels of the Land, 
Have we marcht vn without 1zpediment ; 
And here receive we from our Father Stanley 
Lines of faire comfort and encouragement : 
Tae wretchcc, bioody, and ulurping Boare, 
( T hat ſpoyi'd your Suuraer Ficids, and fruitfull Vines) 
Swiles your warm blood like waſh, & makes his trough 
In your embowel d bolomnes ; This foule Swine 
is now even inthe Center of this :\lc, 
| Ne'reto the loan of Leicelter, as we learne: 
From Tamworth tir.ther, is but onedayes march. 
} In Godsname cheerciy un, couragious Friends, , 
Toreapethe Harvelt of perpetual! peace, 
By this one bloody tryali of ſharpe Warrc, 
Oxf. Every mans Conſcience 1s a thouſand men, 
To tight againit rhis guilty Homicide. 
Her. 1 doubt not but his Friends will turne to us. 
Blun,He hath no f;icads,but what arc friends tor feare 
W hick in his deeieſt need will flye from him. 
R«ckm. All for our vantage,thenin Gods name march, 
True hope is { wift, aud flyes with Swallowes wings, 
Kings ic makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 


Enter King Richard in Armet with Norfolks, Ratchff, 
and the Earke of Smrrey. 


Rich. Here pitch our Tent,even here in Boſworth field; 
My Lord of Surrey, why looke you fo tad? 

Sw. My hcartis tentumeslighterthen my lookes. 

ym dy L_ Nortolke. 

or, Heere molt gracious Licge. 

R«ch. Nortolke, we muſt have knockes : 
Ha, muſt wenot? 

Ner. We muſt bothgive and take my loving Lord. 

Rich, Vp with my Tent, kere will Ilyetonight, 
But where to morrow ? Well, al s one for that. 
Who hath deſcriedthe number of the Traitors ? 

Nor. Six or {eventhouſand is rheir utmoſt power. 

Rach. W hy our Battalia trebbles that account : 
Beſides, the Kingsname is a Tower of ſtrength, 
Which they upon the adverſe Faction want. 
Vp with the Tent: Come Noble Gentlemen, 
Lec us (urvey the of the . 


dinjcſt. | 


| Call for ſome menof ſound direction : 


— —_——— ——__ 
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| Give me ſome Inke and Paper : | 
| What, is my Beaver cafier then it was ? 


| 


The Life and death of Richard the Third. 


20] 


Let's lacke no Diſcipline. make no delay, | 
For Lords, to morrow 1s a bulie day. Ext. 


Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, Ox- 
ford, and Dorſet. 

Rich. The weary Sunne, hath made a Golden (ct, 
And by the bright Tract of his fiery Carre, 
Gives token of a goodly day ro morrowe 
Sic Wiliam Brandon, you ſhall beare my Standard : 
Give me ſome Inke ard Paper in wy lent: 
Ile draw the Forme and Modell of our Battaile, 
Limitcach Leaderto lus ſeverall Charge, 


And part in juſt proportion our {mall Power. 
My Lord of Oxtord, you Sir ##«lliam Brandon, 
And you Sir Walter Herbert {tay with me : 


The Earle of Pembroke keepes his Regiment ; 
Good Captaine Bent, beare my goodmght to him, 
And by the ſecond houre in the Morning, 

Deſire the Earleto fee me in my Tent : 

Yet one thing more (good Captaine) doe for me z 
Where is Lord Srexley quarter'd, doe you know & 

Zlunt. V nlefle I have milſtane his Colours much, 
(Which well I am affur'd | have not done) 

His Regiment lyes halfe a Mile at leaſt | 
South, from the mighty Power of the King- 

Rich. 1f without perill it be poſſible, "2288 
Sweet Blunt,make tome meanes to ſpeak with him 
And give him from me, this moſt needfull Note. 

Zlent. Vpon my ſelte, my Lord, Ile undertake 1t, 
And ſo God give youquietret ro night, 

Rich. Good night good Caprtaine Blunt : 

Come Gentlemen, 
Let us conſult upon tro morrowes Buſineſle 3 
Into my Tent, the Dew is rawe and cold. 

T hey withdraw into the Tent. 


Emer Richard, Ratcl:ffe, N orfolke, and Caterby. 


Rich. What is'ta Clocke? 
Car. It's Supper time my Lord, it's nine a Clocke. 
Kg, 1 wilinot ſup tonight, 


And ail my Armour laid into my Tent ? ; 
Cat. It is my Liege : and all things are inreadinefte, 
Rich, Good Nortolke, bye wvhce to thy charge, 
Vie carefull Watch, choolc truity Centinels. 
Nor. I gce my Lord. 
Rich. Stir withtbe Larke to morrow,gentle Nortolke, 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord. Exnu. 
Rich, Ratcliffe, 
Kat. My Lord. : 
Rich, Scnd out a Purſuant at Armes 
To Stazleys Regiment : bid him bring his power 
Before Snn-riting, leaſt his Sonne George fall 
Into the blind Cave of eternall night. 
Hilme a Bowle of Wine: Give mea Watchy 
Saddle whice Surrey for the ficld to morow : | 
Look that my (taves be ſound,8& not too heavy. Ratcliffe. 
Rat. My Lord. | 
Rich, Saw'ſt the melancholly Lord Northumberland ? | 
Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey, and himlelfe, | 
Much aboue Cock ſhut time, from Troopeto Troope 
Went through the Army, chearing up the Souldiers. 
King, So,1l am fatisfied : Give me a Bowle of Wine, | 
| have not that Alacrity of Spirit, 


| 
j 
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Nor cheere of Mind that I was wont to have, 
Set it downe. Is Inke and Paper ready ? 
Ras. Itis my Lord. 
Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Leave me. 
Ratchffe, about the mid of night come to my Tent 
And helpe toarme me. Leave mel ſay, Exit Ratcliffe. 


— 


Enter Derby to Richmond in bu T eut. 


Derb. Fortune, and Vidory fit onthy Helme, 

Richm. All comfort that the darke night ca: affoord, 
Be tothy perſon,Noble Father in Law. 

Tell me, how fares our Noble Mother ? 

Dev. Iby Attourney, bleſle thee from thy Mother, 
W ho prayes continually for Richmonds good : 
Somuch tor that. The ſilent houres ſt:ale on, 

And flaky darkenefſe breakes withia the Ealt. 

In bricte, for fot! e icafon bids us be, 

Prepare thy Batreli early inthe Morning, 

And put thy Fortune to th'Arbitrement 

Ot bloody ſtroakes, and mortall ſtaring Warre : 

I, as I may, that which I would, I cannot, 

With be{t advantage will deceive the time, 

And ayde thee inthis doubtfull ſhocke of Armes- 
Br on thy fide 1 may not be too forward, 

Lealt being (cene, thy Brother, tender George 

Be executed in his fathers fight. 

Farewell: the !eyſure, and the fearefull time 

Cuts oftth: ceremonious Vowes of Love, 

And ample enterchange of ſweer Diſcourſe, 
Which to long ſundred Friends ſhould dwell upon : 
God give us leyture fortheſe rites of Love. 

Once more Adicu, be valiant, and ſpeed well, 

Richm. Gocd Lords conduct him to his Regiment : 
Ile ſtrive with troubled noyſe, rotake a Nap, 

Leſt leaden flumder peize me down2romorrow, 

When ſhould m unt with wings of Victory : 

Once more, guod night kumde Lords and Gentlemen. 

Exrunt, Manes Richmond. 

Q thou, whole Capraine t account my lelte, 

Looke on my Forces with a gracious eze ; 

Put in their haus's thy bruthng Irons of wrath, 

That they may cruſh downe wha heavy fall, 

Ih uturping Helmets of our Ad« crfaries : 

Make us thy mimtlters of Chaſticement, 

1 hat we may praiſe thee inthy victory : 

To thee I do commend my watchtull foule, 

Ere | ict talithe windowes of mine eyes: 

Siceping,and waking, h defend me ſtill. 
Enter the Ghost of Prince Edward, Sonne to 

Hew the fixt. 

Gh.to Ri. Let me it heavy on thy ſoule tomorrow : 
Thinke how thou flab'ſt me in my prime of youth 
At Teukesbury ; Defpaire therefore, and dye. 

Ghoſt is Richm. Be chexrctull Richmond, 

For the wronged Soules 

Ofburcher'd Princes, fight in thy behalfe : 

King Henries ifſuc Richmond comforts thee. 
Enter the Gboſt of Heavy the ſixt. 

Gho#t. When | was mortall, my Annointed body 
By thee was punched full of holes ; 

Thinke onthe Tower ,and me : Deſpaire, and dye, 
Henry the (ixt, bids thee deſpaire and dye. 

To Rich. Vertuous and holy be thou Conqueror: 
Har: y chat propheſied thou ſhould'ſt be King, 

Doth coanfort thee in (leepe : Live, and flouriſh. 
* vV 3 


Sleopes. 


Enter 
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Enter the Gho#t of Clarence. 

Ghoſt, Let me it heavy in thy ſoule to morrow. 

I that was waſh'd to death with Fulſome Wane : 
Poore Clarence by thy guile betray'd to death: 
To morrow in the battell thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgelefſe Sword, deſpaire and dye. 

To Richm. Thou off-ipring of the houſe of Lancaſter 
The wronged heyres of Yorke doe pray for thee, 
Good Angels guard thy batrell, Liveand Flouriſh. 

Enter the Ghoſt r of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughav. 

Riv, Let me fit heavy inthy ſoule to morrow, 
Rivers, that dy'deat Pomfret : deſpaire,and dye. 

Grey. Thinke upon Grey, and let thy ſoule deſpaire, 

Vaugh. Thinke upon Favghay, and with guilty teare 
Lerfall thy Lance,deſpaire and dyc. 

All to Richm. Awake. 

And thinke our wrongs in Richards Boſome, 
Will conquer. Awake, and win the day. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Lord Haſtings, 
Ghoſt. Bloody and guilty : guilty awake, 
And in a bloody Battell cnd thy dayes. 
Thinke on Lord Haſtings ; deſpaire, and dye. 

Ha#ft. ToRichw, Quict untroubicd ſoule, 
Awake, awake : 

.Arme, fight, and conquer, for faire Englands ſake, 
Enter the Ghoſts of the two young Princes. 
Ghoits, Dreame on thy Couſins 
Smothered inthe Tower : 
Let usbe laid within thy boſome Richard, 
And weigh thee downets ruine, ſhame, and death* 
Thy Nephewes ſoule bids thee deſpaire and dycs 
Gho#ts to Richm, Sleepe Richmond, 
Sleepe 1n Peace, and wake in joy, 
Good Angels guard thez from the Boares annoy, 
Live, and beget a happy race of Kings. 
Edwards unhappy Sonnes, doe bid thee flouriſh; 
Enter the Ghe#t of eAme, hu Wife, 
Gho#t to Rich. Richard, thy Wite, 
That wretched ewe thy Waite, 
That never ſlept a quict houre with thee, 
Now filles thy ſleepe with perturbations, 
To morrow in the Batraile, thinke on me, | 
And fall thy edgeleſſe Sword, deſpaire and dye, 
Ghof#t to Richm. Thou quiet ſoul, 
Sleepe thoua quiet ficepe: : 
Dreame of Succefle, and appy Victory, 
Thy Adverſarics Wife doth pray for thee. 
Emer the Ghoits of Buckingham, 

Gho#t to Rich. The firſt was I : 

That help'd thee to the Crowne : 

The laſt was I that felt thy Tyranny. 

O, in the bataile thinke on Buckingham, 

' And dye interror of thy guiltineſſe. - 
Dreame on, dreame on, of bloody derds and death, 
Fainting deſpaire ; deſpairing yeeld thy breath, 

Gho#t ro Richms, 1 dyed for hope 
EreI could lend thee Ayde ; 

Burt cheerethy heart, and bethou not diſmayde : 
God, and good Angels fighton Richmonds ſide, 
And Richard fall in height of all his pride. 

Richard ftarts out of hut dreame. 


*. 


Havemercy Ieſu. Soft, I did but dreame. 
O coward Conſcience ! how doſt thou affli& me ? 
The Lights burne blew. It is not dead midnight 


Cold fearefull drops ſtand on my trembling fieſh 


{ Alacke, I love my ſelfe. Whereſore? For any good 


Rich. Give me another horſe, bind up my Wounds : 


| What? doe I feare my Selfe ? There's noneelic by, 
Richard loves Richard, that is, I am I. 

Istherea Murtherer heere? No ; Yes, Iam: 

Then fiye ? What from my ſelfe ? Grear reaſon : why? 
Leſt I Revenge, What ? my ſelfe upon wy lelte ? 


That I my ſeclfe, have done unto my ſelfe ? 

O no. Alas, I rather hate my ſelfe, 

For hatefnll Deeds committed by my ſelfe. 

I ama villaine : yetI Lye,I am not. 

Foole, of thy ſclfe ſpeake well : Foole doe not fatter, 
My Conſcience hath a thouſand ſeverall Tongues, 
And every Tongue brings ina ſeverall Tale, 

And every Tale condemnes me for a Villaine ; 
Perjury, in the high'ſt , 

Murther, ſterne murther,in the dyr'ſt degree, 

All ſeverall ſinnes, all us'd incach degree, 

Throng all to'ch'Barre, crying all, Guilty, Guilty, 

I ſhall deſpaire, there is no Creatuees loves me; 
Andif I dye, no ſoule ſhall pitty me. 

Nay, wheretore ſhould they ? Since that I my ſelfe, 
Finde in my ſelfe, no pitty to my ſelfe. 

Me thought, the ſoules of all that I had murther'd 
Came to my Tent, and every one did threat 

To morrowes vengeance onthe head of Richard. 


Emer Ratcliffe, 


Rat. My Lord, 

King. Who's there ? 

Rat. Ratcliffe my Lord,'tis I: the carly Village Cocke 
Hathtwice done ſalutation to the Morne, 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their Armour. 

King. O Ratcliffe, I feare, I feare. 

Rate. Nay good my Lord, be not affraid of Shadows. 

King. By the Apoſtle-Pasl, ſhadowes to night 
Have itroke more terror tothe ſoule of Richer 
Then can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand Souldiers 
Armed in proofe, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 
"T1snot yet neere day. Come goe with me, 
Vnder our Tents; lle play the Eaſe-dropper, 
To hearc ifany meane to ſhrinke from me. 

Exennt Richard and Ratdhife, 


Emter the Lords to Richmond ſting 
is by Tent. 


Lord:. Good morrow Rickmond. 
Rich,Cry you mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen 
That you have tane atardy ſluggard heere ? 
Lordi, How have you llept my Lord? 
Rich. The ſweeteſt fleepe, 
And faireſt boading Dreames, 
That ever entred in a drowfic head, 
Have I fince your departure had my Lords. 
Me thought their ſoules,whoſe bodies Riebard murther d 
Came to my Tent, and cried on ViRory : 
I promiſe you my heartis very jocond, 
In the remembrance of ſo faire a dreame, 
How farre into the Morning is it Lords ? 
Lord, Vponthe ſtroke of foure. : 
Rich. Why then'tis time to Arme, and give direftion- | 
His Ovation to his Souldiers. 
More then I have ſaid, loving Countrymen, 
The leyſure and inforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell upon z yet remember this, 


rn 


| 
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pe EIS 


—_— 


—_—— 


— 


Di 


Me 


The Life and death of Richard the Third. 


203 


God, and our good cauſe, fight upon our ſide, 

The Prayers of holy Saints and wronged ſoules, 

Like high rear'd Bulwarkes, ſtand betore our Faces, 
(Kichard except) thoſe whom we hgh againſt, 

Had rather have us winne,then him they follow. 

For, whatis he they follow ? Truly Gentlemen, 
Abloudy Tyrant,and a Homicide : 

One rais'd in blood, and one in blood eſtabliſh'd ; 

One that made meanes to come by what he hath, 

And ſlaughter'd thoſe that were the meanes to help him: 
A baſe foule Stone, made prec1ous by the ſoyle 

Of Englands Chaire, where he is talſcly fer ; 

One that hath ever beene Gods Enemy, 

Then if you fight againſt Gods Enemy, 

God will in juſtice ward youas his Souldiers. 

If yoa doe ſweare to put a Tyrant downe , 

You ſlcepe in peace, the Tyrant being (lane : 

Ifyou doe fight againſt your Countries Foes, 

Your Countries Fat ſhall pay your painesthe byre. 

If you ſtoe fight in ſategard of vour wives, 

| Your wives ſhall welcome home the Conquerors» 
Ifyou doe free your Children from the Sword, 

Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age, 

Then in the name of Gad andall thefc rights, | 
Advance your Standards ,draw your willing Swords. 
For me, the ranſome of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold Corpes on the earth's cold face. 

But if I thrive, the gaine of my attempr, 

The leaſt of you ſhall ſhare his part thereof. 

Sound Drummesand Trumpet boldly, and cheerefully, 
God, and Saint George, Richwend, and Victory. 


Emer King Richard, Ratcliffe, and Catesby. 
Kin, What faidNorthumberland as touching Richmond? 


Ratc, That he was never trained up in Armes, 
Kirg. He (aid thetruth: and what faid Surrey then ? 
Ratc. He ſmil'd and aid, the better for our purpoſe. 
King. He was inthe right, and ſoinderd it 18. 
Tellthe clocke there. (locker firikes. 
Glve me a Kalender : who ſaw the Sunne today ? 
Rate. Not I my Lord. 
King. Then he diſdaines to ſhine ; for by the Booke 
He ſhould have brav'd the Eaſt an houre agoe, 
A blacke day will it be to ſomebody, Ratcliffe. 
Ratc, My Lord. * 
King. The Sun will not be ſcene to day, 
Thesky doth frowne, and lowre upon our Army. 
I would theſe dcwy teares were from the ground. 
Not ſhine today > Why, what is thatrome 
More then to Richmond ? For the ſelte-ſame Heaven 
That frownes on me, lookes ſadly upon him. 


Enter Norfolke. 


Nor. Arme,arme, my Lord :the toe vaunts in the field. 

| King. Come, buſtle, buſtle. Capariſon my horſe. 
Call up Lord Srenley, bid him bring his power, 

I will leade forth my Souldiersto the plaine, 

Andthus my Battell ſhall be ordred. 

My foreward ſhal be drawne inlength, 

Conſiſting equally of Horſe and Foot : 

Our Archers ſhall be placed in the mid'ſt 

lohn Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 

Shall have the leading of the Foot and horſe. 

They thus direed, we will follow 


| ——. 


| 


In the maine Battell, whoſe puiſſance on cither ſide 
Shall be well-wingd with our cheifeſt Horſe ; 
This, and Saint Georgeto boote. 
W hart think'ſt thou Norfolke? 

Nor. A good direction warlike Soveraigne, 
This found I on my Tent this Morning. 

Jockey of Norfolke, be not ſo bold, 
For Dickon thy maifter is bonght and ſold, 

King. A thing deviled by the Enemy. 
Goe Gentlemen, every man to his Charge, 
Let not our babling Dreamesaffright our ſoules : 
For conſcienceis a word that Cowards uſe, 
Devis'd at firft ro keepe the ſtrong in awe, 
Our ſtrong armes be our Conſcience, Swords our Law. 
March on, joyne bravely, let us too'r peli mell, 
It not to heaven, then hand in handto hell. 
What ſhall I ſay more then Ihave interr'd ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withall, 
A lort of Vagabonds, Raſcals, Run-awayes, 
A ſcum of Brittaines, and baſe Lackey Pezants, 
Whom their o're-cloyed Country vomits forth 
To deſperate Adventures, and afſur'd Deſtruftion. 
You ſleeping ſafe, they bring you to unreſt : 
You having Lands, and blelt with beauteous wives, 
= would reſtraine the one, diſtaine the other. 
And who doth leade them, but a paltry Fellow ? 
Long kept in Bricaine at our Mothers coſt, 
A Milke-ſop, one that never in his life 
Felt fo much cold, as over ſhooes in Snow: 
Let's whip theſe itraglers o're the Seas againe, 
Laſh hence theſe over-weening of France, 
Theſe famiſh'd Beggers, weary their lives, 
Who (but for dreaming on this fond exploit) 
For want of meanes(poore Rats)had hang'd themſelves. 
If we be conquered, let men conquer us, 
And nottheſe baſtard Brittaincs, whom our Fathers 
Have in their owne Land beaten, bobb'd, and thump'd, 
And on Record, left them the heiresof ſhame. 
Shall theſe enjoy our Lands? lye with our Wives ? 
Raviſh our daughters? Drum afarve off. 
Hearke, I heare their Drumme, 
Right Gentlemen of England, fightboldly yeomen, 
Draw Archers, draw your Arrowes to the head, 
Spurre your proud Horſes hard, and ride in blood, 
Amazc the welkin with your broken ſtaves. 

Emer a Meſſenger, 

What ſayes Lord Stanley, will he bring his power ? 

Mef. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 

King. Off with his ſonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is paſt the Marſh : 
Aﬀeer the barraile, let George Stantey dye. 

K'mg. A thouſand heartsare great within my boſome. 
Advance our Standards, ſet upon our Foes, 
Onr Ancient word of Courage, faire Saint George 
Inſpire us with the ſplecne of fiery Dragons ; 
Vponthem, Victory fits on our helpes. 


Alarum, excurſions, Enter Catesby, 


Cat. Reſcue my Lordof Norfolke, 
Reſcue, Reſcue ; 
The King enats more wonders thena man, 
Daring an oppofite to every danger : 
His horſe is laine, and all on foot he 
Secking for Richmond in the throat of death ; 
Reſcue faire Lord, or elſe the day is loſt. 

Alarnmy, Ent 
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Enter Kichard. 
Rich. A horſe, a horſe, my Kingdome for a horſe. 
Cate. Withdraw my Lord, lle helpe you toa horſe. 
Rich. Slave, I have ſect my life upon a caſt, 
| And [I will ſtand the hazard of the Dye : 
I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 
Five have [ ſlaine to day, in ſtead of him. 
| A horſe, a horſe, my Kingdome for a horſe. 


Alarum. Enter Richard and Richmond, they fight, 


Richard u ſlaine. 


Retreat, and Flowriſh. Enter Richmond, Derby bearing the 
(rowne, with divers other Lord:, 


Righm, God and your Armes 
Be prais'd ViRorious Friends ; 
Theday is ours, the bloudy Dogge is dead, 

Der. Couragious Richmond, 
| Well haſt thou acquit thee : Loc, 
Heere theſe long uſurped Royalties, 
Fromthe dead Temples of this bloudy Wretch, 
Have I pluck'd off, to grace thy Browes withall. 
Weare it, and make much of it. 
J_ GreatGod of Heaven,ſay Amen to all. 

tell me, is yong George Stanley living ? 

Der. He is my Lord, and fate in Leiceier Towne, 

Whither (if you pleaſe) we may withdraw us. 
Richm. What men of name are ſlaine on cither ſide ? 


EE Es 


Der. Tohn Duke of I orfolks, Walter Lord Ferry, 
Sir Kobert Brokenbury, and Sir William Brandon. 

Richm. Interre their Bodies, as become their Births, 
Proclaime a pardon tothe Souldiers fled, 
That in ſubmiſſion will retnrne to us, 
And then as we have tane the Sacrament, 
We will unite the White Roſe, and the Red. 
Smile Heaven upon this faire Conjunction, 
That long have trown'd upon their Enmty * 
W hat Traitor heares me;and fayes not Amen ? 
England hath long beene mad, and ſcarr*d her ſclfe ; 
T he brother blindly ſhed the Brothers blood ; 
The father, raſhly lauglrered his owne Sonne ; 
The Sonnes compell'd,beene Butcher tothe Sire : 
Allthis divided Torke and Lancafter, 
Divided, intheir dire Diviſion, 
O now, let KRichmendand Elizabeth, 
The true Succeeders of each Royall houſe, 
By Gods faire ordinance, conjoyne together : 
And letthy Heires (God if thy will be fo) 
Enrich the rime to come, with Smooth-ftac'd Peace, 
With ſmiling Plenty, and faire Proſperous dayes. 
Abate the edge of Traitors, Gracious Lord, 
That would reduce theſe bloody dayes againe, 
And make poore England weepe in Streames of Blood ; 
Let them not live totaſte this Lands increaſe, 


That would with Treaſon,wound this faire Lands peace 


Now Civill wounds are ſtopp'd, Peace lives agen 
That ſhe may long live here, God ſay, Amen. EF xeun, 
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&: Cone no mire to make you lawgh, Things now, | Willbe deceiv'd. For gentle Hearers, k 


[5 That bears a W eighty, and a Seriow Brow, To ranks our choſen Trath with ſuch a ſhow 
Q; Xþ Sad, bigh, par fall of State and Foe : es Fool, and Fight u, beſide forfeyting 
Such N oble Scenes, as draw the Eye to flow Our owne Braimes, and the Opinion that we bring 
We now preſent. Thoſe that can Pitty, heere To maks that onely true, —— | 
-_ (if they thinke it well) let fall a Tewre, | Will leave #1 never as underitanding Friend. 
- #495 aura gr Such as give T herefore, for Goodneſſe ſake, and as you are knowne 
Thee 1M bope they may belerve, The Firit and Happieft Hearers of the Towne, 
May heere 0d Treth tee. Theſdthes come to ſee Be ſad, 44 we would make ye. Thinks ye (ee | 
Onely a (how or rwo, and ſo agree, Any: Perſons of our Noble Story, | 
The Play may paſſe : TH the3 be Bil, and wiling, were Living : Thinks you ſee them Great, . 
lh andertake may ſee away their ſoulling ud follow d with t foo om 
Kichly in two ſhort bowres, Onely they houſand Friends: then, in ING 
That come to heare 4 Merry, Bawdy Play, yr ſoone this Mightine jrineſe , meets Miſery 
A noyſe of Targets : Or to ſee a Fellow And if youtenbe merry; lhe ſay, 
Ins long Motley (oate, gerded with Tellow, A Han maj weeps upon bia Wedding day. 
eAftus Primus. Scena Prima, 
. 
Enter the Duke of N orfolke at one docyre. Ar the other, Nor. 7 hen you loſt 
' the Duks of Buckingham, and the Lord The view of earthly glory : gy lay 
Aburgavemy. @& Till this time Pompe was ſingle, but now married 
Toone above it ſcite, Each ollowing day * 
Buckingham Became thenext daycs maſter,zall the laſt 
Ood morrow, -. well met. How have yee | Made former Wonders, it's, Today the French, 
Since laſt we ſaw in France ? (done | All Clinquant all in Gold, like Heathens Gods 
Norf. 1 thanke your Grace : Shone downe the Engliſh ; ; and to morrow , they 
Heathfull, and ever fincea freſh Admirer {| Made Britaine, India : Every man that ſtood, 
Of what Iſaw there, | Shew'dlike a Mine. Their Dwarfiſh Pages were 
Buck, An untimely Ague As Cherubins, all gilt : the Madams too, 
Staid me a Priſoner in myChamber, when Not us'd to toyle, didalmolt ſweat to beare | 
Thoſe Sunnes of Glory, thoſe two Lights of Men The Pride upon them, that their very labour | 
Mer in the vale of Arde L_ —— as a Painting : Ry OE 
og. *'T wixt and Arde, | as cry'de1 cadle ; and th enſuing night 
i them ſalute on Horſebacke, Made it a foole — Therwo Kings | 
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung _ in luſtre, were now belt, now worlt 
Intheir Embracement, as they grew together, ence did _—_ them : himin eye, 
Which had they, , Still him inpraiſc, and being preſent both, . | 
What foure Thron'd ones cold have weigh'd 'Twas ſaid they ſaw but one, and no Diſcerner 
Such ac one # Durſt wagge his Tongue in ccuſare, when theſe Sunnes 
Back, Allthe whole time (Forſo they phraſe 'em) by their Heralds c d 
I was my Chambers Priſoner, The Nodle ſpurics to Armes, they did per 
—_ —— — — — ren e—ooemmmmmmnmmnmmm—mg_ en 
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Being now ſcene, poſſible enough, got credit 
That Beva was belecv'd. 
Bac. Oh you farr Cs 
| MXor. As1 beloug toworſhip, and affeX 
In honor, honeſty, the tra&t of ev'ry thing, 
Would by a good Diſcourſer loſe ſome lite, 
Which Actions ſelfe, was tongue to. 
Buc, All was Royall, | 
Tothe diſpoſing ot irnought rebell'd, 
Order gave each thing view. The Office did 
Diſtinly his full Function : v;ho did guide, 
I meane who ſet the Body, and the Limbes 
Of this great Sport together ? 
Nor. As you gueſle : 
Once certes, that promiſes no Element, 
Inſuch a buſineſle. 
Buc. I pray you whbo, my Lord ? Be” 
Nor. Al this was ordred by the good Diſcretion 
. Of the right Revercnd Cardinall of Yorke. 
Bc. The divell ſpeed him - No mans Pye is freed 
From his Ambitious finger. What had he 
Todoe intheſe fierce Vanities? I wonder, 
That ſuch a Keeth can with his very bulke 
Take up the Rayeso'th'benehiciall Sun; 
And keepeit from the Earth. 
Nor. Surely Sir, 
There's in him ſtuffe, that put's him to theſeends : 
For being not propt by Aunceſtry, whole grace 
Chalkes Succeſſors their way ; nor call'd upon 
For high feats done to'th* Crowne ; neither Allied 
Tocminent Aſſiſtants ; but Spiderslike 
Out of his ſclfe-drawing Web. O! gives us note, 
The force of his owne merit makes his wa 
A guift thar heaven gives for him, which buyes 
A place nexttothe King. 
eAbar. I cannot tell 
| What heaven hath given him : let ſome Graver eye 
Pierce into that, but can fee his Pride 
Peepe through ach part of him: whence ha's he that, 
If notfrom Hell? the devillisa Niggard, 
Or ha'sgiveaall before, and he begins 
A new hell in himſclte. 
Buc. Why the divell, 
Vponthis French going out, tooke he upon him 
( Without the privity o'th'King) t'appoint 
Who ſhould attend on him ? He makes up the File 
Ofall the Gentry ; for the moſt part ſuch 
To whom as grear a C , as little Honor 
He meantto lay upon : and his owne Lefter 
The Honourable Boord of Councell, our 
Muſt fetch him in, he Papers. 
Abur. Idoe know | 
. | Kinſmen of mine, three at theleaſt, that have 
By this, ſo ficken'd their Eſtates, that never 
They ſhall abound as formerly. 
Buc. O many 
Have broke their backes with laying Manriors on *em 
For this great Tourney. W hat did this vanity 
But-miniſter communication of | 
A moſt poore iſſuc« 
Nor. Greevingly I thinke, 
| The Peace betweene the French and us, not valeyes 
The Coſt that did conclude it. 
Buc. Every man, 
After the hideous ſtorme that follow'd , was 


- 
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A thing inſpir'd, and not conſulting, broke 
Into a generall Propheſie ; Thatthis Tempeſt 
Daſhing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded = 
The ſodaine breach on't. 

Nor. Whichis budded out. 
For France hath flaw'd the League, and hathattach'd 
Our Merchants goods at Burdcaux. 

Abwr. 1s it therefore 
Th' Ambaſſador is filenc'd? 4 

Nor. Marry is't. 

eAbzr. A proper Title of a Peace, and purchas'd 
Ata ſaperfuous rate. 

Bue. Why all this Buſineſſe 

Our Reverend Cardinall carricd. 
- Nor. Like it your Grace, 
The State takes netice of the private difference 
Betwixt you, and the Cardinall. I adviſe yoy 
(And take it from a heart, that wiſhes towards you 
Honor, and plenteous ſafety ) that you reade 
The Cardinals Malice, and his Potency 
Together ; To conſider further, that 
W hat his high Hatred wouldeffet, warts not 
A Miniſter in his Power, You know his Nature, 
That he's Revengefull ; and I know, his Sword 
Hath a edge : It's tong,and't may be ſaid 
It reaches farre, and where*twill not extend, 
Thither he darts it. Boſome up my counſel, 
You'll find it wholeſome. Loc,where comes that Rocke 
That I adviſe your ſhunning. 


| Emer C ardinall Wolſey, the Purſe borne before him, certaine 


of the Guard, and two Secretarier with P apers :The (ard. 
nail us bis paſſage, fixeth his eze on Buckingbans and 
Buckingham onhim , both full 
diſdaine 


Car. The Duke of Buckinghams Surveyor ? Ha? 
Where's his Examination ? 

Secr. Here {o pleaſe you. 

Car, Is he in perſon, ready ? 

Secr, T, pleaſe your Grace. 

(ar. Well,we ſhall then know more, and Backinghov 
Shall leſſenhis bigge looke. 

| Exennt Car denall and hu T rae. 
"Buc. This Butchers Curre is venom'd-mouh'd, andI 
Have not the Power to muzzle him, therefore belt 
Not wake him in his ſlumber, A Beggers booke, 
Out-worths a Nobles blood. 

Nor. What are you chaff'd? 
Aske God for Temp'rance,that's th'appliance onely 
Which your diſeaſe requires 

Buc. I reade in's lookes 
Matter againſt me, and his eye revil'd 
Me as his abject objeR,atthisinſtant 
He bores me with fometricke ;He's gone to'th'King : 
Ile follow, and out-ſtare him. 

Nor. Stay my Lord, 
And let your Reaſon with your Choller queſtions 
What*tis you goe about : to climbe ſteepe hulles 
Requires flow pace at firſt. islike 
A full hot Horſe, who being allow'd his way 
Selfe. mettle tyres him z Nota man in England 
Can adviſe me like you : Be to your ſelfe, 
As you would to your Friend. 

Bmc. llero the King, 

And from a wourh ef Honor, quite cry downe 


A. 
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This Ip(wich fellowes inſolence ; or proclaime, 
There's difference inno perſons. 
Nerf. Be advild ; 
Heat nota Farnace tor your foe ſo hot 
' Thatit doe ſindge your ſelfe. We may out-runn® 
By violent {wiftnetſerhat which we run at ; 
And loſe by over-running : kzow you not, 
The fire that mounts the liquor tiÞ't run ore, 
In ſeeming to augment it, waſts it: beadviſ'd; 
I ay againe, there 15nO Engliſh ſoule 
More itronger to diret you then your ſelfe : 
If wich the {ap of reaſon you would quench, 
Or butallay the fire of paſſion- 
Bac. Sir, | 
| Lamthankfullto you, and Ne goe along 
| By your preſcription : butrhis rop-proud fellow, 
| Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
| From ſincere motions, by intelligence, 
| And proofes as cleereas Founts.in /#{y, when 
| We (cx cach graine of gravell; 1 doe know 
Tobe corrupt andtrealonous- 
Norf. Say nottreaſonous. . 
ac. Toth King lle ſay'r, and make my vouch as ſtrong 
Asſhore of Rocke : attend, This holy Foxe, 
Or Wolfe,” or both (for he is equall ray'nous 
As he is ſubtile, and as to milchiefe , 
Asable toperform't) his minde, and place 
lofeting one another, yea reciprocally, 
Ouly to ſhew his pompe, as weil in France, 
As here at home, ſuggeſts the King our Maſter 
Tothislaſt coftly Treaty : Th'enterview, | 
That ſwallowed ſo much treaſure, and like aglalſe 
Didbreake od - | 4 
» Faith, Ojt di hers "I 
rg give me fayout Sir: This cunning Cardinal 
The Articles o*th'Combination drew 
As himſcife pleas'd; and they were ratified 
As he cride thus let be, toas mach end, w.-> 
Asgivea Crutchtoth'dead. Bur our Count-Cardinall 
Hasdone this, and %41s well: for worthy Wolſey 
(Who cannot erre) he did it. Now this followes, 
(Which as [ take it, isa kind of Puppy | 
Tottl'old dam Treaſon) (baries the Emperour, 
Vader pretence to ſee the Queene his Aunt, 
(For twas indeed his colour, but he came 
To whuſper Wolfty) here makes viſitationy 
His frares were that the Interview betwixt 
Exgland and Frence, might throughtheir amity 
Breed him ſome prejudice; for this League, 
Pe.p'd harmes that menac'd him. He Privily 
Deales with our Cardinall, and as I troa 
piper] errno -/ 
' Paid ere he promis'd, w y his Suit was 
Ereit was ask'd. But when the way —_ 
And pav'd with gold: the thus defſir'd, 
That he would pleaſe toalter the Kings courſe, , 
| Andbreake the foreſaid peace. Let the King know , 
| (Asſoone he ſhall by me) that thas tbe Cardinal 
Does buy and ſell his honour as he plcaſes, 
And for his owne advantage. 
| Nor. Tam forry F 
| Tohearethis of him ;and could wiſh be were 
| Somthing miſtaken in't. 
Fenn. No, wrt fillable : - 
pronounce him in that v 
| He ſhall appeare in proote. FI 


eu. 


| Abur, Asthe Duke ſaid, , 


befwe biz, and 
two or three of the Guard, 
Brandon. Your Oilice Sergeant : execute it. 
Sergeantr Sir, 
,and Earle 


My Lord the Duke of Bucks 
Ot Hertford, Stafford and Northumpron, 1 
Arreſt thee of high Treaſon, in the name 
Of our moſt Soveraigne King. 

Bnue, Loe you my Lord, 
The nct has falne upon me, I ſhall periſh 
Vuder de vice, and practiſe, 

Eras, lam forry, 
—_— _ = trom liberty, to looke on 

alines preſent. 'Tis his highneffe pleaſure 

You ſhallto th' Tower. bs PY 

Buck, It will helpe me nothing 
To plead mine Innocence; for that dye is on me 
Which makes my whit'ſt part, black. The will of Heay'n 
Be done iu this and all things : I obey. | 
O my _ c—_ _ you well, 

Bren. Nay, he muſt beare you company. The Ki 
Is pleas'd you ſhall to th'T vn till > ha, "Om 
How he determines further. 


Enter Brandon, aSergeant at eArmes 


The will of heavenbe done, a1d the Kings pleaſure 
By me obey'd. l 
Brav. Here isa warrant from 
The Kings tattzch Lord Afowntacare, and the bodies 
Of the Dukes Confeſlor, lobw as la (ar, 
One Gulbert Pecke,his Councellour, | 
Buck, $So0,10 z | 
Theſe are the limbes o'th'Plot .no more1 hope. 
Bra. A Monke o'ch'(hevrenx. | 
Buck, O Michaell Hopkins, 
Bra. Hes 


Buck, My Surveyor is falſe ; The ore-great Cardinal 
| Hath ſhew'd him gold ; my lite is { already : 

I am the ſhadow of poore B y 

. Whoſe Figure even this intlant Clowd puts on, 

By Darkning my cleere Sunne. My Lords farewell. £xe. 


_ 
—_—_—— 


— 


—_—  ————_— — 


Scena Secunda. 


— | ———_cuc- 


Cornets, Enter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinal; foul. 
der: the Nobles, _. Sir Thus & Lovell : the Cardinall 
places himſelfe nnder the King « feete on 
F bis right fide, 
me. My lite it ſclfe, and the beſt heart of ir, 
es yuu for this great care : I ſtood i'thlevell 
Of a full-charg'd confederacy, and give cthankes 
To youthar choak'd it. Ler becald as | 
That Gentleman of Buckingham, in perſon, © 
Ile heare hum his confeſſions juſtifie, | 
pains by point the Treaſons his Maiſter, 
He . 


| Duleo Reds 


__ , we muſt longer kneele I Suitor. 
= Fr vs pores us; halfe your Sit 


eo TEM 


| Never name tous ; you have 


our power : 


) 


CC — ————————————— 
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Theother moity cre you aske is given, 


| Repeat your will, and cake it. 


wee. Thanke your Majcity 
That you would love your ſclfc, and in that love 
Nor unconfidered leave your honor, nor 
The dignity of your Onlice ; is the poine 

my Petition. | 
King. Lady mine proceed. 

wee. I amfolicited not by a few, 
And thoſe of true condition ; T hat your SubjeRs 
Are in great grievance ; There bave beene Commiſſions 
Sent downe among *em, which hath flaw'd the heart 
Of all their Loyaltics ; whercin, although 


| My good-Lord Catdinall, they vent reproches 
| Molt bitterly on you, as putter on 


Of theſe exactions : yerthe King, our Maſter (not 
Whoſe Honor heaven ſhield from ſoile ; even heeſcapes 
Langiage unmannerly ; yea, ſuch which breakes 
The ſides of loyalty, andalmoſt appcares 
In lowd Rebellion, 
N'grf. Not almoſt appeares, 
It doth appeare; for,upon theſe Taxations, 
The Clothiers all not able to maintaine 
The many to them longing, have put off 
The $pinfters; Carders, bullers, Weavers, who 
Vaſt for other lite, compeld by hanger 
Andlacke of other mcanes, in deiperate manner 
Daring th'event to th'reetb, are all in uprore, 
And danger ſerves among them. 
King. Taxation? 


{| Wherein ? and what Taxation ? My Lord Cardinall, 
| You that are blam'd for ir alike with us, 


Know you of this Taxation # 

(rd. Pleaſe you Sir, 
I know but ofa ſingle partin ought 
Pertaines to th'State : and front but in that file 
Whereothets tcll ſteps with me. 

Lue. No, my Lord? 
You know no more then others ? But you frame 
Things that ace knowne alike, whichare not wholſome 
To thoſe which would not know them, and yet muſt 
Perforce be their acquammance. T hele exations 
(Whereot my So-craigne would have note) they are 
Moſt peſtilenttoth'hearing, and to beare 'em, 
The Backe is Sacrifice toth'load ; They ſay 
They are devis'd,by you, or clſc you ſuffer 
Too hard an cxclamation. 

King. Still Exattion : 
The nature of it, in what kind Ict*s.knovw, 
Is this ExaRtion ? 

2=e. lam much too venturous 
Intemptlng of your paticnce, but amboldned 
Vnder your promis'd pardon. The ſubjects griefe 
Comes through Commiſſions, which compels from cach 
The fixt part of his Subſtance, to belevied 
Without delay ;and the pretence for this 
Is nam'd,your warres in France:this makes bold mouths 
Tongues ſpit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegeance inthem ; their curſes now 
Live wherethcir prayers did : and it's come to paſle, 
This traRable obedience is a Slave 
Tecach incenſed Will : I would your Highneſſe 
Would give itquicke conſideration ; for = 


Thexe is no primer baſenefle. 


. 
Am... 


| 


| 


P—— 
i, ——_— 


_ And for me, 

I have no further gone in this,gben by 

A ſingle voyce, _ that not paſt me, but 

By learncd approbation of the judges : if Iam 


Traduc'd by ignorant Tongues, which neither know 


My faculties nor perſon, yet willbe 
The Chronicles of my doing : Let me ſay, 
'Tis bur the fate of Place, and the rough Brake 


That Vertue muſt goe through : we mult not tine 


Our neccſlary actions, in the fteare 

To cope malicious Cenſurers, which ever, 

AS rau'nous Fiſhes doe a Veſlcll follow 

T hat isnew trim'd ; but benefit no further 

Then vainly longing. What we oft doe beſt, 

By licke interpreters (orice weake ones) 13 

= ours, or not allow'd ; what worſt, as oft 
ittirga groſler quality, iscride up 

For = tl AR TY ſhail ſtand (ul, 


In feare our motion will be mock'd, or carp'd at, 


We ſhould take roote here, where we ir ; 
Or fir State Statues onely. 

* King. Things done well, 

And witha care, exempt themſclves from feare 
Things done without example, in their iſſuc 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a Preſident 

Of this Commiſſion ? 1 belceve, fiot any. 


We muſt not rend our Subjects from our Lawes, 
And fticke them in pur Will. Sixt part of each 


A trembling Contribution ; why we rake 


From every Tree, lop, barke, and part o'ch'Timber: 
b weleave it with a roote thus hackr, 


Andi 
The Ayre will drinke the Sap, To every Coun 
Where this is queſtion'd,fend our Letrers, wit 
Free pardon to each man that has deny'de 


The force of this Commillion : pray looke too't ; 


I put it ro your care, 
(rd. A word with you. | 
Let there be Letters writ to every Shire, 


Ot the Kings grace and parden : the greeved Commons 


Harcly conceive of me. Let ic be nois'd, 


That through our Interceſſion, this Rovokemenc 
E xut Searet, 


And pardon comes; I ſhall anon adviſe you 
Further inthe proceeding, 


Enter Swrveyor. 


Lee. Tam ſorry, thatthe Duke of Backwgham 


Is r un in your diſpleaſure. 
King. It grieves many : 


grieves 
The Gentleman is Learn'd, and a moſt rare Speaker, 
» his trayning ſuch, 
That he may furniſh and inſtruct grear Teachers, 
And never ſecke for ayde out of himſclfe : yet fee, 


To Nature none more bound 


W hen theſe ſo Noblebenefits ſhall prove 


Not well diſpos'd, the mind growing once corrupt, 
They turne to vicious formes, ten times more vgly 
Then ever they were faire. This man ſo compleat, 

n we 


Who was enrold *mongſt wonders 3and w 
Altnolt with raviſh'd liſtning, could not find 
His houre off minute ; He, (my Lady ) 
Hath into monſtroushabits put the Graces 
That once were his, and is become as blackec, 


As if beimear'd in hell. Sit by Ys, you ſhall heare 


(This was his Gentleman in truſt) of him 
Things to ſtrike Honour ſad. Bid him recount 
The tote-recited prattiſes, whereof 

We cannot feele too little, hearc too much. 


? 


wa wy ns ws wo . i. _ .c.,.o co. 
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Card. Stand forth & with bold ſpirit relate what you 
Molt like a careful SubjeR have colleted 
Out of the Duke of Burkingham. 

Kim, Speake freely. 

Sw. Firſt, it was uſuall with him ; every day 
ſe would infeR his Speech : Tharif the King 
Should withour ifſue dye ; hee'l carry it fo 
To make the Scepter his. Theſe very words 
I've heard him utter to his Sonne in Law, 

Lord eAburgany,to whom by oth he menac'd 
Revenge npon the Cardinal, 

(4, Pleaſe your Highneſſe,note 

T his dangerous conception in this point, 
Not friended by his wiſh to your High perſon ; 
His will is molt malignant, and it {tretches 
Beyond you to your friends, 

Vucen, My lkarved Lord Cardinal, 

Deliver all with Charity. 

Kin. Speake on ; 

How grounded he his Title to the Crowne _ 
Vpon our faile ; to this poynt haſt thou beard him, 
At any time {peake ought? 

$wr. He was broughrtothis, 

By a vaine Prophelic of Nicholas Henton, 

Km, W hat wasthat Henton ? 

Sur. Sir, a Charrrenx Fryer, 

His Conteffor, who ted him every minute 
With words of Soveraigaty. 

Km. How know'it thou this? 

$»r. Not lovg before your Highneſſe ſped to France, 
The Duke being atthe Roſe, within the Pariſh 
Faint Lawrence Ponltney ,did of me demand 
Whar was the ſpeechamong the Londoners, 


_ | Spoke by a holy Monke, that oft, ſayes be, 
| Hath ſent ro me, wiſhing me to permit 0 * SC. 
| lebn de 14 Car, my Chaplaine,a choyce howre 
| To heare from hima matter of ſome moment : Enter L. Chamberlaine and L.Sandys. 
at | Whomatter under the Commiſſions Scale, L.Ck. Is poſlivle the ſpels of France thould juggle 
He follemnly had ſworne, that what he ſpoke Men into ſuch (trange Myſteries? 
My Chaplaiaetono Creature living, but L.Sax. New cultomes, 
Tome, ſhould utter, with demzre Confidence, Though they be never {oridiculous, 
This pauſingly enſu'de z neither the King nor's Heyres | (Nay let'em be unmanly) yer are follow'd, 
(Tell you the Duke) ſhall proſper, bid bum ſtrive L.Ch. As farreas I ice, all the good our Engliſh. 
Tothe love o'th* Commwonalty, the Duke Have got by the late Voyage, is but — 
Shall governe England, A fit or two oth? face, (butthey are ſhrewsd ones) 
Lneen. TI know you well, For when they hold 'ca, you would ſweare directly | 
You were the Dukes Surveyor, and loſt your Otfice Their very noſcs had been Councellours 
| Onthe complaint o'th* Tenants; take good beed To Pepin or Clothariaa, they keepe State ſo. | 
You charge not in your ſpleenc a Noble perſon, L.Sax. They bave all new legs, 
And ſpoyle your Noble Soule ; 1 fay, rake heed; And lame ones; one would taken, 
Yes, heartily beſeech you. That never {ce 'em pace before, the Spaven 
Km, Let himon, Goe forward. A Spring-halt rergn'd among 'em- 
Su. On mySoule, He fpeake bat truth. 1 L£Z-(b. Deathmy Lord, | 
[told my Lord the Duke, by th' Divels illuſions Their cloathesare after ſuchaPagaticuttoo't,” 
The Monke might be decerv'd, andthat 'rwas dangerous | That ſureth' have worne outChriftendodie; how now ? 
For this to ruminate on.this ſo farre, untill W hat newes, Sir Thomas Lovell? 97 9 "| 
It torg'd him ſome deſigne, which being belecv'd ; | 
t was much like todoe : He anſwer'd, Tuſh, Emer Sir Thomas Lovell, 6. Ef 
Itcan dyeme nodamage; adding further, Lovel. Faith my Lord. 4 wrt | 
That had the King in his laſt Sickneflefaild, I heare of none but the new Proclamation, 6 | 
1 The Cardinals and Sir Thowas Levels heads That's clapt upon the CourrGate. + | cur #y | 
— | — : TT 4 


Concerning the French Tourney. I replide, 

| Men feare the French would prove pertidious 

| Tothe Kings danger : preſently, the Duke 

| Said, 'rwas the frare indeed, and that he doubted 
| Twould prove the verity of certaine words 


Should have gone off. 
Km. Ha ? What, torancke? Ah, ha, 
There's miſchiefe in this man ; canſt thou ſay further ? 
Sir, Ican my Licdge. 
Kin. Proceed. 
Sur. Bcing at Greenwich, 
After your Highneſlc had reprov'd the Duke 
About Sir William B lumer. : (vant, 
Kin. 1 remember of ſuch a time, being my {worn ſer- 
The Duke reteur'd him his. But on; what e? 
Swr, If (quoth he) 1 for this had beene commitred, 
Asto the 1ower, Ithought ; | would have plaid 
The Pare my Father meant to at upon 
Th Vſurper Richard, who being at Salubury, 
Made ſuit to come in's preſence; which if granted, 
(As he made ſemblance of hisduty ) would 
Have pur his knite into him. 
Kin, A Gyant Traytor, 
Card.No y Madam,may bis Highneſlc live in freedome, 
And this man our of Priton, 
Dneen. God mend all, (fay'ſt? 
Kin. Thir's ſomthing more would out of theez what 
Sur. After the Duke his Father, with the knife 
He ftretch'd him, and with one hagd on his dagger, 
Anocher ſpread on's breuſt, mounting his eyes, 
He did diſcharge ahorrible Oath, whote tenor 
Was, were he cvill us'd, he would outgoe 
His Father, by as much as a pertormance 
Do'san irre{olute purpoſe. 
Kim. There's his period, 
To ſheath his knife in us : he is artach'd, 
Call himto preſenttryall : if be ma 
Finde mercy in the Law, "tis bis ; it none, 
Let him not ſeek't of us : By day and night 
Hee's Traytor toth' height. 


Scana TT ertia. 
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L.Cham. WW hart is't tor ? 

Lox, Therctormation of our travel'd Gallants, 
Thar fill the Court with quarrels, talke, and Tay lors, 

L.(ham. I'm yglad 'tis there ; 
Now I would pray our Montficurs 
Tothinke an Engliſh Courticr may be wiſe, 
And never ſeethe Lownre. 

Lox. They mult cyther 
(For {o run the Conditions ) leave thoſe remnants 
Of Foole and Feather,that they got in France, 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thercunto ; as Fights and Fire-workes, 
Abuſing better men then they can be 
Out of a forreigne wiledome, renounccing cleane 
The faith they have in Tennisand tall Stockings, 
Short bliſtred Breeches and thoſe types of Travell ; 
And underſtand againe like honeſt men, ; 
Or pack to their old Playfellowes; there 1 takeit, 
They may (wm Privilegio, weare away 
TheLag end of thcir lewdneſle, and be laugh'd at. 


L.San. 'Tis time to give him Phylicke, their diſcaſes 


Are growne ſo catching. 

L. Whata loſlc our Ladies 
Will have of theſc rr1m vanitics ? 

Lovell, I marry, 
There will be woe indeed Lords, :| : ilye whorſons 
Have got a ſpeeding tricke to lay downe Ladicz. 
A French Song, and a Fiddle, ha's 7.0 Fellow. 

L.S$an, The Divell fiddle *mn. 

I am glad they are going, 

'For {ure there's noconverting of 'em : now 
An honeſt Country Lord as 1 am, beaten | 
A long time out of play, may bring his plaine ſong, 
And have an houre of hearing, and by'c Lady 
Held currant Muſicke too. 

L.Cham, Wc<ll {aid Lord Savnd;, 

Your Colts tooth is not caſt yer ? 
L.San. Nomy Lord, 

Nor ſhalt not while I have aſtumpe. 
L, Cham, Sir Thomas, 

Whither were you a going # 
Lox, To the Cardinals; 

Your Lordſhipis a gucſt too, 

L.Cham. O, *cs rue ; 

This night he makes a Supper and a great one, 
To many Lords and Ladics ; there will be 
The Beauty of this Kingdome lie afſure you. 

Low. That Churchman 
Beares a bounteous minde indeed, 

A hand as fraitfull as the Land that feeds us, 
His dewes fall every where, 

L.{ham. No doubt hee's Noble ; 

He had a blacke muuth that ſaid other of him», 

L.San. He may my Lord, 

Ha's wherewithall in him ; 
Sparing would ſhew a worſe (inne, then ill Doctrine. 
Men of his way , ſhould be moſt liberall, 
They are ſet becre for examples, 
L.Cham. Truc they are10; 
But few nowgivelſo great.oncs : 
My Barge ſtayes ; | : 
Your Lordſhip ſhall along : Come, good Sir Thomas, 
We ſhall be lateeiſe, which 1 wonld not be, 
For I was ſpoke to, with Sir Hewry Guilford 
This night to be Comptrollers. 
L.San. I am your Lord(hips, 


Scana Quarta. 
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Hoboies. A ſmall Table under a State for the Cardinall, , 
longer T able for the Gueits, Then Enter Anne Bully, 
and arver; other Ladies, & Gentlemen,as Gueſts 
at one Doore ; at another D oore emer 


Sir Henry Guilford. 


S. Hen. Gnilf. Ladyes, 
A gcnerall welcome from his Grace 
Salutes ye all ; This Night hededicates 
To faire conteat, and you : None heere he hopes 
In ail this Noble Bevy, has brought with her = 
One care abroad : he would have all as merry : 
As firft, good Company, good wine,good welcome, 
Can make good people. 


Enter L. (hamberlaine, L.Sands,and Lovell. 

O my Lord, yare tardy; 
The very thought of this faire Company, 
_ wings to mee 

Chim. Youare young Sir H, wiIford. 

San, Sir Thomas Lovel, had the Cardinal 
But halte my Lay-thoughts in him, ſome of theſe 
Should ftinde a running Banket, ere they reſted, 
I thiake would better pleaſe*em : by my lite, 
They are a {weet ſociety of faire ones. 

£ov. O that yonr Lordſhip were but now Confeſler, 

Toone or two of theſe, 

San. I would I were, 
They ſhould find eafie penance, 

Lov. Faith how cahie ? 

Say. As cafie asa downe Bcd would afford it. 

Cham. Sweet Ladies will it pleaſe you ſit ; Sir Herwy 
Place you that (ide, Ile take the charge of thus : 
His Grace 1s entring, Nay, you muſt not freeze, 
Two women plac'd together, makes cold weather : 
My Lord Sands, youare one will keepe 'em waking; 
Pray ſit betweene theſe Ladi 

Sar, By my faith, 
And thanke your Lordſhip: by your Leave ſweet Ladies 
If I chancetotalkea little wilde, forgive me : 
I had ir from my Father. 

An.Bul. Was he mad Sir? 

© ax. O very mad,exceeding mad, in love too ; 
But be would bite none, juſt as I doe now, 
He would Kiſle you Twenty with a brearh. 

(ham. W:ll faid my Lord: 
Sonow y are fairely feated : Gentlemen, 
The pernancelyes on you ;if theſe faire Ladics 
Paſlc away frowning. 

San For my little Cure, 
Let me alone . 


Hoboyes. Enter Cardinall Wolſey aud takes his State. 
Card. Y*are welcome my faire Gueſts;that noble Lady 
Or Gentleman that is not treely merry 
Is not my Fiend, This to confirme my welcome, 
And ro you all good health. 
Sax. Your Grace is Noble, 
Let me have ſuch a Bowle may hold my thankes, 
And fave we ſo much ralking, 
Card. My Lord Sands, 


———— 
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| 1 am bcholding to you : cheere your neighbour : 


Ladies you are not merry ; Gentlemen, 
Whoſe faulr is this ? 
$41, The red wine firſt moſt riſe 
In their faire cheekes wy Lord, then we ſhall have 'em, 
Talke us to blence. 
en. Bn. You arca merry Gamlſler 
My Lord Sands, 
San. Yes, it I make my play : 
Heer's to your Ladiſhip, and pledge it Madam : 
For *cis to ſuch a thing. 
eAn.B. You cannot ſhew me. 

Drum and Trumpet , Chambers diſchargd. 
$41, Itold your Grace, they would talke anon» 
Card. What's that ? 

{ham, Looke out there, ſome of ye. 

{ard. What warlike voyce. 
Andto what «nd is this? Nay, Ladies, tcare not ; 
By all thelawes of Warre y' are priviledg'd. 


Emter a Servant, 
Cham. How now, _ is'r ? 
Ferv. Anoble troupe of Strangers, 
For ſo they ſerie ; th' have left their Barge and landed, 
And hicher make, as great Embaſladors 
From forraigne Princes. 

(ard, Good Lord Chamberlaine, 
Go,give*.m welcome;you can ſpeake the Frencatongue 
And pray receive *em Nobly, and conduct 'em 
Into our preſence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall (hire at full uponthem. Some attend him. 

All riſe, and Tables remov 4d. 
You have now a broken Banker, but wee'l mend it- 
A good diſgeſtion to you all; and once more 


| ſhowre a welcome on ye: welcome all. 


' Hoboyes. Enter King and ithers as Markers , habited like 


Shepheards , mſber'd by the Lord Chamberlaine. They 
paſſe derettly before the Cardinal, and gractſully ſalute 
him. 


A noble Com : whatare their pleaſures? : 
Cham. Becauſe they peak no Engiiſh,thus they praid 

Totell your Grace : That having hear by tame 

Of this ſo Noble and ſo faire aſſembly, 

Thisnight to meet heere,they could doe no leſle, 

(Our of the great reſpeR they beare to beauty ) 

But leave their Flockes, and under your faire conduct 

Crave leave to view theſe Ladics, andentreat 

An houre of Revels with 'em. 
Card. Say, Lord Chamber laine, 

They have done my poore houſe grace : 

For which I pay *ema thouſand thankes, 

pray 'em take their plcaſures. 
C hooſe Ladies, King and «Anne Fullen, 

x mg. The faireſt hand 1 ever touch'd : O Beauty,/ 

Till now I never knew thee. 

CHMuaſiche, Dance. 

Card. My Lord. 
Cham, Your Grace. 
Ce. Pray tell 'em thus muchfrom me : 

There ſhould be one 'em by hisperſon 

More worthy this place then my ſeife, ro whom 

(If bur knew him) with my love and duty 

I would ſurrender it. Whiſper. 
Cham. I will my Lord. 


Card. What ſay they 


LD "OT 


| 


— —— 


——_— 


; 


| 


con : 
Vrg'don the Examinations, nl, confeſſtons 


Cham. Sucha one, they all confeſle 
There is indeed, which they would have your Grace 
Find our, and he will rakc it; 
Card. Let me fee then, 

By all your good leaves Gentlemen ; heere Ile make 

My royall choycc. 

Kin. Ye bave found him Cardinall, 

You hold afaire Aſſembly, you doe well Lord. 

You are a Chu;chman, or llerell you Cardirall, 

I ſhould jadge novy wnhappily. 

(ard. 1 ain giad 
Your Grace is growne {opleafant. 

Kin, My Lord Chamberlaine, 

prethee come hicher, what faire Ladie's that? 

Cham. Ai'cplcate your Grace, | 
Sir Thomas Builens Daughter, the Viſcount Rochford, | 
One of her Highneſſe women, | 

Kim. By Heaven ſhe 1s a dainty one, Sweet heart, 
I were unmanerly totake you out, 

And nor to kiſſe you. A health Gentlemen, 

Let it goe round. 

Card. Sir Thomas Lovel,is the Banket ready 
Peh' Privy Chamber ? 

Lov. Yes, wy Lord. 

{'wd. Your Urace , 

I feacc, withdancing 15 a little heated. | 
Kin, I feare too much. : | 
Card. There's trcſher ayre my Lord, 

In the next Chamber. 

Kin. Lead in your Ladies ev*'ry one ; Sweet Partner, 
I mult nor yet forlake you : Let's be merry, E 
Good my Lord Cardinall: I have halte adozen healths, 
To drinke to theſe faire Ladies, and a meaſure 
Tolead 'em once againe, and then ers dreame | 
Who's beit favour . Let the Muſicke knock it; 

F xeunt with Trumpets. 


em 


as. 
— — 


Atlus Secundus. Scena Prima, 
me } 


Emer two Gentlemen at ſeverall Doors, 
1- Whicher away to faſt? 
2. O, God fave ye : 
Ev'nto the Hall, to heare what ſhall become 
Ofthe grear Duke of Buckingham. , 

r. ile fave you 
That labour Sir. All's now done bat the Ceremony 
Of bringing backe the Priſoner, 

2. Were youthere ? 

I. Yes _— n wo | 

2+ Pray ſpeake what ha's happend. 

I. You ws gueſle quickly what, 

2. Is he found guilty? 

1. Yes truely is he, 

And condemn'd upon't, 

2. I am ſorry fort. 

I. Soarea number more. 

2. But pray how paſt it ? 

1, Iletcil you ina little. The great Duke 
Came to the Bar ; wherezto his accuſations 
He pleaded ſtill nor gully, and 
Many ſharpe reaſons to the Law. 
The Kings Atrurney on the 


= 
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Of divers witneſſes, which the Duke deſir'd 
To him brought viva voce to his face ; 
At which appcar'd againſt him, his Surveyor, 
Sir Gilbert Pecke his Chancellour, and ſobs { @r, 
Confteflor to him, with that Diveil Monke, 
Hopkins, that maJcthis miſchicfe. 
2. That was he 
That ted him with his prophecies. 
I. The ſame, 
All theſe accus'd him ſtrongly which he faiac 
Would have flung from him ; bur indecd he could not; 
And ſo his Peeres upon this evidence, 
Have fouad him guilty ofhigh Treaſon. Much 
He ſpoke, and learnedly tor lite : Bur all 
Waseither pitticd in him, or forgotten, 
2. Afterallthis, how did he beare himſelfe ? 
I, When he was brought agen to th* Bar, to heaze 
HisKnell rung out, his Idgemenr, he was ſtir'd 
With ſuch an Agony, he ſweat extreamly, 
And ſomething tpokein choller, ill, and haſty : 
Bur he fell to himſelfc againe, and {weetly, 
In all the reſt ſhew'd a molt Noble patience. 
2. I doc not thinke he tcares death. 
I- Sure he docs not, 
He never was ſo wotnaniſh, the cauſe 
He may alittle grieve at. 
2. Certainly, 
The Cardinall is the end of this. 
I, Tis likely, 


By all conjectures : Firſt Kildares Attendure ; 


Then Deputy of Ireland, who remov'd, 
Earle Surrey was ſent thither-, and 1n haſt too, 
Leaſt he ſhould helpe his Father. 
2, That rricke of State 

Was a deepe envious one- 

I. Athisreturnc, 
No doubt he will cequiteit; this isnoted 
( And generally) who ever the King favours, 
The Cardinall inſtantly will finde imployment, 
And farre enough from Court too. | 

2. Allthe Commons 
Hate him pernicioufly, and o'my Conſcience 
Wiſh him ten faddom deepe; This Duke as much 


The Mircor of all courteſic. 


| 


Vaux, Walter Sands and common people, (re. 


I. Stay there Sir, 
And ſee the noble ruin'd man you ſpeake of, 
2, Let's ſtand cloſe and behold him. 
Buck, All good people, 
You that thus have come to pitty me ; 
Heare what I ſay, and then goe home and loſe me, 
I have this day receiu'd a Traitors judgement, 2 
And by thatname muſt dye ; yer Heaven beare witneſle, 
And if I have a Conſcience, lct it ſinke me, 
Even asthe Axe falls, if I be not faithfull, 
| The Law 1 beare no mallice for my death, 
T'has donc upon the premiſes, but juſtice : 
But =_ = _— ra I could wiſh more Chriſtians : 
(Be what they wiil) I heartily forgiue *m; 
Yetlet *emlooke they glorie not in miſchicte ; 


They love and doate on: call him bounteous Buckingham, 


Enter Buckingham from bis 4rraigument. Tipitaves before 
binsthe exe wth the edge towards him, Halberds on each 
fide, accompanied with $1r Thomas Lovell ; Sir N icholas 


Nor build their evils onthe graves of great men; 


For then, my guiitleſſe blood muſt cry again 
For further lite in this world I ne're hope, 


Nor will I ſuc, although the King have mercies 


More then I dare make faults. 
Youtfew that lov'd me, 
And dare be bold to weepe fo Buckingham, 


His Noble Fricnds and Fellowes ; whom to leave 


Is onely birter to him, only dying : 
Goe with me like good Angels to my end, 


And as the long divorce of Steele fals on me, 


Make of your Prayers one ſweet Sacrifice, 
Andlitt my Soule to Heaven. 
Leade on aGods name. 


Lovell. I doe beſeech your Grace, for charity 


If ever any malice in your heart 


Were hid againt me, now to forgive me frankly, 
Bucks Sir Thomas Lovell, I as tree torgive you 


ASI would be forgvien : 1 forgive all. 
There cannot be thoſe numberleſic oftences 
Gainſt me, thatl cannotrake peace with: 
No blacke envy ſhall make my Grave. 
Commerd me to his Grace : 


And if he ſpeake of Buckingham ; pray tell him, 
You met him halte in Heaven : my vowes and prayers 
Yet a1e the Kings; and till my Soule torſake, 


Shall cry for bleſſings on him. May he live 
Longer then I havetime to tcli his ycares ; 
Ever belov'd and loving, may his Rue be ; 


And when old Time ſhal leade him to his cnd, 


Goodncſle and he, fill up one Monument. 
Lev. To th' water ſide 1 muſt conduct y 


Then give my Charge up to Sir IN icbolas Vawx, 


undertakes you to your cnd. 
Fanx. Prepare there, 


The Duke is comming : See the Barge be ready, 


And fie it with ſuch furniture as ſuitcs 
The Grearneſle of his perſon. 
Buck. Nay, Sir N+ x 
Let italone ; my ſtatenow will but mocke 


When 1 came hither, I was Lord High Conſtable, 
And Duke of Buckingham: now, poorc Edward Bol, 


Yct I am richer then my baſe Acculers, 


T hat never knew what Truth meant : | now ſeale it; 


And with thatbloud wil make *em one day 
My noble Father Henry of Buckingham. 


Who firſt rais'd head againſt Vſurping Richard, 


Flying for ſuccour to his Servant Bader, 


Being diſtreſt ; was by that wretch betraid, 

And wichout Tryall, fell; Gods peace be with him. 
Henry the Seaventh ſuccecding ,truly pittying 

My Fathers lofſe ; like a moſt Royall Prince 
Reftor'd we tomy Honours : and out of ruines 
Made my Name once more Noble. Now his Sonne, 
Hewry the Eight, Lite, Honour, Name and all 

That made mc happy ; at one ſtroke ha's taken 

For ever from the World. I had my Tryall, 

And muſt needs ſay a Noble one; which makes mc 


A little happier then my wretched Father : 


Yetthus farre we are one in Fortunes , both 
Fell by our Servants, by thoſe Men we lov'd molt : 


A molt unnaturall and faithleſſe Service. 


Heaven ha's an endinall: yet, youthat hearc me, 
| This from adying man receive ascertaine : 
Where you are liberall of your loves and Counſels, 

Be ſure you be not looſe ; for thoſe you make friends, 


_—— 
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ſt 'em. 


our Grace ; 


me. 


groane tor't. 


And 
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And give your hearts to; when they once perceive 
The leaſt rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found againe 
But wherethey meane to ſinke ye : all good people 
Pray for me, I muſt now forſake ye ; the laſt houre 
Of wy long weary life is come _= me : 
Farewell; and when you would {ay ſomething that is ſad, 
Speake bow 1 fell. 
| have done;and God forgive me. 
Exennt Dubs and Traine. 
t+ O, this is full of pirty ; Sir, it cals 
I feare, too many curſes on their heads 
That were the Authors. 
2, If the Duke be guilileſle, 
'Tis full of woe : yet can give you inckling 
Ofan enſaing evill, if it fall, 
O_o this. . 
1. Good Angels keepe it from us : 
What may irbe? you doe not doubr my faith Sir ?. 
2. This Secret1s {0 weighty, 'twill require 
A ſtrorg faith to conceale its 
1, Let mc haveit; 
I doe not talke much. 
2. Iamconfident; 
You ſhall Sir : Did you not of late dayes heare 
A buzzing of a Separation 
Berweene the King and Katherine ? 
I. Yes, butit held nor; 
For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
He ſent command to the Lord Mayor ſtraight 
To ſtop the rumor;aud allay thoſe rongues 
That durit diſperſeit. 
2. But that ſlander Sir, 
Is found a truth now : for ic growes agen 
Freſher then e're1t was; and held for certaine 
The King will venture at it. Either the Cardioall, 
- try him neere, _ out = n_ . 
ot ucene, poſſeſt him with a{crup 
| That wiil undoe her : | para this too, 
Cardinall Campeias is arriv'd,and lately, 
Asall thinke for this buſineſle. 
I. Tis the Cardinall; 
And meerely to revenge him on the Emperour, 
For not beſtowing on bim at his asking, 
The Archbiſhopricke ot Totedo, this is purpos'd, 
z. Ithinke | 
You have hit the marke ; but is't not cruell, 
That ſhe ſhould fedle the ſmartofthis : the Cardinall 
Will have his will , and Che muſt fall. 
1. Tis wofull, 
Wee are too open heere to argue this : 
Let's thinke in private more. 


” OOT— 


Scans Secunda; . 


Enter Lord ('bamber laine, reading this Letter. 


T Lord, the Hor(es your Lovdihs , with all the 
Megs UnfwingsForlaghiryodert 3; 
They were young and handſome , and of the beff breed in the 
North, When they were ready to ſet out for London , a man 
of my Lord (ar dinalls, by aud vrtinc power tooke 


'em from me, with this reaſon : tr wand fur de 


. 
pH 


nn 
— 


fore a SubjeFt,if not before the King avbich tiop' d aur monther 
3; 


i, 
I feare he will indeede ; well, let him have them ; hee 
will haveall | thinke. 


Enter to the Lord Chamberlaine the Dukes of Nor. 
folke and Suffolks. 

Norf. Well mer my Lord Chamber laine, 

Cham. Good day to both your Graces. 

S»ff. How isthe King implay'd? 

Cham. 1lcft bim Private, 

Full of fad thoughts and troubles. 

Norf. W tat's the cauſe? 

Cham, It ſeemes the Marriage with his Brothers Wite 
Ha's crept too neere his Conlcience. 

Suff. No, his Conſcience 
Ha's Ciept too neere another Ladie. 

Norf. Tisio ; 

This is the Cardinalls doing ; The King-Cardinall, 
Thar blinde Prieſt, like the eldeſt Sonne of Fortune, 
Turnes what te liſt. The King will know him one day. 

Saff. Pray God hedoe, 

Hee'tnever know himſelte elſe. 

Norf. How hylily he workes inall bis buſinelic, 
And with what zcale? For now he has cracktthe League 
Between us & the Emperor(the Queens great Nephew) 
He dives into the Kings Soule, and there {cauters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of rhe Conlcience, 

Feares, and ION all theſe for his Marriage. 
And oat of all toreſtore the King, 
_— a —_ loſle of her 
like aIewell, ha's bung yeares 

About his necke, yetnever Joſt her uſtre; 
Of herthar loves him with that exceltence, 
Thar love good men with : Evenof her, 
That when the greateſt ſtroke of Fortune falls 
Will blefſe the King : and is not this courſe pious ? 

Chan. Heaven keep me from ſuch counſel: tis molt true, 
Theſe new es are every wheregvery tongue ſpeakes 'em, 
And every true hearr weepes tor't. All den 
Looke into theſe affaires, ſee this maineend, 
The French Kings Siſter. Heaven will one day open 
The Kwgs eyes, that ſo long'have flept upon 
This boid bad mani / 

Suff. And free us from his (lavery, 

Nof. Wehad necd pray, 
And heartily, for our deliverance ;; © -- 
Or this nperioas wah will worke as' all 
From Princes into Pages : all mens hononrs 
Lielike one lumpe betore him,co be taſhion'd 
Into what pitch he pleale. | 

S»f. For me, my Locds, > DIG 8 

Ilove bim not, nor feare him, there's my Creede :'/ 
As I am made without him, {o lle ſtand, 
If the King pleaſe : his Curſes and his bleſſings 
Touch me alike: th' are breath I notbeleeve in. 
I knew him, and I know hi : {o leave him 
To him that made him proud ; the Pope. 

Norf. Let's in; 


| And with ſome ocher buſineſle, pet the King 


From theſe {ad thoughts, that work too much vpon him: 
My Lord, youle beare us company f? 

Excuſe me, 
The King ha's ſent me therwhere : Beſides 


| You't finde a moſtunfit time to diſtarbe him t 


Health to your Lordſhips. 


x J Nor, | 
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N grfolke. Thankes my Good Lord Chamberlaine. 
E xit Lord Chamberlaine, and the King drawes the Curtame 
and ſits reading penfrocty. 
Suff. How ſad he lookes ; turc he is much afflicted. 
Kin. Who's there ? Ha? 
Norff. Pray God he be not angry. 
Kin, Who's there I ſay ? Hoy dare youthruſt your 
Into my private Meditations ? 
Whoaml1? Ha? 
Norff. A gracious King, that pardons all offences 
Malice ne're meant ; Our breach of Duty this way, 
Is buſineſle of Eitate ; in which , wce come 
To know your Royall pleaſure. 
Kin. Yearc too bold; 
Go to; Ile make yeknow your times of buſineſle : 
Is thisan howre for temporall affaires ? Ha? 

Enter Wolſey and Campeins with a (ommiſſion. 
Who's there ? my good Lord Cardinall? O my Wolſey, 
The quiet of my wounded Conſcience; 

Thou art a cure fit for the King ; you'r welcome 
Moſt learned Reverend Sir, into our Kingdame, 
Vſeus, and it : my good Lord, have great care, 
I be not found a Talker, 
| Weol. Sir, youcannot ; | 
I would your Grace would give us but an houre 
Ot private conterence. 
Kin. We are bune ; goc- 
Nor. This Priclt ha's no pridein him ? 
Sazff. Not to ſpeake of : | 
I would not be ſo ficke though for his place : 
But this cannot continue. 
Norf. It it doe, Ile venture one heave at him- 
Sup. I another. wells, and Suffo 
Exewunt , ay F* :.2 
Wol., Y our Grace ha's = a F re{ident of wiſedome 
Above all Princes, in commitring freely 
Your ſcruple to the voyce of Chriſtendome: 
Who can be angry now ? What Envy reach you? 
The Spaniard tide by blood and favour ro her, 
Muſt now confeſle if they have any goodneſle, 
The Tryall, juſt and Noble. All the Clearkes, 
(I meane the learned ones in Chriſtian Kingdomes ) 
Have their free voyces. Rome (the Nurſe of Indgement, 
Invited by your Noble ſelfe hath ſent 
One generall Tongue nntous. This good man, 
| This juſt and learned Pric{t, Cardinall Campers 
Whom once more, I preſent.unto. your Highneſſe, 
Km.And onct more in mine armes [ bid flim welcome, 
And thanke the holy Conclave tortheir loves, 
They have ſent me ſucha Man,l would have wiſh'd for. 


{'«m. Your Grace mult ncedsdeferve all ſtrangers loves 


You are ſo Noble : To your Highneſle hand 

I tender my Commiſſion; by whoſe vertue, 

The Court of Rome commanding;,.Youmy Lord 

Cardioall of 7orke , are joyn'd with me their Seryant, 

In the uyparciall zadging of this Buſincſle. (ted 
Kix. Two cquall.men : The Queene ſhall be acquain- 

Forthwith for what you come, Where's Gardiner ? 

4 mol. I know your Majeſty, ha'salwayes loy'd her 

| So deere in heart, not trodeny herrhar 

] A Woman of leſſe Place might aske by Law ; 

Schollersallow'd freely to for her. nn” 
Kis. 1,and the beſt ſhe hall have; and my favour \ 

To him that doeg beſt, God forbid elſe : Cardinall, -: 

Prethee call Gardi»er to me ,my new Secretary, * 

I find him a fit fellow. | - 3% 


({clves 


' |] 1fſweare, tis better to be lowly borne, 


Enter Gardiner, 
Wel. Give me your hand : much joy & favour to you, 
Youare the Kings now. 
Gard. But to be commanded 
For ever by your Grace, whoſe hand ha's rais'd me, 
Kin, Come hither Gardmer., 
Walkes and whiſpers. 
(amp. My Lord of Torke, was not one Door Pace 
In this mansplace before him? 
Wol. Yes, he was« 
Camp. Was he not held alcarned man? 
Wol. Yes ſurely. 
Camp. Belceve me, there's anill opinion ſpread then 
Even of your ſclfe Lord Cardinall. 
Wel. How? of me? 
Camp. They will not ſticke toſay, you envide him ; 
And fearing he would riſe (he was ſo vertuous) 
Kept him a forraigne man ſtill, which fo greev'd him; 
That he ran mad, and dide. 
t#ol. Heav'ns peace be with him : 
That's Chriſtian care enough: forliving Murmurers, 
There's places of rebuke. He was a Foole ; 
For he would needsbe vertuous. That good Fellow, 
If Icommand him followes my appointment, 
I will have none ſoneere elſe. Learne this Brother, 
We live not to be grip'd by meaner perſons. 
Kim, Deliver this with modeſty torh' Queene, 
E xit Gar diner, 
The moſt convenient place, that I can thinke of 
For ſuch reccipt of Learning, is Blacke-Fryers: 
There ye ſhall mecte aboutthis waighty, buſineſle, 
My Wolſey , (ce it furniſh'd, O my Lord, 
Would it not grieve anable man to leave 
So ſweet a Bedfellow ? But Conſcience, Conſcience; 
O 'ris atender place,and I multe leave her. E xeunt 


— OO —— _ — —— 
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Scena T ertia. 


Enter «Anne Bullen, and an old Lady. 


en. Not for that neither;here's the pang that pinches, 
His hughnefle, having liv'd ſolong with her, and ſhe 
So good a Lady, that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce diſhonour of her ; by my life, 
She never knew harme-doing : Oh, now after 
So many courſes of the Sun enthroancd, 
Still growing in a Majeſty andpompe, the which 
To leave, a thouſand fold more bitter, then 
"Tis ſweer at firft acquire. Afcer this Proceſle, 
Togive herthe avaunt, it isa pitty 
Would move a Monſter. 

Old La. Hearts of moſt hard temper 
Melt and lament for her, 
: _ —_ will, much _ TR. a 

ne re nowne pompe ; t 't be temporall, 

Yer if that quarrell, Fortune, | 07 Dk 
It from the lenny a ſufterance, panging 
As ſoule and bodies ſevering. 

Old La. Alaspoore Lady, 
Shee's ſtranger nowagaine. - 

- An. Somuchthe more 

Mult pitty drop upon her ; verily 


ti ————. p" 


* 


g— 


The Lifeof King Henry the Eight. 215 


And range with humble livers ia Content, 1 Cham Lady; 
Thento be perk'd up ina gliſtrivg gricte, I ſhall not faile t' approvethe faire conceit 
And weare agolden ſorrow. The King hath of you. I have perus'd her well, 
Old L. Our content Beauty and Honour in her are Coiagied, 
1 our beſt having. That they have caught the King : and who knowes yet 
Ame. By my troth, and Maidenhead, But from this Lady, may proceed a Iemme, 
| would not be a Queenc. Tolighten all this Ile? Tleto the King, 
01d L. Beſhrew me, I would, And ſay I (poke with you. 
Andventure Maidenhead for't, and ſo would you Exit Lord Chambertaine. 
For all this ſpice of your Hipocriſie ; An. My honour'd Lord. . 
You that have ſo faire parts ot Woman on you, OldL. Whythis it is: See, ſee, 
Have (too) a Womans heart, whichever yet I have beene begging lixteene yeares in Court 
Aﬀctcd Eminence, Wealth, Soveraignty ; ; (Am yet a Courtier beggerly) nor could 
Which, to ſay ſooth,are Bleſſings ; and which guitts Come pat betwixt too carly, and too late 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity : For any ſuir of pounds : ahd you, (oh fate) 
Of your ſoft Chirerell Conſcience, would receive, A very freſh Fiſh heere ; tye,fye,tye upon 
If you might pleaſe to ſtretch it, This compel'd fortune : have your mouth fild up, 
An. Nay, good troth, Before you open ir. | 
Old L.Yes trothg& troth: you would not bea Qneen? | Am. This is ſtrange tome. | 
An. No, not for all the riches under Heaven. Old L. Row talts ir? Is it bitter ? Forty pence, no : 
014L.Tis ſtrange;athreepente bow'd now would hire | There wasa Lady once (tisan old Story) 
OldasI am, to Queene it : but I pray you, (me, | That would notbe a Queene, that wouid ſhe not 
Whatthinke you of a Dutcheſſe ? Have you limbs For all the mud io Egypt ; have you heard ic? 
Tobeare that load of Title ? An. Come you are pleaſant. 
Au. Nointruth. Ola L. With your Theame, I could 
01d.L. Then you are weakly made, plucke off alittle, | O're-mountthe Larke : The Marchioneſſe of Þ 
I would not be a young Count in your ways A thouſand pounds a yeare, for pure reſpe ? | 
For more ther bluſhing comes ro:If your backe No other obligation ? by my Life, 
Cannot vouchſafe this burthen, 'tis too weake That promiſes mo thouſands : Honours traine 
Ever to geta Boy. Is longer then his fore-skirt; by this time 
4s. How you doe talke ; I know your backe will beare a Dutcheſſe, Say, 
I ſweare againe, I would not be a Queene, Are you not ſtr then you were? 
For all the world. | eAn. Good Lady, 
014 L. In faith for little England Make your ſelfemirth with your particular fancy, 
You'l venture an emballing : 1 my ſelfe And leave me out on't. Would I had no being 
| Would for ({arvarvanſbire, althongh there long'd If this ſalure my blood ajot ; it faints me 


' Nomore toth' Crowne but that : Lo, who comes here? | To thinke what followes. 
The Queene is comfortleſſe , and we forgetful 


Enter Lord ( hamberlaine. (know | Inour long abſence : praydoe not deliver, 
| L,(ftam. Good morrow Ladies; what wer't worth to | What heere y* have heard to her. 
| The ſecret of your conference ? Old L. W hat doe you thinke me ——— Exexnt, 


An. My good Lord, 
Not your demand; it valewes not yourasking : 


| Our Miſtris Sorrowes we were pittying. na 
(ham. It wasa gentlebuſineſie and becomming Se Quarta. 


- — — 


Theaion of good women, there is hope — 
All will be well. 
eAn. Now I pray God, Amev. Trumpets, Sonnet, and Cornets, 
Cham. You beare a gentle minde,& heav'nly bleſſings | Enter two Vergers, wth ſhort ſilver wands ; next them two | 

Follow {uch Creatures. That you may, taire Lady ; Scribes iu the babue of Dottors :; after them, the Biſhop of 
Perceive 1 ſpeake ſincerely, and high notes Canterbury alone ; afier bim, the Biſhops of Lincotne, Ely, 
Tane of your many vertues; the Kings Majeſty ' Rocheſter, and S. Aſaph : N ext them , with ſome ſmall 
Commends his good opinion of you, to you; and d1itance, followes a Gentleman bearing the Purſe , with the 
Doc's purpoſe honour to you no leſle flowing, great Seale, and 4 Cardinals Hat : Then two Proeits, bear . 
Then Marchioneſſe of Pembrooke; to which Title, ring each a Silver Croſſe : Then a Gentleman Uſher bare- 
4 Thouſand pound a yeare, Annuall ſupport, | headed, accompanied with a Sergeant at eArmes bearing 4 
Ourof his Grace, he addey, Silver Mace : Then rwe Gentlemen bearing two 

| An, 1 doe not know Silver Pillers: After them fide by fade phe rwo (ar denab, 
What kinde of my obedience, I ſhould tender ; - ewo Noble men,with the Sword and Mace. The King takes 
More then my All, isnothing : Nor my Prayers place under the Cloth of State, The two Cardinal fit 
Arenot —_ ducly hallowed; nor my Wiſhes . wider hims as Indges, The L neene takes place ſame di- 
More worth then. empty vanities: yet Prayers & Wiſhes | fence from the King. The Bilhops place themſelves on 
Are all I can returne. 'Beſeech your Lordſhip, each fide the Court in manner of a Conſiitory.:. Below them 
Vouchfafero yoo my:thankes, and my obcdicnce, the Seribes, The Lordz fit next the Biſbops, Thereſt of the 

WA; from a bluſhing Handmaid, to his Highnefſle ; eAttendants ſtand is convenient order abont the Stage. 
| Whoſe health and Royalty I pray for. 
ad __ | | Fard. 


—— : i 


—_— 
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Car. Whil'ſt our Commiſſion from Rome isread, 
Let ſilence be commanded. 
King. What's the need ? 
It hath already publiquely bene read, 
And onall ſides th' Authority allow'd, 
You may then ſpare that time. 
Car, Bee't ſo, proceed. : 
Seri. Say, K. of Englend, come into the Court. 
(Frier. Henry King of England, &C+ , 
King, Heere. 
Serube, Say, Katherine Queene of England, 
Come into — A 
Cries. K atherine Quecne Of England, oc 
The ma). PT wh riſes ont of her C hare, 
ves about the Com t, comes to the King and kyeeles at 
s Feete. Then ffeakes. : 
Sir, I defire you dome right and [uſtice, 
And tobeſtow your pitty on me; for 
I ama moſtpoore Woman, and aitranger, 
Borne out.of your Dominians : having heere 
No ludge indifferent, nor no more aflurance 
Of equall Friendſhip and Proceeding. Alas Str : 
In wer have I oFended you? What cauſe 
Hath my behaviour given to your diſplcaſure, 
That thus you ſhould proceed toput me off, 
Ang take your good grace from me? Heaven witneſle, 
I have bene to you a true and humble Wite, 
Atall times to your will conformable : 
Everin feare tokindle your Diſlike, 
Yea, ſubject to your Countenance : G'ad,or ſorry, 
As I ſaw it inclin'd ? when was the houre 
I ever contradicted your Delire ? ; 
Or made it not mine t50? Or which of your Friends 
Have I rot ſtroveto love, although I knew 
He were mine Enemy ? What Fricnd of mine, 
That bad to him deriv'd your AngrT, did i 
Continue in my Liking 2 Nay, gave notice _ 
He was fromthencediſcharg'd ? $ir, call to minde, 
That I have becne your Wite,”inthis Obedierice, 
Vpward of twenty yeares,and have bene bleſt 
With many Children by you. If in the courſe 
And proceſle of this time you can report, 
And prove it too, againſt mine Honour aught ; 
My bond to Wedlocke, or my love and Duty 
Againſt your Sacred Perſon ; in Gods name 
Turne me away : and let fowl'ſt Contempr 


} Shut doore upon me, and fo give me up 


To the ſhap'tt kinde of Iuſtice. Pleaſe you, Sir, 
The King your Father, was reputed for * 
A Prince moſt Prudent ; and an excellent 
And ur:match'd Wir, and Indgement, Ferdinand 
My Farber, King of Spaine, was reckon'd one 
The wiſcſt Prince, thattkere hadreign'd, by many 
A yeare before. It is not to be quettion'd, 
That they had gather'd a wiſe ll cothem 
Ofevery Realme, that did debate this Bufineſle, 
Whodecm'sd our Marriage lawful. Wherefore I humbly 
Beſeech you Sir, to ſpare me, till I may . 
Be by my Friends in Spaine, advis'd; whoſe Counſaile 
I will implore. Ifnot, i'th' name of God 
Your pleaſure be fulfili'd. 
Wel. You have heere Lady. - 
(And of ce, —_—_ Fathers, men 
Offi rin ity, an Learning : k 
Yea, the ele& o'rh' Land, who are afſembled 


—_ — —w—— 


To pleade your Caulc. It (hall be therefore bootleſle, 


— — ——  —— 


| 


That longer you deſire the Court, as well 
For your owne quiet, as to redtific 
What is ankerled in the Kings 

(mp. His Grace 
Hath ſpoken well, andjuſtly : Therefore Madam, 
_— R paar hr proceed, | 

that (wit clay) their Arguments 

Be now produc'd, and heard. 

2». Lord Cardinall, to you I ſpeake. 

Wol. Your pleaſure, Madam. 

2. Sir, lam about to weepe; but thinking that 
Wearc a Queene (or long have dream'dſo) certaine 
The daughter of a King, my drops of tearcs, 
lle turne to ſparkes of fre. 

Wot. Be patient yet. 

Ls, I will, when youare humble ; Nay before, 

Or God wiil puniſh me. Ido beleeve 

(Induc'd by potent Circumſtances) that 

Youare mine Enemy, and make my Challenge. 
Mekong — by is you 

Have blowne this Coale, berwixt my Lord, an? me; 
(Which Gods dew quench) therefore, I ſay againe, 
I utterly abhorre; yea, from my Soule 

Retuſe you for my Indge, whom yet once more 

| bold my moſt malicious Foc, and thinke not 

At all a Friend to truth, 

Wol. 1 doproteſſe 
You ſpeake not like your ſelfe : who ever yet 
Have tood to Charity: and diſplayd th' effects 
| Of diſpoſition gentle, and of wiſdome, 

Orc-topping womans powre, Madam, youdo me wrong 
I have no Spleene againlt you, nor injuſtice 
For you, or any : how farre 1 have proceeded, 
Or how farre turther (Shall) is warranted - 
By a Commiſſion from the ; 
Yea, the who!e Conſiſtoric of Rome, You charge me, 
T hat I have blownethis Coale : 1 do deny ir, 
The King is preſent: If it be knowne to him, 
That I gainfay my Deed, how may he wound, 
And worthuly wy Fallchood, yea, as much 
As you have done my Truth. It ke know 
Thar 1 am free of your Report, he knowes 
I am not of your wrong. Therefore in hic 
It lies to cu1e ae, and.thecure is to 
Remove thefe thoughts trom you. The which before 
His Highneſſe ſhall ſpeake in, 1 do beſeech 
You(gracious Madam Jto unthinke your ſpeaking, 
And to lay no more, 

Luce. My Lord, my Lord, 
I ama fiimpic woman, much too weake 
Toppolc your cunning. Y'are meek,8 humble-mouth'd, 
Your figne you place, and Calling, in fuil ſeeming, :, 
With Meckeneſlc and Humilitte : Bur your Heart ** 
Is cracm'd with Arrogance, Splecne, and Pride. 
You have by Fortune, and his Highoeſſe favors, 
Gore {lightly o'relowe ſteppes,aninow are mounted 
W here Powresare your Retainers, and your words 
(Domeltickesto you) ſerve your will ; as't pleaſe 
Your ſelfe pronounce their Othce, I maſt tell you, 
Youtender more your Honor, then 
Your high irituall. Thatagen 
I do refuſe you for my ,and heere 
Before you all, Appeale untothe Pope, 
To —_—_ whole Cauſc fore his Holineflc, 
And to be judg'd by him- ; 


Sbe Curtſies to the King, and offer: — 


th. 
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Camp. The Queene is obſtinate, The boſome of my Conſcience, enter'd mez | 
Stubborne to Iuftice, apt to accuſe it; and Yea with a ſplitting power, and made t5 tremble 
Diſdainfull to be trideby't; tis not well. Theregion of my Breaſt, which forc'd ſuch way, 
Shec's going away» That many maz'd conſideciogs, did throng 
Kin. Callher againe. And preſt in with this Caution. Firſt, me thought 
{Tiev. Katherine. Q. of England,come into the Court. I ſtoud not in the {milc of Heaven, who had 
Gent, Vh. Madam, you are cald backe. Commanded Nature, that my Ladies wombe 
9g. Whatneed you note it?pray you keep your way, If it concciv'd a malc-ch:ld by me, ſhould 
Whea you are cald returne, Now the Lord helpe, Doe no more Okkces of lite too't ; then 
They vexe me palt my paticnce, pray you paſle 0n; The Grave does to th' dead ; For her Male Ifſue, 
I willnot tarry : no, nor ever more Or di'de where they were made, or ſhortly after 
Vpon this bubnefle my appearance make, This wo:l4 had 2yr d them. Hence I rooke athought, 
Inany of their Courts. This wasa iadge ment oa me, that my Kingdome 
Exit 2 »2ene, and her Attendants. (Well worthy the belt Heyre &th* World ) ſhould not 
Kiz. Goe thy waycs Kate, Be glad in'tby me, Then tollowes, that 
That man i*th* world, who ſhall report he ha's I weigh'd the danger which my Realmes ſtood in 
Abetter Wife, let him in nought be truſted, By this my Iſſues taile, and char gave to me 
For ſpeaking falſe in rhat; Thou art alone Many a groaning throw : thus hulling in 
(ltthy rare qualitics,ſweet gentleneſle, The wilde Sea of my Conſcience, 1 did ſtcere 
Thy meekneſle Saint-like, Wife-like Government; Toward this remedy; whereupon we are 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts Now preſent keere together : that's to (ay; | 
Soveraigne and Pious, could ſpeake thee out) I meant to rectific my Conſcience, which 
The Queene of carthly Queenes: Shee's Noble borne: | Ithendid feele full ticke, and yer nor well, 
And luke her true Nobility, ſhe ha's By all the reverend Fathers of the Land, 
Carried her ſelf towards me. And Doctors learn'd. Firit Ibegan in private, 
wel. Moſt gracious Sir, With you my Lord of Zincolne; youremember 
In humbleſt manner I require your Highneſle, How under my opprefſicn I did recke 
Thar it ſhall pleaſe you to declare Mm hearing When |! firſt mor, 'd you. 
Of all theſe cares (for where 1 am rob'd and bound, S.Lm. Very well my Lied2es 
There muſt I be unloos'd, although not there | _ Kin. [ have ſpokelong , bepicas'd your ſelte toſay, 
Atonce, and fully ſatis&de ) whether ever 1 | How farre you fatisfide me. 
Did broach this bufines to your Highnes, or Lan, Sv pleaſe your Highaeſle, 
Lad any icruple in your way which mighe The queſtion did ar firſt fo ſtagger me, 
Induce you to the queſtion on't : or cuer Bearing a ſtare of mighty mowent in't, 
Have to you, but with thankes to God for ſuch | Andconſequence of dread, that 1 committed 


: ARoyall Lady, ſpake one , the lcaft word that might The daring{t Counlaile which I had to doubt, 


| Berothe prejudice of her preſent State, And did 1atreat your Highneſle in thiscourte, 
| Orrouch of her Perſon ? Which you are running hezre. 
Kin. My Lord Cardinall, Kin. I then mov'd you, 
[dx excuſe you; yea,upon mine Honour, My Lord of Canterbury, and got your leave 
| free you from't : You are not to be taughr To makethus preſent Summons untclicited. 
That you have enemies, that know not I lettno revercad perſon inthis Court , 
Why they are ſo, bur like the Village Curres, But by particular conſent proceeded 
Barke when their fellowes doe. By tome of theſe Vnder your hands and Scales : therefore goe on, 
The Queene is put in anger ; y'are excus'd: For no diſlike i'th* world againſt the perion 
but will you be more juſtif'de? Youever Of our good Queene; bu” the ſharpe thorny points 
Have wiſh'd the ſleeping of this buſines, never deſir'd Of my alleged reatons, drives this forward : 1 
lttabe ſtir'd ; bot of have hindred, of t Prove bur oar Marriage laiwfull by my Life 
Thepaſſages made toward it ; on my Honour, And Kingly Dignity, we are contented | 
[ipeake my good Lord Cardinall co this point ; To weare our mortali State to come, with her, | 
cont'd, Ard thus farre cleare him. (Katherine our Queene)betore the primeſt Creature 
Now, what mov'd me too't, That's Parrago!!'d o'th' World 


6 5 Ixill be bold with time and your attention : (too't: Camp. $9 plicale your Highneſſe, 


ſe Then marke th* inducemerz. Thus it came; give heede | The Queene being abſent, 'ris a nze«full krneſſe, 
| My Couſcience firſt receiv'd a tendernefſe, Thar we adtourne this Court tur ther day , 

xed | read pricke, on certaine Speeches utter'd Mcane wlulc mult be ancarnef moron 

oo Byth' Biſhop of Bayen,then French Embaſſador, Made tothe Queene to call backe her Appeale 

Al Who had beene hither ſent onthe debating She intends unto his holinefle, 

yl And Marriage *twixt the Duke of Orl-ance, and Km. 1 may perceive 

, Our Daughter Mary : I th' Progrefic of this bufinefle, Theſe Cardinals trifie with me: I abhorre 

Ereadererminate reſolution, hee This dilatory floth, and trickesof Rome. 
(1 meanc the Biſhop) did requite a reſpite, My karn'd and welbeloved Servant (rermer, 
Wherein he mightthe King his Lord advertiſe, Prethee returne, withthy approach : I know, 
Wherher our daughter were legitimate, | My comfortcomes along : breakeupthe Court z | 
Reſpecting this ous Marriage with the Dowager, Lay, ſet on- 

Fa, Sometimes our Brothers Wife. This reſpite ſhooke Exennt, in manner 45 they enter 4. 


"6p eAtus 


m—_ 
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eAtus Tertins. Scana Prima, 


nn me 


_ ———_— A 


Enter Ducene and ber Women as at works« 
Deen. Take thy Lute wench, 
My Soule growes fad with troubles, 
Sing, anddiſperſe'cm 1f thou canſt ; leave working : 


$ON G, 

Rpheus with his Lute made Trees, 

And the Mountazxe tops that freeze, 
Bow themſelves when he did ſag. 
To bis HMuſiche, Plants and F lowers 
Ever ſpring ; 4s Sunne and Showres, 
There had mats a laftirg Spring. 
Every thing that heard him play, 
Even the Billowes of the Sea, 
Hung their heads ,and then lay by. 
In ſweet Muſicks ts ſuch Art, 
Killing care, and griefe of beart, 
Fall «ſlrepe, or hearing dye. 


Enter a Gentleman, 
ween. How now? ; 
—=4 And't pleaſe your Grace,the two great Cardinals 
Wait in the preſence. . 
Queen, Would they ſpeake wich me? 
Gent. They wil'd me ſay ſo Madam. 
Deen. Pray their Graces. = 
To come neerc : what can be their buſineſle 
With mc, apoore weake woman, falve from favour, 
I doe not like their comming ; now I thinke ont, 
They ſhould be good men, their affaires are righteous , 
But all Hoods, make not Monk<es. | 
E-ter the two (ardinalls, Wolſey & Campias. 
Wolf: Peace to your Highneſic. 
Buren our Graces find mc heere part of a Houſwite, 
(I would be all )againſt the worſt may happen : 
W hat arc your pleaſures with me,reverend Lords? 
wel. May it pleaſe you Noble Madam,to withdraw 
Into your private Chamber; we ſhall give you 
The fa'l cauſe of our comming. 
) ween, ke it heerc, 
n= $ oo I have done yet o' my Conſcience 
Deſerves a Corner : would all other Women 
Could ſpcake this with as free a Soule as 1 doe, 
My Lords, 1cate not({o much I am happy 
Above a number) it my actious 
Were tri'de by cv'ry tongue, ev*ry eye ſaw? em, 
Envy and baſe opinon ſet againſt 'em, 
I know my life fo even. If your bufines 
Secke me out, andthat way I ami Waite in; 
Our with it boldly : Truth loves open dealing. 
Card.Tantaeſt erga te mentu intogritas(Regina ſereniſſimas) 
Queen. Good my Lord, no Latin ; 
I amnot fuch a Truant ſince my comming, 
As not to Kio the Language I have liv'd in: (ous: 
A ſtrange Tongue makes my cauſe more ſtrange,ſuſpiti- 
Pray ſpeake in Engliſh ; heere are ſome will thanke you, 
If you {pcake truth, for their poore Miltrisfake; 
| Beleeve me ſhe ha's had much wrong. Lord 
The willing'ſ (inne I ever yet committed, 
May be abſolv'd in Engliſh. 
({&4d. Noble Lady, 


| 


I am forry my integrity ſhould breed, 
(And ſervice to his Maeſty and you) 
$0 dcepeſuſpition, whereall fairh was mcant ; 
We come not by the way of Accuſation, 
Totaint that honour every good Tongue bleſles ; 
Nor to betray you any way to ſorrow ; 
You have too much Lady : But co know 
How you ſtand minded in the waighty difference 
Berwecne the King and you, and to deliver 
(Like freeand honeſt men) our juſt opinions, 
And comforts to your cauſe. 
( amp. Moſt honour'd Madam, 
My Lord of Yorke, out of his Noble nature, 
Zcaleand obedience he ſtill bore your Grace, 
Forgetting (like a good man) your late Centure 
Both of his truth and him (which was too farre) 
Offers, as I doe, in a figne of peace, 
H1s Service, and his Cougſell. 
Lneew. To betray me. » 
My Lords, I thanke you betIFfor your good wills, 
Ye [peake like henelt men, (pray God ye prove (o) 
But how to make ye ſodainly an Anſwere 
Inſuch a point of weight, ſonecre mine Honour, 
(More neere my Life I feare) with iy weake wit ; 
And to ſuch men of gravity and learning ; 
In truth I know not. I was (ct at worke, 
Among my Maids, full little (God knowes) looking 
Either for ſuch men, or ſuch buſinelle ; 
For her ſake that I have beene, for I feele 
The laſt fir of my Greatneſſe ; good your Graces 
Ler me have time and Councell for my Cauſc : 
Alas, I am a Womanfriendleſle, hopelcilc. 
Wol. Madam, 
You wrong the Kings love with theſe feares, 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. 
wat ”. In England, | 
Burlittle for my profit:can you thinke Lords, 
That any Engliſh man dare give me Councell ? 
Or be a knowne friend 'gainſt Highneſle pleaſure, 
(Though he be growne fo deſperate to be honeſt) 
Andlive a Subjet? Nay Forſboth my friends, 
They that mult weigh out my afiions, 
They that my truſt muſt grow to, live not heere, 
They are (as all my other comforts) tar hence 
In mine owne Country Lords, 
Camp. I would your Grace 
Would lcave your greefes, and take my Councll. 
Dneen. How Sir? 
Camp.Put your maine cauſe into the Kings protedtion, 
Hee's loving and moſt gracious. *Twill be much, 
Both for your Honour better, and your Cauſe ; 
For if the tryall o: the Law o'rerake ye, 
You'l part away diſgrac'd. | 
Wo. Hetelsyou rightly. | 
Lueen, Yetell mewharye wiſh for both, my rune? 
Is this your Chriſtian Councell ? Out upon ye. 
Heaven 18 above all yer; there fits a Iudge, 
That no King can corrupt. 
Camp. Your rage millakes us. 
.2 neen.The more ſhame for ye; 
Vpon my Soule tworev 


holy men I thought yt, 
Cardinall Vertues: 
But Cardinall Sins, and hollow hearts I feare ye : 
Mend'em for ſhame my Lords : Is this your comfort? 
The Cordiall thatye bring a wretched Lady? 


A woman loſt among ngye, laugh'r at, ſcornd? 


I will not wiſh ye my milſcries, 


—_—. — 
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[havemore Charity. Burt ſay I warn'd ye ; 
Take heed, for heavens ſake take heed, leait at once 
The burthen of my forrowes, fall upon ye. 

{. Madam, this is a meere diſtraction, 
You rurne the good we offer, into envy» 

wee, Ye rurne meintonothing. Woe upon ye, 

Andall ſuch falſe profeſſors. Would you have me 
(If you have any iuſtice, any Pitty, 
Ifye be any thing but Churchmeus habits ) 
Pur my ficke caule into his hands, that hates me ? 
Alas, ha's baniſhrt me his bed already , 
His Love, too long ago. I am old my Lords, 
Andall the fellowthip I hold now with him 
Is oacly by Obedience. What can happen | 
To me, above this wietchednefle ? All your Studies 
Make me a Curſe, like this: 

Camp. Your tcares are worſe. | 

2s, Have I liv'dthusloag (let me ſpeake my {lte, 
Fince Vertue findes no friends) a Witeatruc one? 
A Woman (l dare fay without Vainglory ) 
Never yct branded with ſuſpition ? 
Have I, with all my full AﬀrRions : 
Still met the King? Lov'd him next Heav'n?Obey'd him? 
Bin (out of fondnefſe) ſuperſtitious to him ? 
Almolt forgot my Prayres to content him ? 

And am I chus rewarded ? 'Tis not well Lords. 

Bring me a conſtant woman to her husband, 

Onethat ne're dream'd a loy, beyond his plcafure ; 

And tothat Woman (when ſhe hasdone molt) 

Yet will 1 adde an honor ; a great Patience, 

Cer, Madam, you wander trom thegood 
We ayme at. 
Laee, My Lord, 
I dare not make my ſclte ſo guilty, 
' Togive up willingly that Noble Title 
| Your Maſter wed me to; noching bur death 
Shall c're divorce my Dignities, 
Card. Pray heare me. | 
2%, Would I had never trod his Engliſh Earth, 

Orteic che Hatteries that grow it: 

Ye have: Angels Faces; but Heaven knowes your hearts. 
| What ſhall become of me now, wretched Lady ? 
 Tamthe moſt unhappy Woman living. 

Alas (poore Wenches ) where are now your Fortunes ? 
 Sipwrack*d upona Kingdome, where no Puty, 

| NoFriends, no Hope, no Kindred weepe for ax? 

Amolt no Grave allow*d me ? Like the Lilly 

| Thatonce was Miſtris of the Field, aud flowiſh'd, 

lic hang my head, and periſh. 

Car, It your Grace . p 
Could byr be brought to know, our ends are honeſt, 
 You'ldfeele more comfort. Why hold we (good Lady) 
Vpon what cauſe wrong you? Alas, our Places, 

The way of our Profeſſion is againlt it; 

| Veare to Cure ſuch forrowes, not to ſowe 'em. 

| forgoodneſſe ſake, conſider what you doe, 

How you may hurt your ſelfe : I, utterly 

Grow from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage. 


y _ of Princes kiſſe Obedience, 
much they love it. But to (tubborne Spirits 
ught Ye, They ſwell and ,as terrible as ſtormes. f 
1 ! know you have a Gentle, Noble temper, 


; \ Sule as even as a Calme ; Pray thinke us, | 

nfort bole we profeſle, Peace-makers, Friends, and Servants. 
Camp. Madam, you'l finde it ſo 

Wn wrong your Vertucs 


I < 


ba. d 


With theſe weake Womens feares. A Noble Spirit 

As yours was, put into you, ever calts | 

Such doubts as falſe Coine from it. The King loves you, 

Beware you looſe it not : For us (if you pleate 

Totruſt us in your bufineſſe) we are ready 

To uſe our utmoſt Studies, im your {ervice+ 
2%. Do what ye will, my Lords : 

And pray forgive me ; 

If I have us'd my ſelfe unmannerly, 

You know I am a Woman lacking wit 

To make a ſeemely anſwer to ſuch perſons. 

Pray do my ſervice to his Majeltie, 

He ha's my hearr yet, and ſhall have my Prayers 

W hile I ſhall have my life. Come revererd Farers, 

Beſtow your Councelscn me. She now begges 

That lictlerhought when ſhe ter footing heere, 

She ſhould have bought her Dignitics fo deere 


—_—_— 


— _ ..— . C— 


* _— 


— 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk, Duke of Suffelke, Lord Surrey, 
and Lord (hamberlame. ON 


Norf. It you will now unite irfyour Complain 
And force them with a Conſtancy, the Cardinall , 
Cannot ſtand under them. If you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promiſe, . . 
But that you ſhall ſuſtaine moe new diſgraces, 

| With theſe you beare already. 
Sur, Iam joyfull 

To meete. the leaſt occaſion, that may give me 
Remembrance of my Father-in-Law the Duke, 
Tobe reveng'd on him. 

Swuf. Which of the Peeres 
Have uncontemn'd gene by hic, or atleaſt 
Strangely neglected ? W hen did he regard 
The of Noblenelle ia any pertoa 


Out of himſelfe ? | 
ſpeake your pleaſures: 


— 


Chem. My Lords, you 
What hedelſcrves of you aud me, I know : 
What we can doto him (though aow the time 
Gives way to us) I much feare. If you cannot 
Barre bis acceſle to*ch* King, never attempt 
Any thing on him : for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the King in's Tongue. 

Nor. O teare him not, 

His ſpell jn that is out : the King hath found 
Marrcr againſt him, that for ever marres 
The Hony of his Language. No, he's fetled 
(Nottocowe off ) in his diſpleaſure. 

Sar. Sir, 

I ſhould beglad to heare ſuch Newes asthis 
Once every houre. 

Nor, Belceve i”, this is true. | | 
In the Divorce, his contrarie proceedings 
Are all unfoldcd: wherein he ——_ 

As 1 would wiſh mine Enemy. 
Sw. How came ._ 
HispraRtiſ - -n _ ? 
Suf. M Cys 
Sur. O how? how? | 


| Suf. The Cardinals Letters to the Pope miſcarried 


And 


Mt 


— 


E xewunt. | 


| 
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And come to th' eye o'th' King, wherein was read 
How that the Cardinall did intreat his Holinefle 
To ſtay the Indgement o'th' Divorce ; for if 

It didtake place, 1 do(quoth he) perceive 

My King is tangled in atteRtion, to 

A Creature of the Queenes, Lady Anne Bullen, 

Sur, Ha's the King this? 

Suf. Beleeve it. 

Sur. Will this worke? 

Cham. The King in this perceives him, how he coaſts 
And hcdges his owne way. Bur in this point, 

All his trickes founder, and he brings his Phylicke 
After his paticnts death; the King already 
Hath married the faire Lady. 

Sur. Would he had. 

Swuf. May you be happy in your wiſh my Lard, 
For I profefſe you haveir. 

Sur, Now all my joy 
Trace the Conjunction. 

Swuf. My Amen too'ts 

or. All mens. : 

Swf. There's order given for her Coronation : 
Marry this is yet but yong, and may te letr 
Toſomecarcs unrecounted. But my Lords 
She is a gallant Creature, and compleare 
In minde and feature, I perſwade me, from her 
Will fall ſome bleſſing ro this Land, which ſhall 
In it be memoriz'd. 

Sur. But will the King 
Diſgelt this Letter of the Cardinals ? 
The Lord forbid. 

Nor. Marry Amen. 

Suf. No,no: 
There be moe Waſpes that buz about his Noſe, 
Will make this ſting the ſooner. Cardinall Campeine , 
Is ſtolne away to Rome, hath'tane no leave, 
Ha's left the cauſe ro'th' King unhandled, and 
Is poſted as the Agent of or Cardinall, 
To ſecondall hisplot. I doaflure you, 
The King cry'de Ha, at this. 

Cham. Now God incenſe him, 
And let himcry Ha, lowder. 

Norf.* But my Lord 
When returnes (ranmer? 

Swf. He is return'd in his opinions, which 
Have ſatisfied the King for his Divorce, 
Together with all famous Colledges 
Almoſt in Chriſtendome : ſhortly (1 beleeve) 


{ His ſecond Marriage ſhall be publi(hd, and 


Her Coronation. Katherime no more 
Shall be call'd Queene, but Princeſſe Dowager, 
And Widdow to Prince «4 7thur. 
Nor. This ſame Cranmer's 
A worthy Fellow, and hath tane much paine 
In the Kingsbufineſle. 
Suf. He ha's, and we ſhall ſee him 
For it, an Arch-bythop. 
N or, Sol heare., 
Saf. *Tis ſ0. 
Emer Wolſey and ( ronmmwell. 
The Cardicall. 
Nor. Obſerve, obſerve, hec's moody. 
Car. The Packet Cromwell, 
Gay't youthe King? 
Crom. To hisowne hand,in's Bed-chamber. 
Card. Look'd he 0'th' inſide ofthe Paper ? 


' To heare from Rome. 


Crow. Preſently 
He did unſeale them, and the firſt he view'd, 
He did it witha Serious minde : a heede 
Was in his countenance. Yeuhe bade ' 
Attend him heere this Morning. 
Card, Is he ready to comeabroad ? 
(rem. 1 thinke by this he is. 
Card. Leave mea while, 
It ſhall be tothe Dutches of Alanſon, 
The French Kings Siſter ; He ſhall marry her. 
Anne Bulen? No: IHeno eAme Bullens tor him, 
There's more in't then faire Viſage. Bun ? 
No, wce'l no Bullens: Speedily 1 with 
Marchioneſlc of Penbroke? 


E-cit (romnel. 


Nor. He's dilcontented, 
Swuf. May be he hearesthe King 
Tw o_ his _ tohim, 
«Yr, Shar enough, 
Lord tor thy Tuſtice 
Car. Thelate Queenes Gentlewoman ? 
A Knights Daughter 
Tobe her Miftris Miſtris * The Queenes,Queene? 
This Candle burnes not cleere, 'tis I muſt ſnufte it, 
Then out it goes: What though I know her vertuous 
And well deſerving? yet 1 know her for 
A ſpiceny Lutheran, and not wholſome to 
= _— ſhe ſhould lyc -< boſlome of 
ar rul'd King. Againe,there is {| 
An Herettque, an Ss; n—g—_ V 
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the King, 
And is his Oracle. 
Nor. Heis vex'dat ſomething. 


Enter King, reading of 4 Scedule. 


Sur, I would*twer ſomething y would fret the ſtring 
The Malter-cord on's heart. 

Sf. The King, the King- 

Kmyg. What piles of Wealth hath he accumulated 
To his owne portion ? And what expence by 'th'houre 
Seewes ro flow from him ? How, 1'th' name of Thrift 
Does he rake thistogether? Now my Lords, 

Saw you the Cardinall? 

XN or. My Lord, we have. 

Stood hcere obſerving him. Some ſtrange Commotion 
Isin his braine : He bites his lip and ſtarts, 

Stops on a ſodaine, lookes upon the ground, 

Then layes his finger on his Temple : ſtraight 
Springs out intofalt gate, then ſtops againe, 

Strikes his breſt hard, and anon, he ca 

H1s eye againſt the Moone : in molt ftrange Poſtures 
We have (ceneghim ſet himſclte. 

King. It may well be, | 
There is a mutiny in'smind. This morning, 
Papers of State he ſent me, to peruſe 
As I requir'd : and wot you what 1 found 
There (on my Conſcience put unwittingly) 
Forſooth an inventorie, thus importing 
The ſeverall parcels of his Plate, his Treaſure, 
Rich ſtuffes and Ornaments of Houſhold, which 
I finde at ſuch Rate, that it oat-ſpeakes 
Poſſeſſion of a SubjeR. 

—_ It's heavens will, , 
e Spirit put this in the Packet, 
To bleſle _ e withall 
King. If wedid thinke 


_— 
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His Contemplations were above the carth, 
And fixt on {pirituall objet,he ſhould ill 
Dwell in his Muſings,but 1 am affraid 
His Thinkings are below the Moone,not worth 
His ſerious conſidering. 
King takzs bis Seat whiſpers Lovell, who goes 
to the Cardinal. 

Car, Heaven forgive me, 
Ever God bleſſe your Highneſle. 

K5ng. Good my Lord, 
You ate full of Heavenly ſtuffe,and beare the Inventory, 
Of your beſt Graces,in your minde;the which 
You were now running 0're:you have ſcarſe time 
To ſtcale from Spirituall leyſure, a bricfe ſpan 
Tokeepe your earthly Audir,ſure in that 
Ideeme you an ill Husband,and am glad 
To have you therein my Companion. 

Car. Sir, 
For Holy Orfices I have a time;a time 
Tothinke upon the part of buſineſſc,which 
[ beare i'th'State:and Nature does require 
Hertimes of preſervation,w hich pertorce 
[ ber fraile ſonne,among'lt my Brethren morrall, 
Muſt give my tendance to. 

King. You have ſaid well, 

{ar, And ever may your Highneſſe yoaks together, 
(As | will lend you cauſe)my doing well, 
With my wellfaying, 


King.”Tis wellfaid agen, 
And Us a kinde of didecde toſay well, 
And yet wordsare nodeeds. My Father lov'd you, 
He faid he did,and with his deed did Crowne *' 
His word upon you. Since I had my Onlice, 
l have kept younext my Heart,have not alone 
Imploy'd you where high Profits might come home, 
But par'd my preſent Havings,to beſtow 
My Bountics upon you. 


, 


Cer. W hat ſhould this meanc? 
| Sw. The Lord increaſethis buſineſle. 

| Kmyg, Have Inot made you 

The prime man of the State? I pray you tell me, 

If what I now pronounce,you have found truc: 
Andifyou tmay confeſle itz{ay withall 

If you are bound tous,or no. W hat ſay you? 

Car. My Sovcraigne, I confeſle your Royall graces 
Showr'd on me daily, have bene more then could 
My ſtudied purpoſes require, which went 
Beyond all mans endeavors. My endeavors, 

Have ever come too ſhort of my Deſires, 
Yer fill'd with my Abilitics:Mine owne ends 
Have beene ſo, that eve: more they pointed 
To'h'good of your moſt Sacred Perſon,and 
7 of the State. For you -— ME 
eap d upon me(poore V ndeſerver 
Cannothing _p—_ Allegiant thankes, 
My Prayres to heaven for you;my Loyalty - 
| Which ever ha's,andever ſhall be growing, 
Till death(that Winter)kill it, 
| Kay. Fairely anſwer'd: 
' ALoyall,and obedient SubjeRt is 
Therein illuſtrated,the Honor of ir 
Does pay the AR of it,as i'th'contrary | 
The fowleneſſe is the puniſhment. I preſume, 
| 
neomy hand iocperCOangy topm | 
| My heart drop'd Love,my rain'd Honor,more 
On you, then any: So your 


ms. 


Heart, 


v 


— 


— 


__= 


| 


| What ſodaine Anger's this?How have I reap'd it? 


Your Brainc,and every FunRion of your power, 
Should,notwithſlanding that your bond of duty, 
As twer in Loves particular,be more 
To me your Friend,then any. 
Car. | doproteſſe, 
That for your Highneſle good, I ever labour'd 
More then mine owne:that arh,have,and will be 
(Though all the world ſhould cracke their duty to you, 
And throw it from their Soule,though perils did 
Abound,as thicke as thought could make*em,and 
Appeare in formes more horrid )yetmy Duty, 
As doth a Rocke againſt the chiding Flood, 
Should the approach of this wilde River breake, 
And ſtand unſhaken yours. 
King. Tis Nobly ſpoken; 
Take notice Lords,hke ha's a Loyall breſt, 
For you have ſeene him open't. Read o're this, 
Andafter this,and then to Breakfaſt with 
W harappetite you have. 
Exit K —_ wpon the Cardinal!, the N gbles 
throng after kim ſmiling and whiſpering. 
Car, What ſhould this meane? 


He parted Frowning from me,asit Ruine 

Leap'd from his Eyes. So lookes the thated Lyon 
Vpon the daring Huntſman that has gall'd him: 

Then makes hia nothing. I muſt reade this paper: 
I feare the Story of his Anger. 'Tis ſo: 

This paper ha's undone me: 'Tisth'Accompt 

Of all that world of Wealth I have drawne 

For mine owne ends,(Indeed to gaine the Popedome 
And fee my Friends in Rome.) O Negligence! 

Fit for a Foole to fall by : What croſle Divell 
Made me pur this maine Secret in the Packer 

I ſentthe King? [sthere no way tocure this? 

No new device to beate this from his Braines? 

I know 'twill Rirre him nA know 

A way,if it take righe,in ſpight of Fortune 

Will bring me off againe. What's this? To rh'Pope? 
The Letrer(as] lives withall the Buſineſſe 

I writ to's Holineſſe. Nay then, farewell: | 
I haverouch'd the higheſt point of all my Grearneſle, 
And from that full Meridian of my Glory, 

I haſte now to my Serting, I ſhall fall 

Like a brightexhalation m the Evening, 

And no man ſec me more. 


Enter ts Woolſey, the Dukes of Norfolke and Suffolke, the 
Earle of Surrey, and the Lord (bamberlaine. 


Tor. Heare the Kings pleaſure Cardinall, 
Who commands you 
To render up the Great Seale preſently 
Into our hands,and to Confine your elfe 
To Aſher-houſe,my Lord of Wincheſters, 
Till you heare further from his Highneſle. | 

( . Stay: 
Where's your Commiſſion?Lords, words cannot carry 
Authority ſo weighty. 

Suf. —_ dare — | 
Bearing the Kings will from his mouth expreſſely? 

Ce. Till I inde more then will,or words to % it, 
(I meave malice) know, Oihcious Lords, 
Idare — Now I feele | 
Of what courſe Mctrle ye are molded, Envy; 
How eagerly ye follow my Diſgraces - 
y s 

| 
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As if it fed ye, and how ſlecke and wanton 
Ye appeare 1n everything may bring my ruine? 
Follow your envious courſes,men of Malice; 
You have Chriſtian warrant fer'*tm,and no doubt 
In time will finde their fit Rewards. That Seale - 
You aske with ſuch a Violence,the King 
(Mine,and your Maiſtcr)with his owne hand,gave me: 
Bad me enjoy it, withthe Place,and Honors 
During my life;and toconfirme his Goodneſſe, 
Ti'de it by Letters Patents. Now,who'll take it? 
S#r. The King that gave it. 
(ar. It muſt be himiclte then. 
Sr. Thouart a proud Traitor,Priclt. 
Car. Proud Lord,thou lyeſt: 
Within theſe forty houres,Surrey durſt better 
Have burntthat Tongue,then aide ſo. 
Sur. Thy Ambition 
(Thou Scarler ſinne) robb'd this bewailing Land 
Of Noble Buckingham, my Father in-Law, 
The heads of all thy Brother-Cardinals, 
(With thee,and all thy belt parts bound together) 
Weigh'd not a haire of his. __ of your policy, 
You {cnt me Deputy for Ireland, 
Farre from his ſuccour;frem the King,from all 
That might have mercy on the fault,thou gau*(t him: 
W hilt your great Goodnefſle, out of holy pitty, 
Abſoly'd him with an Axc. 
wel. This,and all clſe 
Thistalking Lord can lay upon my credit, 
Ianſ{wer,is moſt falſe. The Duke by Law 
Found his deſerts. How innocent I was 
From any private malicein his end, 
His Noble Iury,and foule Cauſe can witneſle, 
If I lov'd many words, Lord,lI ſhould tell you, 
You have as little Honeſty,as Honor, 
That in the way of Loyalty,and Truth, 
Toward the Kirg,my ever Royall Maiſter, 
Dare mate a ſounder manthen Surry can be, 
And all that love his fullics. 
Sur, By my Soule, 
Your long Coat(Prieſt)protets you, 
Thou ſhould'ſt teele 
My Sword ich'life blood of thee elſe. My Lords, 
Can ye endure to heare this Arrogance? 
And from this Fellow?It we live thus tamely, 
To be thus Iaded by a peece of Scarlet, 
Farewell Nobility:let his Grace go forward, 
And dare us with his Cap,like Larkes. 
Car, All Goodneſle 
Is poiſon to thy Stomacke. 
Sur. Yes,that goodneſle 
Of gleaning all the Lands wealth into one, - 
Into your owne hands(Card'nall)by Extortion: 
The c of your intercepted Packets 
You writto'th Pope,againſt the King:your goodneſſe 
Since you provoke me, ſhall be moſt notorious. 
My Lord of Norfolke,as you are truly Noble, 
As youreſpet the common good the State 
Of our deſpis'd Nobility,our Ifſues, 
(W hoif helive,will ſcarſebe Gentlemen) 
Produce the grand ſamme of his ſinnes,the Articles 
Collected from his life. Ile ſtartle you 
Worſethen the Sacring Bell, when the browne Wench 
Lay kiſſing in your Armes, Lord Cardinall. 
Ce. How much methinkes, I could deſpiſe this man, 
ButthatI am bound in Charity againſt it, 


1 Without the Kings will,orthe States allowance, 


—_— 


Nor. Thoſe Articles,my Lord,arc in the Kings hang: 
But thus muc are foulc ones. 
Wol. So much fairer 
And ſpotleſſe, ſhall mine Innocence ariſe, 
When the King knowes my Truth. 
Sar. This cannot ſave you: 
I thanke my Memory, I yet remember 
Some of theſe Articles,and out they ſhall. 
Now,if you can bluſh,andcry guilty Cardinall, 
You'l ſhewa little Honeſty. 
Wel. Spcake on Sir, 
I dare your worſt Objetions:IF 1 bluſh, 
It is to ſee a Nobleman want manners. 
Swr.I had rather want tho{e,then my head; 
Have at you. 
Firlt,that wirhout the Kings aſſent or knowledge, 
You wrought to be a Legate,by which power 
You maim'd the Iurifdiction of all Biſbops. 
Nor, Then, That in all you writ to Rome, or clſc 
To Forraigne Princes, Ego & Rex mens, 
Was ſtill inſcrib'd:inwhich you brought the King 
Tobe your Servant. 
Suf. Then,that without the knowledge 
Either of King or Councell,when you went 
Ambaſſador to the Emperor,you made bold 
To carry into Flanders,the Great Scale. 
Sur, Item,You ſent a large Commiſſion 
To Gregory de Caſſade,to conclude 


A League betweene hie Highneſſe, and Ferrera. 
S»f.-That out of meere Ambition,you have caus'd 
Your holy-Hat to be ſtampt on the Kings Coine, 
Swr, Then, that you baveſcnt innumerable ſubſtance, 
(by what meancs got, Teave toyour owne conſcience) 
To furniſh Rome,andeo prepare the wayes 


Youu have for Dignities, to the meere undooing 
Of all the Kingdome. Many more there arc, | 
Which ſince they are of you,and odious, 
I will not taint my with. | 
Charn. O my Lord, | 
Preſle not a falling man too farre;'tis Vertue: 
His faults lye open to the Lawes,let them 
(Not you)corre& him. My heart weepes to ſee him 
So little,of his great Selfe. 
S»f. Lord Cardinall,the Kings further pleaſure is, 
Becauſe all thoſe things you haue done of late 
By your power Legantive within this Kingdome, 
Fall into*th'compaſle of a Premunire; 
That therefore ſuch a Writ be ſucd againſt you, | 
To forteit all your Goods, Lands, Tencments, 
Caſtles,and whatſoever,and to be 
Our of the KingsproteRtion. This is my Charge, 

Nor. And ſo wee'lleave you to your Meditations 
How to live better. For your ſtubborne anſwer 
Abount the giuing backethe Great Seale to us, 

The King ſhali know ir,an&(no doubt)ſhall thanke yous 
So fare you well,my little good Lord Cardinall. 
E xeunt all but #/ elſe), 

Fol. So farewell,tothe little good you beare me. 
Farewell?A long farewellto all my Greatneſſe. 
This is the ſtate of Man;zto day he puts forth | 
The tender Leavesof to morrow Bloſſomes, 
And beares his bluſhing Honors thicke upon him: | 

| 


The third day,comesa Froſt;a killing Froſt, 
And when hethunkes,good cafic man,full ſurely 
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His Greatneſſe is a ripening,nippes his rote, 
And then he falsas 1 GD eoremas 
Like lutle wanton Boyes that ſwim on bladders: 
This many Summers in a Sea of Glory, 
But farre beyond my depth:my high-blowne Pride 
Atlengeh broke r mc,and now ha's left me 
Weary,and old with Service,tothe mercy 
Of a rude ſtreame,that _ _ —— _ 
Vaine pompe,and glory of this World,I hate ye, 
I feele _ heart _- open'd.Oh how wretched 
[sthat poore man,that hangs on Princes favours? 
There is bztwixt that ſmile we would afpire to, 
That ſweet Aſpect of Princes, and their rene, - 
More pangs,and feares then 
And when he falles,he falles like Lucifer, 
Never to hope againe. 
Enter Crommell ſtanding amazed. 
Why how now (romwel? 
| Crew. I have no power to ſpeake Sir.) 
Co. W hat,amaz'd 
Atmy mistortunes?Can the Spirit wonder 
A great man ſhould decline, Nay,and you weep 
I am falne indeed. 
Crem. How does your 
(ard. Why well: 
Never ſo truly happy,my good Cronewell, 
[ know my ſclfe now, and 1 feele within me, 
A ptace above all earthly Dignities, 
A till, and quiet Conſcience. The King ha's cur'd me, 
I humbly thanke his Grace:and from theſe ſhoulders 
Theſe ruin'd Pullet,cut of pity, taken | 
A loade, would finke a Navy,(too much Honor.) 
O'tisa burden Cromwell, tis a burden 
Too heavy for a man,that hopes for Heaven, 
Crors, | am glad your Grace, 
Ha's made that right uſe of it. 
Card. I F have: 
I am able now(me thinkes ) 
| (Our of a Fortitude of Soule,1 feele) 
' To endure more Miſcries,and greater farre 
| Then my Weake-heartedEencmics,dare offer. 
| What Newes abroad? 
| (om, The heavicht,and the worlt, 
| Is your difpleafure with the Kung. 
| Cad. Godblcihie him. 
| (rm. (he next is,that Sir Thowas Mooreis choſen 
| Lord Chancellor,in your place. 
| (4d. That's ſomewhat ſodain. 
| But he's a Learnedman-. May he continue 
| Longin his Highneſſe favour,and do Tuſtice 
| For Truths-ſake,and his Conſcience; that his bones, 
| When he ha's run his courſe,and leepes in Bleſſings, 
| May havea Fombe of Orphantsteares wept on him. 
hat more? | 


Grace. 


Crom, That ({ ranmer is return'd with welcome; 


laſtall'd Lord — = Canterbury. 


warres,or women have; 


No San,thall ever uſher forth mine Honors, -- 
Or gilde againe the Noble Troopes that waighted 
Vpon niy (miles. Goger thee from me (rommel, - 
Jam a e falne man,unworthy now 

Tobethy Lord,and Maiſter. _ 

(Thar Sun,I pray may never (et)T have told him, 
W hat,and how true thou art;he will advance thee: 
Some little m<mory of me, will ſtirre him 

(I know his Noble Nature)not tolet - + 

Thy hopetull ſervice periſh too. Good Cromwell 
Negle him not; make uſe now and prouide 

For thincowne fature ſafety. 

Crom. O my Lord, 

Muſt I then leave you? Muſt I needes forgo 

So good,fo Noble;and fo true a Mailter? 

Beare wacneſle, all that have not hearts of Iron, 
With what a ſorrow Cromwel leaves his Lord. 
The King (hall have my fervice;but my prayers 
For ever,and for ever thall be It 

('«d. Crommel, , | did not thinke toſhed a teare 

Inall my Miſeries:But thou haſt forc'd me 

(Out of thy hone(t trurh)ro play the Woman. 

Ler's dry our eyes: And thus farre heare nie (romwe!, 
And when I am forgotten, as I ſhallbe, 

And leepe in dull cold Marble,wbere no mention 
Of me,more muſt be heard of; Say I taught thee; 
Say Wolſey,that once trod the wayes of Glory, 
And ſounded all the Depths,and Shoales of Honor, 
Found thee a way(ont of his wracke)toriſe inz 

A ſure,and ſafe one,though thy Maiſter muſt ir. 
Marke but my Fall,and that that Ruin'd me: 
Cromwel, I charge thee,fling away Ambition, 

By that finne fell the Angels:how can manthen 
(The wy Maker) hope to win by it? 
Love thy ſelfe laſt, cheriſh thoſe hearts that hate thee: 
Corruption wins not more then Honeſty, 

Still in chy right hand, carry Peace 
To filende envious Tongues. Be juſt,and feare not: 
Let a'l the ends thou aym'ſt at,be thy Countries, 


Thy Gods,aad Traths. Thenif thou fall'ſt (O Crenneel!) 


Thou fall'ſt a bleſſed Martyr. 
Servethe King:zAnd prythee leade me in- 
There take an Inventory of all I have, 
To the laft peny, 'tis the Kings. My Robe, 
And my Integrity to Heaven,1ts all, 
I darenow call mine owne. O Cromwel, Cromwel 
Had I but ſerv'd my God, with halfethe Zeale 
I ſerv'd my King:he would nor in mine Age 
Have left menaked to mine Enemies, 
Crow, Good Sir, have patience. 
Card. SOT have. Farewell 
The Hopes of Court,my Hopes in Heaven do dwell. 
Exim, 


(ard. That's Newes . 
Go Le ans, Aus (uartus.Scena Prima, 
| Whom the King bath in ſecrecy long married, VEN KEN 
' This day was view'd in open,as his Queene, | | 
| Going to Chappell:and the voice is now Emer two Gemlemen, meeting one another. 
Onely about hr Corronation. : 
| (4d. There was the waight that pull'd me downe. 1 Y'are well met once againe, 
© Cronowell, | | bb 3 Soare you. 
TheKing ha's gone beyond me: All my Glories ' I Youcome totake your ſtand heere,and behold 
Inthat one woman, I have loſt for ever. The Lady Amne,palle from her Corronation. - 
| y 2 2 'Tis 
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2 *Tis all my buſineſſe. At our laſt encounter, 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his Traall. 
1 *'T1s very truc-But that time offer'd ſorrow, 
This generall joy. 
2 '[ is well:The Cit:zens 


| I am ſure have ſhewne at fulltheir Royall minds, 


As lete'm have their rights,they arc ever forward 
In Celebration of this day with Shewes, 
Pagcan:s,and Sights of Honor. 

1 Never greater, 
Nor llc aſſure you better taken Sir. 

2 May I be bold toaske whatthat containes, 
That Paper in your hands. 

1 Yes, 'tis the Liſt 
Of thoſe that claime their Oihces thisday, 
By cuſtome of the Coronation. 
The Duke of Suffolke is the firſt, and claimes 
To'.c high Steward;Next the Duke of Norf.vke, 
He to be Earle Marſhall:you may reade the reſt. 

I I thanke you Sir:Had 1 not knowne thoſe cuſtomes, 
I ſhould have beene beholding to your Paper: 
But I'beſecch you, what's become of K atherme 


1] The Princeſſce Dowager? How goes her buſineſſc? 


' 1 That | cantell you too. The Archibiſhop 

Of Canterbury, accompanied withorher 

Learncd,and Reverend Fathers of his Order, 

Held a late Courtat Dunſtablezſixe miles off 

From Ampthill,where the Princeſſc lay,to which 

She was often cyted by them,burt appear'd not: 

And tobe ſhort,fornot Appe arance,and 

The Kings late Scruple,by the maine aſſent - 

Ofall theſe Learned men,ſhe was divorc'd, 

And the late Marriage made of none cffe: 

Since which,ſhe was remov'd toKymmalten 

Where ſhe remaines now ficke. | 

2 Alas good Lady, 
The Trumpets ſound:Stand cloſe, 
The Queene is comming . He-boyes, 
The Order ofthe Coronation, 

1 A lively Fleurilh of Trumpets. 

2 Then two [ndges. 

3 Lord Chancclor,vith Purſe aud Mact before him. 

4 Quirriſters ſinging. Muſicke 

5 Maior of London, bearing th: Mace. Then Garter , ws 
his Coate of Armes , and on his bead be wore a Gitt (opper 
Crowne. 

6 Marqueſſe Dor ſ:t , bearing a Sceprer of Gold,o his 
4 — can Coronal of Gold, With him, the Earle —_ 
b caring the Red of Silver with the Dove, Crowned with an 
Earles Coronet. Collars of Eſſes. 

7 Duke of Suffolke, #n his Robe of Eſtate bis Coronet on bis 
head,bearing a long white Wand , as High Steward. with 
hins ghe Duke of Norfolke , wth the Kod of Mar ſbalſhip, 
4 Corenct on bis head, ( ollars of Eſſer. 

$ A Canopy, borne by foure of the Cinque-Ports , wnder it 
the Nueene in her Robe,gn her bawe , richly adorned with 
Pearle,('rowned. On each fide her.the Biſhops of London 
and Wincheſter. 


| 9 TheOld Dutcheſſe of Norfolke, in « (oronall of Gold, 


wrought with Flowers bearing the © meenes Traine. 
10 Certaine Ladics or Counteſles, mith plaine Cirelets of 
Gold, witbout Flowers, | 
Excunt, firſt paſſing over the Stage in Order and State , and 
then,,A great Flowriſh of Trumpets. 


| 


2 A Royall Traine beleeve me:Theſc I know: 
Who's that that beares the Ecepter? 

1 Marqueſſe Dorſet, 
And that the Earle of Surrey,with the Rod. 

2 A bold brave Gentleman. T hat ſhould be 

The Duke of Suffolke. 

I Tis the ſame:high Steward. 

2 And that my Lord of Norfolke? 

I YcS» 

2 Heaven bleſſc thee, 
Thou haſt the ſweeteſt face T ever look'd on. 
Sir,as | have a Soule,ſhe is an Angell; 
Our King ha's all the Indies in his Armes, 
And more,and richer,when he ſtraines that Lady, 
I cannot blame his Conſcience, 

I They that beare 
The Cloath of Honor over her,are foure Barons 
Ot the Cinque-Ports, 

2 Thoſe men are happy 

And fo are all,are neere her. 
I take it,ſhe that carries up the Traine, 
Is that old Noble Lady,Dutcheſſe of Norfolke. 

1 It is,and all the reſt are Counteſles-: 

2 Their Coronets ſay fo. Theſe arc Starres indeed, 
And ſometimes falling ones. 

2 No more of that, 

Enter 4 third Gentleman. 

1 God fave you Sir. Where have you bin broiling 

3 Among the crow'd i'th' Abbey,where a finger 
Could not be wedg*d in more:I am ſtifled 
With the meere ranknefle of their joy. 

2 Youſaw the Ceremony? 

3 That did. 

1 How was it? 

3 Well worth the ſceing. 

2 Good Sir,ipcakeit to us? 

As wcil as | am able. The rich ſtreame 


Of Lurds,and Ladics, having brought the Queene 
To a prep rd place inthe Quare, fell off 

A diltance from ber; while ber Grace fate downe | 
Torelt a while,ſome halfean hovure,or ſo, 

In arich Chaire of Stare,oppoling freely 

T hc Beauty of her Perſon roche People. 

Belecve me Sir,ſhe is the goodlicſt Woman 

That ever lay by man-which when the people 

Had the full viewof,ſucha noy1c aroſe, 

As the ſhrowdes inake atSea, in a ſtiffe Tempeſt, 

As lowd, and toas many Tunes. Hats,Cloakes, 
(Doublcrs,l thinke)flew up,ahd had their Faces 

Bin iooſe,this day they had beene loſt. Such joy 

I never ſaw before, Greatbelly'd women, 

That had nut halfe a weeke to go, like Rammes 

In the old time of Warre, would ſhake the preaſe 
And make'*cm reele before'em. No man living 

Could ſay this is my wife there,all v cre woven 

So {trangely in one 

2 Bur what follow'd? 

3 Atlengrh,her Grace roſe,and with modeſt paces 
Cameto the Altar,where ſhe kncel'd,and Saint-like 
Cat her faire eyesto Heaven,avd pray'd devourly. 

T hen roſc againe,and bow'd her tothe people: | 
W hen by the Arch-byſhop of L 
She had all the Royall makings of a Queene; | 
As holy Oyle, Edward Confefors Crowne, 
The Rod, and Bird of Peace,and all ſuch Emblemes 
Laid Nobly on her:which perform'd, the Quire 
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With all the choyſelt Muſicke of the Kingdome, 
Togethcr fung Te Denm. So ſhe parted, 
And withthe {ame full State pac'd backe againe 
To Yorkc-Place,where the Fealit is held. 
1 Sir- 
Yu muſt no more call it Yorke-place,that's paſt: 
For fiace the Cardinallf{cll,that Titles lot, 
'Tis now the Kings, and call'd W hite-Hall. 
| know it: 
But cis ſo lately alter'd,thar the old natne 
Is freſh about me. 
2 Whattwo Reverend Byſhops 
Were thoſe that went on cach ſide of the Queene? 
3 Stokeley and Gardiner, the one of Wincheſter, 
Newly preferr'd from the Kings Secretary: 
The other London, 
2 Heof Wincelter 
Is he!d no great good lover of the Archbiſhop, 
The vertuous (ranmer, 
2 Allthe Land knowes that: 
How ever,yet there isno great breach,when it comes 
Cranwer will finde a Friend will not ſhrinke from him. 
2 Who may that bel pray you. 
2 Thomas Cromwel, 
A man in much eſteeme with th'King,and truly 
A worthy Friend. The King ha's made him 
Maiſter o'th'lewell Houſe, 
And one already of the Privy Councel!, 
2 He will deſerve more. 
3 Yes withour all doubt. 
Come Gentlemen ye ſhall go my way, 
Which is to'rh Court.and there ye ſhall be my Gueſts: 
Something | can command. As I walke thither, 
lle tell ye more. 
Both, Y ou may command usSir. 


Exeunt, 


—_—. 


| — — — _— 


Scana Secunda. 
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Emer K atherine Dowager, ſicke,lead betweene Griffuh, 
her Gentleman Y]her,and Patience 
ber Woman. 


Grift, How do's your Grace? 

Kath.O Griffith, ſicke to ceath: 
My Legges like loaded Branches bow to'th"Earth, 
Willing to leave their barthen:Reach a Chaire, 
S0now (me thinkes)1 fecle a lictle cafe. 
Did'it thou not tell me Gr:ffirh,as thou lead'ft me, 
That the great Childe of Honor, Cardinall& o{/e- 
Wasdcad? 

Grif. Yes Madam:but Ithinke your Grace 
Out of the paine you ſuffer'd, gave no care too't. 

Kath. Pre'thee good Griffth,tell me how he dy'de, 
If well,he ſtept before me happily 
For my example. | 
| Grif. Well,the voice goes Madam, 
| Forafter the ſtout Earle Northumberland 
| Arreſted bim at Yorke,and brought him forward 
' Asa man ſorely tainted, to his Anſwer, « 
| He fe!! 1:cke ſodainly, and grew ſoill 

He could rottit his Mule. ; 

Kath. Alas poore man, 

| Gref. Atlait, with eafie Rodes he cxme to Leiceſter, 


—_ 


— in the Abbey;where the reverend Abbor 
With all his Covent, honorably receiv'd him; 
| To whom he gave thefe words. O Fatber Abbot, 
An old man,broken with the ſtermes of State, 
Is cometo lay his weary bones among ye: 
Gave him a little earth for Charity. 
So went to bed; where eagerly his ficknefſe 
Purſv'd him ttill,and three nights after this, 
About the houre of cight,which he himſclfe 
Foretold ſhould be his laſt, full Repenrance, 
Continuall Meditations, Teares,and Sorrowes, 
He give his Honors tothe world agen, 
His bleſſed part to Heaven,and ſlept in peace. 
- Kath. Somay hereſt, 
His ay" him- 
Yet thus farre Griffub,give me leave to ſpeake him, 
And yet with Ch was, 4 man _ 
Of an unbounded itomacke, ever ranking 
Himſelfe with Princes. One that by ſuggeſtion 
Ty'de alithe Kingdome.Symony, was faire plays 
His owne Opinion was his Law. T'th'preſence 
He would ſay untruths,and be ever double 
Both in his words,and meaning. He was never 
(But where he meant to Ruine)pittifull. 
His Promiſes, were as be then was,Mighty : 
But his pertormance,as he is now, Nothing: 
Of his owne body he wasll,and gave 
The Clergy ill example. 
Grif. Noble Madam: 
Mens evill manners, live in Brafſe,their Vertues 
We write in Water. May it pleaſe your Highnefſc 
To heare me {peake his now? 
Kath. Yes good Griffith, 
I were malictous clic, 
fs This Cardinall. 
Though from an humble Stocke,undoubredly 
Was faſhion'd to much Honor. From his Cradle 
He was a Scholler,and a ripe,and good one: 
Exceeding wiſc,taue ſpoken,ang perſwading: 
Lofty,and towre to them thar lov'd him not: 
But to thuſe menthar ſought him, ſweet as Summer. 
And rhough he were unſatisfied in getting, 
(Which wasa finne )yer in beitowing, Madam, 
He was mo!t Princcly:Ever witneſſe for him 
Thoſe twinnes of Learning,that he rais'd in you, 
Ipſwich and Oxford:one of which,tcll with him, 
Vnwilling to out-live the good that did it. 
The other(though unfiniſh'd)yert fo Famous, 
Soexcellent in Art,and ſtill ſoriſing, 
That Chriſtendome ſhall ever ſpeake his Vertuc. 
His Overthrow, heap'd Happinsfle upon him: 
For then,and nor till then, he felr kimſclfe, 
And found the Bleſſednefle cf berng little, 
And toadde greater Honors to his Age 
Then man could give him;he dy'de, tearing God. 
Kath. After my death, | wiſhno other Herald, 
No other ſpeaker of my hving Ations, 
To keepe mine,Honor,trom Corruption, 
But ſuch an honeſt Chronicler as Griffith. 
Whom I molt hated Living,thou halt made me 
With thy Religions Truth,and Modeſty, 
(Now in his Athes)Honor:Pcace be with him. 
Patience, be necre me (till, and ſet me lower, 
I have notlong to trouble thee, Good Griffith, 
Cauſe the Mufitians play me that ſad note 
I nam'd my Knell;whil & I fit meditating. 
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On that Cceleſtiall Harmony Igotoo. 
Sad and ſolemne Muſicke. 
Grif. She is aſlcepe:Good wench, let's fit down quiet, 
For feare we wake her. Softly gentle Patience. 


The Viſon. 

Enter ſolemnly tripping one after another , fixe Perſonages, 
clad in white Robes , wearing on thew heades Garlands of 
Bayes,and golden Vizards on ther faces, Granches of Bayes 
or Palme un their hands. They firſt (onge unto ber , then 
Dance:and at certaine ('banges , the firſt two bold aſpare 
Gerland over her Head , at which the other foure make re- 
verend C mrifies, Then the two that beld the Garland , deli- 
wer the ſame to the other next two, who obſerue the ſame or- 
der in th:ir Charges,and holding the Garland over ber bead. 
Which done,thty deliver the ſame Garland tothe laft two: 
who likewiſe obſerve the ſame Order. At which(as it were 
by inſpr ation) ſhe makes(3« her ſleepe )ſignes of rejoyeing ,& 
boldeth up her hands 10 heaven. And ſo , in ther Dancmg 

vaniſh , carrying the Garland with them. The IMuſicke con- 

HMMS. 


Kath. Spirits of peace , whereare ye?Are ye all gone? 
And leave me heere in wretchednefic, behinde ye? 
Grif. Madam, we arc heere. 
Kath, It is not youll call for, 
Saw ye none enter ſince I ſlept? 
Grif. None, Madam. 
Kath. No?Saw you not even now a bleſied Troope 
Invite me toa Banquet,whoſe bright faces 
Caſta thouſand bcames vpon meglike the Sun? 
They promis'd me eternall Happineſle, 
And brought mc Garlands(Griffeh)whichT tecle 
I am not worthy yet to weare:I ſhall afſuredly. 
Grif. 1 am moſt joyfull Madam,ſuch gooddreaines 
Poſlefle your Fancy- 
Kath, Bid the Mulicke leave, 


| They arc harſh and heavy tome. Mnſicke ceaſes. 


Pati. Do you note 
How much her Graceisalter'd on the ſodaine? 
How long her face 1s drawne? How pal ſhe lookes, 
And of an carthy cold?Marke her cycs? 
Grif. She is going Wench. Pray, pray» 
Pat. Heaven comfort her. 
Enter a' Meſſenger. 
CMef. And'tlike your Grace —-—_— 
Kat. Youarca ſawcy Fellow, 
Deſerve we no more Reverence? 
Grif. You are too blame, 
Knowing ſhe willnot looſe her wonted Greatnefſe 
Touſclo rude bechaujour. Go to,kneele. 
Mef. 1 humbly do entreat your Highneſle pardon, 
My haſt made me unmannerly. T here is ſtaying 
A Gentleman ſent from the Kingyto {ce you. 
Kath. Admit him entrance Griffub, Bar this Fellow 
Let me ne're {cc againc. ExuMWeſeng. 
Emer Lord Capuchins. 
If my fight faile not, 
You ſhould be Lord Ambaſſador from the Emperor, 
My Royall Nephew,and yourname Capackius, 
Cap. Madam the ſame. Your Scrvant. 
Kath. O my Lord, 
The Times and Titlesnow arcalter'd ſtrangely 
With me,fiice firſt you knew me, 
But I pray you, 
What is your pleaſure with mc? 


( *p. Noble Lady, 

Firlt mine owne ſervice to your Grace,the next 
The Kings requeſt, thatl would viſit you, 

W ho greeves much tor your weakneſle,and by me 
Sends you his Princely Commendations, 

And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 

Kath. O my good Lordgthat comtort comes too late, 
"Tis like a Pardon after Execution; 

That gentle Phyſicke given in time, had cur'd me: 
But now I am paſt all Comforts heere, but Prayers. 
How does his Highneſſe? 

Cap. Madam,in good health. 

Kath. So may he ever do,and ever flouriſh, 
When | ſhall dwell with Wormes,and my poore name 
Bani{l'd the Kingdome, Partexce,is that Letter 
I caus'd you wrire, yet ſent away? 

Part, No Madam. 

Kath. Sir,l moſt hambly pray you to deliver 
This tomy Lord the King. 

Cap. Moſt willingly Madam. 

Kath. in which I have commended to bis goodneſle 
The Modcll of our chaſte loves:his yorg daughter, 
The dewes of Heaven fall thicke in Bleitings on her, 
Beſceching him rogive her vertuous breeding, 

She 1s yong, and of a Noble modeſt Nature, 
I hope ſhe v-ill deſerve well;and a little 
To love her for hcr Mothers ſake:that loy'd him: 
Heaven knowes how deercly. 
My next poore Petition 
Is,that his Noble Grace would have ſome pittic 
Vpon my wretched women,that ſolong 
Have follow'd both my Fortunes, faithtuily, 
Of which there is not one,T dare avow 
(And now I ſhould not lye)but will deſerve 
For Vertuc,and true Beauty of the Soule, 
For honelity,aud decent Carriage 
A right good Husbanc (let him be a Noble) 
And ſurc thoſe meu are happy that ſhall have'em. 
The laſt is for my men,they are the pooreſt, 
(But poverty could never draw%em from me) 
Thatthey may have their wages, duly paid'em, 
And ſomcthing overto remember me by. 
If Heavea kad pl.av'd to ave given me longer life 
Anda! le mxanrs,we had not parted thus. 
Theſc arc the whole Contents, ard good my Lord, 
By tha you love the decreſt jn this world, 
As you wiſh Chriſtian peace ro ſoulcs departed, 
Stand thele poore peoples Friend,and urge the King 
To do methis laſt right, | 

Cap, By Hea: en I will. 
Or ict me loolethe faſhion of a man. 

Kath. Ithanke you honeſt Lord. Remember me 

In all humility unto bis Highneflc: 

Say his long trouble now is paſſing 

Ovr of this world. Tell him in death I bleft him 
(For ſo I will/)mine eyes grow dimme. Farewell 
My Lord. Griffith farewell. Nay Patience, 

You muſt not leave me yet. I muſt to bed, 

Call in more women. When Iam dcad,'good Wench, 
Let mc be us'd with Honor;ltrew mc over 

With Maiden Flowers,that all the world may know 
I wasa chaſte Wite,to my Grave:Embalme me, 
Then lay me forth(although unqueen'd )yet like 

A Queene,and Daughter to a King enterre me. 

I caano more. 


Exenun leadmg Katherine, 
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Aus Quintus.Scana Prima, 


— —#—— 


Enter G as diner Biſhop of Wincheſter, a Page with a Torch 
before him met by Six Thom:s Lovell. 


Gard. It's one aclocke Boy,is't not. 
Boy. It hath trooke. : 
Gard, Thele ſhould be houres for neceſſities, 
Not for delights: Times to repayre our Nature 
Wich comforting repoſe, and not for us 
Towaltc theſe times. Good houre of might Sir Themes: 
Whether ſo late? . 
Lev, Came you from the King,my Lord? 
Gar. 1 did Sir Thomas, and lete him at Primero 
Wirhthe Dukeof Suffulsc, 
Lov.1 multzohim too 
Before he go to bed. Ile take my leave. 
Gar. Not yet Sir Thomas Lovell: what's the matter? 
It eemesyou are 1n haſt:and if there be 
No great offence belongs tov't,give your Friend 
Some touch of your late buſineſle: Aﬀaires that walke 
(Asthey iay Spirits do)at midnight,have 
In them a wilder Nature,theu the bufineſle 
That (cees Zitpatch by day. 
Lon. My Lord, I love you; 
And durſt commenda lecret to your eare ; 
Much waightier then this worke. The Queens in Labor 
They ſay in great Extremity,and fear'd 
Shee'l with the Labour,cud. 


| Ga. The truite ſhe{goe with 

| [pray for heartily, that it may finde 

| Good time,and live:bur forthe Stocke Sir Thomas, 
| I wiſh it grabb'd upnow. 

| Jo. Methinkes I could 

' Crythe Amen,and yet my Conſcience ayes 

Shce's a good Creature,and ſweet-Lady do's 
Deſerve our better withes. 

| Gar, But Sir,Sir. 

| Heare me Sir Thomas, y'are a Gentleman = 

Ot mine owne way. I know you Wiſe,Religious, 
And let me tell you,it will ne re be wel, 

Twill not Sir Thomas Lovell,tak't of me, 

Till Cranm:y ( romwell,l1cr two hands,and ſhee 

| Seepe in their Graves. 

| Lov. Now Sir,you ſpeake of two | 

| The molt remark'd ith'Kingdome:as for Cromwel, 

| Felide that of the Tewell-Houſe,is matie Maiſter 
O'th'Rolles,and the Kings Secretary. Further Sir, 
Sands in the gapand Trade of moe Preterments, 

' With which the Lime will loade him. Th'Archbyſhop 
| Isthe Kings hand, andtongue, and who dare ſpcake 


One yllable againſt him? 
Gar, Yes,yes-Sir T bomas, 

| There are that Dare,and I my ſelfe have ventur'd 
| Toſpeake my minde of him:and indeed this day, 
| Sir(l may tell it you)T thinke I have 
| Incenſt the Lords o'th*Councell,that he is 
| (ForſoI know he is;they know he is) 
' Amoſt Arch-Heretique,aPeſtilence 
| That does infe@ the Land:with which,they moved 
| Have broken with the King,who hath ſo farre 
| Given eare to our Complaint, of hisgreat Grace. 
; And Princely Care, fore-ſeeing thole tell Milchicfes,? 


mee "wo 


| 


Our Reaſons layd before him,hath commanded 
Tomorrow Morning to the Councell Boord 
He be convented. He's a ranke weed Sir Thomas, 
And wE&rhſt root him out. From your Afﬀaires 
I hinder you too long:;Good night,Sir T homas. 
Exit Gardiner and Page. 
Lov. Many good nights,my Lord, I reſt your fervant. 
Enter K ing and ſuffolke. 
King. ('barles, [ will play no more to night, 
My mindes not on't,youare too hard for me« 
Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before. 
King. Bnt litle (harler, 
Nor ſhall not when my Fancies on my play. 
Now Lovel,trom the Queene what is the Newes, 
Lov. I could nor perionally deliver to her 
W hat you commanded me,but by her woman, 
I ſent your Meſſage, who return'd her thankes 
In the great'ſt humbleneflc,and defir'd your Highneſle 
Molt harrtily to pray for her. 
King. What fay'it thou? Ha? 
To pray for her? W hat, is ſhe cryin? out? 

Lov. So faid her woman.and that her ſuffrance made 
Almoſt each pang,a death. 

King. Alas 200d Lady. 

Suf. God fatcly quit her ofher Burthen,and 
With gentle Travaile,to the gladding of 
Your Higneſſe with an Heire. 

- Knmg, Tis midnight Charles, 

Prythee to bed,and in thy Prayers remember 
Th'eltate of my poore Queene. Leave me alone, 
For I multthinke of that, which company 
Would not be friendly to. 

Suf. I with your Higneſſe | 
A quiet night,and my good Miſtris will 
Remember in my Prayers. 

K mg. (harles g night. 4 
Well Sir,whar followes? 
Enter Sir «Ant Denny, 

Den. Str,l haue bronght my ed the Arch-byſhop, 
Asyou commanded me. 

tw. Ha?Canterbury? 

Dan. I my good Lord 

Km. Tistruc:where is he Down? © 

Den. He atrends your Highneſle pleaſure. 


Exit ſuffolke. 


Kin. Bring him to V's. 
Low. This is about that, which the Byſhop ſpake, 
I am happily come hither, 
Enter (ranmer and Denny. 
King.Avoid the Gallery. Lovelſcometh to ſlay. 
Ha?I have ſaid. Be gone. 
Exemnnt Lovell and Denny. 


Cren.l am fearefull: Wheretore frownes he thus? 
Tis his AſpeRof Terror. All's nor well. 
Kin. How now my Lord? 
You do defire to know wherefore 
I ſent for you. 
Cren. It is my duty ' 
Tattend your Highneſle pleaſure. 
Km, Pray you ariſe 
My good and;jgracious Lord of Canterbury: | 
Come, you and I muſt walke aturne together: 
I have Newes to tell you. 
Come,come, give me your hand. 
Ah my good Lord, greeve at what 1 ſpeake, 
And am right ſorry to repeat what followes. 
I have, and moſt unwillingly of late 


i 
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Heard greevous. I doſay my Lord 

neo 4. rn of wave. 4r being conſider'd; 
Have mov'd Ys,and our Councell,cthat you ſhall 

This Morning come before us,where I know 

You cannot with ſuch freedome purge your ſelfe, 
Bne that till further Triall,in thoſe Charges 

Which will require your Anſwer, you muſt take 

Your patience to you,and be well contented 

To make your houſe our T owre:you,a Brother of us 
It fits we thus proceed,or elſe no witneſle 


Would come agaiaſt you. 
{Ter 1 bumbly thanke your Higbneſle, 
And am right olad to catch this good occaſion 


Moſt throughly to be winnowed, where my Chaffe 
And Corne ſhall flye afunder. For I know 
There*s none ſtandsunder more calumniou 3 tongues, 
ThenI my ſelfe,poore man. 

Kin. Stand up,good Canterbury, 
Thy Truth,and thy Integrity is rooted 
Inusthy Friend. Give mc thy hand,ſtand up, 
Prythee let's walke, Now by my Holydame, 
W hat manner of man are you? My Lord,I look'd 
You would have given mc your Petition,that 


1 ſhould have tance ſome paines, to brit g together 
Your ſeife,and your Accuſers, and to have heard you 
Without indurance furtber. 

Cran. Moſt dread Liege, 


The good I ſtand on,is my Truth and Honeſty: 
If they ſhall faile, I with mine Enemies 
Will triumph o're my perſon, which I waigh not, 
Being of thoſe Vertues vacant-I feare nothing 
What can be ſaid againſt me. 
Kim. Know you not 

How your ſtate ſtands i'th*world, with the whole world? 
Your Enemies are many, and not {mall;their practiſes 
Muſt beare the ſame proportion,and not ever 
The Iuſtice and the Truth o'th'queſtion carries 
1 Thedew o'th' Verdi with it;at what caſe 
Might corrupt mindes procure, Knaves as corrupt 
To yearc againſt you:Such things have bene done. 
Yon are Potently oppos'd,and with a Malice 
Of as great Size. Weene you of better lucke, 
I mcane in periur'd Witnefſe,then your Maiſter, 
Whole Miniſter you are,whules heerc he liv'd 
Vpon this naughty Earth?Goto,go to, 
You takea Precipice for no leape of danger, 
Ane wooe your owne deſtruction. 

Cran. God,and your Majeſty 
Prote&t mine innocence,or I fall into 
The trap is laid for me. 

Kin. Be of go0d cheere, 
They ſhall no more prevaile,then we give way to; 
Keepe comfort to you,and this Morning ſee 
You do appeare betore them. If they ſhall chance 
In charging you with matters,to commit you? 
The beſt perſwaſions to the contrary 
Faile not ro uſe;and with what vehemency 
Th occaſion ſhall inſtru you. If intreaties 
Will render you no remedy,tbis Ring 
Deliver them,and your Appeale to us 
There make before them. Looke, the goodman weeps: 
He's honeſt on mine Hogor. Gods bleſt Mother, 
I fiveare he is true hearted,and a {oule 
None better in my Kingdome.Get you gone, 
Anddoas I have bid you. 
| He ha's ſirangledall his Language in his teares. 


— 


Exit Cranmer. | 


| 


Laay. Ile hot come backe,the tydingsthar I bring 


Gent, within. Come backc:;what mcane you? 


Will mak: my boldnefſe,manners. Now good An 
Hy ore thy Royall head,and ſhade thy perſon __ 
WINgs. 


Vnder their bleſſed 
Kin, Now by 


Say I, and of a boy. 


lookes 
I geſſe thy Meſlage. Is the Queenedeliver'd? 


Lady. 1,1 my Liege; 
And of a lovely BoyztheGod of heaven 
Both now,and ever bleſſe her: 'Tisa Gyrle 
Promiſes Boyes heereafter. Sir, yourjQueene 
Defires your Viſitation,and to be 
Acquainted with this ſtranger; 'tis as like you, 


As Cherry,is to Cherry 


Kung. Lovell. 
Lov. Sir. 


K mg. Give her an hundred Markes. 


Ile tothe Queene, 


Exit King, 
Lad. An hundred Markes?By this light, Ile ha more, 

An ordinary Groome isfor ſuch payment. 

] will have more,or ſcold it out of him. 

Said I for this,the Gyrle was like to him?Ile 

Have morec,or elſe unſay*:21d now,while 'tishot, 


| He puritto the iſſue. Exu Lady. 
Scena Secunda. 
Emter Cramer, Archby ſhop of Canterbuy. 


Cray. I hopeI am not too late, and yet the Gentleman 
That was ſent to me from the Councell, pray'd me 
To make great haſt. All faſt? W hat meanes this? Hoa? 
W ho waites there?Sure you know mc? 


Burt yet I cannot helpe you. 


Cran. Why? 


Keep. Your Grace muſt waight till you be call'd for. 
Emer Dotter Buts. 


Cras. $0. 


Buts. This isa Peice of Malice:I am glad 
y. The King 


I came this way ſo 


Shall underſtand it 
(ran, 'Tis Buts. 


Yo 


Exit Bl. 


The Kings Phyſitian.as he paſt along 


How 


Pray beaven 


he caſt his 
ſound not my diſgrace 


eyes 


me: 
:for certaine 


This is of purpoſe laid by ſome thar hate me, 
(God turne their hearts,I never ſought their malice) 

To quench mine Honorzthey would ſhame to wake me 
Wait elſe at doore:a follow Councellor 


'Mong Boyes,Groomes,and Lackeyes. 


But their pleaſures 


| Muſt be fulfill'd,and Iattend with patience. 


Enter the King nd Buts. at 4 Windowe 


abeve. 


Buts. le (hew your Grace the ſtrangeſt ſight. 
King. What's that Barr? ' 


— 
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B«(tr. I thinke your Highneſlc ſaw this many a day. 


Kin, Body a me:where 1s it? 

But. There my Lord: 
The bigh promotion of his Grace of ({anterbury, 
Who holds his State at dore 'mong (it Purievants, 
Pag-$,and Footbuyes. 

Kin. Ha? 'Tis he indeed. 
Is this the Honour they doe one another? 
'Tis well there's one above 'em yet;i had thought 
They had parted ſo much honelity 'em, 
Ac lcaſt manners;as not thus to ſuftcr 
A man of his Place,and ſoneere our favour 
To dance attendance on their Lordſhips pleaſures, 
And at the dore tooglike a Poſt with Packets: 
By holy Mary (Burts)there's knavery; 
La'cmalone,and draw the Currtaine cloſe: 
We ſhall heare more anon. 


A (Councell Table brought in with C 
placed under the State. Entey Lord Chancellowrgplaces bim- 
ſelfa ar the upper end of the T able,on the left band : A Seate 
being leſt void above bim,as for Canterburies Seate, Dukg 
of Suffolk, Duke of N prfolke, Smrrey, Lord (bamberlaine, 


at lowey end, as Secretary. 

Chas, Speake to the buſinefle,M. Secretary; 
Why are we mer in ell? 

Croms. Picalc yout Honours, 
The chiefe cauſe concernes his Grace of Canterbury. 

Gard, Ha's he had knowledge of it? 

{rom. (es. 

Norf. Who waits there? 

Kep. Without my Noble Lords? 

Gard. 3. 

Keep. My Lord Arcſhibiſhop: 
| And ha's done halfe an houre to know your pleaſures. 
| Chan. Let himcome in. 
| Keep. Your Grace may enter now. 


| Cranmer appr oches the { owncel Table. 
; Chan. My good Lord Archbiſhop,l'm very {orry 
| Tofit heere at this preſent,and behold 
| That Chayre ſtand empty:Bur we all are men 
| hour owne natures fraile,and capable | 
| Ofour fleſh, feware Angels;out of which frailty 
| And want of wiſedome,y ou that beſt ſhould teach us, 
| Have mildemean'd your ſelfe,ard not a little: 
| Toward the Kiog firit, then bis Lawes,in filling 
| The whole Realme,by your teaching & your Chaplaines 
(For (owe arexntorm'd )with new opmions, 
| Divers and dangerous;which arc Herefic's; 
And not reform'd, may prove pernicious. = 
| Ged. WhichR jon awſt be ſodaine too 
' My Noble Lords,tor thoſe that rame wild Horſes, 
' Pace'em nor in their hands to make *em gentle; 
| But {top their mouthes with ſtubborn Burs & {purre'em, 
| Till they obey the 7e, If weretuffer 
| Out of our caſineſieand chi 
| Toone mans Honour fickneſſe; 
Farewell all Phy ficke:and what es then? 
CommGtions, uprores, with a generall Taint 
| Ofthe whole Seatexas of lare dayes our neighbours, 
The upper Germery can deerely witneffe: 
| — pitticd im oor memories. Ft 
raw. Lords;Hitherto,in all the Progreflc 
' Bathof anc, yr Orfice,1 have labeur'd, 
| And with no little ftudy,that my trachiog 


a ——_ — 


and Stooler , and 


Gardmer , ſeat themſelves in Order on each fide. (remnell 


| Yoube 


And the ſtrong courſe of my Authority, 
Might goe one way,and (afcly;and the end 
Wasever to doe well:nor js there living, 
(1 ſpeake it with a ſingle heart,my Loras) 
A man that more deteits,more ltirres againſt, 
Both in his private Cantcience,and his place, 
Defacers of a publique peace then I doe: 
Pray Heaven the King may never find a heart 
Withleſle Allegeance in it. Men that make 
Envy,and crooked malice,nouriſhment; 
Dare birethe beſt. I doc beſcech your Lordſhips, 
That in this caſe of luſtice,my Accuſers, 
Be whatthey will,may ſtand forth face to face,” 
And freely urge againſt me. 

S»ff. Nay,my Lord, 
That cannot be; yoa area Counſellor, 
And by that vertue no mandare accuſe you. (ment, 

Gard. My Lord, becauſe we have bufines of more mo- 
We will be ſhort with you.'Tis his Highneſſe pleaſure 
And our conlent,for better tryall of you, 

From hence you be committed tothe Tower, 
Where being but a private man againe, 

You ſhall know many dare acculc you boldly, 
More then(I feare)youare provided for. 

Cren. Ah my good Lord of Winchefter:I thanke you, 
You arc alwayes my good Friend, if your will paſſe, 
I ſhall both fhnde your Lordſhip, ludge and luror, 
You are ſo merciful. I ſee your end, 

'Tis my undoing. Love and meekenefſe, Lord 
Become a Churchman better then Ambition: 
Win ſtraying Soules with modeſty againe, 

Caſt _=_ I I ſhallclere my ſelfe, 

Layall the weight ye can upon my patience, 
Imake x rt dowbr a youdoeconleiene 

In doing dayly wrongs-1 couldday more, 

But reverence to your calling,makes me modeſt. 

Gard. My Lord,myLord, you are a — 
That's the plaine truth;your painted glofſe diſcovers 
To men thar underiiand you,words and weakneſle. 

Crow. My Lord of w mehoſbery*are alittle, 

By your good favour,too ſharpe;Men {o Noble, 


How ever o_—_ {ſhould tinde 
For what they have becne: 'tisa V, 
To load a falling man. 

Gard. M:; Secretary, 


I cry your Honour mercy;you may worlt 
Ofall this Table fay ſo. 
(rom, Why my Lord? 
Gard. Doe not | know you for a Favourer 
Of this new SeR2yeare not lound. 
Crom. Not ſound? 
Gard. Not (ound | fay. 
(rem. Would you were halfe ſo honeſt: 
Mens prayers then would ſeeke 75 nm fears, 
Gerd. I ſhall remember this Lavguage» 
Crom. Doc. 
Remember your bold life too. 
(ber. This is roo much; 
Forbeare for ſhame my Locds. 
Ga d. 1 havedone. 
{rom, And 1. 
Cher, Then thus for you my Lord, it ſands agreed 
I take it, byaH{ voyces:That forthwith, 
convaid to th* Tower a Priſoner; 
There to remaine till the Kings further plezſure 
Be knowne unto us:are you all agreed Lords. 


— 


| 
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All, We are. 
Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, 
But I muſt needstorh'Tower my Lords? 
Gard, Whar other, 
Would you expe? Youare ſtrangely troubleſome: 
Let ſome o'th'Guard be rezdy there. 
, Enter the Guard. 
(7s, For me? 
Muſt I goe like a Traitor thither? 
Gard. Reccive him, 
And ſee him fafei!'th' Tower. 

Crern.Stay good my Lords, 

I havealittle yet to ſay. Looke there my Lords, 
By vertue of that Ring, I rake my cauſe | 

Our of the gripe3of crucll men,and give it 
Toa moſt Noble Iudge, the King my Maiſter. 

Cham. This is the Kings Ring. 

Szr. 'Tis no countertcit. 

Sf. Tis the right Ring,by Heav'n:I told ye all, 
When we firſt put this dangerous ſtone a rowling , 
'Twold fall upon our ſclves. 

Norf. Doc youthinke my Lords 

The King will ſuffer bur the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'd? 

{hem Tis now toocertaine, 
How much more is tis Life in valve with him? 
WouldI were fairely out oo'r. 

Crom. My mind gave me, 
Io ſceking tales and Informations = 
Againſt chis man,whole honeſty the Dively 
And his diciples onely enuy at, 
Ye blew the fire that burnes ye:now have at ye. 


Enter King frowning on them gakes his Seate, 
How much arc we bound to Heaven, 
In dayly thankeszthat gave us ſuch a Prince; 
Not oacly good and wiſe, but molt religious: 
One that i all obedicnce,makes the Church 
The cheefe ayme of his Honour,andto ſtrengthen 
That holy duty out of deare reſpet, 
His Royall ſelfe in Indgement comes to heare 
The cauſe betwixt her,and this great offender . 
Kin, You were ever goodat ſodaine Commendations 
Biſhop of #inchefter, But know I come not 
To heare ſuch flattery now,and in my preſence, 
They arc toothin,and baſe to hide offences, 
To me you cannot reach. You play the Spaniell, 
And thinke with wagging of your tongue to win me: 
But whatſocre thou tak*(t me for;I'm ture , 
Thou haſt a cruell Nature and a bloody. 
Good man ſit downe:Now let me ſee the 
Hee,thatdares molt,bne wag his finger atthee., 
By allthat's holy,hc had better Narve, 
Then bur once thinke his place becomes thee not. 
Swr, May it pleaſe your Grace; o— 
Kin, No Sirgit doe*snot pleaſe me, 


I had thought,T had had men of ſome underſtanding, 


And wiſedome of my Councell;but I finde none: 
Wasir diſcretion Lords,tolet this man, 


| This good man(few of youdeſeructhar Title) 


man,wait like a lowſie Foot-boy . 
AtC One,as great as you are? 
Why, what a ſhame wasthis?Did my 


' Bid ye ſo farre forget your ſelveg?l gaveye 


Power,as he was a Counſcllour totry him, 


| 


' On May-day Morning, 


Not as a Groome:There'sſome of ye,1 ſee, 
More out of Malice then 1 ty, 
Would trye him to the urmoſt, bad ye meane, 
Which ye ſhall never bave while I live. 
_ Chan, n farre | 

y moſt dread roo it like Grace, 
To let my tongue excule all, What oc 
Concerning his Impriſonment, was rather 
(1t rhere be faithin men) meant for his Tryall, 
And faire purgationtothe world then malice, 
I'm ſure 11 me, | 

Km. W<ll,well my Lords reſpeR him, 
Take tim,and uſe him well;hee's worthy of it, 
I will ſay thus much for him,if a Prince 
May be bcholding to a Subject; I 
Am for his love andiervice,ſoto him. 
Make meno more adoe,but all embrace him; 
Be friends for ſhame my Lords:My Lord of Canterbury 
I have a Suite which you muſt not deny mee. 
That 1s, a faire young Maid that yet wants Baptiſme, 
You mult be Godfat anſwere for her. 

Cyan. The greateſt Monarchnow alive may glory 

In ſuch an honour:how way I deſerve it, 

That = 2 an to you? | 
Kin, Come,come my Lord, you'd ( our ſpoones; 
You ſhall have two noble ms wich ou : the olde 
Ducheſlc of XN grfolke , and Lady Marqueſſc Dorſer? will 

thelc pleaſe you? 
Once more my Lord of Wincheſter] charge you 

Embrace,and love this man. 

Gard Witha truc heart, 
And4 3rothers love I doe it. 

Cran. And Ict Heaven 
Warnefle how deare, I hold this Confirmation. (heart, 

Kis. Good Man,thoſe Joyful teares ſhew thy trve 
The common voice I fee 1s verified 


Ofrhce,which ſayes thus:Doe my Lord of Canterbury | 
A ſhrewd ——_ your triend for ever: | 
Come Lords,we trifle time aw ay:I long | 
To have this young one made a Chriſtian. | 
As I have made ye one Lords,one remaine: 

$21 grow ſtronver,you more Honour gaine, ZFxewn. 


i. _—. 
—_—— 


Scena T erti. 


C_—_D— — 0 —_——— 


_————— 


— 


| 
Noyſe and Tumnlt within: Exter P orter and bis man. | 
Fort. You'l leane your noiſe anon ye Raſcals :doe you 


take the Court tor Pariſh Garden : ye rude Slaves, cave 
your gaping: ; 

Within. Good M. Porter I belong toth'Larder. | 

Por, Belong toth'Gallowes,and be yp ye __ | 
Isthis a place to roate in? Fetch me a dozen & 
ſtaves, and ones ;theſe are but ſwitches to can! 
Ile ſcratch your heads; you mult be ſeeing Chriſtening? 
—— Ale, and Cakes heere , you rude Ras 

, 

May. Sir be patient; 'tis as much impoſlible, 
Valeſſe _ Fans eh the dore _—_— 
To catter'em,as*tis ro make'cm {leepe | 

| 
| 


We may 1s well puſh againſt Powles as ſtirre'em. 
Por. How got they in,and be hang'd? 


Mas. 
—_— 
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| made no ſpare Sir. 

Port. You did nothing Sic. 

Man. | am not Sampſon,nor Sir Jyvor Colebrand, 
To mow'em downe before me:bur it I ſpar'd any 
That had a head to hit, either young or old, 
He or ſhe,Cuckold or Cuckold-maker; 
Let me ne*re hope to ſee a Chine againe, 
And that I would not for aCow, God fave her. 

With. Do you heare M, Porter? 

Pore. I (hall be with youpreſently,good M. Pppy. 
Keepe the dore cloſe Sirha. 

Man. What would you have me doe? 

Por. What ſhould you doe, 
But knock'em downe by th'dozens ? Is this More fields 
to muſter in 2 Or have wee ſome [trange Indian with the 
great Toole , come to Court , the women fo belicge us? 
Bleſſe me , what a fry of Fornication isat dore ? On my 
Chriſtian Conſcience this one Chriſtening will begeta 
thouſand , here will be Farher , God-father , andallto- 

her. 

its The Spoones will be the bigger Sir : There is 
1 fellow ſomewhat neere the doore,he ſhould be a Braſi- 
er by his face, for o' my conſcience twenty of the Dog. 
dayes now reigne in's Noſe ; all that ſtand about him are 
under the Line , they need no other pennance: that Fire- 
Drake did I hit three times on the head , and threetimes 
was his Noſe diſcharged againſt mee , hee ſtands there 
lkea Morter-piece to blow us. There wasa Habberda- 
hers Wife of tmall wit, neere him , that rail'd upon me, 
till her pinck'd {ell off her head , for 
ſuch a combuſtion in the State. I miſt the Meteot once, 
and hit that Woman , who cryed out Clubbes , when I 
migth ſee from farre, ſome forty Truncheonersdraw to 


ber ſuccour,which werethe hope o'th'Strond where ſhe 
| was quartered ; they fell on, I made good my place zat 
| lengrh they came to th'broome ſtaffe ro me , 1 defide'em 
| ſill, when ſodainly a File of Boyes behind*cm, looſe ſhot, 
deliver'd ſuch a ſhowre of Pibbles , that I was faine to 
draw mine Honour in, and let'em win the Worke, the 
Divell was amongli'em I thinke ſurely. 

Por. Theſe are the youths that thunder at a Playhouſe, 
and fight for bitten Apples, that no Audience but the 
tnbulation of Tower Hill, or the Limbes of Limehouſe, 
their deare Brothers are able tocndure. I have ſome of 
'©m in Limbo Patrum, and thare they are like ro dance 
| theſethree dayes ; beſides the running Banquet of two 
beadles,thar isto come. 


Enter Lord Chamberlaine. 

Cham, Mercy o'me:what a Multitude are heere? 
They grow (till too;from all Parts they are comming, 
As if we kept a Faire heere ? Where are theſe Porters?} 
{ Theſ® lazy knaves? Y*have made fine hand fellowes? 
Theres a trim rabble ler in:are all theſe 
Your faithfull friends 6'th'Suburbs? We ſhall have 
Great ſtore of roome no doubr, left for the Ladies, 
| When they paſſe backe from the Chriſtening? 

Por. And't pleaſe your Honour, 

Wearebut men;and what ſo many may doc, 
| Not beingtorne a pieces, we have done: 
| An Army cannot rule*em. 
Cha, As 1 live, 
| Ifthe King blame me for'tzlle lay ye all 


7 


231 
Mean. Alas I know nor,how gets the Tide in? | By th'hecles,and ſodainly:and on your heads Std” 
Asmuch as one ſound Cudgell of toure foote, op round Fines for negleR.y'are lazy knaves, 
(You ſee the poore remainder)could diſtribute, heere yelye baiting of Bombards,when 


Ye ſhould doe Service. Harke the Trumpets ſound, 
Ttyare come already fromthe Chriſtening, 
Go breake che ,and finde 4 way out 
To let the Troope fairely;or Ile finde 
A Marſhallſey , ſhall hold ye play theſe two Monthes, 
Por. Make way dare the the Princeſle. 
Man. You great fellow, - 
Stand cloſe up,or Ile make your head ake. 
Por. You i'th'Chamblcrt,get up o'th'raile, 
Ile pecke you o're the pales elſe, 


7 


Sana Quarta. 


Enter Trumpets ſounding : Then two Aldermen, L, Maier, 
Sue. Dake Sufulerwe Xeamer ava grew Pw: 
taffe, Duke of $ we | 47- 
ding Bowls; for the Chriſtening Gifts: Then Noble. 
men bearing 4 Canopy under which the Dutcheſſe of Nor- 
folke , Godmother , bearing the Childe richly ma 
Mantle , ce. Trae borne by a Lady:Then follower the 
Marchioneſſe Dor ſet the other Godmother and Ladies, The 
T roope paſſe once about the Stage, and Garter ſpeaker. 


= qr eoodneſſe,ſend prof life 
From thy c 3 
Long,and ever happy,tothe high and Mighty 
Princefle of England Elizaberh, 


Flowriſt. Enter King and Guard, 


(ren, And to your Royall Grace,& the Queene, 
My Noble Partners,and my felfe thus _ - 
All comfort, joy in this moſt gracious Lady, 
Heaven ever laid up to make Parents happy, 
May hourely fall upon ye. 
King. Thanke you good Lord Archbiſhop: 
Whar 1s her Name? 
(an, Elxaberh. 
Kin. Standup Lord, 
Withthis Kiſſe, take my Bleſſing:God protect thee, 
Into whoſe band, give thy Lite. 
(ran. Ames. 
Kin, My Noble Goſlips,y have beene too Prodigall, 
I thanke ye heartily:So ſhall this Lady, 
When ſhe ha's ſo much Engliſh. 
(ren. Let me ſpeake Sir, 
For Heaven now bids me;and the words 1 utrer, 
Let none thinke Flattery;for they'l finde'em Truth. 
This Royall Infant, Heaven ſtiil moveabour her; 


Though in her Cradlezyer now promiſes 

Vponthis Land athouſand thouſand Bleſſings, 

Which Time ſhall bring to ripeneſſe:She ſhall be, 

(But few now living can behold that e) 

A Patterne to all Princes living with her, 

And allthat ſhall ſucceed:Sabe was never | 


More covetous of Wiſcedome, ard faire Vertue 

Thenthis pure Soule ſhall be. All Princely Graces 

That mould up a mighty Piece as this is, 

With all the Vertues thatattend the J 

Shall ſtill be doubled on her. Truth Nurſe her, __ 
| Holy + 


—_ 
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Holy and Heavenly thoughts ſtil Counſell her: 

She ſhall be lov'd and fear'd. Her owne ſhall bleſſe her; 

Her Foes ſhakelikea Ficld of beaten Corne, 

And hang their heads with lorrow: 

Good growes with her. 

| In her dayes,Every Man ſhallcate in ſafety, 

Vnder his owne Vine what he plants;and ſing 

The merry Songs of Pcace toall his Neighbours, 

| God ballbe truly knownc,and thoſe about her, 
From he. ſhall read the perfe&t way of Honour, 
And by thoſe claime their partie A by Bloud, 

Nor ſhall this peace fleepe with ber:But as when 

The Bird of Wonder dyes,the Mayden Phcenix, 

| Her Aſhes new create another Heyre, 

As great in admiration as her ſelfc. 

So ſhall ſhelcave her Bleſſednefſe to One, 


And like a Mountaine Cedar,reach hisbranches, 
To all the Plaines about bim:Our Childrens Children 


Shall ſce this,and bleſſe Heaven. 

Kin, Thou ſpeakeſt wonders. 

Cran. She ſhall be tothe inefle of E 
An aged Princeſle;many dayes ſhall ſec ber, 
And yet no day withouta deed to Crowne it, 
Would I had 


A moſt unſpotred Lilly ſhall ſhe paſſe 


To thigrouzd,and all the World ſhall mourne her. 


Ks, O Lord Archbithop 
Tk CHI before 
is happy Child,did I get Ing. 
This Oracle of comfort he's) pleas'd me, 
That when 1 am in Heaven, I ſhall deſire 


wne no mOore:But ſhe mult dye, 
She muſt, the Saints muſt have her;yet a Virgin, 


c — 


To ſee what this Child dozs,and praiſe my Maker, 
I thanke ye all. To p=-_ good Lord Maior, 
Shall Star-like riſc,as great in fame as ſhe was, And you good Bret Iam much beholding: 


And ſo ſtand fix'd. Peace, Plenty, Love,Truth, Terror, I have recciv'd much Honour by your preſece, 
That were the Servants to this choſen Infant, And ye ſhall find me thankfull.Leade the way Lords, 


(When Heaven fhal cal hcr from this clowd of darknes) 
Who, from the ſacred Aſhes of her Honour 


Shall then be his,and like a Vine grow to him; 
Wherecver the bright Sunne of Heaven ſhall ſhine, 
His Honor,and the greatneſſe of hisgname, =@_ 

| Shall be,and make new Nations. He ſhall flouriſh, 


Ye muſt all ſeerhe Queene,and ſhe muſt than 


ke ye, 


She will be ſicke els. This day,no manthinke 
'Has buſineſle at his houſe;for all ſhall ay: 
This Inttle-One ſhall make it Holy-day, 


RY CS 


_— —— J——_— 


THE EPILOGYVE. 


Is ten to one this Play can never pleaſe ell the expefled god warehike te beare, 
eAll that ave heere: Some come to take their caſe, For this Play at this times onely in 
And ſlcepe an AR or two; but thoſe we feare The merciful conſtruflion of good women 
WW heve frighted with our Trumpets:ſo tis cleare, For ſuch a one we (hew'd em: If they ſmile, | 
T hey'l ſa) t's naught. Others to heave the City And [ay will doe;] know within a while, 
Aburd extreamly,and to cry that's witty, All the beſt menare "tis ill hap, 
I bich we bave not done neither that I feare If rhey bold when their Ladies bid em clap. 
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. Of cruell Warre : Sixty and nine that Wore 


I 


I | 
Prologue: 
N Troy there lyes the Scene : from les of Greece 
The Princes Orgillous their bigh blood chaf 4, 


Have to the Port of Athens ſent their ſhippes 
Franght with the miniſters and inſtruments 


T heir Crownets Regall, from th' Athenian Bay 
Put forth toward Phrygia, and their vow is made 
To ranſacke Troy, within whoſe ſtrong Jſmmures 
Theraviſh'd Helen, Menelaus Queene, | 

With wanton Paris ſleepes, and that's the Quarrell. 

To Tenedos they come, 
And the deepe-drawing Barkes doe there diſgorge 
Their Warlike frautage : row on Dardan Plaines | 

The freſh and yet unbruiſed Greekes doe pitch 

Their brave Paroillions. Priams ſix-gated City, 
Dardan and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien, 
And Antenonidus with maſsy Staples 

And correſþonſine and fulfilling Bolts 

Stirre up the Sonnes of Troy | 

Now Expeeation tickling «Kittiſh ſpirits, _ 
Onone andothey ſide, Troian and Greeke, gel 
Sets all onbazard. 4nd hither am 7 come, 
A'Pr ologue arm'd, but not in confidence 
Of a Aftors vojce ; but ſwted 
J! like conditions, as our Argument ; - 

6 tell you faire Bebolders) that our Play | ———— 
Leapes ore the vaunt and firſtlings of thaſe brayles, 
Beginning in the middle : ftarting thence away , 
To what may be digeſted in a Play : 
Like, or find fault, doe as yapr pleaſures are, . ye | 
Now good,or bad,' tis but the chance of Warre- . " 7 BZs: | 
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THE TRAG 


Troylus and Creſsida. 


A ftus Primus. Sceena Prima. 


— — 


| 


Enter P andarna and T roylms. ſome-body had heard her talke yeſterday as 1 did: I will 
not diſpraiſe your ſiſter Caſſandra's Wit, but——— 
Troylus. 7 ro.Oh Pandarwy | | tellthee Pandarre ; 
All here my Varlet, Ic unarme againe. When ] doe tell thee, there my hopes lye drown'd ; 
Why ſhould I warre withoutthe wals of Troy | Reply not in how many Fadomes deepe 
That finde ſuch crucll battell here within ? They lye indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 
Each Troian that is maſtcr of his heart, In Creſ/ids love. Thou anſwer'ſt ſhe is Faire, 


Let him to held, 7roylwes alas hath none. Powr'lt in the open Vloer of my heart, 
Pas, Will this geere ne're be mended? (ſtrength, | Her Eyes, her Haire, her Cheeke, her Gate, her Voyce, 


Troy. The Greekes2re ſtrong, and skiltullto their Handleſt in thy diſcourſe. O that her Hand 
Fierce to their skill, and to their fiercenefle Valiant; (In whoſe compariſon, all whites are Inke) 
But I am weaker then a womans teare : Writing their owne reproach ; to whoſe ſoft feizure, 
Tamer then ſleepe, fonder then ignorance ; The Cignets Downes harſh, and ſpirit of Senſe 
Lefſe valiant then the Virgin in the night, Hard as the palme of Ploughman. This thoa tel'ſt me 
And skilleflſe as unpratis'd infancy. As true thou tel'{t me, when I fay 1 love her : 

Pax, Well, I have told you enough of this : For my | But ſaying thus, inſtead of Oyle and Bale, 
_ Ile not meddlenor make no farther. He that will | Thou lai'ſt in every gaſh that love hath given me, 

ve 

rind 


a Cake out of the Wheate, muſt needes tarry the | The Knife that madeit. 

grinding.” _, Par. I ſpeake no more then truth. 

Troy. Have Inot tarricd ? Troy. Thou do'lt not ſpeake ſo much. 
Pen, Tithe grinding; but you muſt tarry the boulting. | Pay. Faith, le not meddle in't . Let her be as ſheis, 
Troy. Have I not tarricd ? | if ſhe be faire, 'risthe berter for her : and ſhe be not, ſhe 
Pan,l the borfiting ; bur you muſt tarry thelcav'ning. | ha's the mends in herowne hands. . 
Troy. Still have I tarried. Troy. Good Pandarms ; How now Pandarws ? 
Pas. 1, to the leavening : but heeres yetin the 'word | Pv. I have had my Labour for my tfavell, ill thought 
| Hercafter, the Kneading, the making of the Cake, the | on of her, and ill thought on of you: Gone betweene and 
heating of the Oven, and the Baking; nay,you muſt ſtay | betweene, but ſmall thankes for my labour. 
the cooling too, or you may chance to burne your lips. Troy. What art thon angry Pazdarn? what with me? / 
= Troy, Patience her ſelfe, what Godddefſe ere ſhe be, | Pv- Becauſe ſhe's Kinne tome, therefore ſhe's not | ] 


Dothlefſer blench at ſufferance, then I doe : ſo fairc as Helew, and ſhe were not kin to me, ſhe would | 
At Priams Royall Table I fit ; be as faire on Friday, as Helew is on Sunday. But what | 
And whenfaire Creſſid comes into my ym. wa. care I ? I carenotand ſhe werea Black<-a-Moore, 'tis al 
So (Traitor) then the comes, when ſhe is thence. OReto me. 

Pan, Well : Trey. Say T ſhe is not faire? 


She look'd yeſternight fairer ,then ever I ſaw her looke, Pax. 1 doe not care whether you doe or no. She'sa 
Foole to ſtay behind her Father : Let her ro the Greekes, 


Or any womaneclſe. 
Troy. I was about totell thee, when my heart, and ſo lle tell her the next time I ce her : for my part, i 
As wedged witha ſigh, would rive in twaine, meddle nor make no more i'th*matter. 
Leaſt Heftor, or my father _— perceive me: Troy, Pandarn? 
I have (as when the Sunne doth light a-ſcorne ) Pan. Notl, 
 Buriedthis figh, in wrinkle of a ſmile : Troy. Sweet P andarus. 
p ' Bur ſorrow, that iscouch'd in ſeeming gladnefſe, - Por. Pray youſpeake no more to me, I will leave al 
4 Tslike thatmirth, Fate turnes to ſudden tadnefle. a9 I found it, and an end. Exit Pand. 


Par. And her baire were not ſomewhat darker then Sound Alarum. 
Helens, well goe to, there were no more compariſon be- Tre.Peace you ungracious Climors,peace rude ſounds 
| tweene the Women. But for my part ſhe ismy Kin{wo- | Fooles on both ſides, Helen muſt needs be faire, 
| man,l would not(as they tearme it)praiſe it,but I would | When with your bloud you daily paint her thus. 


na 
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I cannot fight upon this Argument : 

lt is t00 hav'd | lubjea for my Sword, 

But Pandora ; O gods | How doe you plague me ? 
1 cannot come to {reid bur by Panday, 

And he's as teachy to be woo'd ro woe, 


—_ 


As ſhe is —_— RT all ſuite. 
Tell me or thy Daphnes Love 
What din he Pandar, and what we : 
Her bed is /ndi4, there ſhe lyes, a Pearle, 
Betweene our Ilum, and where ſhe relides 
Letitbe cald the mild and wandring flood, 
Our ſelfe the Merchant, and this ſayling Fazder, 
Our doubttfull hope, our convoy and our Barke. 
Alaram, Enter e/£Eueas, 
ene, How now Prince Troplms ? 
Wherctore not afield ? 
Troy. Becauſenot there z this womansanſwer ſorts, 
For womanith it is to be from thence : 
What rewes e/£neas from the field today ? 
+/Ene. That Paru is returned home, and hurt» 
Trey. By whom «/fnea? 


| 
| 
+ | 
| 


+/Ene. Troplus by Cenelans. 
Troy. Let Pariibleed, 'tis but a ſcar to ſcorne» 
Paru 18 gor'd with AMenelavs horne. Alarum., 


»Ene.Hearke what good ſport is out of Towne to day. 
Troy. Better at home, if would 1 mighe were may ; 
But to the ſport abroad, are you bound thither ? 
e/Ene, In all ſwift haſt. 
Troy. Come goe we then together. 
Enter Creſſid and ber man. 
(re. Who were thoſe went by ? 
Man. Queene Heenbe, and Hellen, 
Cre. And whither goe they ? 
Man, VptotheEaiterne Tower, 
Whoſe height commands as ſubject all the vale, 
Toſce the battcll ; Heftor whelc patience, 
Isa5a Vertue fixt, today was mov'd : 
He chides Awdromache, and {trocke his Armorer, 
Andlike as there were husbandry in Warre 
Betore the Sunne roſe, he was harneſt i1ght, 
And to the field goe*s he ; where every Lower 
Did as a Prophet weepe what it forclaw, 
In Heftors wrath. 
(re. What was his cauſe of anger ? 
UMas. The noiſe goe's this ; 
Thereis among the Greekes, 
| ALordof Troyan blood, N:phew to Hettor, 
They call him Ajax. 
Cre. Good ; and what of him ? 
Man.They ſay he isa very man per ſe and ſtands alone. 
Cre, Sodocall men, unlefic they are drunke,ficke,or 
| have no legges. 
Mar. This man Lady, hath rob'b inany beaſts of their 
particular additions,he is as valiantasthe Lyon, churiuh 
| 8the Beare, flow as the Elephant : a man 1oto whom 
| Bture hath ſo crowded humors, that his valour is ctuſhe 
mo tolly, his folly ſauced with diſcretion : there is no 
w410 hatha vertue, that he hath not a glimpſc of, nor a- 
, ay manan atrainr, but hecarries ſome ltaine of it. Hes 
melancholy without cauſe and merry againſt the haire,he 
aath the joynts of every thing, but every thing ſo out 
Joynt, that he is a gowty Briarens, many hands and 
ule ; or purblinded Argx, all eyes and no fight, 


Exeunt. 


_— — 


' Gre, But how ſhould this man that makes me ſmile, 
Make Heftor angry ? 


| tan. They lay heyeſterday cop'd Hedor in the bat- | 


I es. 


tell and Rtrooke him down, the difdaine & ſhame where+ 
of, hath cver ſince kept Hettor taſting and waking: 
Emer P andarnus. 

Cre. Whocomes here ? 

Mar. Madam, your Vncle Pandarus. 

Cre. Hettars a gallant man. 

Mas. As may be inthe world Lady. 

Pan, What's that ? what's that? 

{re. Good morrow Vnckle Panderss. 

Pan.Good morrow Cozen (reſſid: what doe you talke 
of? good Morrow Alexander: how doe you Cozen? when | 
wereyou art Illium ? 

Cre. This morning Vncle. 

Pas. What were you talking of when I came? Was 
Hetter arm'd and gone cre ye came to lllium? Helen was 
not up ? was ſhe ? 

Cre. Heftor was gone, but Hefen was not up. 

Pan, E'enc fo; Heftor was ſtirring early. 

Cre. That were we talking of, andot his anger: 

Pan, Was he angry ? 

Cre. So he ayes here. 

Pax. True he was fo ; I know the cauſetoo, heele lay 
about him today I cantell them that,and there's Troyins 
will not come farre behind him, let them take heede of | 
Troyes ; I can tellthem thar roo. | 

Cre, Whatis he angry too? 

Pan. Who Troyius ? 

Troyls is the better man of the two. 

Cre. Oh [wpiter ;there's no compariſon, 

Pan.What not berweene Tropius and Hetter ? doe you 
know a man if youſee him ? 

Cre. I, if I ever ſaw him before and knew him. 

Pan, Well I fay Trozhus tyT rojing, 

Cre. Then you lay as 1 fay, 

For Iam ure heis not Helter. 

Pan. No nor Hettor is not Troyinzin ſome degrees. 

(re. Tis jutt, rocach of them heis himſelfe. 

Pax. Himſeite? alas poore T roylus I would he were. 

(re. So he is. 

Pan, Condition 1 had gone bare-foote to India, 

Cre. Heisnot Hetlor. 

Pas. Himſclte ? no? he's not himſelfe, would a were 
himſclfe; well, the gods are above, time muſt friend or 
end : well Troz4w; well,l would my heart were in her bo- 
dy ; no, Hefter 1s not a better man then 7 roylus. 

Cre. Excuſc me, 

Pan, He is elder. | 

Cre. Pardon me,pardon me. - 

Pan. Th' others not come too't, you ſhallrell me ano- 
ther tale when th'others come too't : Helter ſhall not 
have bis will this yeere. 

Cre. He ſhall notacede it if he have his owne, 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 

Cre. No marter- | | 

Pax. Nor his beauty. 

{'re. 'Twould not become him, his own's better. | 

Pan. You have no judgement Neece ; Hellez her ſelf: 
ſwore th'cther day,thac Troy/us for a browne favour(tor 
fo 'tis I muſt confeſle ) not browne neither. 

Cre. No, but browae. 

Pan. Faith tofay truth, browne and not browne. 

(fe. To ſaythe trath, true and not true. 

Pas. She praig'd his compiexionabove Pars. 

(re. Why Pe bath colour inough. 

Pax. So he has. 

Cre. Then T roy{us ſhould have too much,if ſhe prais'd 

a4 2 him | 


—————_ 
w_ 


| 


| 


| For is has beenea great wile going by. 
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him above, his complexion is higher then his,he having 
colour enough, andthe other higher, is roo flaming a 
praiſefora good complexion. I had as lieve Hellens gol- 
den tongue had commended Treylus tor a copper nole. 

Pan. 1 \weare to you, 

I thinke Helen loves'him better then Par, 

Cre. Then ſhe's a merry Greceke indeed, 

Pas. Nay I am ſure ſhe does, ſhe came tohimth'other 
day into the compaſt window, and you know he hasnot 
paſt three or fourc haires on his chinne. ; 

Cre. Indeed a Tapſters Arithmetique may ſoone bring 
his particulars therein, to atotal. Þ 
- Fand. Why he is very yong, and yet will he within 
three pound lift as much as his brother HeRor. 

Cre. Is he ſo young a man, and fo old alifter ? 

Pan. But to proove to you that Helien loves him, ſhe 
came and puts me her whice hand to his cloven chin, 

(re. Inno have mercy, how came it cloven? 

Pan. Why, you know 'tis dimpled, ; 
T thinke his ſmyling becomes him better then any man in 
all Phrigia. 

Cre. Oh he ſmiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not ? 

Cre, Oh yes, and 'twere a clow'd in Autumn. 

Pax. W hy goe to then, but to prove to you that Hellen 
loves Troplus. 

Cre, Troylus will ſtand to the 
Proofe, if youle proove it ſo, F 
Pan. Troplm? why he eſteemes her no more then I e- 
iteeme anaddle egge. | 

Cre, If you love an addle egge as well 2s 'you love an 
idle head, you would cate chickens i'th'ſhe'l. 

Pas. I cannot chuſe but laugh to thinke how'ſhe tick- 
led his chin,indeed ſhe has a marycl's white hand I muſt 
nceds confeſle. 

Cre. Without the racke. 

Pan. And fhe takes upon her to ipye a white haire on 
his chinne. 

Cre. Alas poore chin? many a wart is richer, 

Pand. Butthere was tuch laughing, Queene Heeuba 
laught that her eyes ran ore. 

Cre. With Milſtones, 
Pan, And Caſſandra laught. 


Cre. But there was more temperate fire under the pot | 


of her eyes : did hereyes run ore too ? 

Par. And Heftor laught. 

Cre. At what was all this laughing ? 

Pard. Marry atthe white haire that Hellen ſpied on 
Trojlus chin. 

Cre. And t'had beenc a grecne haire, I ſhould have 
laught too. 

Pand. They laught not ſo much at the haire, as at his 
pretty anſwer. 

Cer. What was his anſwer? 

Paz. Quoth ſhe, here's but two and fifty haires on 
your chinne z and oneof them is white. 

Cre. This is ber queſtion. 

Pand, That's true, make no queſtion of that : two and 
fifty haires quoth hce,and one white, that white haire is 
my Father, andallthe reſt are his Sonnes. Tupiter quoth 
ſhe, which of theſe hairesis Paris my husband > The 
forked one quoth he,pinckt out and give it him:but there 
was ſuch laughing, and Hellen ſo bluſhr, and Pars fo 
chafr, andallthereſt ſolaught, that itpaſt, , 

Cre. Solect it now, 


4 


Pax. Well Cozen, 

Itold you a thing yeſterday, thinke on't. 

Cre, SoIdoe, 

Pand. Ile be ſworne *tistrue, be will weepe you an 
'ewere a man borne in Aprill. Sound 4 retreate, 

Ce. And Ile ſpringup in his teares, an 'twere a nertle 
againſt May, 

Pan. Harke they are comming from the field, ſhall we 
ſtand up here and ſee them, as they paſle toward Illium? 
good Neccce doe, ſweet Neece Creſſida. 

Cre. At your pleaſure. 

Par. Heere, heere, here's an excellent place, herewe 
miy {ce moſt bravely, lle tell you them all by their names, 
as they paſle by, but marke Troyims above the reſts 

Enter e/Eneas. 

Cre. Speake not ſolow'd. 

Pan. That's e/£neas, is not that a brave man, he's one 
of the fowers of Troy I cantell you, but marke Tropim, 
you ſhall ſee anon, 

Cre. Who's that? Enter Antenor. 

Pan. That's Antenor, he has aſhrew'd wit 1 can tell 
you, and he's a man good inough, he's one 0'th foun- 
deſt judgement in Troy whoſoever, and a proper man of 
perlon: when comes Tropiw ? Ile ſhew you Troplwanon, 
if he ſee me, you ſhall ſee him nod at me, 

Cre. Will he give you the nod? 

Pan. You ſhallſee. 

(re. If he doe, the rich ſhall have more. 

Emer Hettor. 

TPav. That's HeQor, that, that,looke you,that there's a 
fellow. Goe thy way Hetter,there's a brave man Neece, 
O brave Hettor | Looke how he lookes ? there's a coun- | 
tenance; iſt not a brave man ? 

Cre. O brave man ! 

Pan, Isa not? It does a mans heart good,looke you 
what hackes arc on his Helmet, looke you yonder, doe 
you ſee? Looke you there? There's no jcſting,laying on, 
tak't off, who will,as they ſay,there be backes. 

(re. Be thoſe with ſwords ? 

Enter Paru. 

Pay. Swords, any thing he cares not, and the divell, 
come to him, it'sall one, by Godslid it does ones heart 
good. Yonder comes Parw, yonder comes Paris; looke 
yee yonder Neece, iſt nota gallant man too,iſt not? Why 
this is brave now : whoſaid he came hurt home to day? 
He's not hurt, why this will doe Helens heart good 
now, Þa 2 Wou!d I could ſee Trop/m now,you ſhall Trey 

lus anon. 

Cre. Whoſe that ? 

Emter Hellene:. 

Pas, That's Hellenus,{ marvell where Troy/me is,that's 
Hellenus, I thinke he went not forth to day : that's Heb 
lenus. 

Cre, Can Hellenus fight Vncle ? 

Pan. Hellenus no : yes heele fight indifferent well, 1 
marvell where Troylizs ; hatke , doe you not heare the 
people cry ws ? Hellenws is a Prieſt. 

Cre. What ſneaking fellow co mes yonder ? 

Enter Troylu, 

Pax. Where? Yonder? That's Diephobus, 'Tis Troy- | 
lus There's a mai Neece,hem; Brave Tropime the Prince 
of Chivalry. 

Cre. Peacc, for ſhame peace. 

Pand. Marke him, note him : O brave Trey/me: looke 
well upon him Neece,looke you bow his Sword is blou- 
died,and his Helme more hackt then Hefors,and how he 
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lookes, and how he goes, O admirable youth ! he ne're 
ſaw three and twenty, Goe thy way Trois, goe thy 
way,had 1a ſiſter were a Grace,or adaughter aGoddeſle, 
he ſhould take his choyce. O admirable man | Peru? 
| Paris is durt to him, and 1 warrant, Helen to change, 
wonld give money to boot. 


Enter common Souldiers. 


Cre, Hcere comemore. 

Pas. Alles, fooles, dolts, chaffe and bran, chaffe and 
bran ; _ after meat. I could live and dye i'th'eyes 
| of Troylws. Ne're looke,ne're looke;the Eagles are gone, 
| Crowes and Dawes,Crowes and Dawes: | had rather be 
ſuch a man as Trey{vs, then Agemennon, and all Greece. 

Creſ. There is among the Greckes Achilles, a better, 
man then Treplus. 

Pan. Achilles? a Dray-man,a Porter, a very Camell. 

Cre, Well, well. 

Pan, Well, well 2 Why have youany diſcretion? have 
you any eyes? Doe you know what a man is?Is not birth, 
beauty, good ſhape, diſcourſe, manhood, learning, gen- 
tleneſle, vertue,'youth, liberality,and ſo torth:; the Spice, 
and falt that ſcaſonsa man ? ; 

Cre, I,a minc'd man,and then to be bak'd with no Date 
in the pye, for then the mans dates out. 

Pan, Youare ſuch another woman, one knowes not 
x what ward you ly. 

Cre. Vpon my backe, to defend my belly zupon my 
wit, to defend my wiles ; upon my ſecrecy, ro 
mine honeſty ; my Maske, to defend my beauty,and you 
todefend all theſe: andar all theſe wards [ lye,ata thou» 
land watches. 

Pan, Say one of your watches. 

Cre. Nay lle watch you for that, and that's one of 
the cheefeſt of them too ; if I cannot ward what 1 would 
| not have hit,I can watch you for telling how I rookethe 
blow, unleflc it iwell paſt hiding, and then is paſt wat- 


ching, 


Emer Boy. 


Pan. Your areſuchanother, : 
Boy. Sir, my Lord would inſtantly {peake with yous 
Pan. Where? 

Boy. At your owne houſe. 

Pan, Good Boy tell him I come, I doubt he be hurt. 
; Fare ye well Necce. 

| Cref, Adicu Vakle. 

Pan, Ile be with you Neece by and by. 

(reſ. To bring Vnklkc. 

Pas. 1,a token from Troyime. | 

| Creſ. By the ſame token, you are a Bawd. E-vit Pand. 
| Words, yowes, gifts, teares, andloves full ſacrifice, 

| He offers in anothers iſe: 


Sonet. Emter Agamemnon, N eftor, Ulyſſes, Diome- 
des, Menelans, with ethers. 
Agam. Princes: 
W har griefe hath ſet the Iaundieson your cheekes? 
The ample propoſition that makes 
Inall deſignes, begun on carthbelow 
Fayles in the promiſt largeneſſe : checkes and diſaſters 
Grow in the veines of ations higheſt rear'd, 
As knots by the conflux of meeting (ap, 
Inte the ſound Pine, and diverts his Graine 
Toxrtive and errant from his courſe of growth. 
Nor Princes, is ic matter new to us, 
_ we come ſhort of our ſuppoſe ſo farre, 
tatter ſeven yeares ſiege, yet Troy walles ſtand, 
Sith ev addr hacks —_ defore, 
W we have Record, triall did draw 
Bias and thwart, not anſwering the ayme . 
And that unbodicd figure of the thought 
Thar gave't ſurmiſed ſhape, Whyrhen (you Princes) 
Doc you with checkes abaſh'd, behold cur workes, 
Andthinke them ſhame, which are (indeed) nought clſc 
Burthe protractive trials of great Tove, 
To finde perſiſtive conſtancy in men ? 
The fineneſſe of which Metrall is not ſound 
In Fortunes love : for then, the Boldand Coward, 
The Wiſe and toole, the Artiſt, and un-read, 
The hard and ſofr, ſeeme all aitin'd, and kin. 
But in the Wind and Tempeſt of her frowne, 
DiſtinRtion witha lowd and powrefull fan, 
Puihng at all, winnowes the lightaway ; 
And what hath maſſe, or matter by it ſclte, 
Lies richin Vertue, and unmingled. 
Neſt. With duc Obſervance of thy godly ſcat, 
Great Agamenmen, Neitor (hall apply 
Thy latett words. : 
Inthe reproote of Chance, 
Licsthe true proofe of men: The Sea bei | 
How _ : = on —_ dare faile 
V patient breſt, making their 
With thole of Noble bulke ? i 
Bur let the Rufſian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Therw, and anon behold 
The ({trong ribb'd Barke through liquid mountains cut's 
Bounding betweene the two moyſt Elements 
Like Perſeus Horſe. Where'sthen the fawcy Boate, 
W hoſe weake untimber'd ſides but even now 
Co-rival'd Greatneſle ? Either to harbour fled, 


Or made a Toſte for N . Evenſo, 
Doth valours ſhew, and valours worth divide: 
In ttormes of Fortune. 


For, in her ray and brightneſſe, 

The Heard hath more annoyance by the Brize 

Then by the Tyger : But, when the ſplitting winde 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oakes, 


| But more in Troplws thouſand fold I ſee, And fiyes fled under ſhade, why then 

| Then in the glaiſe of Pander”s praiſe may be; The thingof Courage, = ; 

| Yet hold Iofft. Womenare Angels wooing, Asrowz'd with rage, with oe doth ſympathize, 
| Things won are done, the ſoules joy lycs in doeing : And withan accent tun'din ſelte-ſame key, 

| That ſhe belov'd, knowesnought,thar knowes not this: | Retyres to chiding Fortune. 

' Menprize the thing ungain'd, morethen it 1s. Vliſ. Agememnon. 

| That ſhe was never yet, thatever knew Thou great Commander, Nerve, and Bone of Greece, 
| Lovegoe ſo ſweet, as when deſire did ſue : Heart of our Numbers, ſoule, and onely « 7- 

| Tnatere hiomenimmentaf love Incach) In whom the tempers, andthe mindes of all 

| * Atchievement, ts command : ungain'd, beſeech. Should be ſhut up ; Heare what Viſſer ſpeakes, 

| That though my hearts Contents firme love doth beare, | Beſides th'applauſc and approbation 

| Nothing of that ſhall from mine eyes appeare. . Exit. | The which (moſt mighty) for thy place and may, 
I! a3. 
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And thou moſt reverend for thy ſtretcht-our life, 
I-giveto both your ſpeeches ; which were ſuch, 
As Agamennenand the haad of Greece 
Should hold up high in Braſle : and ſuch againe 
As venerable Nefer ( hatch'd in Silver) 
Should with a bond of ayre, ſtrong as the Axletree 
On which the Heavens ride, knit all Greckes cares 
To his experienc'd tongue: yet let it pleaſe both 
(Thou Great, and Wile) to heare Fisſſes ſpeake- 
Aga. Speake Prince of [thacs, and be't of leflc expe ; 
That matter needleſle of importleſſe burthren 
Divide thy lips : then we are confident 
When ranke Therſtes0pes his Maſticke jawes, 
We ſhall heare Muſicke, Wit, and Oracle. 
Vhſ. Troy yet upon his baſis had beene downe, 
And the great Hettors ſword had lack'd a Maſter 
But for theſe inſtances. 
Theſpecialty of Rule hath beene negieed ; 
And looke how many Grecian Tents do ſtand 
Hollow upon this Plaine, ſo many hollow Factions- 
When that the Generall is not like the Hive, 
To whom the Forragers ſhall all repaire, 
What Hony is expected ? Degree being vizarded, 
Th'unworthieſft ſhewes as tairely in the Maske- 
The Heavens themſtlves, the Planets, and this Center, 
Obſerve degree, priority, and place, 
Infiſture, courſe, proportion, icaſon, forme, 
Ohice, and cuſtome, in all line of Order : 
| Andthercfore1sthe glorious Planet Sol 
In noble eminence, enthron'd and ſphcar'd 
Amid{tthe other, whoſe med'cinable eye 
Correts the ill Aſpe&ts of Planets evill, 
And poſts like the Command'mentof a King, 
Sans checke, to good and bad. But when the Planets 
In evill mixture to diſorder wander, 
W hat Plagues, a'1d what portents, what mutiny ? 
What raging of the Sea? ſhaking of Earth ? 
Commotion 1n the Windes? Frights, changes, horrors, 
Divert, and cracke, rend and deracinate 
Theunity, and marricd calme of States 


Quite from their fixure ? O, whend is ſhak'd, 
(Whichisthe Ladder to all highde ) 
Theenterprize is ſicke. How could munities, 
Degrees in Schooles, and brother-hoods in Cities, 
Peacefull Commerce from dividable ſhores, 

The primogenitive, and due of Byrth, 

Prerogative of Age, Crownes, Scepters, Lawrels, 
(But by degree) itand in Authentique place ? 

Take but degree away, un-tune that ſtring, 

And hearke what Diſcord foilowes : each thing meets 
{ In meere oppugnancy. The bounded Waters, 
Should lifetheir boſomes higher then the Shores, 
And make a ſoppe of all thisfolid Globe : 

Strength ſhould be Lord of imbeciliry 
And the rude Sonne ſhould ſtrike his father dead : 
Force ſhould be right, or rather, rightand wrong, 
(Betweene whole cndlefle jarre, jultice reſides ) 
Should lovſc their names, and ſo ſhould jaſtice too. 
Then every thing includes itſelfe in Power, 


_ ou the choaking : 

this negletionot Degree, is it 

That by a pace goes backward ina c 

It hathto climbc. The Generall's diſdain'd 

By him one ſtep below ; he, by the next, 

That next, by him beneath : ſoevery ſtep 

Exampled by the firft pacethatis ſicke 

Of his Superiour, growes toan envious Feaver 

Of pale, and bloodleſſe Emulation. 

And tis this Feaver that keepes Troy on foote, 

Not her owne finewes. Toend a talc of length, 

Troy inour weakenefle lives, not in her ſtrength. 
Neſt. Moſt wilely hath Yiyſſes here diſcover'd 

The Feaver, whereof all our power is ſicke. 


Aga. The Nature of the ſickeneflc found ( Viyſes) 


Whatis the remedy ? 


Uh. The great Achilles, whom Opinion crownes, 


The finew, andthe fore-handof our Hoſte, 
Having his care full of hisayery Fame, 

Growes dainty of his worth, and in his Tent 

Lyes mocking our defignes. With him, Parroclus, 
Vpon alazy Bed, the live-long day 

Breakes ſcorrill Teſts, 

And with ridiculous and aukward ation, 
(Which Slanderer, heimitatien call's) 

He Pageants us. Sometime great Agamenmon, 
Thy toplefſedeputation he puts on ; 

And like a ſtrutting Player, whoſe conceir 

Lies in his Ham-ſtring, and doth thinke it rich 
To heare the woodden Dialogue and ſound 

"I wixt his ſtretcht footing, and the Scaffolage, 
(Such to-be-pitted, and ore-reſted ſeeming 

He ats thy Greatneſle in ;)and when he ſpeakes, 
Tislike a Chimea mendi 
W hich from the tongue of roaring 7 yphon dropt, 
Wound ſeeme H At this fuſty ſtufte, 
The large Achilles (on his preſt-bed Jolling) 

From his Cheſt, laughes out a lowd applauſe, 
Crics excellent, 'tis Agamemnon juſt, 

Now play me Neftor ; hum, and ſtroke thy beard 
As he, being dreſt tro ſome Oratien , 

That's done, as neere as the extreameſt ends 

Ot paralels ; as like, as V#/cavand his wite, 
Yetgood Achilles (till cryes excellent, 

"Tis Ns#tor right. Now play him (me) Parrechas, 
Armingtoanſwer ina night-Alr yew 

And then (forſooth)the faint defeRs of Age 

Muſt be the Scene of myrth, to cough, and ſpit, 
And with apalfie fumbling on his Gorget, 

Shakein and outthe River : and atthis ſport 

Sir Valour dies ; cries, O enough Patrec/xs, 

Or, give me ribs of Steele, [ ſhall ſplitall 

In pleaſure of my ſpleene. Andin this taſhion, 
All our abiliryes, gifts, natures, ſhapes, 
Severalls ard generalls of grace exact, 
Atchieyments, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitements to the field, or tpecch for truce, 
Succeſle or loſle, what is, or isnot, ſerves 

As ſtuffe for theſe two, to make paradoxes. 


- Withtearmes unſquar'd, 


Power into Will, Will into — >" Wit Neft. And'inthe imitation of theſe twaine, 

And ite (an univerſall Wolfe, Who (as Vyſſcr ſayes) Opinion crownes 

So doubly ſeconded with Will,and Power ) With an Imperiall voyce, many are infet : 

Mnſt make perforcean univerdall prey, Ajax is growne ſelfe-will'd, and beares his head 

And laſt, eate up himſclte. } In ſuch a reyne, in full as proud a place 

Great Aganemnon; As broad Achilles, and keepes his Tent like him ; 

This Chaos, whendegreeis ſuffocare, Makes factious Feaſts, railes on our ſtate of Warre = 
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bold as an Oracle, and ſets T herſites 
A ſlave ( whoſe Gall coines landers like a Mint,) 

To match us in comparilons with durt, 

To weaken and diſcredit our expoſure, 

How ranke foever roundcd in with danger. 

Ulf. They taxe our Policy, and call it Cowardice, 
Count Wiſcdome as no member of the Warre, 
Fore-[tall preſcience, and eſtecme no.aQe 
But that of hand : The (till and menrallparts, 

That doc contrive how tnany hands ſhall trike 
When fitnefle calls them on, and know by meaſure 
Of their obſervant toyle, the Enemies waight, 

W hy this hathnot a tingers dignity : 


They callthis Bed-worke, Mapp'ry,Cloſſet-Warre 
| So that the Ramme that batters downe the wall, 
| For the great {wing and rudeneflc of his poize, 
They place before his hand that made the Engine, 
Orthoſcthat with the tineneſle of their ſoules, 
By Reaſon guide his execution. 
Neſt. Let this be granted, and Achille: horſe 
Makes many 7 berw {onnes- 
| Age. What Trumpet ? Looke Menelaws. 
CAen. From Troy. Emer eAEneas, 
Aga. What would you fore our Tent ? 
Ane. Is thisgreat eAgamemnons Tent, Ipray you? 
» Apa. Even this. 
»/Ene. May one that is a Herald,and a Prince, 
Doe a faire meſſage to his Kingly cares ? 

Aga. With ſurety ſtronger then eAchilesarme, 

'Fore all the Greekiſh heads, which with one voyce 
Call » Agamenmen Head and Generall, 
ne, Faireleave, and large ſecurity. How may 
A ſtranger tothole moſt Imperiall lookes, 
Know them from eyes of other Mortals? 
Aga. How? 
| Ames I ; I aske, that I might waken reverence, 
| And on the cheeke be ready with a bluſh 
Modeſt as morning, when ſhe coldly eyes 

The youthfull Phoebus : 

Which is that God in oifice guiding men ? 

Which is the highand mighty eAgawmenmmoen. 

eHeae. This Troyan ſcornes us,or the men of Troy 
Are ceremcnious Courticrs. 
+Afne, Courtiersas free, as debonnaire ;unarm'd, 

As bending Angels : that's their Faine, in peace : 

But when they would {ceme Souldiers, they kave galles, 
Good armes,ltrong joynts,truc {words,and /eves accord 
Nothing fo full of heart. Bur peace «/Encas, 

Peace Troyan, lay thy finger on thy lips, 
The worthineſle of praile diſtaines bis worth : 
[fthat he prais'd hiwaſelte, bring the praiſe forth, 
Wharthe repining enemy commends, 
| Thatbreath = praiſe (ole pure tranſcends 
| e-4g4. Sir, you of Troy, call you your {clte /£near? 
; «Ane, I Greeke, that is my name. 
| 4Mje. What's your affayre I pray you? 
+Ene. Sir pardon, "tis tor Agamenmons cares. 
| Aga. He heares nought privatly 
| That comes from Troy. 
; *Ane. Nor I from Troy come not to whiſper him, 
| Thringa Trumpet toawake his care, 
| Tolet bis ence on theattentive bent, 
| Aud then toſpeake. | 
| 4ge. Speake frankely as the winde, 
| [t 1s not Agamen non; ſleeping houre : 


That thou ſhale know Troyan he is awake, 


Gn 


Tucke 


| Hetels thee ſo himfelfe. 
e/£ne. Trumpet blow loud. 

Send thy brafſe voyce through all theſe lazy Tents, 

And every Greeke of mettle, let him know, 

W hat Troy mcanesfaircly, ſhali beſpokealowd. 

| The Trumpets ſound. 

We have great Agamenmon, heere in Troy, 

A Prince call'd He for, Priam is his Fath:zr : 

W ho in this dull and long-continew'd Truce 

Is ruſty growne, He bad me take a Trumpet, 

And to this purpoſe ſpeake : Kings, Princes, Lords, 

It there be one among the fayr'tt of Greece, 

That holds his Honor higher then his caſe, 

Thatſeokes his praiſe, morethen he feares his perill, 

That knowes his Valour, and knowesnot his feare , 

That loves his Miſtris more then in confeſſion, 

(With truant vowes to her owne lips he loves ) 

And dare avow her Beauty, and her Worth, 

In other armesthen hers : to him this Challenge. 

Hettor, in view of Trovans, and of Greekes, 

Shall make it good, or dve his beſt to doe it. 

He hath a Lady, wiſer, fairer, truer, 

Then ever Greekedid compaſle in hisarmes, 

And will to morrow with his Trumpet call, 

Midway berweene your Tents, and walles of Troy, 

Torowze a Grecian that istrue in love. 

If any come, Hedtor (hall honour him: 

If none, he'll ſay in Troy when he retyres, 

The Grecian Dames ate fun-burnt, and not worth 

The ſplinter of a Lance : Even ſomuch. 

Aga. This ſhall berold our Lovers, Lord e/£neas, 
' If none of them have ſoule in (uch a kind, 

We leftthem all at home : But we are Souldicrs, 

And may that Souldier a meere recreant prove, 

Thar meanes not, hath not, or isnot in love : 

If then one is, or hath, or meanesto be, 

That one meets Heer, it none, Ile be he. 

Nef. Tell him of Neftor, one that was a man 

W hen Heltor; Grandfire ſuckt ; he is old now, 

Bur if there be not in our Grecian mould, 

One Noble man, that hath one (parke of fire 

Toanſwer for his Love; tell him from me, 

He hide my Silver beard in a Gold Beaver, 

And in my Vantbrace put this wither*dbrawne, 

And mectifg him, wailltell him, that my Lady 

Was fayrer then lus Grandame, and as chaſte 

As may be inthe world : his youth in flood, 

}le pawne this truth with my three drops of blood. 
e/Ene. Now beavens forbid ſuch ſ(carfity of youth. 
Vis. Amen. 
eAga. Faire Lord e/£neas, 

Let me touch your hand : 

Toour Pavillion ſhall Tleade you firlt ; 

Achilles ſhall have word of this intent, 

$0 ſhall each Lord of Greece from Tent ro Tent ; 

Your ſeltc ſhall Feaſt with us before you goe; 

And finde the welcome of a Noble Foe . 

| CManent Viiſer, and I «tor, 

Viiſ. N eftor. 

Nef. W hat ſayes Viyſſen? 

Vii. 1 have a young conception in my braine, 
Be you my rimeto bring it to ſome ſhape. 

Neft, Whar is't? 

Uli}. This tis : 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots ; the ſeeded Pride 
That hath to this maturity blowne up 


ll 


E xewnt., | 


—_—_—— 


| 
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In ranke Achilles, muſt or now be cropt, 
Or (ſhedding ) breed a Nurſery of like evill 
To over-bulke usall. 

Neft. Well, and how ? 

Yb; This challenge that the gallant Hefor ſends, 
How ever itis {pred in gencrall namey 
Relates in purpoſe onely to Achilles. 

Neft. The purpoſe is perſpicuouseven as ſubſtance, 
W hoſe groſſenefle little charraters ſumme up, 
And inthe publication make no ſtraine, 
But that Achilles, were his braine as barren 
Asbankes of Lybia, though ( Apollo knowes) 
'Tis dry enough,will with great ſpecde of judgement , 
I, with celerity, finde He&ors purpoſc 
Pointing on him. 

Uhiſ. And wake him to the anſwer, thinke you? 

Ne#t.Yes, tis moſt meet ; whom nay you elſc oppoſe 

That can from Heor bring his Honor off, 
If not Achilles ;though'tbe a ſportfull Combate, 
Yet in this triall, much opinion dwels. 
For heere the Troyes taſte our deer'(t repute 
With their fin'ſt Pallate : and rraſtro me Yyſes, 
Our imputation ſhall be oddely poiz'd 
Inthis wilde a&ion. For the tuccelle 
( Although particular) ſhall give a ſcantling 
Of good or bad, unto the Generall : 
And in ſuch Indexes, although {mall prickes 
To their ſubſequent Volumes, there 1s frene 


The baby figure of the Gyant-maſſe 
Of chings to come at Itis ſuppos'd, 
He that meets Heer, iſſues from our choyle ; 


And choyſe being mutuall acte of all our ſoules, 
Makes Merit her ele&ion, and doth boyle 
As 'twere, from forth usall : a man diſtill'd 
Out of our Vertues ; who miſcarrying, 
-W hat heart from hence receives the conq'ring part 
To ſtcele a ſtrong opinion to themſelves 
W hich cntertain'd, Limbes arc his inſtruments, 
In no leſſe working, then are Swords and Bowes 
Dire&tve by the Limbes. * - 
Vii: Give pardon to my ſpeech : 
Therefore tis mect, Achifes mect not Heor ; 
Let us (like Merchants) ſhew our fowleſt Wares, 
And thinke perchance they'll fell : if nor, 
Tkeluſter of the berter yet to ſhew, 
Shall ſhew the better. Doe not conſent, 
That ever Hettor and Achilles meere : 
For both oar Honour, and our Shame 1n this, 
Are dogg'd with two ſtringe Followers. 
Neft.1 ſeethem not with my old eyes; what ave they? 
Vhſ: What glory our eAchilles ſhares from Hotter, 
(Were henot proud) we all ſhould weare with him : 
But he already is too inſolent, 
And we were better parch in Aﬀericke Suwmne, 
Then in the pride and ſalt ſcorne of his eyes, 
Should he ſcape HeRor faire. If he werefoyld, 
Thy then we did our maine opinion cruſh 
In taint of our beſt man. No, makea Lott'ry, 
And by device let blockiſh 4jax draw 
The ſort to fight with Heftor : Among our {clves, 
Give himallowance as the worthier man, 
For that will phyſicke the great Myrmidon 
Who broyles in lowd applauſe, and make him fall 
His Creſt, that prouder then blew Iris bends, 
If the dull brainlefſe Ajex come late off, 
Wee'll drefſe him up in voyces : it he faile, 


The Tragedy of T1 res and Creſsida, 


Yergoe we under our opinion ſtill, 

hat we have better men. But hit or miſle, 
Our projedtslife this ſhape of ſence aflumes, 
Hex imploy'd, pluckes Achilles Plumes. 

Neſt. Now Uhyſſes, 1 begin to relliſhthy advice, 
And I will giveataſte of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon, goe we to him ſtraight ; 

Two Curres ſhall tame each other, Pride alone 
Muſt tarre the Maſtiffes on, as*twere their bone.” Exewne, 
: Emer gAhax, and Ther ſites. | 

Aja. Therſies ? 

Ther. Agemenmon, ho if he had Biles (full) all over 
generally, 

ea. T herſaes ? 

Ther. Andthoſe Byles did runne, fay ſo; did not the 
Gone run, were not that a botchy core ? 

J4s b 

Ther. hen there would come ſome matter from him: 
I fee none now. 

Aja. Thou Bitch-Wolfes-Sonne, canſt thou not heare? 

» The of Greece upen thee t ungrell 
beefe-witted 9 a = 

Aja. Speake then you whinid'ſt 
beate thee into hendicemede. p——— 

Ther. I ſhall ſooner raile thee into wit and holineſle: 
but I thinke thy horſe will ſooner con an Oration, then 
thou learne a prayer without booke : Thou canſt ftrike, 
canſt thou ? A red Murren o'ththy Iadestrickes. 
| eMjv. Toads ſtoole, learne me the Proclamation. 

Ther. Doeſt thou thinke I have no ſence thou ſtrik'ſ 

Aja. The Proclamation- (me thus? 

4 om art proclam'd -—_ Ithinke. 

ja. not Porpentine, doe not :my fingers itch. 

Ther, 1 would thou didſt itch from ed poo and 
I had the ſcratching of thee, I would make thee the loth- 
ſom'ſt ſcab in Greece. 

Aja. 1 fay the Proclamation. 

Ther. Thou and raileſt every houre on 4- 
chilles,and thou art as full of envy at his greatneſſe,as Ce 
berw is at Proſerpina's beauty. I,that thou bark'ſt at him, 
| Aja. Miltreſle Ther fites. 

Ther. Thou ſhould it ſtrike him. 
| 7he. He world 
» He w thee into ſhivers with his 
a Sailor breakesa bioker, T- 

Aja. You horſon Curre. Ther, Doe, doe. 

Aje. Thou ſtool for a Witch, 

Ther. 1,doe, doe, thou ſodden-witted Lord:thou haſt 
no morebraine then I have ju mine elbowes : An Aſinico 
may tutor thee. Thou ſcurvey valiant Aſſe, thou art here 
but ro threſh Treens, and thou art and ſold + 
mong thoſe of any wit, like a Barbarian ſlave. 1f thou uſe 
to beat me, I will beginatthy herle, and tell what thou 
art by inches, thou thing of uo bowels thou. 

Aj. Youdogge. 

T her. You ſcurvy Lord. 

Aje. You Curre. 

Ther. Mar: his Ideot: do rudeneſſe, doc Camell,do,do. 

Emter eAchilles, and P atroctus. 
que now ax ? wherefore do you this? 
How now T herſ#es? what's the matter than ? 

Ther. You ſec him there, doe you ? 

eAchil. 1, what's the matter. 
| Ther. Nay looke upon him, 


OO 


| Achil. SoIdoe : what's the matter ? 


I 


— 


if. 7 he T1 raged) of Troylus and (reſsida. 9 


— 
_——— 


Ther. Nay but regard him well, » He knew his man. ., 
Achil. Well, why I doe (0. 4j4.O meaning you, I will goe learne more of it. Exit, 
Ther. But yet you looke not well upon him : for who Emer Priam, Hello», Trophua, Paris, and Heleuus, 

ſome ever you take him tobe, heis Ajax, Pri. After ſo many houres, lives, ſpeeches ſpent, 
Achi. I know that foole. Thus once againe ſayes N«#or from the Greekes, | 
Ther. I, but that foole knowes not himſelfe; Deliver Helen, and ail damage elſe 
Ajax. Therefore I beate thee. ( As honour, loſſe of time, travaile, expence, 


Ther.Lo,lo, lo, lo, what modicwms of wit ke utters:his | Wounds, friends, and what elſe deere that is conſum'd 
evaſions have cares thuslong. 1 have bobb'd his Braine | In nor diſgeſtion of this cormorant Warre) 
more then he has beate my bones : I will buy nine Spar- | Shall be firoke off. Hef, what fay youtoo't. 
rowes for a peny,and his Piamatey is not worth theninth | He#?. Though no man leſſer fearesthe Greekesthen I, 
of a Sparrow. This Lord ( Achilles) Ajax who weares | As farre as touches my particular : yet dread Priam, 
is wit in his belly,and his gurres in his head, lle tell you | There is no Lady of more ſofter bowels, 


what | ſay of him, More ſpungy, to ſucke inthe ſenſe of feare, 
Actil. What ? More ready to cry out, who knowes what followes 
Ther. I lay this Ajaxt—— Then Hedtor is : the wound of peace is ſurety, 
Achil. Nay good 4jax. Surety ſecure : but modeſt doubt is cal'd 
Ther. Has not ſo Much wit. The Beacon of the wiſe : the tent that ſearches 
Achil* Nay I muſt hold you. To'th*bottome of the worſt. Let Helen goe. 
Ther. As will ſtop the eyc of Helens Needle,tor whom | Since the firſt tword was drawne abour this queſtion, 
he comes to fight, Every tythe ſoule *mongſt many thouſaad diſmes, 
Achil. Peace toole. Hath beene as deere as Helen: 1 meanc of ours: 
Ther. 1 would have peace and quietneſſe, burthe foole | If we haye loſt ſo many tenths of ours 
will not : he there, that he, looke youthere. To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us 
Ajax. O thoa damn'd Curre, I ſhall=—— (i4ad it our name) the valew of oneten ; 
Achil. Will youſet you wir toa Fooles ? W hat merits in that reaſon whichdenics 
Thrr, No 1 warrant you, for a fooles will ſhame it. | The yeelding of her up? | 
Pat. Good words Therſites. Troy. Fye, fic, my Brother ; | 
Achil, What's the quarreli? Weigh you the worth and honour of a King | 
Ajax, I bad thee vile Owle, goelcarne me the tenure | (So great agour dread Father) ina Scile 
of the Proclamation, and he railes upon me. Ofcommon Ounces ? Will you with Counters ſurme 
Ther, I ſerve theenor. The = proportion of his infinite ? 
Ajax, Well, goe to, goe to, And buckleina waſte moſt fathomleſſe, 
Tier, I ſerve heere voluntary, With {pannesand inches ſodiminutive, 


Achil, Your laſt ſervice was ſufferance, 'twas not vo» | As feares and reaſons ? Fye for godly ſhame? 

| luntary, no man is beaten voluntary: Ajax was heerethe | Hel. No marvell though you bite fo > aq reaſons, 
; voluntary, and youas under an Impreſle. You are empty of them, ſhould nor our fat 

| Ther. E'ne ſo, a great dealc of your wittoolyes in your | Bearethe great ſway of his fires with reaſuns, 
| innewes,or clic there be Liars: Hefoy (hall bave a great | Becauſe your ipcech hath none that tells him fo? 

| catch, if he knecke out cither of your braines, he were | Troy, Youarc tor dreamesangd flumbers brother Prieſt, 
| good crackea fuſty nut with no kernell. You furre your gloves with reafon: here are your reaſons 
' Achil. What with me t00 Therſires? You know anenemy inteudsyou harme, 

| Ther. There's Ulyſſes, and old Neſtor, whofe Wit was | You know, a ſword imploy'd1s perillous, 

| mouldy ere their Grandfirs had nailes on their toes, yoke | And reafon flyes the object of all harme, 


_— 


youlike draft-Oxen, and make you plough up the waire, | Who marvels then when Helenws beholds 
Achil. W hat? what ? A Grecianand his ſword, if he doe fer 
Ther, Yes good ſooth, to Achilles, to Ajax, tom | The very wings of reafon to his heeles : 
Ajax, 1 ſhall cut out your tongue. Orlike a Starre diforb'd. Nay,it we talke of reaſon, 
Ther. 'Tis nomnatter, I ſhall ſpcake as much as thou | And flye like chidden Mercury from love, | 
afterwards. Let's ſhut our gates and \l:epe : Manhood and Honor 
Pat. No more words Therfiter. * Shold have hard hearts, would they bur fat their thoughts 
Ther. | will hold my peace when Achiler Brooch bids | With this cramm'd reaſon: reatqnand reſpect, 
| me, ſha!ll? Makes Lovers pale,and luſtyhood deject, 
| Zeit. There's for you Parrocius. -” Hetft. Brother, ſhe is not worth 


| Ther. I willſee you bang'dlike Clotpolesere 1 come | What ſhe doth coſt the holding, | 
any more to your Tents; 1 will kcepe where there 1s wit | Troy. What's aug, but a$'tis valew'd ? | 


| ſtirring, and leave the fation cf tooles. Exit, Het. Burt value dwels not in particular will, | 

| Par. A good riddance, It holds his eſtimate and dignity | 
Achil.Marry this Sir is proclaim'd through al our hoſt, | As well, wherein 'cs precious of it ſelfe, 

| That Hefor by the fift houre of the Sunne, As inthe prizer : "Tis made Idolatry, 
? | Will with a Trumpet, *rwixt our Tentsand Troy To make the {ervice greaterthen the god, 

| Tomorrow morning call ſoine Knight to Armes, And the will dotes that 1s inclincable 

| That hath a ſtomacke, and ſuch 2 one that dare To what infeRioully itſelfe affects, 

| Maintaine I know not what :'tis traſh. Farewell. Without ſome image of th'affe&ted merit. 


| Ajax. Farewell? who ſhall anſwer him ? Troy, I take today a Wite, and my eleion 
| Achil. I know not, 'tis put to Lottry : otherwiſe Isled on inthe conduRt of my will ; | 
Ws _ My [ : 


o, 


— 


= The Tragedy of Troplus and Greſrida. 


My will enkindled by mine eyesand eares, W hich hath our ſeverall Honours all engag'd 
Two traded Pylots 'twixt the dangerous ſhores To make it gracious. For my private part, 
Of Will, and lIudgement- How may I avoyde Iam no more touch'd, then all Priams ſonnes, 
( _— my will diſtaſte what it elected) | And Iove forbid there ſhould be done amony'lt us 
The Wife Ichoſe, there can be no evaſion Such things as might offend the weakeſt ſpleenc, 
Toblcnch fromthis, and to ſtand firme by honour. To fight for, and maintaine, | 
We turne not backe the Silkes upon the Merchant | Par. Elſe might the world convince of levity, 
When we have ſpoyl'd them; nor the remainder Viands | As wellmy under-takings as your counſels: 
| We doe notthrow in unreſpective place, But I atteſt the gods, yuur full conſent 
Becauſe we now ate full, It was thought meete Gave wingsto my propenfien,and cut off 
Park ſhould docſome vengeance on the Greckes 3 All feares attending on fo dire a projet. 
Your breath of full conſent bellicd his Sailes, For what (alas) can theſe my ſingle armes ? 
The Seas and Windes (old Wranglers) tooke a Truce, | What propugnation is in one mans valour 
And did him ſervice ; he touch'd the Ports defir'd, | Toltand chenulh aud enmity of thoſe 
And for an old Aunt whom the Greekes held Captive, | This quarrell would excite ? Yet I proteſt, | 
He brought a Grecian Queen, whoſe youth & frethneſle | Were 1 alone to paſſe the difficulties, 
Wrinkles Apolloes, and makes ſtale the morning. And hadas ample power, as I have will, | 
Why keepe we her ? the Greecians keepe our Aunt 3 Pars ſhould ne're retratt what he hath done, 
| Is ſhe worth keeping ? Why ſhe isa Pearle, Nor faint inthe purſuite. | 
Whoſe price hath launch'd above a thouſand Ships, Pri. Part, you ſpeake | 
And turn'd Crown'd Kings to Merchants. Like one be-ſorted on your ſweet delights; | 
If you'll avouch,twas wiledome Pars went, You have the Hony ſtill, but theſethe Gall, | 
(As you muſt nceds, for youallcride, Go, goe:) Soto be valiant, is nopraiſc at all. | 
p If you'll confefſe, he brought home Noble prize, Par. Sir, I propoſe not meerely romy (clfe, | 
(As you muſt needs, for you all clapt your hands) The pleaſures ſucha beauty brings with it : 
And cride ineftimable z why doe you now 'But I would have the ſoyle of her fairc Rape [ 
The iſſue of your proper Wiſedomes rate, Wip'd offin honourable keeping her. 
And doca deed that Fortune never did? What Treaſon were itto the ranſack'd Queene, 
Begger the eſtimation which you priz'd, Diſgrace to your great werths, and ſhame to me, 
Richer then Sea and Land ? O Theft molt baſe ! | Now todeliver her poſſeſſion up 
That we have ſtolne what we doe feare to keepe. On termes of baſe compulſion ? Can it be, 
But Theeves unworthy of a thing ſo ſtolne, That ſo degeneratea ſtraine as this, 
That in their Country did them that diſgrace, Should once ſet foot in your generous boſumes? 
We feare to warrant in our Native place. There not the meaneſt ſpirit on our'party, 


| Without a heart todare, or {word to draw, 


Enter Caſſandra with her haire about | When Helen is detended :nor none ſo Noble, 
FA gl ber eaves. _— = vary —- 4 ordeath unfam'd, 
þ rOJans,cry. e Helen is the ſubjeRt. Then (I 1a 
Priam. W hat noyſe ? what ſhreeke is this ? Well may we fight hn. _ on well, 
Troy. 'Tis our mad fiſter, I doe know her yoyce. The worlds large ſpacescarnor paralel!; * 
Caf. Cry Troyans. Hett, Pariand Trojlns, you have both ſaid well : 
Hee. It is Caſſandra. { And onthe cauſe and queſtion now in hand, 
Caſe. Cry Troyans cry ; lend me ten thouſand eyes; Have gloz'd, but ſuperticially ; not much 
And I will fill them with Prophericke teares. Vnlike young men, whom eAri/to:le thought 
Hee, Peace ſiſter, peace. | Vntitto heare Morall Philoſophy, 
Caf. Virgins, and Boys ; mid-ageand wrinkled old, | The Reaſons you —_— doe more conduce 
Soft infancy, that nothing can but cry, To the hot paſſion of diſtemp'red blood, hue 
Adde to my cla nour : |ct us pay berimes Then to make upa free determination krwd 
A moity of that maſſe of moanc to come. 'Twixt right and wrong : For pleaſure, and revenge, | 
Cry Troyans 6 gran your cycs with tcares, Have cares more deafe then Adders, to the voyce 
Troy muſt not be, nor goodly Iliion ſtand, Ofany true deciſion. Nature craves . 
Our fire brand Brother Pars burncs us all. All dues be rendred to their Owners ; now Mar 
| Cry Troyanscry, a Helen and a woe ; w erdebt in all humanity, | n 
Cry , cry, Troy burnes, or clfc let Helew go: Exit. | Then Wife isto theHusband ? If this law thou 
Hee. Now youthfull Treplus, doenot theſe hie trains | Of Nature be corruptedthroogh affeRtion, | but 
Of divination in our Siſter, worke And that great nicks of partiall indulgence; | arſe 
Some touches of remorſe ? Or is your bloud To their benummed wilis reſiſt the ſame, _—_ 
So madly hot, that no diſcourſe of reaſon, There is a Law incach well-ordred Nation, | come 
Nor feare of bad ſucceſſe ina bad cauſe, To curbethoſe ragingappetites that arc | thy d 
Can qualifie the ſame? Moſt diſobedient any - -wadg fare 
Troy. Why brother Hettor, If Helenthen be wife to 's King | hrow 
We may not thinke the juſtneſle of eachaRte (As 1tis knowne ſhe is) theſe Morall Lawes | N 
Such, and no other then event doth forme it, | Of Nature, and of Nation, ſpeake alowd n 
Nor once dejeR the courage of our minds ; Ts haue her backe return'd. Thus to perſiſt 
Becauſe Caſſandra"s mad, her brainſicke raptures | In doing wrong, extenuatesnot wrong, -_ 
} Cannot diſtaſte the goodneſle of a quarrell, | But makes it much more heavy. Hetftors opinion od F 
$ i 
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Is this in way of truth : yetnere the leſle, 
My fpritely brethren, I propend to you 


' 


In reſolution to k Helew till; 
For "tis a cauſe thar hath no meane nce, 
VYpon our joynt and ſeverall dignities. 


Troy. Why ? there you toucht the life of our deſigne : 
Were it notglory that we more affected, 
Then the pertormance of our heaving {pleenes, 
[ would not wiſh a drop of Treian blood, 
Spent more in her defence. But worthy Hefor, 
She is a theame of honor and renowne, 
A ſpurre to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 
Whole preſent courage may beate downe our foes, 
And fame in timeto come canonize us- 
For I preſume brave Hefor would not loſe 
Grich advantage of a promil'd glory, 
As ſmiles upon the fore-head of this action, 
For the wide worlds revenew. 

Heft. I am yours, 
You valiant off-ſpring of great Priamue, 
| I have a roiſting challenge ſent among'ſt 
| The dulland factious nobles of the Greekes? 
Will ftrike amazement to their drowſie ſpirits, 
[ was advertiz'd, their Great generall ſlept, 
Whil'ſt emulation inthe army crept : 
This I preſume will wake him. 


Enter Therſnes ſolus. 

Now now Ther fites? what loſt in the Labyrinth of thy 
fury ? ſhall the Elephant 4jax carry it thus? he beates 
me, and I raile at him : O worthy fatisfa&tion, would it 
were otherwiſe : that I could beate him, whil'{t he rail'd' 
atme: Stoote, lle learne to conjure and raiſe Divels, but 
Ile ſee ſore iflue of my ſpitetull execrations. Then ther's 
Achiller,a rare Enginer. It Troy be not takenrtill theſetwo 
| undermine it, the wals will {tand till they fall of them- 
| ſelves, O thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget 
| that thou art /ove the King of gods : and Mercury, looſe 
all the Serpentine craft of thy Caduceus,if thou take not 
that litcle litrle lefle then little wit from them that they 
have, which ſhort-arm'd ignoranceit {elfe knowes,is ſo 
abundant ſcarſe, it will not in circumvention deliver a 
fly from a Spidet without drawing the maſlic Ironsand 
cutting the web : after this, the vengeance on the whole 
Camp, or rather the bone-ach, for that me thinkes is the 
curſe dependant onthoſe that warre for a placket. I have 
laid my prayers and divell, cnvy, ſay Amen: What ho? 
iny Lord Achilles ? 


E rewnt, 


Enter P atroclus. | 
| Patr. Who'sthere 2 Therſires. Good Therſites come 
in and raile. 

Ther, If I could have remembred a guilt counterfeit, 
thou would*ſt not have ſlipt our of my conte@phation, 
but ir isno matter,thy ſelte upon thy telſe. The common 
curſe of ind, folly and ignorance be thine in great 
revenew;heaven bleſſe thee from a Tutor,and Diſcipline 
come notncere thee, Let thy blod be thy direction till 

thy death, then if ſhe that ayes thee our ſayes thou art a 
| fare coarle, Ile be fworne and ſworne upon't ſhe never 
| ſhrowded any but Lazars, Amen. Wher's Achilles? 
Patr. W hat artthou devout? walſt thou in a prayer? 
Ther. I, the heavens heare me. 

Enter Achilles, 
Achiel. Who's there ? 
Paty. Theres, my Lord. 


LO OT 


— 


| 


| foole poſitiue. 


 frerisa foole, and as aforeſaid, Patreclus isa foole. 


Achil. W here, where, art thou come ? why my cheeſe; 
my digeſtion, why haſt thoa not ſerv'dthy telfe into my 
Table, ſo many meales ? Come, what's Agamenmon ? 

Ther. Thy Commander Achilles; then tell ate Patro- 
clus, what's Achille} ? 

Patr, Thy Lord Therſtes: then tell me I pray thee, 
whar's thy teife ? 

Ther. Thy knower Patro:{we : then tell me Patroclus 
what artthou ? 

Parr. Thou maiſt tell that know'lt. 

Achil. O tell, tell. 

Ther. lle decline the whole queſtion: Agamemnon com- 
mands Acbrlies; Achilles is my Lord,I am Parrocias know- 
cr, and Patroclus is a toole. 

Patro. Youraſcall. 

Ther, Peace foole; I bave not done. 

eAchil. He is a priviledg'd man, proceede T herſires. 

T her. Agamenmen is a toole, Achsleris a foole, Ther- 


Acbil, Derive this : come ? 

Ther. Agemenmen is2 foole to offer to command A- 
chilles, Achulles is a fool to be commanded of Agememmnon, 
T berfites is a foole to ſerve ſuch a foole : and Patrelws isa 


Parr. Why am I a foole? 


Emer Agam: mnon, Vhiſer, Neſtor, Diomedey, 
Ajax, and (halcas. | 


Ther. Make that demand tothe Creator; it ſuffiſes me | 
thou art. Looke you, who comes here ? 

Achil. Patroclus, Ile ſpeake with no body : come in 
with me Therfres. Ex. 

Ther. Heere is ſuch patchery, ſuch jugling, and ſuch 
knavery : alithe argumentis a Cuckold and a Whore, a 
good quarrell ro draw emulations tations, and bleed to 
death upon : Now thedry Sarpego outhe ſubject, and 
Warre and Lechery contound all. 

eAgars, W here 15 «Achilles ? 

Parr, Within his Tent, bur ill difpoſ'd my Lord. 

eApar. Let it be knowne to him that we are heres | 
He a our Mcflengers, and we lay by 
Our einments, viſiting of him ; 
Let him be told of, leaſt perchance he thinke 
We dare not movethe queſtion of our place, 
Or know not what we are. 

Pat. 1 ſha!l ſo fay to him. 

UVhſ. We ſaw him at the opening of his Tent, 
He is not ſicke. 

Aa. Yes, Lyon ſicke, ficke of a proud heart:you may 
call it Mclancholly if you will favour the man, bur by my 
head,'tis pride; but why,why,let him ſhow us the cauſe? | 
A word my Lord. 

Neſ. What moves Ajax thusto bay at him ? 

Uh. «Achilles bath inveigled his Foole from him. |} 

N.e/. Who, Therfites. 

Vis. He. 

Neſ. Then will e4j«x lacke matter,if he have loſt his 
Argument. : 

Vhſ. No, you ſee he is his argument that has his argu- 
ment Achslles, 

Neſ. All the better, their frakion is more our with | 
then their fation ; but it was a ſtrong counſell that a 
Foole could diſunite, | 

Yiſ: The amity that wiſedowe knirs nor, folly may | 
calily vntie- Emer Patroclus, 


a 


Heere | 


Iz 


bo —— 


Here comes P atrechm. 
Neſ. No Achilles viith him ? | 
Yaſ. The Eiephant hath joynts,but none for curteſic; 
His are lcgges for neceility, not for flight. 
Patro, Achilles bids me ſay,hc 1s nfuch lorry : 
If any thing more then your ſport and pleaſure, 
Did move your greatnefſlc, and this noble State, 
To call upon him ; he Sit is no other, 
But for your hcalth,and your diſgeſtzon fake ; 
Anafrer Dinners breath. 

Age. Hcare you Patroclu : 
We are too well acquainted with theſe anſwers : 
But his evaſion wing'd thus ſwift with ſcorne, 
Cannot outflye our apprehenſions. 
Much attribute he hath, and auch the reaſon, 
Why weaſcribe itto him, yet all his vertucs, 
(Not vertuouſly of his owne part bcheld) 
Doe in our eyes, begin toloſe their gloſle ; 
And like faire Fruit 1n an unholſome diſh, 
Areliketorot untaſted ; goe andcell him, 
We came to ſpeake with him ; and you ſhall not (anne, 
If youdoe ſay, we thinke him over proud, 
And under honeſt : inſelfe:aſſumption greater 
Then in the note of iudgement : and worthier then him- 
Heretends the ſavage {trangencfic he puts on; 
Dy the holy ſtrength of their command : 
And under write in an obſerving kind 
His humorous predominance, yea watch 
Hispettiſh lines, his cbs, his i asif 
The paſſage and whole carriage of this ation 
Rod: on his tyde. Goe teli him this, and adde, 
That if he over-hold hisprice ſo much, 
Wee'il none of him ; bur let himylike an Engin 
Not portable, lye under this report. 
Bring ation hither, this cannot goe to warre : 
Afﬀticring Þwarfe, we doc allowance give, 
Before allezeping Gyant :tell him ſo. 

Pat. I ſhall, and bring his anlwer preſently. 

Aga. In ſecond voyce wee'll not be ſatisfied, * 
We come to ſpcake with him, Yiſſes cnter you. 

Exu Uhiſſes. 

Ajax, What is he nore then another ? 

Aga. No more then what he thinkes he 18. 

Ajax. Isheſo much, doe you not thinke, he thinkes 
Kimſclfe a better man then I am ? \ 

Aga. No queſtion. 

Ajax. Wil: you ſubſcribe his thought, and ſay- he is ? 

Aga.No, Noble Ajax, youare as ſtrong, as valiant, as 
wiſe, no leſſe noble, much more gentle, and altogether 
more traable. 

Ajax. Why ſhould a man be proud ? How doth pride 
grow ?I know not whar it is. 

Aga. Your mind is the cleerer 4jax,and your vertues 
the fairer;he that is proud,cates up himſelte;Pride is his 
owne Glaſſe,his owne trumpet, his owne Chronicle,and 
what ever praiſes it ſelfe but in the deed, devoures the 
deede inthe praiſe, 

Enter Vhyſſes. | | 
Ajax. 1 doe hate a proud maa,as I hate the ingendring 
of Toades. 

Neſt, Yethe loves himſelfe : is't not ſtrange? - 
| Viif. Achilles will not to the field to morrow, 
wn 99 Whar's his excule ? 

s. He doth relye on none, 
But carrieson the ſtreame of his diſpoſe, 
Without obſervance or reſpe& of any, 
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(ſelfe. | 


— 


In will peculizr, and inſelfe admiſſion. 
eAga. Why, will he not our faire requeſt, 
Vnrent his perſon, and ſhare the ayre with us? 


He makes important : poſleſt he is with greatneſle, 
And ſpeakes not to himſelfe, but with a pride 
That quarrels at fclfe-breath- Imagin'd wroth 
Holds in his bloud ſuch ſwolne and hot diſcourſe, 
That twixt his mentall and his ative parts , 
——— Achilles in commotion rages, 
| batters gainſt it ſeltez what ſhould I ſay e 

He is ſo plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it, 
Cry no recovery. 

Ages. Let Ajax goe to him. 
Deare Lord, goe youand greete him in his Tent ; 
'Tis faid he holds you well, and will be led 
At your requeſt alittle from himlſclte. 

Viif. O Agamenmon, let it nor be 10. 
Wee'le conlecrate the ſteps that 4jex makes, 
W hen they goe from Achilte 
T hat baſtes his arrogance with his owne ſcame, 
And never ſuffers matter of the world, 
Enter his thoughts ; ſave ſuch as doe revolue 
And ruminate himſelfe, Shall he be worſhip, 
Of that we hold an.Idoll, morethen he? 
No, this thrice worthy and right valiant Lord, 
Muſt not ſo ſtaule his Palme, nobly acquir'd, 
Nor by wy will aſſubiugate his merit, 
As amply titled as Acheller4s : by goin 
That were to enlard his fatalready, ride, 
a _ more ColestoCancer, when he burnes 

1th entertainin t Fiperior. 

This L. goe ro him? er forbid, 
And fay in thunder, 4 goe to him. 

Ne#, O this is well, he rubs the veine of him. 


ore the face. 
6 O no, you ſhall not goe. 
J 


me goc to him. 


Aja. A paultry inſolent fellow. 
Neft. How he deſcribes bimlelfe. 
Aja. Can he not be ſociable? 

Vis. The Raven chides blackneſlc. 
A ja. le let his humors blood. 


tient, 
Aja. And all men were a my minde. 
Us. Wit would be out of faſhion. 


firſt : ſhall pride carryit? 
Neft.And*twbuld ,you'ldcarry halfe. 
Uh. A would, have ten ſharres. 


yet through warme. 


ambition is dry. 
Vhſ. My L. you feederoo much on this diſlike. 
N e#t. Our noble Generall, doe nor doe ſo, 
Die. You mult to fight without Achilles, 


Heere is a man, but 'tis before his face, 
I will be faleft. | 
Neſt. Wherefore ſhould you ſo? 


Vii. Things ſmall asnothing, for requelts ſake onely 


7; ſhall the proud Lord, 


to Achilles, 


Dro. And how his filence drinkes up thisapplauſe. 
| Aja. If I goe tohim, with my armed fiſt, Ile paſh him 


4. Anda be proud with me, ile pheſc his pride: let 


Fliſ. Not tor the worth that hangs upon our quarrell. 


Age. He will bethe Phyſitian that ſhould be the p& 


Aja. A ſhould not beare it ſo, a ſhould cate Swords 


Aj. I will knede him, lie make him ſupple, he'snot 
Ne#t, Force him with praiſes, poure in, pourein : his 


Ubſ. Why, tis this naming of bim doth him harme. 


| 
He! 
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He is not emulous, as «Achilles is. = ; 

Vkſ. "Know the whole world, he 1s as valiant. 

Aia,A horſondog,that ſhall palter thus with us,would 
he werea Tre. 

Neft. Whata vice were it in A54X low w—— 

Vii. Ifhe were proud. 

Dio, Or covetous of praiſe. 

Ulif, I, or ſurly borne. * 

Dio, Or orlclfe affected. 

UL. Thank the L,thou art of {weet compoſure; 
Prayſe him that got thee, ſhe that gave thee ſucke : 
Fame be thy Tutor,and thy parts of nature 
Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all erudition ; 

Burt he that diſciplin'dthy armesto fight, 

Let Marr devide Eternity in twaine, 

And give him halfe, and for thy vigor, 
Bull-bearing Mile his addition yeelde 

To finnowie Aiex : I will not prailethy wiſedome, 
Which like a bourne, a pale, a ſhore confines 

Thy ſpacious and dilated parts ; here's Neitor 
Inſtructed by the Antiquary times : 

He muſt, he is, be cannot but be wiſe. 

But pardon Father Neftor, were your dayes 

As greene aseArax,and your braine ſo temper'd, 
You ſhould not have the eminence of him, 

Aia. Shall I call you Father ? 

Ui. 1 my good Sonne. 

Dis, Be rul'd by him Lord «Aiax. 

Vif. There is notarrying hcre, the Hart Achilles 
Keepes thicker : eitour Generall ; 

Tocall together all this ſtate of warre, 

Freſh Kings are cometo Troy ; to morrow 

We muſt with all our maine of power ſtand falt : 

And here's a Lord, (come Knights frem Eaſt co Weſt, 

And cull their flowre,) 4iex ſhall cope the beſt. 
Ax. Goe we to Counſaile,;let Achilles ; 

| Light Botes may faile ſwift, though greater bulkesdraw 

. Exemnt. Moſiche ſounds within, 
" Emer Pandaerus and a Servant. E 

as. Friend, you, pray youa word: Doc not you fol 

low the yong Lord Povt | 


Ser. I ſir, When he goes before me. 
Pan, You him 1 meane ? 
Pan. You d upon anoble Gentleman : I muſt 


Pa. You know me,Qdoe you not ? 
Ser. Faith fir, ſuperficially, Je. 4” 
Pa. Friend know me better, 1am the Lord Panderw. 
S&, I hope I ſhall know your honour better. , _ 
Pa. 1 doe deſire it. A 
Ser. You are it the ſtateof Grace? - > 

| Pa. Grace, not ſo friend, honour and Lordſhip are my 

itle: What is this ? px-"004 

Ser. I doe but partly know fir : it is Mulicke in parts. 
Pa. Know you the Muſitians. 
Ser. Wholly fir. 


Pa. Who to? 
Ser, To 0 PHY =_ fir - 
friend ? 


Pa. At whole 
Ser. At mine fir, and theirs that love Muſicke. 


| 


Pa. Friend,we underſtand not one another : Iam too 
courtly, and thou art roo cunning. At whoſe requeſt doe 
theſe men play ? 

Ser. That's too't indeede fir : marry fir, at the requeſt 
of Paw my L, who'sthere in perſon;with him the mor- 
_ » the heart blood of beauty , loves inviſible 
oule. 

Pa. Who? my Colin (refſida. 

Ser. No, ſir, Helew , could you not finde out that by 
her attributes ? 

Pa. It ſhould ſecme fellow ,thatthou haſt not ſeen the 
Lady Creſſids. 1 come to ſpeake with Paris from the 
Prince Troyixs : 1 will make a complementall affaultupon 
him,for my buſineſle ſcethes. 

Ser. Sodden buſineſle, there's a ſtewed phraſe indeede. 


Omer Paris and Helena. 


Par. Faire be to you my Lord ,and toall this faire con- 
pany: faire defires in all faire meaſure fairely guide them, 
eſpecially to you faire Queene, faire thoughts bee your 
faire pillow. 

Hel. Deere L. youare full of faire words. 
Pan. You ſpeake your faire pleaſure ſweet Queene : 
fairc Prince, here is good broken Mulſicke. 

Par. You have broken it cozen : and by my life you 
ſhall make it whole againe, you (hall peece it out with a 
peece of your pertormance. N54. he is full of harmony. 

Pan, T rucly Lady no. 
Hel. O fir. A 44 oh 

Pax. Rude inſoothgin good ſooth very rude. 

Paris, We'l ſaid my Lord : well, you fay foin fits, 

Pan. I have bulineſle ro my Lord, deere Queene : my 
Lord will you vouchſate me a word ? | 

Hel. Nay, this ſhall not hedge us our, weele heare you 

Par.. Weli ſweete youre pleaſant with mee, 
bur, marry thus my Lord,my deere Lord,and moſteſtec- 
med friend your brother Troplus, , | 

Hel. My Lord Pandarw, hony iweete Lord, 

Pan. Go totweete Queene, goe to, 

Commends himſeltfe mo't affectionately to you. 

Hel. You ſhall not bob us out of our melody : 
If you doe, our mclancholly npon your head. 

Pan. Sweere Queene, fweete Queene, that's a ſweete 
Queenel fath——— »X 

Hel. And to make a (weet Lady ſad,is a ſowre offence. 

Pas. Nay, that ſhall not ſerve your turne, that ſhall it 
not intrath la. Nay, I care not for ſuch words, no, no. 
And wy Lord he defires you,that if the King call for him 
at Supper, you will make this cxcuſc.. 

Hel. My Lord Pandarm? 

Pan. What ſayes my ſweece Queene, my very, very 

\weere Chorus ? RK + - 
Pa. Whatexploit's in , were fu ro night ? 
Het. Nay but xa Lord? E: oy 
Pan. What fayes my {weete Queene ? my cozen will 

fall out with you. 

Hel. You muſt not know where he ſups. 

Pan. With my difpoſer (reſide. | 

Pan. No,no; no ſuch matter,youare wide,come your 
diſpoſer is ſicke. _ .--- 

Par. Well, lie make excuſe. 

Pan, I good my Lord : why ſhould you fay (reſſida? 


Pa, Command, I meane friend. no, your poere diſpolcr's ficke. 
Ser, Who ſhall I command fir ? Pax, I pic. 
NEED: 4 bb Pax, You 


E 
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Par. You ſpic, what doe you ſpic? come, give mean 
Inſtrument now ſweete Queene . 

Hel. Why this is kindly done ? . 

Pax. My Neece is horrible in love with a thing you 
have {weet Queene, - 

Hel. She ſhall have it my Lord , if it be not my Lord 
Part. 

Pand, Hee? no ſhcele none of him, they two are 
tWalnee 

Hel. Falling in after falling out ,may make them three. 

Pax. Come, come, Ile heare no more of this, Ile ſing 
you a {ong now. 

Hel. .I, I, prethee now : by my troth ſweet Lord thou 
haſt a fine fore-head. 

Pan, I you ma may. 

Hel. Let thy nds hes : thislove will undoe us all. 
Oh Cnpid, Cupid, Capid. 

Pay. Love # 1 thatit ſhall yfaith. 
Par. I, good now love, love, nothing but love. 
Par. In good troth it begins ſo. 


Love, love, nothing but love, ſtill more : 
For O leaves Bow, 

Shootes both Bucke and Doe : 

The Shaft confonnds not that it wounds, 
But tickles Fill the ſore - 

Theſe Lovers cry, oh hothey dye ; 

Tet that which ſeemes they wownd to bill, 
Doth twrne ob ho, to ha ha he - 

So dying love lever ſtill, 

O ho a while, butha ha ha ; | 

O ho grones oat for ha ha ha=—=hey ho. 


Hel. Tnloveyfaith tothe very tip of the noſe. 
Par.He cates nothing but doves love, and thatbreeds 


1 hotbloud, and hot bloud begets hotthoughts, and hot 


thoughts beger hot deedes, and hot deedes is love. 

Par. Is this the generation ct love ? Hot bloud, hot 
thoughts, and hot deedes,why they are Vipers,is Love a 
generation of Vipers? , 

Sweete Lord whole a field to day ? 

Par. Hettor, Deiphobus, Helemu, Anthenor, and all the 
gallantry of Trey. 1 would faine have arm'd to day , but 
my Nell would not have it ſo. 

How chancc my brother Troy/x« went not ? 

' Hel. He hangs the lippe at ſomething ; yon know all 
Lord F andarus ? 
Pan. Not I hony ſweete Queene: I long to heare how 
they ſped to day : | 
Youle remember your brothers excuſe ? 

Par. Toahayre. 

Par. Farewcll ſweere Queene. 

Hel, Commend me to your Necce., 


Par. I will ſweete Queene. Sound aretreat, 


Par. They're come from fielde : let us to Priams Hall 
the warriors. Sweet Helen, I muſt wooe you, 


To 
To unarme our Hefty : bis {tubborne buckles, 
With theſe white enchanting fingers toucht, 

Shall more then to the cdge of Steele, 

Or force of Greekiſh finewes, you ſhall doe more 
Then all the Iland Kings, diſarme great Hetter, 

Hel. *Twill make , us proud to be your ſervant Pars: 
Yea what he ſhall receive of us in duetie, 
Gives us more palme in beauty then we have : 
Yeaoverſhines our ſelfe. 

Sweete above thought llove thee. 


15 the prettieſt villaine,ſhe fetches her breath ſo ſhort as 


Exeunt. 


| - Pandarus and Tropins Man. 
an. How now, where's thy Malter , at my C 
Creſſides? : _ 
Man No fir, he ſtayes for you to condud himthither, 
Emer T roylus. 
Pan.O here he comes : How now, how now? 
Troy. Sirrawalke off, 
Pan. Have you ſeene my Couſin ? 
Troy. No Pandarns: 1 ſtalke about her doore 
Like a ftrange ſoule uponthe Stigian bankes 
Staying tor waftage, O be thou my Charos, 
And give me ſwitt tranſporrance to thoſe fields, 
W here I may wallow in the Lilly beds 
P ropos'd tor the deſerver. O gentle Pandarss, 
From (»pids ſhoulder plucke his painted wings, 
And fiye with me to Creſſid. 
Pan. Walke here ith'Orchard,lle bring her ſtraight, 
: Exu Pandarns. 
Troy. I am giddy; expeRtation whirles meround, 
Th imaginary reliſh is ſoſweete, 
T hat it inchants my ſence ; what will it be 
W hen that che watry pallats taſte indeede 
Loves thrice reputed Nectar ? Death 1 feare me 
Sounding deſtruction, or ſome joy too fine, 
Too ſubile,porent, and too ſharpe in ſweetneſſle, 
For the capacitic of my ruder powers; 
I teare it much, and 1 fs feare beſides, 
ThatI ſhall looſe diſtin&ion in my joyes, 
As doth a battaile, when they charge on heapes 
The enemy flying. Enter P andarns, 
Pan. Shce's making her ready,ſheele come ſtraight;you 
muſt be witty now,ſhe does ſo bluſh & ferches her wind | 
{0 ſhort,as it ſhe were fraid witha ſprite:lle fetch her;it 


new tane Sparrow, Exit Band, 

Troy. Even luchapaſſion doth embrace my boſome ; 

My heart beates thicker then a feavorous pulle, 
Andall my powers doetheir beſtowing looſe, 
Like vaſlalage at unawarres encountring 

The eyc'of Majeſty. 
Enter Pandarns and Creſſida. 

Pan, Come, come, what neede you bluſh ? 

Shames a babie; here ſhe is now, lweare the oathes now 
to her,that you have {worneto me. W hat are you gone 4- 
gaine, you muſt be watcht ere you be made came , mult 
= ? come your wayes,come your waycs, and youdraw 

«ward weele put you i'th files: why do you nat ſpeak 
to her? Come draw this curtaine, & ler's ſee your piture- 
Alaſſe the day, how loath you are to offend day light? and 
*ewere darke you'ld cloſe ſooner. So,ſo, rub on,and kiſle 
the miſtrefle ; how now, a kiſſe in fee-tarme? build there 
Carpenter; the ayre is {weete. Nay,you ſhall fight your 
hearts qutere I part you. The Faulcon, asthe Terccl|,for 
all the Ducks ith River : go to, go to. 

Trop. You havebereft me of all words Lady. 

Pan, Words pay nodebrs; give her decedes : but ſheele 
bereave you 'oth* deeds too, if ſhee call your aRivity i0 
queſtion: what billing againe ?. here's in witneſſe where- 
of the Parties interchangeably, Come in,come in, lle go 
geta fire. Exit Pand, 

Creſ. Will you walke in my Lord? 
Trey. O Creſſida, how often have I wiſht me thus ? 
Creſ. Wiſht my Lord ? the gods grant? O my Lord. 
Troy. W hat ſhould they grant? what makes this pret- 
o abruption : what too curious dreg epics my ſweet 14 
y in the fountaine of our loye? 
(reſ: More 
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Creſ. More dregs then water, if my teares have eyes. 
| Fro, Feares make divels of Cherubins, they never ſee 
truely. 

ref Blind feare,that ſccing reaſon leads, findes ſafer 
foeting, then blinde reaſon, ſtumbling without feare : to 
feare the worlt, oft cures the worle: 

Troy. Ob let my Lady apprehend no feare, 

In all (pid: Pageant there is preſented no monſter. 

Creſ. Nor nothirig monſtrous neither ? 

Troy. Nothing bur their undertakings, when we vow 
to weepe ſeas,live in firecate rockes,tame Tygers, think» 
ing it harder for our Miſtreſſe to deviſe umpoſition 
inough, then for us to undergoe any duhicultie impoſed. 
This 15 the monſtruoſite in love ( Lady, )that the will is 
infinite, and the execution confin'd; that the defire 18 
boundleſle, and the a a flave to limit, 

Creſ. They fay all lovers ſweare more performance 
then they are able , and yet reſerve an abiliry that they 
never performe:vowing more then the perfection of ten; 
and diſcharging leſſe then the tenth part ofone. They 
that have the voyce of Lyons, and the aR of Hares : are 
they not monſters? | 

Troy. Are there ſuch? ſuch are not we : Praiſe usas we 
aretalted ,allow us as we prove : our head ſhall goe bare 
till merit crowne it : no perfeRtion in reverſion ſhall have 
apraiſe in preſent : wee will not name deſert before his 


birth, and being borne his addition ſhall be humble : tew 
words to faire taith. Trois ſhall be ſuch to Creſſid, as 


what envy can ſay worſt, ſhall be a mocke for his truth ; 
and what truth can ſpeake trueſt , not truer then Troy- 
bu 


(ref. Will you walke in my Lord? 
Enter P andaris. | 
Pex. What bluſhing ſill? have you not done talking 
yet'? | 
Creſ. Well Vnckle , what folly I commit , I dedicate 
to you. 

Pax. I thanke you for that : if my Lord get a Boy of 
50u, youle give him me: betrue to my Lord,it he flinch , 
chide me tor it. 

Troy. ou know now your hoſtages: your Vnckles word 
and my firme faith. | 
Pan, Nay, lic give my word for her too: our kindred 
thoughthey be long ere they arewooed , they are con- 
ſtant being wonne : they are Burres I can tell you,they'le 
lticke where they are throwne, 
{reſ. Boldneſſe comes to me now , and brings mee 
: Prince Troy/ws,l have lov'd you nightand day,for 
many weary moneths. 

Troy. Why was may (e/ſidthenſo hard towin ? 

Creſ. Hard to ſceme won : but I was won my Lord 
With the firſt glance that cver: pardon me, 
IF I confeſſe much you will play the tyrant 2 
Hove you now, but not till now ſo much 
But I might maſter it; in faich I lye: 
My thoughts were like nnbrideled children,growne 
Too head-ſtrong for their mother : ſee we fooles, 
Why have I blab'd? who ſhall be true to us 
When we are ſo unſecrettoour ſelves? 
But though I lov'd you well, I wooed you not, 
And yer good faith I wiſht wy ſelfea man ; 
Or that the women had mens priviledge 
Of ſpeaking firſt. Sweet, bid me bold my tongue, 
Forinthis rapture I ſhall ſurely ſpeake 
Thething I ſhall repent : ſee, ſee, your ſilence 
Commiog in dumbneſſe, from my weakeneſfedrawes 


—C. 
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| My ſoule of counſell from me. Stop my mouth. 

Troy. And ſhall, albeit ſweete Muſicke iflues thence. 

Fax. Pretty yfaith. 

(ref My Lord I doe beſeech you pardon 
"Twas not my purpoſe thas to beg a kiſſe : 
Iam aſham'd; O Heavens, what have 1 done ! 

For this time will I take my leave my Lord. 

T roy. Your leave {ect Creſſid ? 

Pax. Leave ! and you take leavetill to morrow mor- 
ning. 
Cref. Pray you content you. 

Troy. W hat offends you Lady ? 

Creſ. Sir minc owne company. 

T roy. You cannot ſhun your ſelfe. . 

Cref, Letmegocandery : 
| have a kindeof felfe reſides with you 
Bur an unkinde ſclfe, thar it ſelfe will leave, 

Tobe anothers foole. Where is my wit? 

I would be gone : I ſpeake I know not what. 

. + + Well know they what they ſpeake , that ſpeake 
lo wiſely, 

(ref. Ferchance my Lord,I ſhew more craftthenlove, 
And fell ſo roundlyroa large confeflion, 

To Angle for your thoughts : but you are wilc, 
Or elſe you love not ; for to be wiſeand love, 
Exccedes mans might,thatdwels with godsabove:. 
Troy. O that I thought it could be in a woman ; 
And it it can, I will preſume in you, 
Tofcede for aye her lampeand flames of love, 
To keepe her conſtancie in plight and youth, 
Out-living beautics outward, witha mi 
That doth renew ſwifter then blood decaies : 
Or that perſwaſion could but thus convince me, 
That my integritic and truth to you, 
Might be aftronted with the matchand waight 
Ot ſuch a winnowed puritie in love ; 
How were I then up-litted ! but alas, 
I am astrue, astruths ſimplicitic, 
And ſimpler then the infancie of truth. 
Creſ. Inthat Ile warre with you- 
Troy, O vertuous fight, 
When right with right wars, who ſhall bemoſt right ? 
True {waines in love, ſhall in the world to come 
Approvetheir truths by Troz{/ws when their rimes, 
Full of protelt, ot oath and big compare 
Want (miles: truthtin'd with iteration, 
AS true as ſtecie, as plantage tothe Moone 3; 
As Sunne to day, as Turtle ro her mate: 
As Ironto Adamant : as Earthtoth' Center : 
Yet after all compariſons of truth, 
(Astruthsauthenticke author tobe cited) 
Astrue as 7royiss, ſhall crowne up the Verſe, 
And {anQifiethe numbers. 

(res Prophet may you be : 

If I be falſe, or ſwerve a haire from truth, 

When time is old and hath forgot it ſelte : 

When water-drops have worne the (tones of Troy; 

And blinde oblivion ſwa!low'd Cities up; 

And mightic States characterleſle are grated 

Toduſtic nothing ; yet let memory, 

From falſe to falie, among falſe Maides in love. 

Vpbraid my falſchood, when they'ave ſaid as falſe, 

As Aire, as Wacer,as Wind?, as {andie carth; 

As Foxeto Lambe ; as Wolfe to Heifers Calfe ; 

Pard to the Hinde, or Stepdameto her Sonne z 

Yea, let themfſay,to m_ the heart of falſchood, 
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Asfalſc as Creſſid. | 

Pand. Gov to, a bargaine made : ſcale it , ſealc it, Ile 
be the witneſle,here I hoid your hand : here my Couſins, 
if ever you prove falſc one to another, fince 1 have taken 
ſuch paines to bring you together, ler all pirtitull goers 
betweene be cal'd torhe worlds end after my name: call 
them all Panders ; let all conſtant men be Trepiaſſes, all 
falſe women (reſſias, and all brokers betweene,Panders : 
{ay, Amen. "ag 

Troy. Amen. 

(reſſ- Amen. 

Pan. Amen. 
Whercupon I will ſhew you a Chamber, which bed,be- | 
cauſe it thali not ſpeake of your prettie encounters, preſle 
it ro death : away. 
And Cxpid graut ali tong-tide Maidens hcere, 
Bcd, Chamber,and Pandergto provide this geere. Exemnnt. 


Emterr Vlyſſes, Diomeder, Neftor , Agamenmos, 
Menelaru and Calcas. 


(l. Now Princes for the ſervice I havedone you, 
T t'advantage of the tiaze prompts me aloud, | 
To call tor recompenc*® : appearc it to your minde, 
Thar rhrough the ſight 1 teare in things to love, 
I haveabandon'd Troy, left my poſtcthon, 
Incur'd a Traytors naine, expos'd wy lelte, 
From cectaineand poſſeſt conveniences, 
To doubtfall fortunes, ſequeſtring from me all 
That time, acquaintance, cuſtome and condition, ' 


Made tame, and molt familiar tomy nature : 
And here to doe you ſervice 8m become, 
As new into the world, ſtrange,unacquaintcd. 
I doe beſecch you, as in way of taſte, 
To give me now alittle benefit : 
Out of thoſe many regiſtred in promiſe, 
Which youſay, live to come in my behalfe. - 
*Agam, What would'ſt thou of us Troyan? make 
demand ? 

Cal. You have a Troian priſoner, cal'd Anthenor, 
Yelterday tuoke : Troy hoids him very deere. 
Oft have you (offer have you, thankes therefore) 
Defr*d my Creſ/id in right great exchange. 

VV hom Troy hath 1till vent'd : bur this Aztbenor, 
I know is fucha wreſt inthcir 2ffaires, 
That their acgotiations all muſt ſlacke, 
Wanting his manzage : and they will almoſt, 
Give us a Priice of blocd, a Sonne of Priam, 
In cha:17c of tim. Ler him be ſent great Princes, 
And he (hail buy mv Laughter : and her preſence, 
Shali quite ftrixe off all ſervice 1 have done, 
In molt iccepted paine. 

e/4 ga. Let Diomedes bearc him, 
And bring us Creſ/id hither : (alcas ſhall have 
Whar he requeſts of us : 800d Diomed 
Furniſh you tairely for this enterchange z 
Withall bring word, if He&or will to morrow 
Be 2n{wer'd in his challenge. eFax is ready. 

D#. This ſhall I undertake, and*tisa burthen 
Which Iam proud to beare. Exit. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus in their Text. 

Viiſ. «Achilles ſtands _ entrance - ar hay ; 
Pleaſe it our Generallto paſle ſtrangely by hum, 

As if he were forgot : = Princeeall 
Lay negligent and looſe regard upon him ; 
I will come laſt,'tis like hee*l queſtion me, 


nn 


Why ſuch unplaufive eyesare bent ? why turn'd on him? 
It fo, I have derifion medicinable, 
To uſc detweene your —_— and his pride, 
W hich his owne will ſhall have deſire to drinke ; 
It may doc good, pride hath no other glaſſe 
To ſhow it lelfe, but pride: for ſupple knees, 
Feede arrogance, and are the proud mans fees. 
Agar. Weeic execute your purpoſe, and put on 


| Aforine of iirangeneſle as we paſſe along, 


So doe each Lord, aud cither gree:e him nor, 
Or elle Cildainfully, which ſhall ſhake him more, 
Then if not lookt on. I will leade the ways» 
eAcbil. What comesthe Generall ro ſpeake with mez 
You know my minde, Ile fight no more 'gainſt Troy, 
Aga. What ſayes Achilles, would he ought with us? 
Neſ. Would you my Lord ought with the Generall? 
Achil. No. 
Neſ. Nothing my Lord. 
eAfga. The berter, 
Achdl, Good day, good day, 
Men. How doe you? how doe you ? 
Achi. W hatdoes the Cuckold {corne me ? 
eHjaxr, How now Patrrochu? 
Achil, Good morrow Ajex ? 
e-ij<x. Ha, 
HAcinl, Good morrow. 
Ajax, I, and good nextday too. Exennt. 
A chil. W hat meane theſe fcllowes ? know they not 
Achilles? ” 
Patr, Thy paſſe ſtrangely: they were us'dto bend, 
Tolſend their ſinies before — to Achilles : 
Tocome as humbly as they us'd rocreepe to holy Altars, 
eAchil, Whatam I poore of late? 
Tis certaine, greatnefle once faine out with fortune, 
Mult fall out with mentoo : w hat the declin'd is, 
He ſhall as ſoone reade m the eyes of others, 
As tecle in his owne fall ; ror menlike butter-flies, 
Shew not their mealie wings, but to the Summer ; 
And not a man for being ſimple man, 
Hath any honox ; but bonor'd by thoſe honours 
Thatare without him; as place, riches, favour, 
Pi mou of — r oftas merit : \ 
W hich whent I (as being (li ſtanders 
1 he love that yu on them as Mey 200, 
Doth on piucke downe another, and rogether 
Dyc inthe fall, But 'tisnotſo with ae ; 
Fortune and I are friends, I doe cnjoy 
At ample pointallthatI did poſleſle, 
Save theſe mens lookes : who do methinkes finds out 
Something not worthin me ſuch rich beholding, 
As they have often given. Here is Fiſes, 
Le interrrupt hisreading : how now V4ſſes? 
Viiſ. Now great Thers Sonne. 
eAchil. Whatare you reading ? 
Uk. A ſtrange fellow here 
Writes me, that man, bow dearely ever parted, 
How much in having, or without, or in, 
Cannot make boaſt to have that which he hath ; 
Nor feeles not what he owes, but by refleion : 
As when his vertues ſhining apon others, 
Heatethem and they retort thar heate againe 
To the firſt givere 
Achil. This is not Uiiſſes : 
The beautie that is borne here in the face , 
The bearer knowes not, but commends.t (clfc, 
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Salutes cach other with each others forme, 
For ſpeculation turnes nottoit ſelte, 
Tillit hath travail'd and is marricd there 
Where it may ſee it ſelfe;rhis is nor ſtrange at all. 

Ul. Idoe not fraine it at the poſition, 
[tis tamiliar ; but atthe Authors dritt, 
Who inhis circumſtance, exprefly proves 
That no man is the Lord of any thing, 
(Though inand of him there is muchconſiſting, ) 
Till he communicate his parts to others : 
Nor doth he of himſclte know them tor ought, 
Till he behold them formed in th' applaute, 
Where they are extended: who like an arch reverb'rates 
The voice againe ; or like a gateof ſteele, 
Fronting the Sunne, reccivesand renders backe | 
His figure, and his heate. I was much rapt inchis, 
And :pprehcnded here immediately 
The uaknowne Ajax ; 
Heavens whata man isthere 7 a very Horle, (are 
That has he knowes not what Nature, what things there 
Moſt abje& in regard, and dcare in uſe. 
What chings agame moſt dcere in the eltceme, 
And poore 11 worth : now ſhall we tceto iorrow, 
Anat that very chance doth throw upon him ? 
Ajax renown'd ? O heavens, what ſome men doc, 
While ſome men leave to doe | 
How ſome men creepe in skittiſh fortunes hall, 

Whiles others play the 1dcots 1n her eycs : 
Hoy one man cates into anothers pride, 
Wile pride is feaſting in his wanronneſlc 
Toſee theſe Grecian Lords ; why, even already, 
They clap the lubber e4j«x on the ſhoulder, 
Asit his foote were on brave Hector brelt, 
And great Troy ſhrinking, 
| eAhil, I doebeleevent: 
| For they paſt by me, as miſers doe by beggars, 

Neitner gave to me good word, nor good looke : 

Whar are my deedes for got ? | 

Fif. Time hath (my Lord) a walletat his backe, 

| Wherem he putsalmes for oblivion : 

A great (iz'd monſter of ingratitudes :; 
| Thoſe «craps are good deedes palt, 
; Which arc devour'd as faſt as they are made, 
| Forgot as ſooneas done: perſeverance, deere my 
Keepes honour bright: to have done, isto hang 
Quite our of faſhion, like a ruſtic male, 
Iavonumentall mockrie : take the inſtant way, 
For honor travels in a itcaight ſo narrow, 
Where one but gocs a breaſt, keepe then the path ; 
For emulation hath a thouſand Sonnes; 
That one by one purſue ; if you give way, 
Or hedge aſide from the dire forth right : 
Like toanentred Ty de, they all ruſh by, 
And icave you hindmot ; 
Or like a gallant Horſefalne in firſt ranke, 
Lyethere tor pavementto the abject, neere : 
Orc-run and trampled on: then whart they doe in preſent, 
Though lefle then yours in paſt, muſt ore-top yours : 
oo - like a faſhi — bythe hand 

ightly ſhakes his parting Gueſt by rh' ; 

And wich bis armes ns 25 he would flye , 
Graſpes in the commer z the welcome ever ſrules, 
And farewels goes out ſighing : Olet not vertac ſ<cke 
Remuneration for the thing it was ; for beautic, wit, 
High birth, vigor ef bone, deſert in ſervice, 
Love, friendſhip, charity, are ſubjeRsall 


I— 


Lord, 


AlLE—— 
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To envious and calumniating time z 
One touch of nature makes the whole world kin : 
Thatall with one conſent praiſe new borne gaudes, 
Though they arc made nl moulded of things paſt, 
And goe todaſt,that is alittle gilt, 
More laud then gilt oreduſted. 
The preſent eye praites the preſent objett : 
Then marveile not thou great ard compleat man, 
That allthe Greeees begin to worſhip Ajax ; 
Since things in motion 'gin to cuchtheeye, 
Then what not ftirs : the cry weatout on thee, 
And till it might, and yet it may againe, 
If thou wouldit not entombe thy tclfe alive, 
And caſe thy reputation chy Tent ; 
Whole glorious deedes, but in theſe fields of late, 
Made emulous wiilions 'mongſt the gods themſelves, 
And drave great Afars to faction. 
Achil, Ot this my privacie, 

I have {trong reaſons. 

Vii. But 'gain{t your privacie. 
The reaſons are more potent and heyoycall : 
Tis knowne Achilles, that youare in love 
With one of Priams daughters, 

Achil. Ha? knowne? 

Vii. Is that a wonder ? 
The providence that'Sin a watchfull State, 
Knowes almoſt every graine of Plutoes gold ; 
Findes botrome in th*uncomprehenſfive deepes 
Keepes place with thought; and almoſt like the gods, 
Does thoughts unvaile in their dumbe cradles : 
There is a myſterie ( with whom relation 
Durſt never meddie ) in the ſoule of ſtate ; 
Which hath an operation more divine, 
Then breath or pen can give expreſlure to : 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 
As ly 1s ours, as yours, my Lord. 
And better would it fit eAchilles much, 
Tothrow downe Heftor then Polixena, 
Bur it muſt grieve young Prrhas now at home, 
When tame ſhall in her Land ſound her trumpe ; 
And all the Greckiſh Girles thall crippiog ſing, 


Great Hettors lifter did Achilles winne ; 


But our great 4jax bravely beace downe him. 
Farewell my Lord : I az your lover ſpeake ; 
The toole flides ore the Ice that you ſhould breake. 
Patr. To this cftet Achides have I moy'd you; 
A woman impudent and manniſh growne, 
Isnot more loth'd, then an cfteminate man, 
In time of action : 1 ſtand condemn'd tor this ; 
They thinke my little ſtumacke tothe warre , 
And your great love to me, reſtraines you thus : 
$weete, rouſc your leife ; and the weake wanton Cupid 
Shall from your necke unloole his amorous fould, 
Andlike adew-drop from the Lyons mane, 
Be ſhooke to ayrie ayre. 
Acbil. Shall Ajax fight with HeBfer? 
Paty. I, and perhaps reccive much honor by hims 
Achil. 1 (ee my reputation is at ſtake, 
My fame is ſhrewdly gored. 
Parr. O then beware : | 
Thoſe wounds heale ill, that men doe give themſelves ; 
Omiſlion to doe what is neceflary, 
Scalesa commiſſrontoa blanke of danger, 
And danger like an ague ſubtly taints 
Even then when we ſit idely1n the ſunne. 
Achil, Goe call T _ hither ſiveer Patrocias, 
Dy 


Ile t 
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Tic ſend the foole ro Ajax, and defire him 
T'invite the Troyan Lords atter the Combat 


To ſee us here unarm'd : I have a womans longing, 


An appetite that I am ſicke withall, 


To ſee great Hettor in the weedes of peace; Enter Therſ+. | more capable crefture. 


Toralke with h;m, andto behold his vilage, 
Evento my fuil of view. A labour-fav'd. 

Ther, A wonder. 

Achil. W hat? : 

Ther, Ajax goes up and downe the field, asking for 
himſeltc. 

Achtll, How ſo ? £ 

Ther, Hee muſt fight ſingly to morrow with Hettor, 
and is ſo prophetically proud of an heroicall cudgelling, 
that he raves 1n ſaying nothing. | 

Achil, How can that be? 

Ther. Why he ſtalkes up and downe like a Pezcock, a 
ſtride and a ſtand: ruminates like an hoſteſſe,that hath no 
Arithmerique but her braine to let downe her recko- 
ning: bites hislip with a politique regard, as who ſhould 
ſay, there were wit in his heac and twoo'd out ; and fo 
there is : but it lyesas coldly in him , as five inativt, 
which will not ſhew without knocking. The mans un- 
done for cver; tor if He#»y breake not his necke 1th” 
combat , heele break'c himſelte in vaine-glory. Hee 
knowesnotme : I faid, good morrow «4jax ; And hee 
replyes, thankes 4gamemmon. What thinke you of this 
man, thattakes me for the Generall ? Hee's growne a 
very land-fiſh , languageleſſe, a monſter : a plague of 
opinio0, a man may ware it on both ſides IIke a leather 
Jerkin. | 

eAchil. Thou muſt be my Ambaſſador to him Theres. 

Ther. Who, 1 : why, heele anſwer ne body : he pro- 
feſſesnot anſwering; ipeaking is for beggers : he weares 
his rongue in's armes : I will put on his preſence ; let Pa- 
groclus make his demandsto me , you ſhall ſce the Page- 
ant of Ajax. 

Achil. To him Patreclus, tell him, 1 humbly defire the 
valiant 4jax,to invite the moſt valorous Hettor,to come 
unarm'd tomy Tent,and to procure fate condut for his 
perſon, of the magnauimious and moit illuſtrious,fixce or 
Scaven times honour'd Captaine, Generail of the Grecian 
Armic Agam:muon, &C. doc this, 

Patro. love bleſic great eA Jjaxs 

Ther- Hum. 

Parr. I come fom the worthy Achiller. 

Ther, Ha ? 

Patr. Who moſt humbly deſires you to invite Hettor 
to his Tents 

Ther, Hum. 

Patr. And to procure ſafe conduct from Agamemnen, 

Ther, Agamenmon ? 

Patr. I my Lord. 

T her. Ha? 

Patr. What ſay you too't. 

Ther. God buy you with all my heart. 

Patr. Your m7 pon ſir, 

Ther. If to morrow bc a faire day,by clevena clocke 
it will goe 01e way or other; howſoever;he ſhall pay for 
me ere he has me. 

Parr, Your anſwer fir. 

Ther. Fare you well with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 

Ther. No, but he's out atune thus : what mulicke will 
bein when Hedor has knockt ont his braines, I know 
not : but I am ſure none,unleſle the Fidler Apollo get his 


| 


A _y 


ſinewesto make catlings on. 

Achil, Come , thou fhalt beare a Letter to him 
ſtraight. 

T ber. Let me carry another to his Horſe; for that's the 


Achil. My mindeis troubled likea Feuntaine ſtir'd, 
And I my ſclfe ſee not the bottome ot ir. 

T her.'W ould the Fountaine of your minde were cleerc 
againe, that I might wateran Aſſc at it - 1 had rather bea 
Tickein a Shcepe, then ſucha valiant ignerance. 


Enter at one doore «/Lneas with a Torch, at another 
Paris , Deiphobus, eAnthenor Dioned the 
Grecian, with T orches, 


Pair. See hoa, whois that there ? 
Deiph. It is the Lord «Ante. 
e-Ene, Is the Princethere in perſon ? 
Had I ſo good occaſion to lye long 
As you Prince Parw, nothing but beavenly buſineſſe, 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. — — — 
Diom. That's my minde too: good morro\y Lord 
En as. 
Par, A valiant Greeke e/£news, tab c his hand, 
Witneſſc the proceſſeof your ſpeech within z 
You told how Dromed, in a whole weeke by daycs 
Did haunt you in the Field. 
e£ne. Healch to you valiant fir ; 
During ail queltion of the gentle truce : 
But when I meere you arm'd, asblacke defiance, 
As heart canthinke, or courage execute. 
Diem. The one and other Diomed embraces, 
Our blouds are nowincalme ; ard ſo long healch : 
But when contention, and occahon meete, 
By 7ove, ile play the hunter for thy life, 
With all my torce, purſuite and pollicy. 
eEne, And thou ſhalt hunt a Lyonthat will fiyc 
With his face backward, in humaine gentlenefle : 
Wclcometo Troy ; now by Auchs/es life, 
Weicome indeede: by Venus hand I {iy carey 
No man alive canlove in ſuch aſorrt, 
The thing he meanes to kill, more excellently. 
Diom, We fmpathize, Jove let «/£neas live 
(Ifro my ſword his fate be not the vlory ) 
A thouſand compleat courſes ofthe Sunne, 
But 1a mine <mulous honor let him dye : 
With every joynt a wound,and that to morrow- 
Ene, We know eachother well, 
Dio. We doe, andlong to know each other worle- 
Par. This is the molt, deſpightful'ſt gentle greeting; 
The nobleſt hatetulllove, rhat cre 1 heard of. 
W hat buſineſle Lord focarly ? 
e/£ue.I was ſent for tothe King; but why, I know not- 
Par. His purpoſe meets youzit was to bring this Greek 
To ( alch#s houſe :and there torender him, 
For the enfreed Anthener, the faire Creſſid : 
Lets have your company ; or if you pleaſc, 
Hake there before us, I conſtantly doe thinke 
(Or rather call my thought a certaine knowledge) 
My brother Troplw lodges there to night. 
Rouſe him, and give him note ef our approach, 
With the whole quality whereof, I teare 
We ſhall be much unwelcome. 
Exec That I aſſure you; 
Troylus had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 
Then Creſid borne from Troy. 


Par. There 
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Par. Thereis no x : | 45 
The bitter diſpolitionof the time will have it (o 
On Lord, weele tollow you. 
-/£ne.Good morrow all. Exit e/Enea 
Par. And tell me noble Diomed ; taithtell mc true, 
Even inthe ſoule of ſound good fellowſhip, 
Whoin your _ merits faire Helen moſt ? 
My ſelte, or M ? 
Dum. Both alike. 
He merits well to have her, that doth ſecke her, 
Not making any ſcruple of her {oylure, 
With ſuch a hell of paine, and world of charge. 
And you as well to keepe her, that defend her, 
Noe pallating the talte of her diſhonour, 
Wirh ſuch a coſtly lofſe of wealth and friends 2 
He like a puling Cuckold, would drinke up 
The lecs and dregs of a flat tamed peece : 
You likea letcher, out of whoriſh loynes, 
Are plcal'd to breede out your inheritors : 
Both merits poyz'd, each weighs no lefſe nor more, 
But he as he, which heavier tor a whore. 
Par. Youare too bitter to your Country-WOmMan. | 
Dis. Shee's bitter to her country : heare me Parr, 
For every falſe drop in her baudy veines,. 
A Grecians life hath ſunke : for every {cruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 
ATroian hath beene laine. Since ſhe could ſpeake, 
Shc hath not given ſo many good words breath, 
As for ber Greekegand Troians {uffred death. 
Par. Faire Diomed, you doe as chapmen doc, 
Diſpraiſe the thing that you defire to buy : 
But we 1n ſilence hold this vertue well ; 
Weele not commend, what we intend to (ell, 


| Here lycs our way. Exennt. 


Enter Troylus and C reſſida. 


Troy. Deere,trouble not your ſelfe : the mornevis cold. 
Creſ. T hen tweet my Lord, Ile call my Vnckle down; 
He (h2ll unbole the Gates. 
Trey. Trouble him nor : 
Tobed, to bed ; ſicepe kill thoſe pretty eyes, 
And give as ſoft attachmentto thy {ences, 


As Intanfs empty of all thought. 


— — 


Creſ, Good morrow then. 

Troy. Iprithee now to bed. 

Creſ, Are you a weary of me ? 

[ roy. O { reſſida! butrchat the baſic day 
Wak't by the Larke, hath rouz'd rhe ribald Crowes, 
And dreaming night will hide our cyes no longer : 


| I would not from thee. 


(ref. Night hath beene too bricfe. (ſtayes, 
Troy. Beſhrew the witch ! with vencmous wights ſhe 
As hidiouſly as hell  bnt flies the graſpes of love, 
With wings more momentary, ſ{wifter then thought : 
You will catch colde and curſe me. . 
Creſ. Prithee tarry, you men will never tarry ; 
O fooliſh (reſid , I might have ill held off, . 
And then you would bave carried. Hearke ther's one up. 
Pand. within, What's all the doores open here ? 
Troy, Itis your Vnckle. Enter Pandarus, 
(ney A peitilence on him : now will he be mocking : 
| ſhall have ſuch alife 
Pan, How now, how now? how goe maiden-heads ? 
Heare you Maide : wher's my cozin(reſſid? | 
Creſ.Go hang your (elf, you naughty mocking Vuckle ; 


——— 


— kk. 


| 


, 


tleman : aplague upon Antheror, 


— 


You bring me todoe—and then you floute mertoo, 

Pan, Todo what ? zo do what ?ler her fay what ; 
W hat have I brought you to doe? 

(reſ. Come, come, beſhreiy your heart z youle nere be 
good, nor ſutfer others. 

Pan.Hayha : alas poore wretch: a poore Chipechia,baſt 
not \lept tonight > would he not( a naughty man )letit 
ſleepe: a bug-beare take him. One knocks. 

Creſ. Did not I tell you? would hc were knock ith 
head. W ho's that at doore ? good Vncke goe and ſee. 
My Lord, come you againe into my Chamber : 

You {aule and mocke me, as if I meant naughrily. 

T roy, Ha, ha. 

Cre. Come you are deceiv'd,I thinke of no fuchthing. 
How earneitly they knocke: pray you come in. Knocke. 
I would not tor haife Troy have youſeene here. Exeunt. 

Pan. Who's there? what's the matter? will you beate 
downe the doore t How now, what's the matter ? 

e/Zne. Good morrow Lord, good morrow. 

Pax. Who's there, my Lord «fneas? by myrroth I 
know you not : what newes with you fo carly 2 

©Ene. Is notPrince Troyim here? 

Pan, Here? what ſhould he doe here ? 

exe. Come he is here,my Lord,doe not deny him : 
It doth import him much te ipcake withme. 

Pan. Is he here fay you ?*cis mere than I know, Ile be 
{worne : For my owne part I camein late : what ſhould 
he doe here ? 

e/£ne. Who, nay then : Come, come, youle doe him 
wrong, ere y'are ware : youle be fotruetohim, to bee 
falſe ro him : Doc not you know of him, but yer goe fetch 
him hither, goc. 


Enter T roles. 

Trey. How now, what's the matter ? 

e/Ene. My Lord, 1 ſcarcc havelciſure tofalute you, 
My matter 1s fo-raſh : there is at hand, 
Pars your brother, and Deiphobus, 
TheGrecian Diomed, and our Anthenor 
Delivzr'd tous, and for him forth-with, 
Erethe firft ſacrifice, within this hourc, 
We mult give up to D:omedes hand 
The Lady Creſida. 

T rey. |sit concluded (o? 

Ane. By Priam, an the generall ſtate of Troy, 
They are at hand, and ready toaffect it, 

Troy. How may atchievements mocke me ; 
I will goe meete them : and my Lord «/£neas, 
We met by chance : you did not find me here. 

e/£ne. Good, good, my Lord,the ſecrets of nature 
Have nct more gitt intaciturnity. Exeunt. 


Enter Panaaru and Creſſid. 

Pan. 1s t poſſible ? no ſooner got but loſt : the divell 
take eAnthenor ; the yong Prince will goc mad : a plague 
upon Anthezor ; I would they had brok's neckc. 

Creſ. How now ? what's the matter ? who was heere? 

Par, Ah, ha! 

Creſ,W hy ſigh you ſo profoundly 2 where's my Lord? 
gone ? tell me tweet Vnckle, what's the matter ? 

Pan. Would [ were as deepe under the carthas I am 

(ref. Othe gods! what's the matter ? 

Pasx,Prethee get thee in : would thon hadſt- ne're been 
borne; | knew thou would'ſt be his death.O' poore Gen- 


Creſ. 
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(Freſ. Good Vnckle I beſeech you, on my knees, I be- 
ſeech you what's the matrer ? 

Pan. Thou muſt be gone wench, thou muſt be gone; 
thou art chang'd for Ancbenor : thou muſt to thy Father, 
and be gone from Trozl : *rwill be his death : "twill be 
his baine, he cannot beare it. 

Creſ. O you immonrtall gods ! I will not goe. 

Pas. Thou mult. | 

Creſ. I will not Vnckle : I have forgot my Farther: 

T know no touch of conſanguinirie : 

No kin, no love, no bloud, no ſoule, ſo neere me, 

As the ſweet Trejius ; O you gods diyine | 

Make Creſids name the very crowne of falſhood ! 

If ever ſhe leave Troylw : time, anddeath, 

Doto this body whatextiemirie you can ; 

Butthe ſtrong baſe and — my love, 

Is as the very Center of the carth, : 

Drawing all chingsto it. I will goe in and weepe- 
Pan. Doe,doc. 


cheekes, | 
Cracke my clcerc voyce with ſobs, and breake my heart 
With ſounding Troybas. I will not goe from Troy. Exemnt- 


Enter Paris, Tromlus, e/Eneas,Deiphobus, An- 
thenor and Dione des. 


Par. It is great morning,and the houre prefixt 
Of her dcliveric to this valiant Greeke - 
Comes faſt upon : good my brother Trojlms, 
Tell you the Lady what ſhe is to doe, 

And haſt her tothe purpoſe. 

Trey. Walke in ts hcr houſe: 
lle bring her to the Grecian preſently ; 

And to his hand , when I deliver her, 
Thinke it an Altar, and thy brother Troplus | 
A Prieſt, there offringto it his heart. 

Par. I know what 'tis tolove, 
Andwould, as I ſhall pitty, 1 could helpe. 
Pleaſc you walke in, my Lords. 


Enter Pandaru and Creſſid. 
Tan. Be modcrate,be moderatc. 
{Freſ. Why tell you me of moderation? 
The griclc is fine, tu!l perfeRt that I taſte, 
And no lefle1na ſenſe as ſtrong 
As that which cauſethit. How can I moderate it? 
If I could ecmporile with my afte&tion, 
Or brew it to a weake and colder pallat, 
Thelike alaiment could I give my griete : 
My love admits no qualifying crofſe: =—@nter Trojius 
No more my gricfc, in ſuch a precious loſle, 
Pan. Here,here,here, he comes, a \weet ducke. 
Creſ: O Troplue,Troplu | 
Pan. W hat a paire of {| les is here? let me em- 
brace too: oh heart, as the goodly ſaying is; O hearr,hea- 
vic heart, why fitteſt thou without ing? where hc 
anſwers againe ; becauſe thou canſt not caſe thy ſmart by 
friendſhip,nor by ſpeaking:there wasnever a truer rime; 
let us caſt away nothing, for we may live to have neede 
of ſucha Verſe: weſee it, we ſceit : how now Lambs ? 
Troy. Creſſid: llove thee in ſo ſtrange apuritic; 
That the b'e{t gods, as angry with my fancie, 
| More bright in zcale, then the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their Deities - take thee from me. 
Creſ: Haye the gods envie? 


Exenr, 


Creſ. Teare my bright haire, and ſcratch my praiſed 


m—_ 


Pas. 1,I,I,I, *tistoo 
Creſ. And is it true, t 
Troy. A hatefull truth. 
Creſ. What, and from Troy too ? 
Trey. From Troy, and Troyiwe. 
Creſ. 1ſt poſſible ? 
Treg. And ſodainely,where injuric of chance 
Purs backe leave-taking, juſtles rougbly by 
All time cf pauſe ; rudely beguiles our lips 
Of allrejoyndure : forcibly prevents 
Our lockt embraſures ; ſtrangies our deere vowes, 
Even in thebirthofour owne laboring breath. 
We two that with ſo many thouſand (t1ghes 
Did buy each other, muſt poorely (cll our (elves, 
With the rude brevitie and diſcharge of our 
Injurious time ; now witha robbers haſte 
Crams his rich theeverie up, he knowes not how. 
As many farewels as be ſtars in heaven, 
With diſtinR breath, and conſign'd kiſſesto them, 
He fumbles up alooſe adiew : 
And ſcants us with a fingle famiſhr kille, 
Diltaiting with the ſalt of broken teares, Enter «nem. 
eEneas within. My Lord, 15 the Lady ready ? 
Troy. Hearke, you are calt'd : ſome {ay the genius (0 
Cries, cometo him that inſtantly muſt dyc. 
Bid them have patience : ſhe ſhall come anon. 
Pan. Where arc my teares? raine, tolay this winde, 
or my heart will be blowne up by the root. 
Cye/. I muſt then to the Grecians? 
Troy. No remedy. 
(Feſ. A wotull Creſſid'mong'ſt the merry Greekes. 
Troy, When ſhall weſecagaine ? 
Heare we my love ; bethou but true of heart. 
Creſ. Itruc? how now? what wicked deeme is this 
Troy. Nay, we muſt uſe expoltulation kindly, 
For it is parting from ns : 
I ipeake not, bethou true, as fearing thee ; 
For I will throw my Glove to death himſclte, 
That there's no maculation in thy heart : 
Bur be thou true, ſay I,tofaſhion in 
My ſequent proceſtation : bethou true, 
AndI1 will ſee thee. 
Creſ. Oyou ſhall be expoſ'd, my Lord to dangers 
As inhnite, as imminent: but Ile be truc. 
Troy. And Ile grow friend with danger ; 
Weare this Sleeve. 
Creſ. And you this Glove. 
When ſhall 1 ſee you? 
Troy. 1 will corruptthe Grecian Centinels, 
To give theenightly viſitation. 
Bur yer be true. 
Cref. O heavens : betrue againe ? 
Troy, Heare why lpeake it; Love : 
The Grecian youths are full of qualitie, 
Their loving well compol'd, with guift of nature, 
Flowing and ſwelling ore with Artsand exerciſe : 
How novelties may move,and parts withperſon. 
Alas, a kinde of godly jealouſic ; 
W hich I beſeechyou call a vertuous ſinne : 
Makes me affraid. 
Creſ. O heauens,you loue me not ! 
Troy. Dycl a villaine then : 
Inthis I doe not call your faith in queſtion 
So mainely as my merit : 1 cannot ing, 
Nor heele the high Lavolt ; nor ſweeren talke : 


nea caſc. 
I muſt goe from Troy ? 


| Nor play at ſubrill games ; faire vertues all ; To 
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To which the Grecians are moſt promptand pregnant : 
But I can tell that incachgraceot theic, 

There lurkes a ſtill and dumb-diſcourſive divell, 

That rempts moſt cuaningly : but be not tempted, 

(ref. Doe notthinke 1 will : ? 

Trey.No,but ſomething may be done that we willjnot: 
And ſometimes we aredivels to our ſelves, 
When we wil tempt the frailtic of our powers, 
Preſuming on their changetull potencie, 

Acneus within, Nay, gocd my Lord? 

Troy. Come kiſle, and let us part. 

Paris within. Brother Troyius ? 

Troy, Good brother come you hither, 

And bring +/£xeas and the Grecian with you- 

Creſ. My Lord, will you be true? 

Trey. Who I? alas it is my vice, my fault : 
Whites other fiſh with craft for great opinzon, 
[, with great truth, catch meere {1umplicine, 
Whil' ſome with cunnivg guild their copper CLOWnes, 
With truth and plainneſſe I doe weare mine bare» 


Ex. 


Emer the Greeker, 
Feare not my truth; the morrall of my wit 
Is plaincand true, ther's all the reach ot it- 


Welcome fir Diomed, here is the Lady 

Which tor Antener, we deliver you- 

At the port (Lord) Ile give her to thy hand, 

And by the way poſſeſle thee what ſhe is. 

Entreatc her faire; and by my ſoule, faire Grecke, 
Ifere thou ſtand at mercy of my Sword, 

Name Creſ/id, and thy lite ſhall be as (ate 

As Priam is in llhon ? | 

Dum. Faire Lady (reſvid, | 

Sopleaſe you, ſarethe thankes this Prince expects : 
' The luſtre in your eye, beaven in your cheeke, 

; Pleades your faire viſage, and to Diemed 

| You ſhall be miltrefſe, and command him wholly. 

Fro. Grecian, thou doſt not uſe me courteoully, 
Toſhame the ſcale of my petition towards, 
| Ipraiſing ber, 1 tell thee Lordof Greece; 4 
| She is as farre high ſoaring o're thy praiſes, 
| ASthou unwortby to be cal'd her ſervant : 
| charge thee uſc her well, even tor my charge : 
For by the dreadtull Piwro, it thou doelt nor, 
(Though the great bulke Achilles be thy guard) 
lle cut thy thy throate, 

Diow, Oh be not moy'd Prince Tropin ; 

Let me be priviledg'd by my place and meſlage, 
Tobe a (pcaker free ; when Iam hence, 
lleanſwer to my luſt :and know my Lord ; 

Ile nothing doe on charge: to her owne worth 
She (hall be priz'd : butthat you ſay be't 10; 

lle ſpeake it in my ſpirit and honor, no, 

Troy. Come to the Port. lle tell thee Diomed, 
This brave, ſhall ofe make thee to hide thy head : 
Lady, give me your hand, and as we walke, 

To our owne ſelves bend we our needetull ralke- 
Sound Trumpet. 

Par. Harke, Heitors Trumpet. 

Ane, How have we ſpent this morning 
The Prince muſt thinke me tardy andremiſle, 

That (wore co ride before himin the field. : 

Par, Tis Tropims fault : come,come, to field with him. 


Exeunt. 
Dio. Let us make ready ſtraight. 
t/One. ca, with a bridegroomes treſh alacritic 


— 


Let us addreſſeto tend on Hefors heeles : 
The glory of our Troy doth this day lye 
Oa has faire worth, and ſingle Chivalry. 


Emer Ajax armed, Achilles, Patroclus, Aganenanon, 
Menelaw, Viiſſer, N ritor, Calca,0&c. 


Age. Here art thou in apointment ſreſh and faire 
Coopaing time. With (tarting courage, 
Give withthy Trumpet alowdnote to Tr 
Thou dreadfull ej«x, that the appauled aire 
May =_ the head of the great Combatant, 
And hale him hither, 

ja. Thou, Trumpet,ther's my purſe ; - 
Now cracke thy lungs and ſplit thy braſen pipe : 
Blow villaine, till thy ſphered Bias cheeke 
Our+ſwell the collicke of puft eAquilos : 
Come, ſtretch thy cheſt, and let thy eyes ſpout bloud :; 
Thoubloweſt for Hedtor. 

Vis. No Trumpet anſwers. 

Achil, *Tis but eariy dayes, Enter Dio.Creſ. 

Aga. 1s not young Diomed with ( alcas daughter Þ 

Va. "Tis he, I ken the manner of his gate, 
He riſes onthe toe : that ſpirit of his 
In aſpiration lifrs him from the carth. 

Age. Is this the Lady (reſard ? 

Dio. Even ſhe. 


Aga. Moſt deerely welcome tothe Greekes , ſweete 


Ys 
Neſt. Our Generall doth ſalute you witha kifle. 
Viif. Yer is your kindenefle but particular; *twerebet- 
ter ſhe were kiſt ingenerall. 
Nei. And very courtly coundell: Ile begin. So much 
for N eftor. | 
Achul. lietake that winter from you lips: faire Lady 
Achilles bids you welcome. 
CMene. 1 had good argument for kiſling once. 
Pazro. But that's no argument for kiſſing now ; 
For thus PRs in his hardiment. 
Viifs Oh y gall,and theame of all our ſcornes, 
For which we loote our hcads, togild his hornes. 
Patre, The firft was Menelaws kiile, this mine ; 
Patrochu kiſles you. 
Mene, Ohrthis istrim. 
Pazr. Paris and | kiſſe evermore for him. 
CMene. Ile have my kiſſe fir : Lady by your leave. 
(ref. In kiſſing doe you render, or receive. 
Patr. Both take and give. 
Creſ. Ile make my match to live, 


The kiſſe you take is better then yaugive : therefore no | 


kiſſe. 
CMene. Ile give you boote,lle give youthree for one, 
Creſ. You are an odde man, give even, or give none. 
Mene. Anodde man Lady, every man is odde, 
© Creſ. No, Paruisnot ; for you know tis true, 
That you are odde, and he is cven with you, 
Mene You fillip me a'th' head. 
Creſ. No, Ile be ſworne. 
Vii. It were no match, your naile againſt his horne ; 
May I ſweet Lady beg a kiſle of you ? 
Cref. You may. 
Viif. 1 doedefire it. 
Creſ. Why begge then ? 
Vis. Why then tor Fenn: ſake, give mea kiſle ; 
W hen Helles is a maid againe, and hige——— 
(ref. Tam your debtor, claime it when 'ris due. 
Viiſ. Never's 
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Viyf. Never's my day, and then a kiſſe of you. 
Diom. Lady a word, lle bring you to your Father, 
Neſt. A woman of quicke fence. 
Viyſ. Fie,fie, upon her : ; 
Ther's language in her eye, her cheeke, her up; 
Nay, her toote ſpeakes, her wanton ſpiriteslooke out 
At cvery joynt,and motive of her body: 
Oh theſe encounters ſoglib of tongue , 
That givea coaſting weicome ere it comes 3 
And wide unclaſpe the tables of their thoughts, 
Toevery tickling reader : ſet them downe, 
For luttiſh ſpoyles of opportunitie ; 
And daughters ofthe game. E xennt. 
Enter all of Troy, Hector, Paris, «/Eneas, Helenns, 
and Attendants. 
All. The Troians Trumpert. 
eAga. Yonder comesthe troope. 
e/Ene, Hailc all you {tate of Greece : what ſhall be done 
To him that viRoric commands ? or doe you purpole, 
A vicor ſhall be knowne : will you the Knights 
Shall tothe edge of all extremitie 
Purſue cach other ; or ſhall be devided 
By any voice, or order of the field : Hettor bad aske ? 
Aga. Which way would Hettor have it ? 
e/Ene. He cares not,hee'le obey conditions, 
Aga. 'Tis done like Heftor, but ſecurely done, 
A little proudly, and great deale diſpriſing 
The Knight oppos'd. 
e/Ene, It not Achilles ſir , what is your name? 
Achil. If not Achilles, nothing. ; 
e/Ene. Therefore eAchilles > af whatere, know this, 
Inthe extremity of great and little: 
Valour and pride excell themſelves in HeR#or; 
The one almoſt as infinite as all; 
The other blanke as nothing: weigh him well: 
And that which lookes like pride, is curtefic ; 
This Ajax is halfe made of Hetters bloud , 
In love whereof, halfe HeFor ſtayes at home : 
Halfe heart, halte hand, halfe He&or, comes to ſccke 
This blended Knight, halfe Troian, and halfe Greeke. 
Ackil, A maiden battaile then ? Ol perceive you. 
eMea. Here is fir, Diomed : goe gentle Knight, 
Stand by our Ajax : as you and Lord e/Eneas 
Conſent upon the order of their fight, 
Sobe it ; cither to the uttermoſt, 
Orelſea breach : the Combatants being kin, 
Halfe ſtints their ſtrife, before their ſtrokes begin. 
Vi. They are oppog'd already, 
Aga. What Trotan is that ſame that lookes ſo heavy ? 
Viſ. The youngeſt Sonne of Priam ; 
And a truce Knight ; they call him 7roplns ; 
Not yet mature,yet matchleſſc, firme of word, 
Speaking in deedes,and deedeleſſe in his tongue ; 
Not ſoone provok't, norbeing provok't, ſoonecalm'd ; 
His hcart and hand both open, and both free 
For what mY he gives ; — he ſhewes; 
Yec gives henotrill judgement guide his bounty, 
Nor dignifiesan impaire thought with breath : 
Manlv as Hefer, but more da ; 
For Hettor in his blaze of wrath ſubſcribes 
To tender objedts ; bur he, in heate of ation 
Is more vindicative then jcalous love. 
They call him Tr : and on himereq, 
A ſ:cond hope,as fairely built as HeRor. 
Thus fates </£neas, one that knowes the yomh, 
Evento his inches : and with private ſoule, 


| 


Did in great 1ilion thus tranſlate him tome. Alarmy, 
Aga. They are inaQtion. 
Ne#. Now Ajax hold thine owne. 
Troy. Hetter, thou ſleep'ſt, awake thee. 
Aga. His blowes are weldiſpos'd there Ajax. tripe, 
Dwom. You muſt nomore. Ceaſe, 
Exe. Princes enough, ſo pleaſe you. 
Aja. Iam not warme yet, let us fight againe. 
Diem. As Heller pleaics. 
Fiett, Why then will I no more ; 
Thouart great Lord, my Fathers ſiſters Sonne ; 
A couſen german to Priams (cede : 
T he obligation of our bloud forbids 
A goric emulation *twixt us twaine : 
Werethy commixion, Greeke and Troian ſo, 
That thou could'ſt ſay, this hand is Grecianall, 
And this 1s Troian : the finewes of this Legge, 
All Greeke, and this all Troy ; my Mcthers bloud 
Runs on the dexter cheeke, and this ſiniſter 
Bounds in my fathers: by eve multiporent, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not beare from me a Greekith member 
Wherein my ſword had not impreflure made 
Of our ranke feud : butthe juſt gods gainfay, 
That any drop thou borrwd'lt ftrom thy mother, 
My facred Aunt, ſhould by my morrall Sword 
Be drained. Let me embrace thee 4,ax: 
By him that thunders, thou haſt luſty armes z 
Hettor would havether fallupon him thus, 
Corzen,all honor tothee. 
Aja, 1thanke thee Heer: 
Thou art too gentle, and too freea man : 
I came to kill thee Cozen, and beare hence 
A great addition, earned inthy death. 
Heil. Not N lomirabie, 
On whoſe bright creſt, fame with her lowd'ſt (O yes) 
Cries, This is he ;could promiſe to hiniſclfe, 
A thought of added honor, torte from Heer. 
«/Ene. There 1s expeftance here from both the (ide# 
W hat further you will doe? 
Hett, Wee'le anſwere it; 
The ifluc is embracement : ex, farewell, 
Ajax, 1t 1 might in entreatics tinde ſucceſle, 
As {cld I have the chance ; 1 would deſire 
My famous Couſintoour Grecian Tents. 
Diem, 'Tis Agamenmons wiſh, and great Achilles 
Doth long to ſee unarm'd the valiant Hector. 
Hee. e/Eneas, call my brother Troyiw to me : 
And ſignifie this loving enterview 
To the expeRors of our Troian part : 
Deſire them home. Give me thy hand, my Couſin: 
I will goe cate withthee,and ſce your Knights. 
Enter Agamemmon and the reit. 
Aja. Great Agamemmon comes to mecte us here. 
Hee. The worthieſt of them, tell me name by name: 
But for Achilles, mine owne ſerching cyes 
Shall finde him by his large and por:ly ſize. 
Aga. Worthy of Armes : as welcome as to one, 
That would be rid of fuch an enemy. 
But that's no welcome ; underſtand more cleere 
W hat's paſtand what's to come, is trew'd with haskes 
And formeleſſe ruine of oblivion : 
Butin thisextant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain'd pe bias drawing ; 


.Bids thee with moſt divine integritie, 


From heart of very heart, great Hecror welcome. 
Hee, Ithanke thee moſt imperious Aganmermon- 
: o 
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Aga. My well-fam'd Lord of Troy, no leſſe to you. 
Men, Let me confirme my Princely brothers greeting, 
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither, 
Hett, Whom muſt wean{wer ? 
ne. The Noble CMenelars. 
Hel O, you my Lord, by Mars his gauntlet thanks, 
Mocke riot, that 1 affeRt th' untraded Oath, 
Your quondam wife ſweares ſtill by Venus Glove 
Shee's well ,but bad me not'commend her to you. 
Mes.Name her not now fir, ſhe's a deadly Theame, 
Hee. O pardon, I offend. 
Ne#, Ihave (thou gallant Troyan) ſcenethee oft 
Labouring for deltiny, make cruell way 
Through rankes of Greekiſh youth: and I have ſeenthee 
As hot as Perſeus, (purre thy Phrygian Steed, | 
And ſeene thee ſcorning forfeits and lubduments, 
When thou haſt hung thy advanced ſword i'th' ayre, 
Not letting it decline onthe declined : 
That I haue faid unto —_— by, 
Loc Lupiter is yonder,dealing life. 
And 1 have ſcene thee pauſe, and rake thy breath, 
When that a ring of Greekes have hem'd thee in, 
Like an Olympian wreſtling. This have I ſeene, 
But thisthy countenance ((Hll locktin ſtcele) 
| never ſaw till now. I knew thy Grandfire, 
And once fought with him; he was a Souldier good, 
But by great Mars(the capraine of us all, ) 
Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee, 
And (worthy Warrior) welcometo our Tents. 
e/Ene. "Tis the old Neſtor. 
Rect. Let me embrace thee old Chronicle, 
That haſt ſo long walk'd in hand with time ; 
Molt reverend N.efor, I am glad to claſpe thee. ; 
Ne. 1 would my armes could watch thee in conterition 
As they contend with thee in courtelie, 
Hee. 1 would they could. 


| Ne#t, Ha? bythis white beard I'ld fight with thee to 
' norrow. Well, welcom, welcome : I have ſcen the time. 


Ulyf. I wonder now, how yonder City ſtands, 


| When we have here her Bale and pillar by us. 

| Hee, | know your favour Lord Viſſer well. 
 Ahfir, there's many a Greeke and Troyan dead; 
| Since firſt I ſaw your ſelfe, and Diamed 


laIlion , on your Greekiſh Embaſlic. 

Voſ. Sir, 1 foretold you then what would enſue, 
My propheſie is but halfe his journey yer ; 
for yonder wals that partly front your towne, 
Yond Towers, whoſe wanton tops do buſle theclouds, 
Muſt kiſſe their owne feet. 

Hee. I muſt notbcdleeve you : 

There they ſtand yet : and modeſtly I thinke, 
The fall of every Prygian ſtone will colt 

Adrop of Grecian blood : the end crownes all, 
And that old common Arbitrator, Time, 

Will one day end its 

Fi. Soto him we leave it. 

Moſt gentle, and moſt valiant Hector, welcome ; 
After the Generall, I beſeech you next 
Toaſt with me, and ce me at my Tent. 

Achil, 1 ſhall foreftallthee Lord #1yſſes, thou : 
Now Hector I have fed mine eyes on thee, 
owkh _—_ perus'd thee Heetor, 

quoted 

Flee, Is this Achile/3 

Achil, I am Achille;. 

Hee, Stand faire I prythee, let me looke on thee. 


——s 


———— 


Aebil. Behold thy fill. 

Hee. Nay, [ have done already: 

Achil. Thou are too breefe, I will the ſecond time, 
AsI would buy thee, view thee, limbe by limbe. F 

Hee. Olikea booke of ſport thou'le reade me ore x 
But there's more in me then thou underſtand'ft. 
Why doeftthou ſo opprefſe me with thine eye ? 

Achil. Tell me you Heavens,in which part of his body 
Shall I deſtroy him ? Whether there, orthere, or there, 
That I may give the locall wound a name, 
And make diſtin& the very breach, where-out 
Heczers great {pirit flew, Anſwer me heavens, 

Hee. It would dilcreditthebleſt gods, proud man, 
Toanſwer fucha qreltion : Stan4 againe ; 

Think'ſt thouto catch amy lie fo pleatantly, 
As to prenominate in nice conjecture 
W here thou wilt hit mc dead e 

Achit. I tellthee yea. | 

Hee, Wert thou the Oracleto tell me (o, 
Id not belcevethec ; henceforth guard thee well, 
For lle not kill thee there, nor there,nor there, 
But by the forge that ſtythied Mars his helme, 
Ile kiilthee every where,yea, ore andore. 
You wilelt Grecians, pardon me this bragge, 
His inlolence draves folly from my li 
But Ile endevonr deeds to match theſe words, 
Or maylI never —— 

Aiax, Do not chate thee Cofin : 

And you Achiles, lettheſe threats alone 

Tillaccident, or purpoſe bring youtoo'r. 

You may have every day enough of Hector 

If you have ſtomacke. The general ſtate I feare, 

Can ſcarſe intreat yon to be odde with bim. 
Hee, 1 pray you let us ſee you inthe field, 

We have had pelting Warres hee you retus'd 

The Grecians cauſe, 

Achil. Dolt thon intrext me Hector ? 

To morrow do I meere thee fell as death, 
Tonight, all Friends. 

Hee. Thy hands upon that march. - 

Aga. Firlt, all you Peeresof Greecego to my Tent, 
There in the full convive you : Afterwards, 

As Hectors lealure, and your bountics (hall 

Concurre together, ſererally intreac him. 

Beate lowd the Taborines,let the Trumpets blow. 

Thatthis great Souldier may his welcome know. Exewnt. | 
Troy. My Lord Vhſſes, tell me I beleech you, 

In what place of the Held doth Calcas keepe ? 

Ul. Art Menelaus Tent, molt princely Zroylns, 
There Diomeddoth feaſt with him to nighr 
Who neither lookes on heaven, nor on i 
Bur gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On - faire (reſſid. 

Trop. Shall I ({weet Lord) be bound tothee fo much, 
After we part from Agamemnon Tent, 

Tobring me thither ? 

Viz: You ſhall command-me fir: + 
Asgentletell me, of whar Honour was 
This (7eſids in Troy, had ſhee no Lover there 
Vrge O fro ſack as bouffing thew their ſcarves 

Trey. O (ir, to ſuch as 1 ir {carres,y | 
A ne isdue : will you a my Lord'? 

Shc was belov'd, ſhe lav'd; the is, and dooth. | | 
But ſtill Cyect Love is food for Fortunes tooth. Exrunr. 
Enter Auilles, and Partrochus, © + 

Achdl. Ile heat his blood with Greekiſh wine mo_ 

| ic 
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Which with my Semirar lie coole to merrow : 
Patroclus, Ict us Feaſt him to the hight. 
Pat, Hecre comes Therſnes. Enter Therſues, 
eAchil, How now, thou core of Envy ? 
Thou crufty batch of Nature, what's the newes ? 
Ther. W hy thou picture of what thou ſeem'ſt ,& Idoll 
of Ideot-worſhippers, here's a Letter for thee. 
Achil. From whence, Fragment ? 
Ther. Why thou full diſh of Foole, from Troy» 
Par, Who keepes the Tent now ? 

' Ther, The Surgeons box, or the patients wound. 
Parr. Well ſaid adyerſity,and what need theſe tricks? 
Ther, Peythce be ſilent boy, I profit nor by thy talke, 

thou art thought t obe Achibes male Varlot. 
Patro, Male Varlot you Rogue ? What's that? 
. ub oy his maſculine Whore. Now _ 
ifcaſes of the South, guts-griping Ruptures, Catarres, 
Loades a gravell !'th' rm pred cold Palfes, and 
the like,take and take agaiue, ſuch prepoſterous diſcove- 
rics. 
Pat. Why thou damnable box of enyy thou , what 
mean'ſt thou tocurſe thus ? | 
Ther. Do I curſe thee ? 
Patr. Why no, you ruinous But , you whorſon ihdi- 
ſtinguiſhable Curre. | 
Ther. No? why artthou then exaſperate , thou idle, 
immateriall skeine of Slcyd filke ; thou greene Sarcenct 
flap for a ſore cye, thou roſſell of a Prodigals purſe thou: 
Ah how the poore world is peſtred with fuch water-flics, 
diminutiucs of Nature. 
Pat. Our gall. 
Ther, Finch Egge- 
Ach. My (\weet Patreclus, I am th' warted quite 
From my great purpoſe in to worrowes battell : 
Heere is a Letter from Queene Hecnbe, 
A token from her daughter, my faire Love, 
Both taxing me, and gaging meto keepe 
An Oath that I have {worne. I will not breake it, 
Fall Greeke, faile Fame, Honor or go, or ſtay, 
My maior vow lyes heere ; this Ile obay : 
Come, come 7herſites, helpe to trim my Tent, 
This night in banquettang muſt all be ſpent. 
Away Patrochu, Exit. 
Ther. With to much bloud, and too little Brain,theſc 
two may run mad: but if with too much braine, and too 
little blood, they do, Ile be a curer of madmen. Heere's 
Agamemnen, an honeſt fellow enough, and one that loves 
Quailes, but he has not ſo much Braine as care-wax ; and 
the goodly transformation of Iupiter there his Brother, 
the Bull, the primative Statue , and oblique memoriall of 
Cuckolds, athrifty ſhooing-horne inachaine , hanging 
at his Brotherslegge,to what forme but that he is,ſhould 
witlarded with malice,and malice forced with wit,turne 
bim to : to an Aﬀe ygerenothiog, hee is both Aſle and 
Oxe; toan Oxe werenothing, hee is both Oxe and Aſle; 
to be a Dogge, a Mule, a Cat, a Firchew, a Toade, a Li- 
zard, an Owle, a Puttocke, or a Herring without a Roe, 
T would not care : but tobe Menelaws, I would conſpire 
againſt Deſtiny. Aske me net what I would be, it I were 


not Therfites : tor I carenot to bee the lowſe of a Lazar, |. 


{o I were not Aenelans. Hoy-day ſpiritsand fires. 
Emer Heller, Ajax, Agamemmon, Vlyſſes, Ne- 

ſtor, Diomed, with Lights. 

Aga. We go wrong, we go wrongs 


Ajax. Noyonder 'tis, there where we ſcethe light. |, 


_ Hed. Itrouble you. 


—_—__rc— 


Ajax. No, not a whit. 
Enter Achilles, 
#4 Heere comes himſelf to guide you ? 
chil, Welcome brave Hettor, welcome Princes all. 
Agam, So now faire Prince of Troy,1 bid goodnight, 
owe _ the guard rotend on _ you. 
+ Thanks, a night tothe Greeks gene 
Men, Good —_ 2 _ 
Het, Goodnight ſweet Lord Menelamws. 
Ther. Sweet draught : fweer quoth-a? ſweet {inke, 
{weet ſure. 
Achil, Goodnight and welcom, both at once, tothoſe 
that go, or tary. | 
Aga, Goodnight. 
Achil. Old N eftertarries,and you too Diomed, 
Keepe Hettor company an houre, or two. 
Dis. I cannot Lord, I have important buſineſle, 
The tide whereof is now, goodnight great Helter, 
Hef. Give me your hand. 
6&6 Follow his Torch, he goes to Chalcas Tent, 
Ile kcepe you company« 
rey S T_ Ge aoanonr me. 
Hef. And fo good night. 
Achil. Come, come, cater my Tent. Exmm, 
T her, That famc Diomed's a falſc-hearted Rogue , a 
moſt unjuſt Knave ; 1 will no moretruſt him when hee 
leeres,then I will a Serpent when he hifles : he will ſpend 
his mouth &promiſe,like Brabler the Hound; bur when 
he performes, Aſtronomers foretell it, that it is prodigh 
ous, there \will come ſome change : the Sunne borrowe, 
of the Moone when Diemed keepes his word. I will a- 
ther leave to {ce Heftor, then not to dogge him: they ſay, 
he keepesa Troyan Drab , and uſes the Traitour Chalcs 
his rent. Ile after = Nothing but Lertcheric ? All 
incontinent Varlets. E xeunt, 
Enter D:omed, 
Di. Whatare youup here ho? ſpeake ? 
Chal. W ho cals? 
Dis. Diomed,Chalcai(Ithinke wher's you Daughter? 
(hal. She comes to you. 
© Emer Trojhm ard Uiiſſes. 
Uliſ. Stand where the Torch may not diſcover us 
Emter (reſſid. 
Troy. (reſſidcome forth to him. 
Die. How now my charge? 
Creſ. No my ſweet gardian:hearke a word with you. 
Troy. Yca,io familiar? 
Vh/ She will ſing any man at firſt ſight. 
Ther. And any man may finde her, 1t he can take her 
life : ſhe's noted. 
Die. Will you remember ? 
Creſ. Remember ? yes. 
Die. Nay but doc then ; and let your minde be cou 
pled with your words. 
Trey. What ſhould ſhe remember ? 
Vi. Liſt ? 
Creſ. Sweet hony Greek, tempt me no moreto folly. 
Ther, Roguery. 
Dio, Nay then. 
Creſ. Ile tell you what. 
Die. Fo, to, come tella pin, you are a forſworne— 
Creſ. 1n faith ] cannotz what would you have me d0? 
Ther, A jugling tricke, to he ſecretly . 
Dio, What did you {weare you wouldbefiow on mc? 
Cref. I pretheedoe not hold me to mine oath. 
Bid me dor any thing but that ſweer Greeke. 
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Die.Good night. 
Troy. Hold patience. 
Vii.How now T roian? 
Creſ. Diemed. 
Dwo. No,no,good night:Ilc be your tools no more. 
Trop. T hy better mult. 
(ef. Hearke one word in your care. 
Troy. O plague and madneſlc! 
Ul/. You are moved Prince,let us depart I pray you, 
Leſt your diſpleaſure ſhould cnlarge it ſelte 
To wrathfull tearmes:this place is dangerous; 
The time right deadly: 1 beſcech you goc* 
Trey. Behold, 1 pray you. 
Uly. Nay, good my Lord goec off: 
Yo: flow to great diſtration:come my Lord? 
Troy. I pray thee itay? 
Viif. You have not patience,come. 
Troy. I pray you ſtay?by hell and all hells torments, 
I will not ſpeake a word. 
Die. And (o good night. 
| (reſ- Nay,but youpart in anger. 
| Troy. Doth that grievethec?O withered truth! 
| Fif. Why,how gow Lord? 
Troy. By lovel will be patient, 
Creſ, Gardiam?why Grecke? 
* Du, Fo,to,adew,you paltcr. 
Creſ. In faith I doe not:come hither once agairie. 
Fl. Y ou ſhake my Lord at ſomethingzwill you goe? 
You will breake out. 
Troy. She ſtroakes kis checke, 
UlLſ. Come,come. 
Troy. Nay ſtay,by ſeve I will not ſpeake a word. 
There is betweene my will,and all offences, 
A guard of patience; itay a lutic while. 
Ther. How the divelil Luxury with his fat rumpe and 
Potato finger,tickles thele togerher-trye lechery,frye, 
D:e. But will youthen? 
(ref. In faith 1 will goe;never truſt meelſe. 
Dw. Give me ſome token tor the (urety of it, 
(ref. Ile fetch you one. 
Uliſ. You have { worne patience, 
| Troy, Feare me not fweete Lord. 
 Iwillnot be ay {elfe,nor have cognition 
| Of what 1 feele:Lamall patience. 
| Ther,Now the pledge,now,now,now. 
| Creſ. Here Dremed,keepe this Sleeve. 
Troy, O beauty ! where is thy Faith? 
. Fi. My Lord. 

Trey, I will be patient, outwardly I will. 
| Creſ. Youlooke upon that Sleeve?behold it well: 
' He ov'd me:O faite wench:give't me againe. 
| Dis, Whoſe wavy't? 
| Creſ. It is no matter now 1 have't againe. 
| I will not meere with you tomorrow night: 
| Iprvthee Dromed vilite me no more, 

Ther. Now ſhe ſharpens: well ſaid Whetſtone, 

D4-.1 ſhall have ir, 

Creſ. W hat,this? 
| Dis.1 that. _ oy 
| Cref, Oall you gods 1O pretty,pretty pledge; 
| Thy Maiſter now lies chinking in his bed 
| Of thee and me,and ſighes,and rakes my Glove, 

And gives memoriall dainty kiſſes to it; 
| As1 kifſerhee. 
Dro. Nay,doe not ſnatch it from me. 
Creſ. He that takes that,takes my heart withall. 
j 


OT _ 


Enter Creſſid. 


| 


Die. I had your heart before,this followes it. 
Trey. 1 did {weare patience. 
Cref.You ſhallnot have it Diomed:faith you ſhall nor 
Ne giue you ſomething elle, 
Dee. I will have this: whoſe was it? 
Cye/. It is no matter. 
D:o. Come tell me whole it was? 
Cref. Twas one that lov'd mebetter then you will, 
But now you have it,take it. 
Dio. W hole was it? 
Creſ. By all D#anas waiting women youder, 
And by her {clte,I will not tell you whoſe. 
D#. To morrow will I weareit on my Helme, 
And grieve hispirit that daresnotchallenge it. 
Tro. Wert thouthe divell,and wor'ſt it outhy horne, 
It ſhould be challeng'd. 
Creſ. Well,well,tis done,tis paſt;and yet it is nor: 
I will not keepe my word. 
Ds. Why then farewell, 
Thou never ſhalt mocke Diomed againe. 
(ref. You ſhalt not goe:one cannot ſpeake a word, 
Bur it ftrair ſtarts you. 
Dee. 1 doenot likethis fooling. 
Ther, Nor [ by Plute : but that that likes not me, plea» 
ſes me beſt. 
Dio. W hat ſhallT come?the houre. 
Creſ. I, come:O ove! doe,come:l ſhall be plagn'd. 
De. Farewell tillthen. E xi. 
Cref. Good night ? I prythee come: 
Treylustarewell?one eye yetlookes on thee, 
But with my heart,the Jt be eye,doth ſece- 
Ah poore our ſexe;this faulc in us I finde; 
The errour of gur eye,direts our minde. 
W hat errour leads,muſt erre:O then conclude, 
Mindes ſwai'd by eycs,arc full of turpitude. Exit. 
Ther.A proote of ſtrength wm us + more; 
Valeſle ſhe fay,my minde 15s now turn'd whore. 
Uh. Al's done my Lord. 
Troy. Itis. 
Vi. Why ftay we then? 
T ro. To make arecordation tv my {oule 
Of every ſyllable that here was ſpoke: 
Bur if | tell huw theſe two did coat; 
Shall I noe lic, in publiſhing a truth? 
Sith yet there is a credence 1n my heart: 
An eſperance ſo obſtinately ſtrong, 
That doth invert that reſt of eyes and cares; 
As it thole organs had deceptious tunRions, 
onely to calumnate. 
Was (reſſd here? 
Ub. | cannot conjure Trojan, 
Troy. She wasnot ſure. 
Ji. Moſt ſure ſhe was. 
Troy. Why my negation hathnotaſte of madneſſe? 
Vhſ. Nor mine my Lord: Creſſid was here but now, 
Troy. Let it not be belecey'd tor womanhood: 
Thinke we bad mothers;doc not give advantage 
To ſtubborne Criticks,apet without a theame 
For depravation,to ſquare the generall ſex 
By Creſzids rule.Rather thinke this not (reſrd, 
Vii. W hat hath ſhe done Prince,that can ſoyle our 


Troy. Nothing at all, unleſſe that this were ſhe. 


—————— 


Ther. Will he ſwagger himſcltc out on's owne eyes? 
Troy. This ſhe?no,this 1s Diomeds Creſiida: 


: 
' 


If beauty have a {oule,this is _—_ 


th. i. 


It 


— — 


A... 


- Within my ſoule,there doth conduce a fight 


26 


Troylus and ( reſsida. 


— 


If ſoules guide vowes,if vowesarc ſantimony; 
If antimony be the gods delight: 

If there be rule in unity it ſeltc, 

This 1s not ſhe: O inadncſle of diſcourſe ! 

That cauſe ſets up, with;and againlt thy telfe, 
By foule aathority: where reaſon can revolt 
Without perdition,and lofle aſſume all reaſon, 
Without revolt. This is.and is not Creſſid: 


Ot this ſtrange nature,that a thing inſcpa1ate, 
Divides more wider then the sk1e and carth: 

And yet the ſpacious bredth of this diviſion, 
Admits no Orifece for apoit as ſubtle, 

As Ariachnes broken woote to enter: 

Inſtance,O inftancelitrong as P lnroes gates: 
Creſidis mine,tied with the bonds of heaven; 
Inſtance O inſtance,ſtrong as heaven it ſelfe: 
The bonds of heaven are if pt,diſſolv'd, and loos'd: 
And with another knot five finger ried, 

The frations of her faith,orts of her love: 

The fragments, ſcraps,the bits and greacy reliques, 
Of her ore-caten faith,are bound to Diomed. 

Uli/.May worthy Troylws be balte attached 
With that which here his paihon doth expretlc? 

Troy. I Greeke,and that ſhall be divulged well 
In Characters,as red as Afar his heart 
Infiam'd with Yewxs;ne-ecr did yong man fancy 
With ſocternall and {o fxt a ſoulc 
Hearke Greek:2s muchas 1 doe Creſſida love; 

So much by waght,hate [ her Doomed, 

That Slceve is mine,that hecle beare in his Helme: 
Were it a Caske compos'd by Yalcaxs $kill, 

My Sword ſhould bite ir: Not the dreadtull ſpout, 
W hich Shipmen docthe Hurricano call, 
ConRtring'd in maſſe by the alwighty Fenne, 
Shalldizzic with more clamour Neptunes eare 

In hisdiſcentzthen ſhall wy prompted (word, 
Falling on Deomed. 

Ther. Heeleticklc it for his concupy. 

Troy. O Creſſid O Falſe Creſſia | talle,falle falſe: 
Let all untruths ſtand by thy ſtained nam*, 

And theyle ſeeme glorious. 
Vhf. O containe your ſclte: 
Your paſſion draiwes cares hither. 
Enter « Entea. 

En. 1 have beene ſeeking you this houre my Lord: 
He: tor by thisis arming him in Troy. 
efiax your Guard, ſtaics ro conduct yon home. 

Troy. Have with you Prince: my curtegus Lord adcw: 
Farewell revolted faire : ard Diomed, 

Stand faſt,and wearc a Cattle on thy head. 
I. Tle bring youro the Getes. 

Troy. Accept iſtra Ted thankes. 

Excunt T\ ojlus,, neas and Tiy(ſer. 

Ther. Would I could meete that o Diomed , 1 
would crokc like a Raven : 1 wauld bode, I weuld bode: 
Patroclus will give me any thingtor che intelligence of 

this whore:the Parrot will not do more foran Almond, 

then he for a commodionsdrab : LecheryjJechery,, ſtill 

warres andlechery,nothing«t{c holdstaſhion, A burning 

divdl. taketbow. Exit. 
Enter Hetlor and Andromache, . 

And. When was my Lord ſo much ungently temper'd, 
To ſtop his cares again{tadmoniſhmert? 
Vnarme, vnarm2,aud doenot fight ro day. 

Hef.You traine me to offend you:get you gone. 


——_——t _ 


th 


| I am todayith 'vaineof C 
| Ler grow thy Sinews till their knots be ſtrong; 


| Thou on ham leanang.andall Troy anther, 


By the everlaſting gods,Ile goe. 
And. My dreames will ſure prove ominous to the day, 
Hett, No more 1 ſay. Enter ( uſſandra, | 
Caf. Where 1s my brother Heftor? 
eAnd.Here ſiſter,arm'd,and bloudy in intent: 
Comſcrt with mein loud 2ud deere petition: 
Purſue we him on knees:for I have dreampr 
Of bloudy turbulence;and this whole nighr 
Hath nothing beene bur ſhapes,and formes of (laughter, 
(#f. O, tis tree. 
He. Ho? bid my Trumpe: ſound. 
Caf. No notes of (ally, for the hcavens,ſweet brother. 
Hef. Begon 1 ſay:the gods have bcard me (weare. 
C af. The gods are deateto hot,ard pezviſh vowes; 
They are polluted cffrings,moreabhord 
Then ſpotted Livers ia the ſacrifice. 
eg. O be periwaded,doz nor count it holy, 
To hurt by being juſt;it is as lawful; 
For we would count givemuchto as violent thefts, 
And rob inthe >haife ot charity. | 
Caf. It is the purpoſe that makes ſtrong the vowe; | 
But vo es to every purpole mult not hotd: 
Vonarme {weete Hettor, 
He. Hold you ſtill I ſay; 
Mine honour kcepes the weather ct my fate: | 
Life every man holJsdeere,but the deere man 
Holds honor farre moreprecious-deere,then life. 
Emer T roylus. 
How new yong man?mean'ſt thou to fightto day? 
Ard. (A fendra, call my fath.r to pe1ſwade. 
Exit Caſſandra, 
He. No faith yong _— ; doffe thy harnefle youth; 
ivalry? 


And tempt nor yerthebruthes of the warre. 
Vnarme thee, goe,and doatr thou not brane boy, 
Ile (tzndto day, torthee,and me,and Troy. 
Trey. Brother,you have a vice of mercy in you; 
W hich better fi:sa Lyongthen a man, 
Hef. W hat vice is that?good Trozins chide me for it. 
Trey, When many times the caprive Grecian fals, 
Evcn inthe fanne and winde of your faire Sword: 
You bid them riſe, and live. 
Hed. Os faire play. 
Troy. Fooles play,by heaven Hefor. | 
Hee, How rou?how now #2 | 
Troy. For th'.ove of all the god's | 
Ler's leave the Hermit Pitty with our Mothers; 
And when we have our Armors tuckled on, 
The venom'd vengeance ride tpon our ſwords, | 
Spur them to ructull workegreine them from ruth, | 
Ht, Fi: ſavage, fee | 
Troy. Hector then tis warres, 
Rec. Treytus,) would not have you fight roday-. 
Troy. W ho ſhould with-hold me? 
Not fate,obedicnce,nor the hand of Marys, 
Beckning with fiery trunchion my retire; 
Not Priames,and Heenba on knees; 
Their eyes ore-galled with recourſe of teares; 
Nor you my brother,with your truc ſword drawne 
Oppos'd to hinder me,ſhoukd top my way : 
But by my ruine. 
Enter Priam and 
Caſ. Lay bold upon him Priem,hold bim faſt: 
He is thy crutch;znow ifthouloole thy tay, 


_ = — a 


Fall 


_ — 


| 


| 
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Fall all together. 

Priam.Come Heftor,come,goe backe: 

Thy witc hath dreampt:thy mother hath had viſions, 

{aſſandra doth torelee;and 1 my felte, 

Am like a Propher ſuddenly enrapt, 

to tell thee that this day 13 ominous; 

Therefore come backe. 

Hett. ./Eneas 15a held, 

AndI doſtand engag'd to many Greekes, 

Even in the faith of valour,to appeare 

This m—_— them. 

Priam, I, but thou ſhalt not goe, 
Het. | muſt not breake my taith: 

You know me dutitull,theretore deare fir, 

Let me not ſhame reſpet;burt give me leave 

To take that courſe by yonr conſent and voice, 

Which you doe here forbid me, Royall Priam. 

Caf. O Priam,yeeldenot to him. 

eAnd. Doe not deere father. 

Heft, Androniache 1 am offended with you: 

Vpon the love you beare me,get you 1n. 
_ , _— Exit Andromache. 
Troj. This fooliſh, dreaming, ſuperſtirious girle, 

Makes all theſe bodements. 

(#f. O farewell,decre Hector: 

Looke how thou dicſt;looke how thy eye turnes pale: 

Louke how thy wounds doe bleede at many vents; 

Heacke how Troy roares;ho Heewba cries ont; 

How poore Andremache ſhrils her dolour forth; 

Behold diftration,frency,and amazement, 

Like witlefſe Antickes one another meete, 

Andall cry Hector, Hectors dead:O Heetor| 
Troy. Away. | | 

Caf. Farewell:yes,ſoft: Hector I take my leave; 

Thou do'(ſt thy ſelte,and all our Toy deceive. 

Hee. Y ou are amaz'd,my Licge,at her exclaime: 


Exit, 


Goc in and cheere the Towne, weele torth and fight: 

| Doe deedes of praife,and tell you them at night. ; 
| Priam. Farewell:the gods with ſafety ttand aboutthee, 
| eAlarum, 

| Troy. They are at it,hearke:proud Diemed,belecye 

I come to loole my arme,or winne my leeve, 


Emer Pandar. 


Pad. Doe you heare my Lord?do you heare? 

Troy. What now? , 

Pand. Here's a Letter come from yond poore girle. 

Troy, Let me reade. 

Pand. A whorlon tificke , a whorſon raſcally tificke, 
ſo troubles me: and the fooliſh fortune of this girle , and 
what one thing , what another, that | ſhall leave you one 
o'th'sdayes ; and I have a rheume in mine eyes too , and 
ſuch an ache in my banes : that unleſle a man were curſt, 


I cannot tell whatto thinke on't, W hat {ayes ſhethere? 


Troy. Words, words , metre words, no matter from 


\ the heart: 


Th'effe4 doth operate another way. 
Goe winde to winde, there turne and change together: * 
My love with words and errors ſtill ſhe feedgs; - 
But edifies another with her deedes. 

Pand, Why,but heare you? 

Tro.Hence brother lachy;ignomy and ſhame 
Perſuethy life,and liveaye with thy name. 

Alarwm. 


Frome. 


| lee them mect;that,that ſame yong Troianaſle, that loves 


| Soft,heere comes Sleeve,and th'other. 


Emer Ther ſites in wecurſion, 


Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one another , Ile 
goe looke on : that diſſembling abhominable varlet Dis- 
wede , has got that fame ſcurvy, doting, fooliſh yong | 
knaves Sleeve of Troy , there in his Helme:1 would faine 


the whore there , might ſend that Greekiſh whore-mai- 
{terly villaine, with the Sleeve, backe ro the diſſembling 
luxurious drabbe,of a ſleeveleflc errant. O'th'rother fide, 
the pallicy of thoſe cratty ſwearing raſcals; that ſtole 
old Mouſe-caten dry cheete , Neftor : and thatſame dog- 


foxe Vhſſer ts not prov'd worth a Black-berry. They ge _ 


me up in pollicy , that mungrill curre Avex, againſt that 
dogge of ar bad akinde yy" And now ioche curre 
Aiax prouder thenthe curre eAchilles , and will not arme 
to day. Whereupon , the Grecians began to proclaime 
barbariſme;and pollicy growes into an ll opinion. 

Enter Diomed and Troylus. 


T roy. Fl e not : tor ſhould'it thoutake the River Stix, 
I would ſwim after. 
Dum. Thou do'lt miſcall retice: 
I doe not flye;but advantagious care 
Withdrew me from the oddes of multitude: 
Have at thee? 
Ther: Hold thy whore Grecian:now for thy whore 


| Troian:Now the Sleeve,now the Sleeve. 


Emer Helltor. 
Fett. W hat art thou Greek?art thou for Mecrors match? 
Art thou of bloud,and honour? | | 

They. No, no :1 am araſcall:a ſcurvy railiog knave : a 
very hithy roague. 

Hee. I doe belces e thee, live. 

Ther. God a mercy , that thou wilt beleeve me; but a 
plagve breake thy necke---for trighting me : what's be- 
come of the wenching rogues ? I thinke they have twal- 
lowed one another, 1 would laugh at that miracle—-yecrt 
in a ſort,lechery cates it ſelfe : lgdecke them. 

Exit. 
Enter Diomed andyervant. 

Dia. Goe,goe,my lervant,take thou Troy/us Horſe; 
Preſent the faire Stcede to my Lady Creſſid: 

Fellow, commend my ſervice to her beauty: 
Tell her, I have chattis'd the amourous Troyan, 
And ami her Knight by proote, 

Ser. I goe my Lord, Emer + Agamenmon, 

Aga. Renew,renew,the fierce Polidamur 
Hath beare downe CMenombaltard Aargarelon 
Hath Doress priſoner. 

And ſtands us-wiſe waving bis beame, 
Vpon the paſhed courſes of the Kings: 
Epiſtropms and Cedvus, Polixines is (laine: 
n ] ,and Thos deadly hurt: 
Parroches tane or (lainie,and Palamedey + 
Sore hurt and bruiſed; the dreadfull Sagittary 
Appauls our numbers, halte,we Diomed 
Tore-enforcement,or wePerith all, 
Enter Neſtor. 

Neſt, Goe beare Pair clus body to Achilles, 

And bid the ſnaile-pac'd Aax arme for ſhame, 

There is a thouſand Hectors in the field; 

Now here he fights on Ga/athe his Horſe, 

And there lacks worke.anon he's therea toote, 

And there they fiye or dye,like ſcaled ſculs, 
bb 2 2 Before 


Ww_— ——_— _ hs. Ml Ati. WT T_T WT CO m—_— RC —_— 


28 


Troylus and (reſsida. 


Before the belching W hale;then is he yonder, 
And there the ſtraying Greekes,ripe for his edge, 
Fall downe before him,like the mowers ſwath; 
Here,there,and every where, he leaves and takes; 
Dexterity ſo obaying appcrite, 

T hat what he will he does,and does ſo much, 

| Thatproofe is call'd impoſsibility, 


| Enter Viyſſes. 
: Vii. Oh,courage,courage Princes:great Achilles 
Sarming,weeping,curling,vowing vengrance; 
ens T nts —_ _ z d his = zic bloud, 
Together with his mangJed AMyrmidens, 
That noſeleſſe,handlefſe,hackt and chipt, come to himz 
Crying on Hefor. 4iax hath loſt a friend, 
And foames at moutb,and he is arm*d,and at it: 
Roaring for Trey/#s ; who hath done today, 
Mad and fantaſticke execution; 
| Engaging and redeeming of himſclfe, 
With ſucha carcleſſe force,and forceleſſe care, 
As ifthat luck in very ſpight of cunning,bad him win al. 
Emtey Aiax. 
efia Troyles,thou coward Troylns. 
Die. 1,thcregthere. 
Neſt. So,{o,we draw together. 
Enter Acbilles. 

Achil. Where is this Heftor? 
Come,come,thou boy-queller, ſhew thy face: 
Know what it is to meete eAchilies angry. 
Hettor,wher's Hefter? I will none but Heftor, 

Emer Atax. 
Aia. Trojlas,thou coward Troytws,ſhew thy head. 
Enter Dromed. 

Diow. Troylns,] ſay, wher's Troylus 

Aia. What would'ſ{t thou? 

Die. I would correct him. 

Am, Werel the Generall, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have my onlice, 
Ere that correRtion:Troyius I fay,what T roplus? 
Troylas. 


Exit. 


Exit. 


Exu#. 


Troy. Oh tritour [ 
Turne thy falſc face th traytor, 
And pay thy life thou owelt me for my horic. 


Ds. Ha,art thou there? | 

ea. Ile fight with him alone,ſtand Damed. 

Ds. Heis an ht will not _ _ 

Tre. Come you cogging Greekes , have at you 
both. Exit Troylss, 

| Enter Hetltor. 


Hell, Yea Troylus?O well fought my yongeſt Brother. 
Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Now doe I ſee thec;bave atthee Helter. 

He#fi. Pauſe if thou wilt. 

eZchil.I doe diſdaine thy curteſic, prond Troianz 
Be happy that my armes are out of uſe: 
My ra and negligence befriend thee now, 
But thou anon ſhalt heare of me againe: 

Till when,goe ſceke thy fortune. 
| Heft. Fare thee wells © 
I would have beene much more a freſher man, 
Had I expeted thee:how now my Brother? 
Emer Troyins. 

Troy. Aiax hath tane e/Eneas;(hall it be? 
No,by the flame of yonder glorious heaven, 
He ſhall net carray him:Ile be tance too, 
Or bring him of; Fatc heare me what I ſay; 


| 


| I wreaks not,though thou end my life to day. 


| Hefruſh it,and unlocke the rivets all, 


| 


Exit, 
Enter one in Ar mon. 

He# - Stand Ftand,thou Grecke, 

Thou art a goodly marke: 

No? wiltthounot?I like thy armuur well, 


But Ile be maiſter of it:wiltthou not beaſt abide? 
Why then fiyc on, lle huntthee for thy hide. 
Emer Achilles with Myrmidons. 
eAchil. Come here about me you my CMyrmidens: 
Marke whar | {ay;attend ine where 1 wheele: 
Strike nota ſtroake,but kepe your ſelves in breath; 
And when I kave the bloudy He&or found, 
Empale him with your weapons round about: 
- | _ —_—_ EXeCUtE your Armes 
ollow me firs,and m _— eye; 
It is decreed, Hetor the great mu C 
Enter Therſutes, Menelans,and Paris 
Tler. The Cuckoldand the Cuckold-maker are atit; 
now bull,now dogge,lowe ; Paris lowe ; now my double 
hen'd ſparrew ; low Paris, lowe ; the bull has the game: 
warc hornes ho? 


Exit, 


Exit. 


Exit Parit and Menel ans. 
Enter Baſtard. 

Baſt. Turne ſlaveand fight. 

7 her'W hatart thou? 

Zoſt. A Baſtard Sonne of Priamr. 

Ther, Tama Baſtard too, Tlove Baſlards, IamaBa 
ſtard be got, Baſtard inſtructed , Baſtard in minde, Baſtard 
1n valour,in every thing illegitimate*: one Beare will not 
bite another , and wherefore ſhould one Baſtard ? take 
heede, the quarrel's moſt ominous to us:if the Sonne ofa 
whore fight for a whore, he tempts judgement: farewell 
Baſtard 

Baſt. The divell take the coward. 

Enter Hector. 

Hee. Molt putrified core fo faire without: 
Thy goodly armour thus hath colt thy life. | 
Now is my dares worke done;lle take good breath: | 
Reſt Sword,: hou haſt thy fill of bloud and death. 

E ntey Achilles and bis CMyrmidens. 

Achil. Looke Heeter how the Sunne begins to ſet: 
How uyly night comes breathing ar his heeles, 

Even with the vaileand darking of the Sunne. 
To cloſe the day up, Heeterslife is done. 

Hect. 1 am unarm'd,for-goe this vantage Greeke. 

Achil' Strike fellowes firike;this is the man I ſeeke. 
So 1llion fall thou:now Troy ſinke downe: 

Here lyes thy heart,thy ſfinewes,and thy bone. 


E xennt, 


On Myrmdens,cry you all a maine, 
Achilles hath the mighty Hector \laine. Retreat, 
Hearke,a retreat upon our Grecian parr. 

Gree. The Troian T ſoundsthe like my Lord- 


eAchbs. The dragon wing of night orc.ſpreds the carth 

And ſtickler-like t Pn : $ _—_ 

My halfe ſupt Sword, that frankly would have fed, 

Pleas'd with this dainty birt:thus goes ro bed. 

Come,tye his body ro my horſes tayle: 

Along the field, | will the Troian traile. 
Sound Retreat. Shout. 


Exennt. 


| Enter Agamenmon, Aiax, ©Menelans, Nefter, | 
| Diomed,and the reft marching. 


eAge.Hearke,bearke,what ſhout is that? 
Ne. Peace Drums. 


Sol Achill 


——— ——_— — 
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Sold. Achilles, Achilles, Hector'$\laine, Achilles, \ Stay vet:you vile 1bhominable Tents, 
Dio. The bruite is Hettor's ſlaine,and by eAchilter, Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plaines; 
e144. It it be fo,yct braglcle let it be: Let Tican rife as carly as he dare, 
Great Hefor was a man as good as he. Il: through,and through youz & thou great fiz'd coward: 
Agam. Martch pariently alongzlet one be ſent No pac: ot Earth ſha'l ſunder our two hates, 
To pray Achalles fee us at our Tent. Ile hauntthze,like a wicked conſrience (hill, 
If in his deaththe gods have us befriend:d, | Thar mouldeth goblins ſwwitt as frenfies thoughts. 
Great Troy is ours,and our ſharpe warsare enced, | Strikea free maitchto Troy,uith comfort got 
Execunt, | Hope of revcuge,thall hide our inward woe. 
Enter e/Eneas, Paris, Anthenor and Deiphobus. Enter P andarns, 
AEne. Stand boe,yert are we mailters of the field, Pard. But heare youtheare you? 
Never goc home; here ſtarve we out the night. Troy. Hence brother, lacky,ignomy,and ſhame | 
| Emer T ro)lus, Perfuethy lite,and live ayc with thy name. Exennt, 
Troy. Hettor is (laine. Pa.A goodly medcine for mine a kingbones:oh world, 
All Heftontthe go1s forbid. world, world ! thus is the poore agent diſpiſde:Oh trai- 
Tory. Hee*$dead:and at the murtherers Horfeztaile, | tours and bawdes;how earneſty are you ſetaworke , and 
In be 1tiy fort,drag'd through the ſhametull Field, how ill required? why ſhould vur indevour be ſo defir'd, 
Fr5:01e on you heavens,g.ffect your rage with ſpeedez and the performance 1oloath'd > What Veric for it? what 
Sit 2::4s upon your throanes.and {mile at Troy. inſtance for it?ler mc ſee 
| fay at once,let your briefc plagues be mercy, Full merrily the humble Bee doth fing, | 
And linger not our ſure deſtrutions on, Till he hath loſt his hony,and his ſling. 
+/Ene. My Lord,you doe diſcomfortall the Hoſte, And being once ſubdu'd in armed tai.e, 
Troy. You under me not,that tell me 10; Sweete houny,ane {weete notes together faile. 
[ doe not ſpeake of flight, of feare,of death, Good traders 1n the fleſh, ſer this1n your painted cloathes 
But dare all imminence that gods and men, As many as be heere of Panders hall, | 
Addreſſertheir dangers in. Hefor is gone: Yourecyes halfe out, weepe out at Paxdar's fall; 
Who ſhall tell Priam ſofor Heewbs, Or if you cannot weepe, yet give ſome grones; 
Let him that will a {creechoule aye be call'd, Though not for ac,yer for your akingbones: 
Goc in to Troy,and ſay there, Hefor's dead: Brethren and ſiſters of the hold-dore trade, 
There is a word will Priam turne to ſtone; Some two months hencamy will ſhall here be made: 
Make wels,and N 1obes of the maides and wives; It ould be now, but that m feare is this: 
Coole ſtatues of the youth:and ina word, Some galled Gouſe of Wincheſter would hiſſe: 
Scarre Troy out of it ſelfe. But martch ayyay, Till then, Ile {weare,and ſeeke abour for eaſes; 
Heftor is d:ad:there is no moreto ſay, | Andarthattime be queath you my diſeaſes. EF xexnt, 
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oriolanus: 


eA ftus Primus. Scaena Prima. 


"_ 


Fnter a Company of Mutinous Citizens with Staver, 
(lnbs and other weapons. 


Ts {ntizen, 

# Eforc weproceed any further,heare me ſpeake. 
All. Spcake,ſpeake. 
I. (Gt. You arcall reſolv'd ratherto dy then 
wee to famiſh? 

All. xeſolv'd,reſolv'd. nes 

I. Cir. Firſt you know ,Cains Martins is chicte enemy 
to the people. 

All. We know't. 

x. Cit. Letus kill him , and wee'l have Corne at our 
owne pricc. Is'ta Verdia? : 

All.No moretalking on't,Letit be done, away, away 

2. Cit. One word,good Citizens | 
* 1-{#. Weare accounted poore Citizens , the Patri- 
cians good: what Authority ſurfers one, would reiceve us, 
If they would yeclde us but the ſuperfluity while 1t were 
wholſome, we might gueſſe they relceved us humancly: 
Butthey thinke we are toodcere,the leannes that afBicts 
us,the objet of our miſery , is as an inventory tO parti- 
cularize their abundance,our ſuffcrance is agalne to them. 
Let us revenge this with our Pikes,ere we become Raks, 
For the s know g kerhis in hunger for Bread, 
not in thirſt for Rev : | 

2. Cit. Would you proccede eſpecially againſt Caius 
Martins, . 

eAll. Againſt him firſt:He's a very dog to the Com- 


2.Ci.Conſider you what Serviccs he ha's done for his 
Country? 

I. Git Very well , and could be content to give him 
good report fort, but that hee paycs himſclfe with bee- 


ing proud. F 
_ All. Nay,but ſpeake not maliciouſly. 

1. Cit, Iſay unto you,what he hath done Famouſly, 
he didit to that end:though ſoft conſcienc'd men can be 
content to ſay it was for his Countrey , hedid itto pleaſe 
his Mother,and to be partly proud , which he is , eveato 
the altitude of his vertue- _” 

2. Cit. What he cannot helpe in his Nature, you ac- 
count a Viccin him ; You mult in no way ſay he 1s couc- 


cous., 
1. Cit. If TI muſt not, I needenot be barren of Accuſa- 


1 hath faults(with ſurplus )totyre in repitition. 
4 1 WER —=-- 
What ſhowrs are thoſe?The other ſide a'th City is riſen: 
why ſtay w2 prating hecre?To th'Capitoll. 
All, Come,come. 


—_ 


1 Cit. Sot:,yho comes heere? 

Enter Menenins eAgrippa. 

2 Cit. Worthy Menemns x grippa y one that hath al- 
wayes lov'd the people. 

1 Ct.!ic's one honeſt enough, would althe reſt were (0. 
Men. What workes my Countrimen in hand? 
W here go you with your Bats and Clubs? The matter 
Spcake I pray you. 

2 Cir. Our buſines is not unknowne to th'Scnat, they 
bave had inkling this fortnight what we intend rodo,wd 
now wee'l ſhew em in deeds:they ſay poore Suiters have 
ſtrong breaths,they ſhal know we have ſtrong arms too, 

Aſen. Why Maiſters,my good Friends,mine honeſt 
Neigbours, will you undo yovr ſclves? 

2 Cuz, Wecannot Sir,we are undone already. 

Cen. I tell you Friends,moſt charnable caic 
Have the Patricians of you for your wants. 

Your ſuffcring in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the Heaven with your ſtaves,as lift them 
Again(t the Roman State, whoſe courte will on 

The way it cakes-cracking ten thouſand Curbes 

Of more ſtrong linkd aſunder,then can ever 
Appeare 1n your impediment. For the Dearth, 

The Gods,notthe Patricians make it,and 

Your kneesto them(not armes)mult hclpc. Alacke, 
Youuare tranſported by Calamity 

Thether,w here more attends you,and you flander 
The Helmes oth Starezwho care for you like Fathers, 
W hen you curſe them, as Enemies. 

2 { #t. Care for us? True indeed , rhey nere car'd for us 
yer. Suffer us to famiſh , and cheic Store-boutes cramm'd 
with Graine : Make Edits for Vſury , to ſupport Vit- 
rers,repcale daily any wholſome At cſtabliſhed againſt | 
the rich , and provide more piercing Statutes daily, to 


chaine up and reſtraine the poore. If the Warres cate us 
not uppe , they will, and ther's all the love they beare 
us. 

Men. Either you muſt 


Canfeſſe your ſelves wondrous Malicious, 
Or be accus'd of Folly. 1 ſhall rell you 
A pretty Tale, it may be you have heard it, 
Bat ſince it ſerves my purpoſe, I will venture 
Toſcalc*ra urrle more. 
2 Cu. Well, 
Ile here it Sir:yet you muſt not thinke 
To foboc'off our diſgrace witha talc: 
But and't pleaſe you deliver. | 
Men. There was atime, when all the bodies members 


| Rebell'd againſt the Belly;thus accus'd it; 


That onely like a Gulfe it did remaine OT 
th 
IP 
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I'th midd'ſt ath'body,idle and unattive, 
Still cubbording the V iand,never bearing 
Like labour withthe reit,whcre th'other Inſtruments 
Did ſee,and hcacedeviſe,inſtruct,walke, tele, 
And murually participate,did miniſter 
Vntothe appetirezand afteRtion common 
Of the whole body, the Belly anſwer. 
2 Cit. Well fir,wbart antwer made the Belly, 
Men. Sir, I alltell you with a kinde of Smile, 
Which ne're came from the Lungs but even thus; 
For looke you I niay make the belly Smile, 
As well as ſpeake,ittantingly replyed 
To'th'diſcontented Members,the mutinous parts 
That cnvied hisreceite:even ſo molt fitly, 
As you maligne our Scnators,for that 
They arcnotluchas you. 
2 Cir. Your Bcllies anſwer: \V hat 
The Kingly crown'd head'the vigilant eye, 
The Countailor Heart,the Arme our Souldier, 
Our Stced the Legge,the Tongue our Trumpeter, 
With other Muniments ard petty helpes 
[nthis oar Fabricke,if that they 
Men, What then? Foremethis t cilow ſpeakes. 
What then? W hat then? - 
2 Cit. Should by the Cormorant belly be reſtrain'd, * 
\Who is the finke a th'body. 
Ven, Well, what then? 
| 2 Cit. The former Agent, if they did complaine, 
What could the Belly anſwer? 
Men. I will tell you, 
If yow' beſtow a ſmall(of what you havelittle) 
Patience awhile;you'ſt heare the Bellies anſwer. 
2 ('#. Yarc long about it. 
| Men, Note me this good Friend; 
| Your molt grave Belly wasdeliberate, 
| Nor rath like his Accuſersand thns anſwered 
| ' True is ity Incorporate Frieud«(quoth he) 
| | That I receive the gencrall Food at firtt 
' Which you do live upouand firir fs, 
| Becauſe I am the Store-houlſc,and the Shop ® 
| Of the whole Body. But,it you do remember, 
| I ſendirt through the Rivers of your blood 
| Evenito the Court,the Heart,toth teate o'th'Braine, 
Andthrough the Crankesand Ovtices of man, 
The ſtrongeſt Nerves,and ſmall inferiour Veines 
From me reccive that naturall competency 
Whereby they live. And thaugh that all at once 
| (You my good Friends,this {ayes the Belly)marke me, 
| 2(%.1 fir, well, well. 
' Men.Though altat once,cannot | 
| See what I dodeliver out to cach, 
Yet | can make my Awdit up,that all 
' From medo backe receive the Flowre of all, 
| And leave me but the Bran. W hat ſay you toot? 
{ 2C«, It wasanaalwer,how apply you this? 
| len, The Senators of Rome,are this good Belly, 
And you the mutinons Members:For examine 
| Their Counſatles, ahd their Care;diſgeſt things rightly, 
| Touching the Weale a*th Common, you thal! tinde 
| Nopublique benefit which you receive 
| But it proceeds, or comes from them to you, 
; And no way from your ſelves. What do youthinke? 
WW | Yourthe great Toc of this Aſſembly? 
abers 2 (i, I the great Toc? Why the great Toe? 
Men. For that being one oth lowelt,baſeſt, pooreſt 
' Of this moſt wiſe Rebellion,thou goelt formoſt: 


' — — 


: 


Th | 


Thou Raſcall,that art worſt in blocd torun, 
Lead'!t firſt to win ſore vantage. 
Bu* make you ready your ſtiffe bars and clubs, 
Rome,and her Rats areat the point of battel, 
The one fide mu:{t have baile, 


Emer C ains Myrtins. 


' Hayle, Noble Afartivs. 


Aar,Thanks. W hat's the matter you difſentious rogues 
Thar rubbing the poore Itch of your Opinion, 

Make your {clves Scabs. 
2 (ut. We haveever your good word, 

Atar. He that will give good words ro thee, will Batter 
Beneath abhorring, W hat would you have, you Curres, 
That like nor Peace,nor Warre? The one aftrights you, 
The other makes yon proud. He that truſts to you, 
Where he ſhould finds you Lyons, findes you Hares: 
Where Foxes, Geeſe you are: No furer, no, 

Then is the coale of hre upou the lee, 
Or Hailſtone in the Sun. Your Vertae is, 
To make him worthy, whoſe offence ſuddues him, 
And curſe that luſtice did it. Who deſerves Greatneſſe, 
Deferves your Hate:znd your Aﬀeionsare 
A ſickmans Appetite;zwhodeſiresmoſt that 
Which would encreafe his evill. He that depends 
Vpon your tavours,\wimmes with finnes of Leade, 
And hewes downe Oakes,with ruſhes. Hang ye:truſt ye? 
With every Minute you dochange a Minde, 
And call him Noble,that was now your Hate: 
Him vilde,chat was your Garland. What's the matter, 
Thatin theſe feverall places of the City, 
You cry againſt the Noble Senate, who 
(Vnder the Gods )keepe you in awe, which elſe 
Would feede on one another? What's their ſeeking? 
Men. For Corne at their owne rates, whercof they fay 
The City is well ſtor'd. 
Men. Hang'em:They ſay? 
They'l fit by th'fire,and preſume to know 
W hars done it'h Capitoll: Who's like toriſe, 
Who thrives,and who declines: Side factions, & give out 
Conjeturall Marriages,making partics {trong, 
And feebling ſuch as ſtand not in their liking, 
Below their cobled Shooes. They Lay thers grain enough? 
Would the Nobility lay afide cheir ruth, 
And let ine ule my $word, I'de mal ea Quarry - 
Wirh thouſand; of thele quarrer'd lages,as high 
As I could picke my Lance. 
eAfen. Nay thele arc almoſt thoroughly perſiyaded: 
For though abundantly they lack e diſcretion 
Yetare tbey paſsing Cowardly. But [ beſcech you, 
Whartfayesthe other Troope? 

Mw. They are diflolv'd: Hang em; | 

They ſaid they were an hungry, figh'd forth Proverbes 

That Hunger-broke ſtone wals:that dogges muſt cate 
That mcate was made for mouths. That the gods ſent not 
Corne tor the Richmen oucly: With theſe ſhreds 
They vented their Complaining, which being anſwer'd 

a petition Pranted them, zitrange one, 
To breake the heart of generofity, 
And make bold power looke pale; they threw thcir caps | 
As they would hang them on the hornes 2'th Moone, 
Shooting their Emulation. 

Men. W hat is graunted them? 

Mar. Five Tributes to defend their vulgar wiſdoms 
Oftheir owne choice» One's Twnizs Brutus, 
Sicinins velatws , and 1 know nor. Sdeath, 


1bec 
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Therabble ſhould haye firſt unroo'ſt the City 
Ere ſo prevail'd with me;it will in time 
Winupon power,and throw forth greater Theames 
For Infurrections arguing. 

Menen.T his 1s ſtrange. 

Mar. Go ger you home you Fragments. 

Enter a Meſſenger haſt iy. 

AMeſ. Where's Cains Martins? 

Mar. Heere;whats the matrer? 

Mef. The newes is fir,the Volcies are in Armes. 

Car. 1 am glad on't,then we ſhall ha meanes to vent 
Our mufty ſuperfluity. Sce our belt Elders. 


Enter Sicinizs Velutus, Annins Brutus Cominins, Titus 
Lartins,with other Senatonrs, 


1. Sew. Martins tis true,thit you have lately told us, 
The Volces are in Armes. 
CHMar. They have a Leader, 
Talus Anffidims that will = you root: 


1 fine in envying his Nobility: 


And were I any thing but wh at I am, 
I would with me onely ke. 
(om. Y ou have fought rogether? 
CHMar.Were halfc to halte rhe woild by ch'cares,& 
Vpon my party,Ide reyolt tomake 
Onely my warres with him. Hes a Lion 
That 1 am proud to hunt. 
1. Sen. Then worthy CHMartins, 
Attend upon Comin to thele Warres, 
Cow. It is your former promile. 
Mar, Sirit 15, 
And I am conſtant: T it#s Laciur, thou 
Shalt ſee me once more ftrike at ſ»llus face. 
What art thou ſtiffc? Stand'ſt our? 
Tit. No Cains Martins, 
Tleleane upon one Crutch,and fight with tother; 
Ere ſtay bchinde this Buſincſle. 
Men. Oh truc-bred. 
Sex. Your company to'th'Capitoll, where I know 
Our greate(t Friendsattend vs. 
Tit. Lead y ou on: Follow Comnizs, we muſt followe 
you,right worthy you Priority. 
{*om. Noble Martins. 
Sen, Hence to your homes,be 
HMear. Nay Ict them tollow, 
The Volccs have mucl; Corne:take theſe Rats thither, 
To gnaw their Garners. Worſhipfull Mutiners, 
Your valour puts well forth:Pray follow. E xennt. 

Citizens ſteale away. Manent Sic, Brutus. 

Sicin. Was cver man fo proud as is this Martins? 

Bru. He hasno cquall. 

Sic, When we were choſen Tribunes for the people. 

Bru, Mark'd you his lip and eycs. 

Sic. Nay,but his taunts» 

Bru, Being mov*dhe will nor ſpare togird the Gods. 

Sic. Bemocke the modeſt Moone, 

Bru.The preſent Warres devoure hiwyhe is growne 
Too proud to be ſo valiant. 

Sicin. Such a Nature,tickled with good ſucceſſe,diſ- 
daines the ſhadow which he treads on at noone, bnt I do 
wonder , his inſolence can brooke tobe commanded un- 
der Cominus? 

Zr. Fame,at the which he aymes, 
In whom already he 1s well grac*d,cannot 


he 


—  — 


| | Better he held,nor moreattain'd then by 


| 


A place below the firſt:for what miſcarrics 
Shall be the Generals faule,though he pertorme 
Toth'vrmoſt of a man,and giddy cenlure 
Willthencry out of CAartins:Oh, if he 
Had borne the buſineſſe. 

Sic. Beſides, if things gowell; 
Opinion that ſo ſtickes on Afertin:,ſhall 
Of his demerits rob Cominizs, 

Brs#. Comc:haltcall Commins Honors are to Martms 
Though Aertins carn'd them not:and all his faults 
To artins ſhall be Honors,though indeed 
In ought he meritnot. 

Sic. Let's hence, and heate 
How the diſpatch is made,and in what faſhion 
More then his {ingularity,he goes 
Vpon this preſent Actions 

Bre. Let's alongs Exeun, 


Enter T ullus Anffidins with Senators of Corielus. 


I. Sen. So,your opinion is Huffidmms. 
That they of Rome _ —_ in our Ord 
And krow how we proccede, 
Auf. Is it not yours? 
What cver bath bin thought one in this Stare | 
That could be brought to bodily aftzcre Rome 
Had circumuention:tis notfoure dayes gone 
Since I heard thence,theſe acethe words, I thinke 
I have the Letter heere:yes,heere it 1s; 
They have prcſt a power,but it is not knowne 
Whether for Eaſt or Welt:the Death is great, 
The people Mutinous:And it is —— 
( ommins, Martins your old Enemy 


(Who is of Rome worſe hated then of you) 
And Titus Lartizs,a moſt valiant Ron:an, 
Theſe thiceleade on this Preparation 
Whether tis bent:melt likely,tis for you: 
Cunſider of it. 
I. Sex Our Armic's in the Ficld: 
We ner yet made doubt but Rome was ready 
Toantwer us. 
eAwuf. Nor did yon thinke it folly, 
To kcepe your great pretences vay I'd, till when * 
They needs mutt ſhew themſcdves,which in che hatching 
It ſe:m'd appcar'dto Rome. By the diſcovery, 
We ſhaii be ſhorrned mm our ayme, which was 
Torake in many Townesgre ( almoſt) Rome 
Should know wv e were a-foot, 
2. Sen, Noble Anſfidins, 
Take your commiſſion, hye you to your Bands, 
Let usalone to guard Coriolas . | 
If they ſetdowne before's: for the remove | 
Bring up your Ariny:but(Ithinke)ycu'l tinde | 
Tlihave not prepar'd for us. | 
Arxf. O doubr notthat, 
I ſpeake from Certainties. Nay more, 
Some parcels of their Power are forth atrcady, 
And onely hicherward. 1 leave your Honors. 
If we, and Cains Martins chance to meerte, 
Tis ſworne betweene us,we ſhall cvcr ſtrike 
Tiil one can do no more. 
All. The Godsaſsiſt you, 
Amf. And keepe your Honors fafc. | 
I. Sen. Farewell. 
2. Sen, Farewell, | 
eAl. Farcwell. 


em 
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Enter Volumnia and Vw gilza, mother and wife to Martins: 
They ſet them downe on rwo lowe ftovles and ſowe, 


Uols. I pray you davghter ſings or exprefſe your (rife 
in Rm - : If my Some wen ay ties 
band, [ ſhould freelier rejoyce in that abſence wherein he 
wonne Honor , then in the embracements of his Bed, 
where he would ſhew molt love. W hen yet hee was but 
tender-bodied, and the,onely Sonne of my womb ; when 
youth wich comelineſſe pluck'd all gaze his way ; when 
for a day of Kings entreatics,a Mother ſhould nor felt him 
an houre from her beholdinz, 1 conſidering how Honour 
would b:come ſuch a perſon , that it was no better then 
Piturelike tohang by th'wall , if renowne made it not 
ſtirre, was pleas'd to let him ſeeke danger,where he was 
like to finde fame : Toa crucll Warre 1 ſent him , from 
whence he return'd, his browes bound with —_ Ltell 
thee Daughter , I ſprangnot more in joy at xaring 
he was a Man-child , then now in fir{t tecing he had pro» 
ved himſcife a man. 


Volum Then his good report ſhould have beene my 
Sonne, 1 therein woud have found iflue. Heare me 'pro- 
felle ſincerely , had I a dozen ſons each in my lovealike, 
and none lefle deere then thine , and my CAartins, | 
had rather had eleven dye Nobly tortheir Countrey,then 
one voluptuouſly ſurfer out of Action. 

Emer a Gemilewoman. 

Gem, Madam,the Lady Yatersa is come to viſit you. 
Virg. Beſeech you give me leave torctire my felfcs 
Valum. Indeed you thall not; 

Me thinkes,I heare hither ycur Husbands Drumme: 
See him plucke Auffidins downe by th'haire: 
(Aschildren from a Beare)the Velces (hunning him: 
Me think 3,1 fee him ſtampe thus,and call thus, 
Come on you Cowards,you were got in frarc 
Though you were borne in Rome; his bloody brow 
With his mail'd hand, then wiping,forth he goes 
Like to a Harveſt man,thats task'd to mowe 

Orall, or looſe his byre. | 

_— bloody Brow?Oh Iupiter,no blood. 
Uolum, Away you Foole;it more becomes a wan 
Then gilt his Trophy.The breſts of Heembe 

When ſhe did ſuckle Hefer, look'd not lovelicr 
Then Heftors forhead,when ir {pit forth blood 

At Grecian ſwordes Contend.ng-tell Yak re 


Weare fitto bid her welcome. Exit Gent, 
Vi. Heavens bleſſe my Lord from fell «4 «ffidins. 
Vol. Hee'l beat Aw head below his knee, 

And treade upon his necke. 

Emter Valeria with an Uſper,and 4 Gentlewoman. 

Vat. My Ladies both tQ you. 
Fl. Sweer Madam. OY : 

Vir. I am glad to ſee your Ladyſhip, | 

Val. _ do ———— y_ es houſe-kee- 
pers. What are you {owing ? A tine ſpotte in 
' fach. How does your little Sonne? my 

Vs. br y.s rn aber good Madam. 

Vol. He jbad rather ſeethe (words, and heare 8 Drum, 
thenlooke upon his Schoolmalter, | 

Val, <ndy —— — 
very pretty boy, A my troth, I laok'd upon him a Wenſ- 

Gy balfe an houre together : ha's ſuch a confirm'd coun» 


— 


—_— — — 


Virg. But had he dicd in the Buſinefſe Madame, how | 
then? | 


| 


| the yearne ſhe ſpun in Ugſſerabſence, did but fill Arbics 


tenance. I ſaw him run after a gilded Burrerfly,and whe? 
he caught he ler ir goagaine, and after ir againe ,and 0” 
ver and over he comes,and up againe:catchr it _ 
whether his fall enrag'd him , or how trwag,he didlo {ct 
his teeth , and rewe it. Oh, warrant how he magumuckt 
It, 
Fel. One on's Fathers moods. 
Vat. Indz<d la, tis a Noble childe. 
Pg. A Cracke Madam. 
Uatl. Come , lay aſide your ſtirchery, I muſt hare you 
play the idle Huſwite with me this after noone. 
VFirg. No(good Madam ) 
I will not out of doores . 
Vat. Nor out of doores? 
Vir. Indecd no, by your patience;lle notover thethre- 
ſhold,till my Lord returne from the Warres. 
Vat. Fye,you confine your ſelfe mutt unreafonadly: 
Come, you muſt go viſit the good Lady thatlyes in, 
Uny. 1 will wiſh her ſpeedy , and viſite her 
with my prayers: but I camot go thither. 
Voluwm. W hy I pray you. | 
Ying. Tis not to fave labour,nor that I want love. 
Val. You wovld be another Penelope : yet they fay , all 


full of Mothes. Come,1 would your Cambrick were fen- 

ſible as your finger , that you might kave pricking it for 

pitty. Come you (ha'l go with as. 

. Fog: No good Madam, pardon me, indeed I will not 
oorth. 

Uat. Intruth la go with me, and Hetell you excellenc 
uewes of your Husband. | 

Vir. Oh good Madam,there can benone yer. 

Vat. Verily Ido not icſt with yourthere came newes 
from him laſt nighe. 

I's. Indeed Madam. 

Val. In came\t it's true ;I heard # Senatour ſpeake it. 
Thus it is:the Volcies have an Army forth, againſt whom 
Comin the Generaltis gone , with one payt of our Ro- 
mane power. Your Lord, and Tirws E£@tx,arc ſet down 
beture their City Caviolws, they nothing doubrprevai- 
ling,and to make it breefe Warres. Vhis 1s true on-mine 
Honor,and {o I pray go with us. 

Vir. Give me excuſe good Madame,l will obey you in 
every thing heercafrer. 

Vol. Let her alone Lady,as ſhe is now: 
She will bur difeafe our better mirth. © 

Val. lntrothTI thinke — Lady 
Fare you well then. Come weet - 

Prythee YVirgilie turne thy ſolemneſſe out a doore, 
And go along with us. 

Virg. No 

At a word Madam;Indeed I muſt not, 
I wiſh you much mirth. 
Val. Well,then farewell. Exeum Ladies. 


Emer Martins, Titns Lartins with Drumme and Co. 
lewrr,with (optaines and Soldiers, as 
before the City (orvabrer-10 ther 


A Wager they have mer. [ 


Lar. My horſc to yours,no, 
Mar. Tis done. 
La. Agreed. 


i 


D—— 


Lad 


T he Tragedyiof Conolanus. 


CAMar. Say,ha'sour Generall metthe Enemy? 
- CHMeſſ. They lye in viewgbut have not ſpoke as yet. 
Lart. $o,the good Horſe is mince. 
Mart. Ile buy him of you. ; 
: Lart. Noglle not ſel,nor give him:Lend you him I wil 
For halfe a hundred yeares; Summon the Towne, 
Har. How farre off lie theſe Armies? 
Meſſ. Within this mile and halte. 
 _ Mar. Then ſhall we heag$their Larum,& they Ours. 
Now Mars, F prythce mak us quicke in worke, 
That we with ſmoaking {words may marchfrom hence 
To helpe our ficided Friends. Come,blow thy blaſt- 


They Sound a P arley: Enter two Senators with others on 
the Walles of Corialns. | 

T witns Aruffidins, is he within your Walles? 

1-Senat.No,nor a man that feares you lefle then he, 
Thar's lefler then alittle: Drum a farre off. 
Hearke,our Drummes 
Are bringing forth our youth: Wcee'l breake our Walles 
Rather then they ſhall pound us up our Gates, 
Which yet ſceme ſhut , we have but pin'd with Ruſhes, 
They'le open of themſelves. Harke you,farre off 
There is Avffidiws. Liſt what worke he makes 
Among'(t your cloven Army. 

MaxOltthey areatit_. 

Lar. Their noiſe be our inſtrution. Ladders hoa. 


; Enter the eArmy of the Volees. 

Car, They feare us not, but iſſue for*h their City, 
No put your Shields before your hearts,and fighr 
With hearts more proofe theri Shields, 

Advance brave Tits, 
* They do difdaine us much beyond our Thoughts, 
Which maks me ſweat with wrath.Come on my follows 
He that retires, Ile rake him for a Yoſce, 
And hc ſhall fecle mine edge. 
Alarum,the Romans are beat back to their Trenches 
Emer Martins (ur ſing. 

Har. All the contagion of the South,light on-you, 
You-ſhames of Rome:you Heard of Byles and Plagues 
Plaiſter you o're,that you may be abhorrx'd 
Farther then ſeenc, and one infect another 
Againſt the Windea mile : you ſoules of Geeſe, 

That beare the ſhapes of men,how have you run 


From Slav Apes would beatezPlwro and Hell, 
All hurt bchiMe,backes red,and faces 
With fiight and agued feare,mend home, 


Or by the fires of heaven,lle leave the Foe, 
And make my Warres on you: Looke too't;:Come on, 
If you'l ſtand faſt,wee'l beate them totheir Wives, 
Asthey us to our Trenches followed. 
' eAmother Alarum,and /A1artins follewes them to 
gates,and is ſhut in, 
So,now the gates are ope:now prove good Seconds, 
Tis for the followers, Fortune widens them, 
Notfor the flycrs:Marke me,and do the like. 
Emer the Gates, 
I.Sol. Foole-hardinede,not 1. 
2.Sc/.Nor I. 
I. Sol. Sec they have ſhut himin. Alerwm continues 
eAll,To th'potI warrant him. Emer Titns Lartins. 
Tit. What is become of Martins? 
Ak. Slaine(Sir)doubtleſle. | 
1.So!. Following the Flyers at the very heeles, 


| 


-— — 


— —— 


With them heenters:who upon the ſodaine 
Clapt to their Gates he is himſclfe along 
Toan{wer all the City. 

Lar. Oh Noble Fellow! 
Who ſenſibly out-dares his ſenceleſſe Sword, 
And when it bowes,ltand'ſt up: Thou art Icft CMarring, 
A Carbuncle intire:as bigasthou art 
Weare not ſo rich a Iewell. Thou was't a Souldier 
Evento Calves wiſh,not fierce and terrible 
Onely in {trokes,but with thy grim lookes;and 
The Thunder-like percuſſion of thy ſounds 
Thou mad'ſt thine enemies ſhake, as if the World 
Were teavourous,and did tremble. 


Emer Martins bleeding aſſaulted by the Eneny, 
I.Sol. Looke Sir. 
Lar. O tis CH Arting. 
Ler's fetch him off,or make _— C 
T all enter the City, 
Emer certaine Pn or [poileg. f 
I.Rom. This will 1 carry to Rowe. 
2.Rom. And I this, 
3-Kom. A Murrain on't,I tooke this for Silver. Exe, 
Alarum continues ſlill a. farre of. 
Emer Martins,and Titus with a T rumper. 
© Mar. Sce heere thele movers, that do prize their hours 
Ata crak'd Drachme:Cuſhions, Leaden Spoones, 


| Irons of a Doit, Dublers that Hangmen would 


Bury with thoſe that wore them. Theſe bale flaves, 
Erc yet the tight be done, packe up,downe with them, 
And harke,w hat noiſc the General! makes; Tobim 
There is the man of my ſoules hate, 4»ffiding, 

Piercing our Romanes: Then Valiant 7 its take 
Convenxtit Numbersto make good the City, 

Whil't | withthoſe that have the ſpirit, will haffe 


To helpe Commune, 


Le. Worthy Sir,thou bleed'ſt, | 
Thy exerciſc hath bin too violent, | 


For a ſecond courſe of Fight. 

aan, cor | 
My worke hath yet not warm'd me. Fare you well. 
The blood I drop, is rather Phyſicall 
Then dangerous tome. To Azffidizs thus,I willa 

Lar.Now the faire Goddefic Fortune, ( 
Fall deepe in love with thee,and her greatcharmes 
Miſguide thy Oppoſers ſwords, Bold Gentlkman. 
Proſperity be thy Page, 

_Y by =_ ® | 

Thent placeth highcſt:So farewell, | 

Lar.Thou worthicſt Martins, | 


hght. 


Go ſound thy Trumpet inthe Market place, 


Call thither all the Oiliicers a'ch'Towne, | 
W here they ſhall know our minde. Away. E xeunt. | 
Enter Convinins as it were inretire with ſoldiers. | 
(ome. Breath you my friends,wel fought, we arc come 
Like Romans,neither in our ſtands, (eft, | 
Nor Cowardly in retire:Beleeve me Sirs, | 
We hall be charg'd againe. W hiles we haveſtrooke | 
By interims and conveying guſts, we have heard | 
The Charges of our Friends. The Roman Gods, | 
Leade their ſuccefſes.as we wiſh our owne, | 
That both our powers, with ſmiling Fronts encountring, 
May give you thanktull Sacrifice. Thy Newes? 
Emer a Meſſenger . | 
Mef. The Citizens of Coriels3 have yſſued, | 
And given to Lartzus and to Martins Battaile: | 


' 
| 
' 


I (aw 


—_ 


OO” IF OI I. 


| The Tragedy of Coriolanus. 
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I fa our party tetheir Trenbhes driven, 
And then 1 came away. 
Cons. Though thou ſpeakeſt truth, 
Me thinkes thou ſpeak'{t not well. How long is't ſince? 
Aeſ. Abovean boure,my Lord. 
Com, Tis not a mile:bricſ{cly we heardtheir drummes. 
How could'ſt thou ina mile confound an houre, 
And bring thy Newes folate? 
AMeſ. Spies of the Volces 
Held me in chace,that I was forc'd to wheels 
Three or foure miles about,elſe bad I fir 
Halfe an houre ſince brought my report. 


Enter (Martins, 
Com, Whoſe yonder, 
That doe's appeare as he were Flead?O Gods, 
He has the {tampe of Marnasand I have 
Before time ſeene him thus. 
Mar. Come I too late? 
{ em. The Shepherd knowesnot Thunder fro a Taber, 
More then I know the ſound of Martins Tongue 
From every meaner man. 
Mar. Comel tco (ate? 
Com. 1, if you come not in the blood of others, 
But mantied in your owne. 
Mar. Oh/let me clip ye 
I Armes as ſound,as when I woo'd in heart; 
As merry,as when our Nuptiall day was done, 
And Tapers burnt to Bedward. 
(em Flower of Warriors,how i'c with Titus Lartins 
Mar. As with a man buſicd about Decrees: 
Condemning ſome to death,and ſome to exile, 
Ranſoming him,or pittying,threatning th other; 
Holding Corselus tn the name of Rome, 
Even like a fawning Grey-hound in the Leaſh, 
| Tolet him ſhip at will. 
| Com. Whereis that Slave, 
Which told me they had beate youte your Tienches? 
| Where is he? Call him huther. 
 Mar.Let himalone, 
He did i forme the truth : but for our Gentlemen, 
' The common filey(a plagues Tribunes tor them) 
| The Moule ne're ſhunn'd the Cat,as they did budge 
| From Raſcals worſethen they. 
| Com. But how preyail'd you? 
Mar. Will the tine ſerve totell, I do not thinke: 
| Where is the enemy? Are you Lords a th' Field? 
| Ifnot,why ceaſe you till you are (0? 
| Com, Martins, we have at diſadvantage fought, 
| Ard did retyre to win our propoſe. 
| UM, How lics their Batteil? Know you on w hat fide 
| They have plac'd their men of cruſt? 
| | Com, AslI gueſſe Martins, 
| Their Bands th Vaward are the Antients 
| Of their beſt reult:O're them Aufſdens, 
Their vcry hcart of Hope. 
| Mar, I do beſeech you, 
| By all the Battailes wherein we have fought, 
' By th'Blood we have ſhed together, 
| By th'Vowes we have made 
| Toendure Friends,that you directly fer me 
| Againſt A» fidrr,and his eAwiers, 
| Andthat you nax delay the preſent (bur 
' Filling the aire with Swords advanc'd)and Darts, 
| Weprove this yery houre. 
| (ow. Thoughli could wiſh, 


; 


— — 


: 


*— 


| 


| Wrench up thy power to ti/ higheſt, 


You were conducted toa gentle Bath, 
And Balmes applycd to you,yetdare [ never 
Deny your asking,take your choice of thoſe 
Thar beſt canayde your a&ion. 
Mar. Thole are they 
Thar moſt are wiking;it any ſuch be heere; 
(As it were finne to doubr)that love this painting 
Whercin you fee me {mear'd,if any feaie 
Leflen his perſon,then an i!l report: 
It any thinke, brave death out-weighes bad bfe, 
And that his Countrics decrer then himkelfe, 
Let him alone: Or fo manyſo minded, 
Wave thustoexpreſle his diſpoſition, 
And follow Maris. 
They all fout and wave their ſwords take hins up in their 
Armes,and caſt up their Caps. 


Oh me alone,make you a {word of me: 


If theſe ſhewes be not outward which of you 


But is foure Yolcei?None of youu, but is 
Adle to beare againit the great Anffidius 


A<hiels, as hard as his. A certaine number 
(Though thankes co all)maſt I ſeleRifrom all; 
Thereſt ſhall beare the bulineſſe in ſome other fight 
(As caule will be obcy'd:)pleaſe youto Martch, 
And toure ſhall quickly draw out my Command, 
Which men are beit inclin'd. 
Cons. Martch on my Fellowes: 
Make good this oſtentation,and you ſhall 
Divide in all, a uhus. Exeunt. 
Tutns Lartins , baving ſet a guard upon C oriolus , going with 
Drum and Trumpet toward Commins, and ( #ius HMar- 
tins, Enters with a Lieutenant , other Souldwxrs ,\ and 4 
Scoat. 


Lar. Soylet the Ports be guarded;keepe your Duties 
As | bave er thein downe. If 1 doſend, ditpatch. 
Thoſe Ceaturies to our ayd,thereſt will ſerve 
For a ſhorr holding,if we looſe the Field, 
We cannot keepe ihe Towne, 
Lies. Feare not Our care Sirs 
Le. Hence;and (hut your gates upou/s: : 
Our Guider coine,to th'Roaman Campe condudt us. Fit, 
eAlarnm 4; in Battasle, 


Enter Martins and Auffidins at ſeverall doores, 
Mar. Ile fight with none bur thee, for I do hace thee 
Worle thena Promiſe-breaker. 
Anf. We hate alike: 
Not Aﬀeike ownes a Serpent | abhorre 
More then thy Fane and Enuy: Fix thy foor. 
Mar. Let the tirlt Budger dye the others Slave, 
And the Gods doome hima#ter. 
Anf. If I ve AMartins, hollow me live a Hare, 
Mer. Within theſe three houres Twutns 
Alone I fought in your Corra/ng wales, 
And m3de what worke [ pleas'd:Tis not my blood, 
Whereinthou ſceſt me maskt,tor thy Revenge 


*Anuf. Wer'tthou the Heflor, 
That was the whip of your bragg'd Progeny, 
Thou ſhould'lt not {cape me hecere, 
Heere they þ+ 
Auſſd 
Oihcious and nor valiant, you have ſham'd me 
In your condemued Seconds, 


—— —_ —_—_— 
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2be, and cortaine Volces come in the ayde of | 
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. Alartixes fights tl they be driven is breatbles, ' 
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Flonriſh. Alerum. «A Retreat 61 ſounded. Enter at 
one Doore Coomins with the R,omanes : At 
another Doore Mar tins with his 
Armeimna Scare. 


(om. 1f I ſhouldtell thee o'rethis thy dayes Worke, 
Thou't not beleeve thy deeds:but He report 1t, 
Where Senators ſhall mingle tcares with ſmiles, 


| Where great Patricians ſhall attend,and ſhrug, 


I'ch'end admire:where Ladies ſhall be frighted, 

And gladly quak'd,hearc more : where the dull Tribun*s, 
That with the fuſty Flcbeans, hate thine Honors, 

Shall ſay againſt their hearts,We thanke the Gods 

Our Rome hath ſucha Souldier. 

Yet cam'ſt thou to a Morlſcil of this Feaſt, 

Havingfully din'd before, 


Enter Titns with bis Power from the Purſuit, 


Titus Lartins, Oh Generall: 
Here is the Steed, wee the Capariſon: 
Hadſt thou behold 
Car. Pray now,no more: 
My Mother,who ha's a Charter to extoll her Bloud, 
When ſhe do's praiſe me,grieves me: 
I have done as you have done,that's what Ican, 
Induc'd as you have becne,that's for my Countrey: 
He that ha's buteffeRed his good will, 
Hath overta'ne mine AR. 
Com. Y ou ſhall not be the Grave of your deſerving, 
Rome mult know the value of her owne: 
Twere a Conccalement worſe then a Theft, 
No lefle then a Traducement, 
To hide your doings,ard to ſilence that, 
Which to the ſpire,and top of praiſes vouch'd, 
Would feeme but modeſt:thereto'e I beſcech you, 
In figne of what youare,not toreward 
W hat you have done, before our Army heare me. 
Mar. I have ſore Wounds upon me,and they ſmart 
To heare themſelves remembred. 
Com. Should they not: 
Well-anght they teſter *gainſt Ingratituce, 
And tent themſclves with death.ct all the Horſes, 
Whereof we have ta'ne good, and good ſtore of all, 
The Threaſure in this field atchieved,and City, 
We render youthe Tenthyto be ta'ne forth, - 
Before the common diltr1bution, 
Ar your onely choiſe, 
Mar. I thanke you General]: 
But cannot make my heart conſent totake 
A Bribe,to pay my Sword:1 doe refulc it, 
And ſtand upon my common part with thoſe, 
That have bche!d the doing. 


A long flouriſh. They altery, Martins, Martins, 
caſt up their Caps and Lawncer.Comvinins 
ana Lartins ſtand bare. 


Ma.May theſe ſame Inſtruments, which you prophane. 
Never ſound more: when Drums and T $ ſhall 
th'ficld prove flatterers,let Cours and Cities be 
Made all of falſe-fac'd ſoothing: 

When Steele growes ſoft,as the Paraſites Silke, 


| Ler him be thade an Overture for th'Warres: 
| No more ſay,for that I have not waſh'd 
f 
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My Noſe that bled,or foyl'd ſome debile Wretch, 

W hich without note, here's many clſc havedone, 
You ſhoot me forth in acclamations hyperbolical!, 
As1t Tlov'd my little ſhould be dict 
Inprayſes,fawc'ſt with Lies. 

(om. Too modeſt are you: 
More cruell to your 00d report,then grateful! 
Tous,that give you truly:by your patience, 

It againſt your elfe you be incens'd,wee'le put you 
(Like one that meanes his proper harme)in Manacles, 
Then reaſon ſafely with you: Therefore beit knowne, 
ASto us,to all the World, That Cains Martians 
Weares this Warres Garland:in token of the which, 
My Noble Steed, knowne tothe Campe,l give him, 
With all his trim belonging;and from this time, 

For what he did before Coriodus,call him, 

With all th'*applauſe and Clamor of the Hoaſt, 


CMarens Cams Cortolanns.Beare thiddition Nobly ever? 


Flonriſh, Trumpets ſound and Drums, 

Ommes, Marcus Cains Coriolanus. 

Mar. I will goe waſh: 
And when my Face is faire,you ſhall perceive 
Whether I bluſh,orno;howbcir,l thanke you. 
| meane to flride your Steed,and at all times 
Tounder-crelſt your good Addition, 
To th'fairencile of my power. 

({ #m. So,to our Tent: 
\V herecre we doe repoſe us, we will write 
To Rome of our ſucceſſe:you Titxs Lotins 


Muſt to (orielvs backe,fend us to Rome 


The belt, with whom we may articulate, 
For their owne good,and ours. 
Lav. i ſhall, my Lord, 
Mar. The Gods begin to mocke me: 
I thatnow refus'd moſt Princely gifts, 
Am bound to begge of my Lord General. 
Com. Tak't,tis yours: what is't? n 
CAar. I lomerime lay here in Coriolss, 
At a poore mans houſe-he us'd me kindly, 
He cry'dto me:I ſaw him Priſoner: 
But then Asffidins was witbin my view, 
And Wrath o're-whelm'd my pitty:1 requeſt you 
To give my poore Hoſt freedome. 
Com, Oh well begg'd: 
Were herhc Butcher of my Sonne,he ſhould 
Be free,as isthe Winde:deliver him, T wr. 
Lot. «Martine his Name. 
Adar. By Inupiter forgot: 
I am weary,yca my memory is tyr'd- 
Have we no Wine here? 
_ on weto our Tent: 
The bloud upon your Vifagedryes,tis time 
ie head be CR. 2 


A flouriſh. (ornets. Enter Tullus « Aufidins 
bloudy ,with two or three Soulduars, 


Exeunt. 


As. The Towneis ta'ne, 
Soul. Twill be deliver'd backe on Condition, 
Amf. Condition? _—_ 
I would I werea Roman, for I cannox, 
Being a Polce,bethat Iam» Condition? 
\ hat good Condition cana Treaty finde 
I'th'part that isat mercy?five times, Afarrine, 
I have fought withrhee;(o often; haſt thou beat 
And would'(t doe ſo,lIthinke,ſhould we encounter 
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And often as we cate. By the Elements, | Give your diſpoſitions the reines, and be angry at your 
If cre againe | meet him beard to beard, pleaſures (at the eat) if you rake itas a pleature to you, | 
He's mine, or I am his : Mine Emulation in being (0; you blame Martins for being proud. 
Hath not that honor in't it had : For where Byrur. We doe it not alone, fir. 
| thought tocruſh him in an equall Force, | Cen. Thnow youcandoe very lictle alone, for your 
True Sword to Sword : Ile potche at him ſome way, | helpes are many, or elſe your ations would grow won- 
Or wrath, or Craft may get him. drous fingle : your abilities are too Infant-like, for doing 
Sol. He's the divell. much alone. Y ou tatke ct Pride: Oh,that you could turne 
Auf.Bolder, though not ſo ſubtle:my valors poiſon'd, | your cyes toward the Napes of your neckes, and make 
Wich onely ſuffring ſtaine by him : for him but an interiour ſurvey of your good ſelves.Oh that you 
Shall ye out of it felfe, nor \leepe; nor fanfuary, could! | | 
Being naked, ficke ; nor Phane, nor Capitoll, Both, What then, fir? | 
The Prayers of Prieſts, nor times of Sacrifice : Hen. Why then you ſhould diſcovera brace of un- 
Embarquements all of Fury, ſhall lifr up . mac" wy, v10leart,telty Magittrates (alias Fooles ) 
heir rotten Priveledge,and Cuſtome 'gain aSany in Rome. 
Yn hate to Martins. Where I finde | nun ti it Sicin, Menening, you are knowne well enoughtoo. | 
| At home, upon my brothers Guard, even there eAMen. Iam knowne to be 2 humorous Patritian,and 
| Againſt the hoſpitable Canon, would [ one that loves a cup of hot Wine, withnot a drop of alay- 
Waſh my fierce hand in's heart. Goe youroth'City, ing Tiber in't:Said, to be ſomething impertect in favor | 
| Learne how 'tis beld, and what they are that mult ring the firſt complaint, haſty and Tinder-like upon, to 
| Be Hoſtages for Rome. eriviall motion: Oneztbat converſes more with the But- 
| Sol. Will not you goe? rocke of the night,then with the forchead of the mor- | 
Auf. 1 am attended at the Cyprus grove. Ipray you | ning. What: I thinke, utter, and ſpend my malice in my 
(Tis South the City Mils) bring me word thither breath. Mecting two ſuch Weales men as you are (1 can- 
How the world goes : that to the pace of ic not call your Licwrguſſes)it the drinke you give me,rouch 
I may ſpurre on my journey» my Palat adve1 fly, I makea crooked face at it. I can ſay, 
Sel; I (hall fir. your Worſhippes have deliver'd the matter well, when 
I findethe Afſe in compound, with the Major part of 
— _ — —— | yourſyllabkes. And though 1 awlt be content to beare 
with thoſe,that ſay you are reverend grave, yet they lye 


; deadly, 'thar tell you have good faces; if you ſee this in 
Atus Secun dus . | the Map of my Microcoline Gallows it that Iam known 
>. well enough too ? What harme can your beeſome Con- 
= {peRuiries gleanc out of this Charracter, if I be knowne 
Enter Meneniue with the rwo Tribunes of the well enough roo? 
| people, Sicinins & Brutus. Bi Come fir come, we know you wll enough. 
| ' Men, You know neither me, your ſelves, nor any 
Men, The Augurer tels 'me, we ſhall have Newes to | thing + youare ambirious, for poore knaves cappesand 


_— 


— — 
—_— —_— m—— — - 


—_— ”—_——— 


nighe. legges: you weare outa good wholeſome Forenoone, in | 
| Bru. Good or bad? hearing a cauſe betweene an Orendge wife,and a Forſet- 
| Men, Not according to the prayer of the people, for | ſeller, andthen rej the Controverſie of three-pence 
they love not Martiz. toa (heond day of udience. When you are hearing a 
Sicin. Nature teaches Beaſts to know their friends. | matter betweene party and party, it you chance > 4 
Men, Pray you, whodoes the Wolfe love ? pinch'd withthe Collicke: you make faces like Mum- 
Sicin. The Lambe. £ mers,1{& ypthe bloody rggrogen all Parience, and 
Men. I, todevour him,as the hungry Plebeians inroaring for a Chamber-por, dilmiſle! the Controverſic 
the Noble Martine. bleeding, the more” intangled by your hearing : All the 
Bru. He's a Lambe indeed, that baes like a Beare. peace you make intheir Cauſe, is calling boththe parties | 


Men. He'sa Beare indeed, that lives like a Lambe. Knaves.' You arc a payre of ſtrange ones. 
You twoare old men, tell me one thing that I Challaske | Brw. Come, come are well underſtood to be a 


YOU. perfe&er gyber forthe Table, thena neceſſary Bencher 
Both, Well fir. inthe > qavers 
Mes.1n what enormity is Martins poore in,that you | Aden, very Prieſts muſt become Mockers, if they | 

two have not in abundance ? | ſhall encounter ſuch'ridiculous Subjes as youare,when |} 
Bru. He's poore in noone fault, but ot'd withall. you ſpeake beſt unto the purpoſe. Ir is not worth the | 
Sicin, Eſpecially in Pride. wagging of your Beards, and your Rexrds deſervenot ſo 
Bru. And toppingall others in boaſt. honorable a grave, asto ſtuffea Botchcrs Cuſhion, orto 

| Men, This is ſtrange now : Doe you two know, how | be intomb'd in an Aſſes Packe-ſaddle ; yet you mult bee 

you are cenſured here 1n the City, I meane of us a'theighe Ing, Metis is proud ; whoin a cheapeeltimation,is 

hand File, doe you ? ET worth all your predeceſſors, fince D though per- | 
Both, Why ? howare we cenſur'd ? | adventure ſome of che helt of 'ema were hereditary hang- | 
Men. Becauſe you talke of Pridenow, will younot | men. God dentro your Worſhips,more of your conver- 

de angry? ation would infet my braine, being the Heardſ/men of 
Botb, Well, well fir, well. | the Beaſtly Plebetans. I will be boldto take my leave of 
Men,Why tis no great matter ; for a very little theefe | you, 

& Occaſion, will rob yov of a great deale of Patience : Brutus, and Sicinina. Aſide. 
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The Tragedy 


— 


Enter Volummia,and Valeria. 


How now (my as faireas Noble JLadyes, and the Moone 
were ſhe Earthly, no Nobler ; whithcr doe you follow 
your Eycs fo faſt ? 

Volum, Honorable Menenins,ray Boy Martins appre- 
ches: tor the love of Iwo lct's goe. 

HMenen. Ha? Martins comming home? 

Volum. 1, worthy Menenins,and with moſt proſperous 
approbation, 

Menen., Take my Cappe Jupiter, and I thanke thee : 
hoo, Aartivs comming hume ? 

2. Ladies, Nay, tis true- 

Volum. Looke, here's a Letter from him, the State hath 
another, his Witc another, and(l thinke) there's une at 
home for you- 

Menen. 1 will make my very houſe reele to night ; 

A Letter for me ? 

Virgil. Yes certaine, there's a Letter for you, I ſaw't, 

Menen. A Letter for me ? it gives me an Eſtate of (e- 
ven yeeres health ; in which time, I will make a Lippe at 
the Phyſician: The molt ſoveraigne Preſcription in Gale, 
is but Emperickqutique ; and to this Preſervative, of no 
better report then a Horſe-drench. Is he not wounded ? 
he was wont to come home wounded? 

Uirei. Oh no, no, no, 

Uolzm, Oh, he is wounded, Ithanke the gods for't. 

Menes, So doe Ltoo, ifit be not too much: bringsa 
ViRoric in his Pocket ? the wounds become him. 

Volum. On's Browes : Menenins, he comes the third 
time home with the Oaken Garland . 

CMenen. Ha's he diſciplin'd Awffidiws ſoundly ? 

Volum. Tit Lartins writes,they fought rogether,but 
Auffidsus got off. 'Y wv 

Menen, And*twas time for him tco, Te warrant bim 
that: and he had ſtay'd by him, I wold not havebeene fo 
fiddious'd, for all the Cheſts in Coriolus, and the Gold 
that'sinthcm. Is the Senate poſſeſt of this ? 

Velum. Good Ladics let's goe, Yes , yes, yes: The 
Senate ha's Letters from the Generall, wherein he gives 
my Sonne the whole Name of the Warre:he hath in this 
action out-done his former deeds doubly. ' 

Uater. In troth, there's wondrous thingsſpoke of him. 

Menen. Wondrous ; I, I warrant you, and not wich- 
out his true purchaſing. 

4c ne The guds grant them true, 

Jolam, True? pow waws | 

Mene. True ? lebe ſworne they are true + where is 
he wounded,God fave your good Worſhips? IMharriw 
is comming home : he ha's more cauſe to be. prowd : 
where is he wounded ? 

Uoluns. Ith' Shoulder, and ith'left Arme:there will be 
large Cicatrices to ſhew the People, when he (hall ſtant] 
for his place : he received in the repulſe of Targuin ſeven 
hurts ith'Body. , 

IMen.One ith*Necke, and two ith'Thigh, there's nine 
that I know, : 

Uelum. He had, before this laſt Expedition, twenty 
five Wounds upon him. F 

Men, Now it's twenty ſeven ; every gaſh was an E- 
nemics Grave, Hearke, the Trumpets.  . 

eA ſbowt, and Floursſh. 
| Uolum. Theſe arethe V ſhers of Martine : 
Before him, he carryes Noyle 
And behinde him, he leaves Teares: 


_— 


of Coriolanus. 


Death, that darke Spirit, in's nervy Arme doth lye, 
W hich being advanc'd, declines, and then men dye, 


ef Sonet, Trumpets ſoxnd. 
Enter Commins the G enerall, and Titus Lartiax : between | 
them Coriolanus,crown'dwith a» Oaken 
Garland, with ( aptaines and Soul- 
diert, and a Herauld. 
Hera. Know Rome, that all alone Martine did fight 
Within Coriolus Gates : where he hath wonne, 
With Fame, a Name to Martins Caine : | 
Theſe in honor followes CAartins Cairns, Coriolanu, 
Yr elcometo Rome, renowned Corio/anw. 
Sound, Flowriſh . 
All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanw, 
Cori, No moreof this, it does offend my heart ; pray 
now no more. , 
Com. Looke, Sir, your Mother. 
Corio, Oh ! you have, I know, petition'd all the gods 
tor my proſperity. Kneeles. 
Volum. Nay, my good Souldier, up : 
My gentle CAZarns, worthy (ains, 
And by deed-etchieving Honor newly nam'd, 
Wharis it ( Coriolanxs) mult I call thee ? 
But oh, thy Wife. 
Corio. My gracious ſilence, haylc : 
Would'lt thou have laugh'd,hid I come Cojhn'd home, 
That weep'ſt to ſee metriumph ? Ah my deare, 
Such eyes the Widowes in Coriolus weare, 
And Mothers that lacke Sonnes. 
Cen, Now the gods Crowne thee. 
Com. Andlive you yet ? Oh my ſweet Lady, pardon, 
Yo/um. 1 know not where to turne. 
Oh welcome home: and welcome Generall, 
And y'are welcomeall. 
len. A hundred thouſand Welcomes ; 
I could weepe, and I could laugh, 
I am light, and heavy ; welcome : 
A Curie begmat very rooton's heart, 
That is nor glad to fee thee. 
You arethree, that Rome ſhould dote on : 
Yetby the faich of men, we tave 
Some ald Crab-trees here at home, 
That will not be grafted to your Reliſh. 
Yet welcome Warriors ; 
We call a Nettle, but a Nettle ; 4 
Ang the faults of fooles, but folly. 
Com, Ever right. 
Cor, Aenenias, ever, ever. 
Hera. Give way there, and goe on. 
Cor. Your Hand, and yours ? 
Ere in our owne houſe I doe ſhade my head, 
The good Patricians muſt be viſited, 
From whom I have receiv'd not onely greetings, 
But with them, c of honors. 
Volum. I haycli 
To ſee inherited my very Wiſhes, 
And the Buildings of my Fancy : 
there's one wanting, 
Which (1 doubt not) but our Rome 
Will caſt upon thee. 
Cor. Know, good Mother, 
I had rather be their ſervant in wy way, 
Ten ſway with them in theirs. 
Cow. On, to the Capitoll, Flowih, Corn 


E #exnt in State, as before- 
En 
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NOS | | 
To kindle their dry Stubble : and their Bla | 
Enter Brmtns and Sicimas. Shall darken rob = =" 
Brs. All tongues ſpeake of him, and the bleared ſights | 
Are ſpeRacled to ſee him. Your pratling Nurſe : Enter 4 eMeſſenger. | 
Into a rapture lets her Baby cry, Bres, What's the matter ? | 
Her richeſt Lockram *bour her recchy necke,. 'Tis thought, that Afartis ſhall be Conſuil: | 
Clambring the Wallsto eye him : I have {cene the dumbe men throng to{ce him 
Stalls, Balkces, Windowes, are ſinother'd up And the blind to hcare him ſpeak: , 
Leades Hil'd, and Ridges hors'd ; Lad; to hare him ſpeak:Matrons floogGloves, | 
l os : ics and Maids their Scarffes, and Handkerchers, 
With variable Complexions ; all agreeing Vpon him as hepaſs'd :the Nobles bended 
_ _—_— ro — him : wn _— 5 - — Statue, and the Commons made 
preſſe among t r $, Shower, and Thunder, , 
To winne a Pp our vevla ” I never — thelike. IT Woes | 
——_ _ -o \- hite and Damaske =_ Ler's rothe Capitoll, 
| n their, nicely heckes, toth*wanton fpoyle A ith ' oo 
Ot Phabus ds Kiſſes : ſuch a poother, py Bur . — —_— 
As if that whatſoever God, who leades him, Sics, Have with you. * Prem 
Wereſlyly crept into his humane powet's, "IM 
And gave him gracefull poſture. | 
Sic, On the ſuddaine, I warrant him Conſull. Emter two Officers, to lay Cuſhions, as it were, 
. ru. Then our Office may, during his power, goe ” the Capital. 
_ 1. Off. Come,ceme, they are almoſt here: how 
$ici,, He cannot temp'rately tranſport his honors, Rand for Confullbips ? £2 now many 
From where he ſhould begin, and end, but will | 2. Off Th _ ( 4 
Loſe thoſe he hath womne, Of Th, oy En 
| Bru, In that there's comfort. | ooh dyes ” 
Sicle. Doubt not. A _—_ $ - rave fellow:but he's vengeance prowd, 
| The Commoners,for v- hom we ſtand, but they "ag Of. *Faith — 
Vpontheir ancient malice, will forget _ Barter'd th le cene many great men that, 
With the leaſt onto. theſe his new q = _ = uy ,who ne're loved them;and there 
As he is prod to doo't. 0 _ t p Roms y know nor why, they hate upon 
Were he to and for Conſul, never would he obrermaris, (oor net cp_—_—_—te 
Appeare i'th*Market place, nor on him put ble "_ of (f 6 10 TEM i\polition,and out cf his No- 
The Naples Veſture of humility, _ - c _ them plainely fce't. 
Nor ſhewing (as the manner is) his Wounds ON id notcare whether he had their love,or 
Toth'people, cheir linking Breaths. no, he waved indifferently, 'twixt doing them neither 
Sic. 'Tis rioht. | $900, nor harme : but he kcekes their bate with greater 
B red otiongthen =y can render it him;and leaves nothing 
Oh he would miſle it, rather then carry it undone, that oy ully dilcover hiay their oppoſite. Now 
inedy the the dhe Goneryee him, , ro leeme - - ect the malliceand 0 of the Peo- | 
Andthe defire of the'Nobles. a 
Ly" G I * . . = . ” . 
tad hw him bold that pure | 2-Of: He bh deſerved worthily of his Counrey, 
bu Tine etc walks ae one by nba ep eale, wh | 
ec . : pic coustotte People, Bon» 
| '- agg be to him then, as our good wills ; a ſure netted, withour any furcher deed,to have -becgny into # 
Bre. So it maſt fall out ———_— and report: but he hath fo planted bis 
Tohim, or our Authoritics, for an end. for rear : 4, = _— in their hearrs, that } 
| WI | We mult foggeſt the People, in what harred ee ONS] 
| He {hull hath beld them : that to's power he would es dcilice cher be ie ſells On 2s, 
Have made thee Mules. filene'd their Þ werea Mallice,that giving it ſclte the Lye, would plucke | 
| anddifpr 5 Mo Fre J leaders, reproofe and rebuke from every Earethat heard it. 
| ES aa PELIIHN 
— Soule or finle for the world, EIN | 
mels in their Warre, who have their Provand AS the Patrici 7” wa 
Onel for , onnet., Emer Patriciant, and the Th 
For oy ——— — the — _—_ — volanus, Me. Fl 
3. This (asyou ſay) ſuggeſted, | . Bratzs ch, their —_ , o__ 
— ſome time, when his ſoaring inſolence urn vo | 
— ceach the People, which time ſhall not want, ' Men. Having determin'd ofthe Volces 
TA Asto on arrogant, And to ſend for Tims Larties : it remames, | 
- Dogges on Sheepe, will be his fire | Asthe maine Point of this our afcer-meeting, | 
Ent | — | dd 2 G To 
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To gratific his Noble ſervice; that hath 

Thus ſtood for his Country. Therefor pleaſe you, 
Moſt reverend and grave Elders, to deſire 
Thepreſent Conſull, andlaſt Generall, 

In onr weli-found Succeſles, to report 

A little of that worthy Workz, pertorm'd 

By Martins C ains Coriolanus : whom 

We met here, both to thanke, and toremember, 
With honors like himſclfe. 

I. Sen, Speake, good Cominize : | 
Leave nothing,out tor length, and make usthinke 
Rather our ſtates detective for requirail, 

Then we to ſtretch itout. Maſters a'th'Peoplc, 
Wedoe requeſt your kindeſt care : and after 
Your loving motion toward the common Body, 
To yeeld what paſles herc. 

Sicin, We are convented upon a pleaſing Treaty, and 
have hearts inclinable to honor and advance the Theame 
of our Aſſembly. 

Bru. Whichthe rather we ſhall be bleſt to doe, if he 
remember a kinder valuc of the Pcople,then he hath here- 
to priz'd them at. 

Men, That's off, that's off: I would you rather had 
been filent : Pleaſe youto heare Cominius ſpeake ? 

Bru. Moſt _ but yet my Caution was more 
pertinent then the rebuke you give it. 

Men, He loves your People, bnt tye him not to bc 
their Bedfellow : Worthy Commis ſpeake. 

Coriolanu riſes, and offers ts goe away. 
Nay, keepe your place. 

Senat. Sir Coriolanws : ueyer ſhame to heare 
What you have Nobly done. 

Corio. Your honors pardon : 

I had rather have my Wounds to hcale againe, 
Then heare ſay how I got them. 

Brs. Sir, - br my words dis-bench'd you not ? 
= Corio. NoSir : yes oft, 

When blowes have made me ſlay, I fied from words. 
Youſooth'd nor, therctore hurt not ; but your people, 
I love them as they weigh 

Hen, Pray now it downe. 

Corio. I had rather have one ſcratch my Head i'th'Sun, 
Whenthe Alarum were ſtruck, then idly fir | 
To heare my Nothings monſter'd, Exit Coriolanu. 

Men, Maſters of the People, 
Your multiplying Spawne, how can he flatter ? 
That's thouſand to one good one, when you noxy ſee 
He had rather ventureall his Limbes for honor, 
Then on ones Earesto heare it. Procced { omwmins. 

{ ome. I hall lacke voyce : the deeds of Coriolanns 
Sould not be uttcr'd feebly : itis held, 

That Valour is the chicteſt Vertue, And 

Moſt dignifies the haver : if it be, 

The man I ſpeake of, cannot inthe World 

Be ſingly counter-poys'd. Arfixtcene yeeres, 
When 7 &9uix madea Head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the marke of others : our then DiRator, 
Whom with all praiſe Ipoint ar, ſaw him fight, 
When with his Amazonian Shinne he drove 

The brizled Lippes before him : he beſtrid 

An o're-preſt Roman,andith'Conſuls view 
Slew three Oppoſers : T«rquins felfe he met, 

And ſtrucke him on his Knee : in that dayesfeates, 
When he might at the Woman inthe Scene, 
Heprov'd beſt mani*ch/field, and for his meed 
Was Brow-bound withthe Oake. His Pupil-age 


| Man-cntred thus, he wated like a Sca, 
And in the brunt of ſeventerne Batrailes ſince, 
He lurcht all Swords o'th Garland : for this laſt, 
Before, and in Coriolus, let me ſay 
I cannot ſpeake him home : he ſtopt the flyers, 
And by his rare example made the Coward 
| Turneterror into ſport : as Wavesbetore 
A Veſlell under fayle, ſo men obey'd, 
' And fell bclow his Stem : bis Sword (Deaths ſtampe ) 
Where it did marke, it tooke from face to foot : 
He was a thing of Blood, whoſe every motion 
| Wastrim'd with dying Cryes : alone he cntred 
The morrall Gate o'th'City, which hc painted 
+ 1th ſhunlefle defamy : aydelefle camor?. | 
And with a fudden re-inforcement ſtrucke 
Cariolus like a Planet :now all's this, 
W hen by and by the dinne of Warre gan pierce 
His ready ſence : then ſtraight his doubled ſpirit 
Requickned what in fleſh was fatigate, 
And to the Battaile came he, where he did 
Runne recking ore the lives of men, as it 
*Twere a perpetuall ſpoyle ; and till we call'd 
Both ficld and Citty ours, he never ſtood 
{ Tocale his breſt with painting, 
Men. Worthy man, 
Sena, Hee cannot but with meaſure fir the honors | 
which we deviſe him. 
Com. Our ſpoyles he kickt at, 
And look"*d upon things precious, as they were 
The common Mucke © th World: he covets leſſe 
Then Miſery it {elfe would give, rewards his deeds 
With doing them, and1scontcnt 
To ſpend the time, to end it. 
Aen, He's righe Noble, let him be call'd for: 
Senat. Call Cortolanns, 
Off. He doth appeare. 


Enter (oriolanus. 


ew, The Senate, (oriolanns, arc well pleag'd tomake 
thee Conlull, 

( »rio, I docowethem ſtill my life, and Services. 

l _ Ir then remaines, chat you doc ſpeake to the 
coplc. 

Corio, Idox beſeech you, 

Let me 0're-leape that cuſtome ; for I cannot 
Puton the Gowne, ſtand naked, and entreat them 
For my Wounds ſake,to give their fuffcrage : 
Plcalc you that I may paſſe this doing. 

Sem. Sir,the People muſt have their V oyces, 
Neither will they bate one jot of Ceremony - 

Hen, Put them not too't : 

Pray you goe fit youtothe Cuſtome, 
take to you, as your Predeceſſors have, 
Your honor with your forme. 
( orv6. It isa part that I (hall bluſh in aRing, | 
And might well be taken from the People. 

Bru. Marke youthat. 

Corio, Tobragunto them,thusI did, andthus 
Shew them ch'unaking Skarres, which 1 ſhould hide, 
As if I had receiv*d them for the byre 
Of their breath onely. | 

Men. Doe nor ſtand upon's : 

Werecommend to you Tridunes of the People 
Our purpoſe to them, and to our Noble Conlull 


| Wiſh we all Ioy, and honor” 
Sena. | 
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Senat. To Coriolanww come all joy and honor. 
| Flouriſo Cornet s. 
Then Exennt. CManet Sicynins and Brutus. 

Bru. You ſce how he intends to uſe the people. 

Sicin,May they perceive's intent: he will require them 
As if he did contemne what he requeltcd, 

Should be in themto give. 

Era. Come, we'll informe them | 
Of our proceedings heere onth* Market place, 
I know they doe attend us. 

Enter ſeven or eight Citizens, 

1. (it, Once if he doe require our voyces, we ought 
not ro deny him, 

2. Cit. We may Sir if we will, FY 

3 Cit, We have power in our (elves to doe it,butit 15 
a power that we haveuo power to doe : For, if he ſhew 
us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to put our 
torgacs into thoſe wounds, and ſpeake for them : So if 
he tell us his Noble deeds, we muſt allo te!l hia our noble 
acceptance of them. —_ is monſtrus,and for the 
multitude to be ingratefull, were to make a 1Montter of 
the multitude ; of the which, we being members,ſhould 
bring our ſelves tobe monſtrous members, : 

t Cit. Andtomake us no better thought of a little 
helpe will ſerve : for once we ſtood up about the Corne, 
he himſelfe ſtucke notto call us the many-headed Mul- 
titude, 

3 (4, We have beene call'd fo of many, not that our 
heads are ſome browne, ſome blacke, ſome Abram, ſome 
bald ; but that our wits are ſodiverfly Coulord ; and truc- 
ly I thinke, if all our wits were to iflue out of one 


ſent of one dire way, ſhould be at once to all the points 
7'th Compaſle. 

2(it. Thinke you ſo? Which way doe you judge my 
wit would flye, 

3 Cit, Nay your wit will not ſo ſoone out as another 
mans will, 'tis ſtrongly wedg'd up in ablockehead : but 
if it were at liberty, twould ſure Southward. 

2 Cit. Why that way? : 

3 Cit. Tolooſc it ſelte ina Fogge, where being three 

rts melted away with rotten Dewes , the forth would 
returnc for Conſcience ſake, to helpe to get thee a Wite. 

2 (4t. Youarc never \vithout your trickes, you may, 
YOu nay. 

3 Cit, Are youallreſoly'd togive your voyces ?, But 
thats no matter, the greater part carries it, I fay. If he 
would incline to the people, there was never a worthicr 
man. 

Enter Coriolanus in a gowne of Humility, with 
CHMenenins. 

Heere he comes, and inthe Gowne of humility, marke 
his behaviour: we are not to ſtay al together,but ro come 
dy him where he ſtands, by ones, by twocs, by & threes. 
He'sro make hisrequeſts by particulars, wherein every 
one of us ha'sa fingle Honor, in giving him our owne 
voyces with our owne t $.therefore follow me,and 
lledire& you how you ſhall goe by hin. 

All. Content, content. | 

eHen.Oh Sir, you are uotright ; have you notknown 
The worthieſt men have dog't? 

Corio, W hat muſt I ay, I pray Sir? 

Plague upon't, I cannet bring | 
My tongue to ſuch 2 pace. Looke Sir, my woutds, 
| got them in my Countries Scrvice, when 

Some certaine of your Brethrenroar'd, and ranne 


mn. 


| 


| From th'noiſe of our owne Drummes, 


Men, Oh me the gods, you muſt not {peake ofthar, 
You muſt deſire them ro thinke upon you, 

Corio. Thinke upon me ? Haog'em, 
I would they would forget me, like the Vertues 
W hichour Divines loſe by em. 

Men. You'll marre all, 
Ile leave you: Pray you ſpeake toem, I pray you 
In wholſome manner. Exit. 

Emer three of the Citizens, 

Corw. Bid them waſh their Faces, 
And keepe their teeth cleane : $0 heere comes a brace, 
You know the cauſe (Sir) cf my ſtanding heere. 

3 Cit. We do Sir, tell us what hath brought you too't. 

Corie. Mine owne deſert. 

2, Cs. Your owne deſert. 

Coro. I, no mine owne deſire. 

3 Ciz. Hownot your owne defire ? 

Corio. No Sir 'twas never my delire yet totrouble the 
poore with begging. 

3 Cit, You muſt thinke if we give youany thing, we 
hope to gaine by you, 

Corio, Well then 1 pray, your price a*th Conſulſhip, 

I Cie. Thepriceis,to aske it kindly, ; 

Corio. Kindly fir,l pray let me ha't: Ll have wounds to 
ſhew you, which ſhall be yours in private: your good 
voyce Sir, what ſay you? 

2 Cit. You ſha'l ha't worthy Sir, | 

Corio. A match Sir, theres 1nall two worthy voyces 


 Scull, | begg'd : I have your Almes, Adicu. 
they would lye Eaſt, Weſt, North, South, and their con- | 


3 C4, But this is ſomething odde. 
2 Cit, And twereto giveagaine :but tisno matter. 
Exennt, Enter ewoother Citizens, 

Corio. Pray you now, if it may ſtand with the tune 
of your voyces, that I may be Conſull, | have heere the 
Cuſtomary m_ PRs 

1. You have deſerved Nobly of your Country, and 
you have notdeſcrved Nobiy. fs is a 

Corio. Your Enigma. 

1. You have beene aſcourge to her enemies, you have 
bin a Rod 1o her Friends, you bave notindeed loved the 
Common people. 

{*ri0. You ſhould account me the more Vertuous, 
that I have not bin common in my Love, I willfir flatter 
my {worne Brother the people to carne a deerer eſtima- 
tion of them,'ris a condition they account gentle: & fince 
the wiſedome of their choyce, 1srather to have my hat, 
then my hearr, I will practice the infinuating nod,and be 
off to them moſt counterterly, that is fir, I will counter- 
fetthe bewichment of ſome popular man, and give it 
bountifull rothe deſires : Therefore beleech you, I may 
be Contull. 

2 We hopeto find you our friend : and therefore give 
you our voyces heartily. 

1 You have, received many wounds for your Coun- 
trcy. 
Corio. I will not Scale your kaowledge with ſhewing 
them. I will make much of your voyces, and fo trouble 
you no farther. 

Both. The gods give you joy Sir heartily. 

Cerio. Moſt iweet Voyces ; 

Berter ic isto dye, better to ſterve, 

Then crave the hize, which firſt we doe deſerve. 

Why in this Woolviſh gowne ſhould I ſtand heere, 

Tobegge of Hob and w_ wo does appeere 
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Their needleſſe Vouches : Cuſtome calls meroo't. 
What Cuſtome wills in all things, ſhould we doo ? 
The Duſt on antique Time would lye un{wept, 
And mountainous Error be roo highly beapr, 
For Truth to o'ce-peere. Rather then foole itſo, 
Let the high Orhce and the Honor goe 
To one that would doe thus. I am balte through, 
The one parr ſuffered, the other will 1doe. 
Enter three Citizen more. 
Here come moc Voyccs. 
Your Voyces ? for your Voyces I have fought, 
Watcht for your Voyccs : tor your Voyces, beare 
Of Wounds, two dozen odde : Battailes thrice fix 
I have ſcene, and heard of: for your voyces, 
Have done many things, ſome leſſc, ſome more : 
Your Voyccs ? indeed 1 would be Confull. 
1 Cit, He ha's donc Nobly, and cannot goe without 
any honeſt mans Voyce. 
2 Ce. Therctore lct him be Conſull : the Gods give 
him joy ,and make him good fricnd to the people. 
All. Amen, Amen. God fave thee, Noble Conſull. 
Coro, Worthy Voyces. 


Emer CMenenits, with Brutta and Sicinits, 


Men. You have ſtood your Limitation ; 

And the Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voyce, 
Remaines, that in th'Othciall Markes inveſted, 
You anon doc mcet the Senatc. 

( or46. Is this done ? 

Sics, The Cultome of Requeſt you have diſcharg'd : 
The People doe admit you and are fumazon'd + 
To meet anon, upon your approbation. 

Corio. W here ? at the Senate-houſc ? 
Sics. There, Coriolanu. 

Corio, May I change theſe Garments ? 
Scin, You may Str. 


C ori, Thar lle {traight do:and knowing my ſelfc againe | 


Repayre toth'Senate-houſe, 
. Men. Ile kcepe you company. Will you along? 
Bru. We ſtay heic for the People. 
Sicia, Fare you well. Exeunt ( oriol. and Men. 
He ha'sitnow: and by his Lookes, me thinkes, 
"Tis warmc at's heart. 
Bre.With a proud heart he wore his humble Weeds: 
Will youdilmille the People ? 
Emter the Plebeians. 
Sics. How now,my Malters, have you choſe this man? 
I Cit. He ha's our Voyces, Sir. 
Bru. We pray the Gods, he may deſerve your loves. 
2. Cit. Amen, Sir : to my poore unworthy notice, 
He mock'dus, when he begg*d our Voyces. 
3+(#. Certainely, he lowred us downe-right. 
I. Cst.No,'tis his kind of ſpeech,he did not mocke us. 
2. (#t. Not one 2 s, fave your ſelfe, but ſayes. 
He us'd us ſcornetully : he ſhould have ſhew'd us 
His Markesof Merit, Wounds receiv'd for's Countrey. 
Sicin. Why ſo he did, I am ſure. 
All, No,no; no man law 'cm. 
. Cit, He ſaid he had Wounds, 
W hich he could ſhew in private : 
And with his Har, thus waving it in ſcorne,' 
{ would be Conſull, ſaycs he : aged Cuſtome, 
| But by your Voyces, will not ſo Ic me, 
Your Voyces therefore: when we granted that, 
Here was, I rthanke you for your Voyces, thanke you 


Your moſt ſweet Voyces:now you have left your Voyces 
I have no further with yeu, Was netthis mockery ? 
Sicw, Why cither were you ignorant to ſce't? 
Or ſccing it, of ſuch Childiſh fricndlinefie, 
Toyeeld your Voyces? 
Bru. Could you not have told him, 
As you wecrelcfſon'd; When he had no Power, 
| But was a petty ſervant tothe State, 

He was your Enemy, everſpake againſt 
| Your Libercics, and the Charte:s that you beare 
| Fch' Body of the Weale - and now arriving 
| Aplaceof Potency; atid ſway o'th'State 
| It he ſhould ſtill malignantly remaine 
| Faſt Foe toth' Plebey, your Voyces might _ . 
| Be Curles to your ſelves. You ſhould have aid,” 
That as his worthy deeds did c)ayme no lefle 
Then w hat he ſtood for ; ſo his gracious nature 
Would thinke vpon you, for your V oyces, and 
Tranſlate his Mallice towards you, into Love, 
Standing your friendly Lord. 

Sim, Thus to have faid, Þ 

Asyon were fore advis'd, had toucht his Spirit, 
And try'*d his inclination : from him pluckt, 
Eithcr his gracious Promiſe, v/hich you might 
As cauſc had cali'd you vp, have held him to ; 
Or cile 1: would have gall'd his furly nature ; 
W hich cally crdures wt Article, 
Tying him to ought, fo putting him to Rage, 
You ſhovld have ta'ne th'advatcage ot his Choller, 
Ard paſs'd him uncleced. 

Bru. Did you perceive, 


He did ſoilxcirc you in tree Contempt. BPO 
When he did necd your Loves : and doe youthinke, 
That his Contempt ſhall not be bruling to you, 

W hen he hathpower tocruſh ? Why, bad your Bodyes 

No hcart among you? Or had you Tongues, tocry 

Againſt thc Rectorſhip of judgement * 

Sicim. Rave you, ere now, deny 'd the asker 3 

Ard nov +gaine, of him that did not askc, but mocke, 

Beſtorw your fu'd-for Tongues? ; 

3- Ciz. He's not confirm'd, we may deny him yet, 
2, Cit. Ard will deny hum : 

Ile have five hundred Voyces of that found, | 
I.Cit.Itwice five hundred,& th ir tricnds,to piece am 
Bra, Get you hence inſtantly, and tell thoſe t1 ends, | 

They have choſe a Conſull, that will trom them take 

Their Liberties, make them of no more V oyce 

Then Dogges, that arcas often beat tor barking, 

As therefore kept to doe 10. 

Sicin. Let them afſemble : and on a ſafer jugement, 


All revoke your ignorant eletion : Enforce his Pride, 
Ard his old Hate unto you: beſides, forget not | 
With what Contempr he wore the humbic Weed, 
How in his Suit he ſcorn'd you : but your Loves, | 
Thinking upoy tas Services, tooke trom you | 
Trapprehenfion of his preſent portance, | 
W hich moſ gibinglv, ungravely, he didtaſhion 
After the wv«rerate Hare he beares you. 

Bro, Lay 2 fault on us, your Tribunes, 
That we labour'd (no impediment betweene ) 
But that y ou miſt caſt your EleRion on him. 

Sics.Say you chole him, more after our commandment, | 
Then as guided by your owne true affections, and that | 
Your thinds pre i'd with whar you rather mult do 
Then what you ſhould made you againſt the graine 
| To Voyce him Confull, Lay the fault on us- 
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Brs. I, ſpareus not : Say, we read LeQtures to your 
How youngly he began toſerve his Country, 
How long continued, and what ſtocke he ſprings of, 
The Noble houſe 0'th'Aartien; : from whence came 
That Ancus Martina, N wmaes Daughters Sonne : 
Who after great Hofts/ms here was King, 
Of the ſame houſe Publua and 2 ujnews were, 
That our beſt Water, brought by Conduits hither, 
And Nobly nam'd, fo twice being Cenlor, 
Was his Anceſtor. 
Sics. thus deſcended, 
That hath befide well in his perſon wrought, 
To be ſet high in place, we did comme 
To your remembrances: but you have found, 
Skaling his preſent,bearing with his paſt, 
That ub ber fixed enemy ; and revoke 
Your ſuddaine approbation. 
Brs. Say you ne're had don't, . 
(Harpe on thar (till) bur by our putting on : 
And preſently, when you have drawne your number 
Repaire toth Capitoll, ; 
' eAl Wewillſo: almoſt all repent intheireleftion. 
| ; Exeunt Plebeians, 
Bru. Let them goe on : | 
This Mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Then ſtay paſt doubr, for greater : 
It, as his nature is, he fall in rage 
| With their refuſall, both obſerve andan{wer 
| The vantage of his anger. 
; S$icin, Toth'Capitoll, come : 
| We will be there before the ſtreame &'th'People : 
' And this (hall ſeeme, as partly 'tis, their owne, 
| Which we have goaded on-ward. 


eAtusTertius. 


Cornets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenixa all the Gentry, 
Cominina Titus Lartins, and other Senators. 
(ori. T wlus Anffidine then had madg new head. 
Larti. He had my Lord, and that it was which caus'd 
Our ſwifrer Compoſition. 
{orise. Sothen the V olces ſtand but as at firſt, 
Ready when time ſhallprompt them, to make roade 
Vpon's againe, 
Com. 1 hey are worve (Lord Conſull) fo, 
Thar we ſhall hardly in our ages ſee 
Their Banners wave againe. 
(orie. Saw you Auſſiduus ? 
Leti. On (afegard he came to megand did curſ: 
Againſt the Volces, tor they had fo vildly 
Yeelded the Towne : he is reryred to Antium, 
Corio, Spoke he of me? 
Lars. He did, my Lord. 
({orie. How ? what ? 
Lati. How often he had met you Sword to Sword : 
Thatof all things upon the Earth, he hated 
Your perſon moſt « That he would pawne his fortunes 
To hopeleſſe reſtitution, ſo he might 
be call 'd your Vanquiſher- 
Corio, At Antium lives he ? 
Larti. At Antium. 
Corio, 1 wiſh I had a caufe to ſeeke him there, 
To oppoſe his hatred fully. Welcome home. 
| Enter Sicinizs, and Brutws. A 
Behold, theſe are the Tribunes of the People, 
The Tongues 0'th'Conunon Mouth, I doe deſpiſethem : 


Exenny 


. 


For they doe pranke them in Authority; 
Againſt all Noble fufferance. 

Sicww, Paſle no further. | 

{orio, Hah? what is that ? | | 

Bru. It will be dangerous to goe on-No further; 

{rie. What makes this change 2 - -, / 

Men. The matrer? Fa 4 

Com. Hath he nor pals'd the Noble;and the Commons? 

Bru. Cominuns,no. 

Corso, Have I had Childrens Voyces? 

Senat. Tribunes give way,he ſhall roth'Markert place, 

Bru. The Peopleare incens'd againſt him, 

Sicin, Stop, or all will fallia broyle. 

Cargo, Arc thele your heard ? 

Mult theſe have V oyces, that can yeeld them now, 

And ſtraight diſclaim their tongs? what are your Offices | 
You being their Mouthes,why rule younoe their Tecth? 
Have you not ſetthem on ? | 

Men. Be calme, be calme. 

(orio.Itis a 'd thing, and growes by Plor, 
Tocurbe the will ofthe Nobility : 
Suffer't, and live with ſuch as cannot rule, 
Nor ever will beruled. 
Brx. Call't nota Plot : 
The People cry you mockt them: and of late, 

Corne was given them graze, you repin'd, 
Scandal'd the Suppliants : for the People, calld them 
Trmme-pleaſers, 1 ——_—_ foes to Nobleneſle, 

Corio. Why this was knowne betore. 

Zrnu, Not tothem all, 

Corio, Have youinfarmd them fithence ? 

Bru. How? linforme. them ? 

Com. You are like rodoe ſuch buſineſſe. 

Bru. Not unlike each way tobetter yours. 

Corio, Why then ſhould I be Conſull ? by yond Clouds 
Let me deſerve ſoill as you, and make me 
Your tcllow tribune. 

Sicmn, You ſhew too much of that, 

For which the People ſtirre : if you will paſſe 

To where youare bound, you muſt enquire your way, 
Which youare out of, witha gentler {pirir, 

Or never be ſo Nobleas a Contull, 

Nor yoake with him for Tribune. 

Men. Lets be calme. 

Com, The Peoplcare abus'd : ſer on, this paltring | 
Becomesnot Rome : nor ha's Coriolanxe 
Deſerv'd this ſo diſhonourd Rub, layd falſe!y 
Ith plaine Way of his Merit. 

orie. Tell me of Corne ! this was my ſpeech, 
And I will ſpeakt againe. 

CAMen. Not now, not now. 

Senat. Not in this heat, Sir, now. 

Corze. Now as I live, I will. 

My Nobler friends, I crave their pardons : 

For the mutable ranke-tcnted Meyny, | | 
Let them regard me, as T doe nor fatter, 

And therein behold themſelves : I ſay againe, 
In ſoothing them, we nourtſh gainſt our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion, Infolence, Sedition, 
W hich we our ſelves have plowed for,ſowd, & ſcatterd, 
By mingling them with us, the honord Number, 
Wholacke not Vertue, no, nor Power, but that 
Which they have given to Beggers. 

Men. Well, no more. 

Senat. No more words, we beſcech you, 

{{orie. How ?nomore? 


— _— — 


— — 


As! 


- 
__—_—_— 


44- 


"The Tragedy of Coriolanus. 


As for my Country, I have ſhed my blood, 

Not fearing outward force : . So ſhall my Lungs. 
Coine words till their decay, againſt choſe Mcazels 
Which we diſdaine ſhould Tetter us, yerſought 
The very way.tocatch them. | 

Bru. You (peake a'th'people, as if you were a god, 
To puniſh ; Not a man SFof thei infirmity* 

Scan. .'T were well we let the people know'f. 

Men. W har, what? his Choller ? CEE? 

Cor, Choller > Were 1as patient as the midnight flecp 
By Ioye, twould be my' minde, r 

Sicin. It is a minde that ſhall remaine a poiſon 
Where it is : not poyſon any further. 

Core. Shall rcmiine ? 

Here you this Triton of the Afsmnenes? Marke you 
His abſolute Shall? 

Com, Twas from the Cannon. _ 

Coris.Shall ? O God ! but molt unwiſe Patricians:why 
You grave, but wreaklefſc Senators, have you thus 
_ Bo hceere to chooſe p — 

That wirh his perem Shall, being : 
The horne, = noiſe oth Monſters, wants not ſpirit 
Tofſay, he'll turne your Current ina ditch, 

And make your Channell bis? if he have power, 
Then vale your ignorance : if none, awake 

Yonr dangerous Lenity : if youare Learn'd, 

Be not ascommon Fooles ; if you are not, 

Let thzm have. Cuſhions by you. You are Plebeians, 
If they be Senators: and they are no leſfle, 

When both your voyces blended, the great'ſt taſte 
Moſt pallates theirs. They chooſe their Magittrate, 
And ſuch a oneas he, who puts his Shall, 

His popular Shall, againſt a graver Bench 

Then ever frown'd in Greece. By Iove himſclfe, 

It makes the Conſuls baſe ; and my ſoulc akes 

To know, when two Authorities are up, 

Neither Supreame ; hoiw ſoone confuſion 

May enter 'twixt the gap of Both, and take 

Theone by th'other. 

Com, Well, onto'*ch'Market place. 

Com, Who ever gave that Counſcll, to give forth 
The Corne a*ch'Store-houſle gratis, as twasus'd 
Sometime in Greece, 

Men, Well, well, no more of that. _ 

(or. Though there the people had more e powre 
I ſay the net Coden :fed, theruin of the Scare. 

Bre. Why ſhall the pcople give 
One that ſpeakes thus, thrir voyce ? 

Corso. le give my Realons, 
More worthic thentheir Voyces. They know the Corne 
Was :10t our recompence, reſting well aflur'd 
They ne're did ſervice for't; being preſt to'th*Warre, 
Even whcnthe Navell of the State was touch'd, 
They would notthred the Gates : T his kind of Service 
Did not deſerve Corne gratis. Being i'th' Warre, 
Thare Mutinies and Revolts, wherein they ſhew'd 
Moſt Valour ſpoke not for them. Th' Accufation 
Which they have often made againſt the Senate, 
All cauſe unborne, could never be the Native 
Of our ſo franke Donation, Well, what then? 
How ſhall this Boſome-multiplied, digeſt 
T he Senates Courtefic ? Letdeeds e 
What's like to be their words. Wedid requeſt it, 
| Weare the greater pole, aud in true feare 
They gave us our demands. Thus we debaſe 
| The Nature of our Scars, and make the Rabble 


| 


| 
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Call our Cares, Feares ; which will in time 
Breake ope the Lockes#'th'Senate, and bring in 
The Crowes to pecke the Eagl:s. 

AMen. Come 

Bru, Enough, with over meaſure. 

Corio. No, take more. 
What may be ſworne by, both Divine and humane, 
Seale what I end withall. This double worſhip, 
W hcreon partdo's diſdaine with cauſe, the other 
Inſult withoutall ſeaſon; where Gentry, Title, wiſedome 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Ot gencrall ignorance, it mult omit : 
Reall Neceſlitics, and give way the while 
To unſtable Slightnefſe: Purpole fo barr'd, it followes, 
Nothing is done to &. Therefore beſeech you, 
Youthat will be leſle tearefull, then diſcreet, 
That love the Fuxdamentall part of State 
More then you doubt the change oft : That preterre 
A Noble life, before a Long, and Wiſh, 
To jumpea Bcdy with a dangerous Phylicke, 
That's furcof death without it : at once plucke out 
The Multirodinous Tongue, let them not licke 
The ſweet which is their poyſon. Yourdiſhonor 
Mangles true judgement, and bereaves the State, 
Of that Integrity which ſhould becom'r : 


| Not having the powerto doe the good it would 


For th'ill which doth controul't. 
Bru. Has (aid enouwh- 

Sicin, Ha's ſpokenlike a Traitor,and ſhall anſwer 
As Traitors doe. 

Corio. Thou wretch, deſpight ore-whelme thee : 
What ſhould the people doe with thetic baid Tribunes? 
On whom dep<nding, their obedicncc failes 
To'th'greater Bench, in a Rebellion : 

When whar's not meet,but what muſtbe, was Lav, 
Taen were they choſen : ina better how e, 
Let what is mcct, be ſaid 1t mult be meet, 
And throw their power i'th'dult, 
Bru, Manitclt treaſon. 
Sicin. Thisa Conſull ? No. 
Emer an «Able. 

Bru. The Ediles hoe z Let him be apprehended: 

Sxcin, Goe call the people, in whotc name my Selte, 
Attach thee asa Traitorous Innovator : 

A Foc to'th'publike Weale. Obcy I charge thee, 
And follow to thine anſwer. ; 

Corio. Hence old Goat. 

All. We'll him. 

(om. Agd fir, hands off, 

Corio, Hence rottenthing, or I ſhall ſhakethy bones 
Our of thy Garments. 
Sicim: Helpe ye Citizens, 
Enter a rabble of Plebiant with the AE dules. 
Men, On both ſides more re{peR, 
Sicin. Heere's he, that would take ſrom you'll your 


powers 

Bru, Scize him e/£diler. 

eAl. Downe with him, downe with him: 

2 Sen, Weapons, weapons, weapons ; 

They all buſtle about Coriolanuc. 

Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens : what hoc : 
Sicinms, Brutus, Cortolanw, _ 

All. Pcace, peace, peace, ſtay, bold, peace. 

Men. Whar isabout tobe ? 1 am out of Breath, 
Confuſions ne're, I cannot ſpeake. You Tribunes 
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Sicin, Hcare me, People , 
All. Let's heare our Tribune: peace, ſpeake, ſpeake, 
ſpeake. 
Sie You areat point tolole your Liberties : 
Martins would have all from you ; Martine, 
Whom late you have nam'd tor Conſull. 
Men. Fye, tic, fie, this isthe way to kindle, not to 


encitie 
S nt. To unbuild the City, and to lay all fat. 
Sici. What isthe Citty, bur the People ? 
All» True, the Pcople arc the City. 
Bru. By the conſent of all, we were eſtabliſh'd the 
Peoples Magiltrates« 
All. You fo remaine. 
Men. And ſoarclike to doe. 
Com. Thar is the way to lay the Citty flat, 
Tobring the Roote tothe Foundation, 
And bury all, which yer diltinQly raunges 
In heapes, and piles of Ruine. 
$icis. This delerves death. 
Bru. Or let us ſtandto our Authority, 
Orlct us loſeit : we doe here pronounce, 
Vpon the part o'th'People, in whoſe power 
We werceleRted theirs, Martixe is worthy 
Ofpreſent Death. : 
Sic, Therefore lay hold of him : | 
Beare him toth'Rocke Tarpeian, and from thence 
luro deſtruion caſt him. : 
Bru. Xdiles feize him. 
Al Ple. Yeeld Martins, yeeld, ; 
Men. Heare me one word, eſcech yau Tribunes, 
heare me but a word. 
eA.diles, Peace, peace. OY 
cAlen.Be that you ſeeme;truly your Countries friend, 
And te np'rately proceed to what you would 
| Thus violently redreſle, 
Bra. Sir, thoſe cold waycs, 
That ſeeme like prudent helpes, are very poyſonous, 
Where the Diſcaſc 18 violent. hands upon him, 
And beare him tothe Rocke- 0710.) drawes bus Sword: 
Corio. No, Ile dye here ; 
| There's ſome among you have beheld me fighting, 
Come try upon your ſelves, what you have {cene me. 
Mem. Downe withthu Sword,” Tribunes withdraw a 
while. 
Bru, Tay hands upon him. 
Men. Helpe Martins, helpe : 70uthat be noble, helpe 
him young and old, f 
All. Downe with him, downe witb him. Excumt. 
Is this Mutiny, the Tribunes, the e/Ediles, (and the 
People are beat wn, 
Men. Goe, get youto our Houſe: be gone, away,” 
All will be naught elſe. 
2. Senat, Get you gone. 
Com, Stand fait, we have as many friends as enemies. 
Men. Shall it be put to that? 
| prethee noble friend, home tothy Houſe, 
Leave us tocure this Cauſe, 
Ilex. For tis a Sore upon us. 
You cannot Tent your ſelfe . begon, *beſcech you. 
Com, Come Sir, along with us- 
Men, 1 would they were Barbarians, as they are, 
gh in Roe litter'd : not Romans ,as they are not, 


(LE 


| Though calved ith'Porch o'th'Capitoll : | 
be gone, put not your worthy Rage into your Tongue, 
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One time will owe another. 
Com. On faire ground, I could bear forty of thetn. 


Men.l could my lelfe take up a Brace o'th'beft of them, 


yea, the two Tribunes. 

Com. But now t's oddes beyond Arithmericke, 
And Manhood is call'd Foolry,whenic ſtands 
Again a falling Fabricke. Will you hence, 
Betore the Tagge returne? whole Rage doth rend 
Like interrupted Waters, and ofre-beare 
What they are vs'd to beare. 
Men. Pray you be gone! 
Iletry whether my old Wit bein requeſt 
With thoſc thar have bur httle:this muſt be patcht 
With Cloth of any Colour. 

Com. Nay;come away. Exeunt Coriolanue 
and Communs. 


Patri. This man ha's marr'd his fortune. 
Men. His nature is to0n0ble for the World : 

He would not flatter N epeunefor his Trident, 

Or Tove, for's power to thunder : his heart's his Mouth: 

W hat his bre(t torges, that his rongue muſt vent, 

And being angry, does that ever 

He heard the Name of death. eA Noe within, 

Here's goodly worke. 

Pgers, I would they werea bed. 
Men. I would they were in Tyber. 
W hat the vengeance, could he nor ſpeake 'em faire I 
Enter Brutus, and Sicinns with the rabble againe. p 
Sicin. Where is this Viper, 

That would depopulate the city, & be every man himſelf 
Men. You worthy Tribunes. ; 
Sicim. He ſhall be throwne downe the Tarpeianrocke 

With rigorous hands : he hath refiſted Law, 

And therefore Law ſhall ſcorne him further Triall 

Then the ſeverity of the publike Power, 

Which he ſo ſers at naught. 

1 Ci, He ſhall well knowthe Noble Tribunts arc 
The peoples mouths, and we their hands. 
All. He ſhall ſure our. 
Men. Sir, (ir. Sewn, Peace. 
Men.Do nor cry havocke,where you ſhould but hunt 

With modeſt warrant. 

Siem. Sir, how com'ſt that you have holpe 

To mske this reſcue ? - 

Men. Heare me fpeake? As I doe know 

The Conſuls worthineſle, ſo can Iname his Faults. 

Sicin, Confull ? what Confull? 
Hen, The Conſull Cortolames, 
Bru, He Confull. 

All. No,no, no, no, no. 
Cen. If by the Tribunes leave, 

And yours good people, 

I may be heard, I would crave a word or two,' 

The which ſhall turne you to no tutther barme, 

Then fo muchlofle ofrtime. 

Sic, Speakebriefely then, 

For we are peremptory to diſpatch 

This Viporous Traitor: toejet him hence 

Were but one danger, and to keepe him heere 

Our cerrainedeatb : theretore itis decreed, - 

Hedyes tonight. 

Alex. Now the good gods forbid, 

That our renowned Rome, whoſe gratitude 

Towards her deſerved Children, iscnroll'd* 

In Iovesowne Booke, likean unnaturall Dan 

Should now cate up her owne. 


Sicim 
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Sicis, He's a Dilcaſe that muſt be cut away- | Toſpeake of Peace, or Warre, I ralke of you, 
Men. Oh he's a Limbe, that ha's buta Dilſcaſe "y did you wiſh me milder ? Would you have me 
| Mortall, to cut it off : to cure it, calic. Falſe rowy Nature ? Rather ſay, I play 
What ha's he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? The man 1am, 
Killing our Encmics, the blood he hath loſt Volum. Oh fir, ſir, fir- 
( Which Idare vouch, is morethen that he hath £ would have had you put your power well on 
By many an Ounce) h2 dropp'd it for his Country : ; Before you had worne it out- 
And what is left, to looſe it by his Countrey, | Corio. Letgoe. 
Were to usall that doo), and ſuffer it. Vol. You might have beene enough the man you are, 
A brand to th'enda'th World. With ſtriving lefſeto be ſo . Lefler had becne 
Sicin, This is cleanc kamme, The things ot yourdiſpolitions,if 
| Bra, Mcerely awry : You had not ſhew'd them how ye were diſpos'd . 
When he did loue his Country, it honour'd him, Ere they lack'd power tocrofle you. 
Men. The ſervice of the foote | (rio. Let them hang. 
Being ence gangren'd, is not thea reſpected Polum. I, and burne to0- 
For what before it was. Enter Menenina with the Senator 1. | 
Br#, We'il heare nomore : CMex.Come, come,you have bin too rough,ſomething 

Purſue him to his houſe, and plucke him thence, t00 rough : you muſt returne, and mend it. 

Leaſt his infeion being of caching nature, Sen, Therc's noremedy, 

Spread further. Vnieſle by not to doing, our good City 

Men. One word more, one word : Cleave in the midd'it, and peri(h- 

This Tiger-footed-rage, when it ſhall find Folum. Pray be counſail'd z 

The harme of unskan'd ſwiftneſle, will (too late)? I have ahcart as little ape as yours, 

Tyc Leaden pounds too's heeles. Procced by Proceſſe, | Bt ycta braine, that leads my ule of Anger 

Leaſt parties (as he is beloy'd) breake our, 6 [0 better vantage. 

And ſicke great Rome with Romancs. 41e.0. \ elttaid, Noble woman : 

Bra. If it were ſo? Before he ſhould thus ſtoope to'rh'beart, but that 

Sci. W hat doe ye talke ? The violene fita'ch'time craves it as Phylicke ( 
Have we not had a taſte of his Obedience ? For the whoie State; 1 would put nune Armour 00, | 
Our Ediles ſmot ; our ſ{clvesrefiſted came» Which I can ſcarlſely beare. [ 

Mes. Conſider this : He ha's beene bred 'th'Warres Cores. What mult I doe ? || 

Since a could draw a Sword, and is ill-ſchool'd Men. Rccurae to th'Tribunes, þ 

In boulted Language : Mcale and Bran together Corio. W-:il, whatthen ? what then? [ 

He throwes without diſtintion. Give me leave, Aer. Repenr, what you have {poke- | 

Ile goeto him, aud undertake to bring bim in peace, {orw. For them, 1 cannot doe it to the Gods, 

Where he ſhall anſwer by a lawfull Forme Malt Ichen doo'rro them ? | 

(In peace) to his utmoſt peril, _ Valum. Youare tov abiolute, 

I. Sev. Nob'c Tribuncs, ; | zough chercin you cannever be te0 Noble, 

It isthe hamane way : the other courſe Bur when extremicies ſpeake. I bave beard youlay, | 

Will prove too bloudy : and the end of it, Honor ane Policy, like unſcver'd friends, 

Vnknowneto the beginning. Frh' Warre deegrow : Grant that, and tell me | 
Sic. Noble Menenius,be youthen as the peoples officer: | 17 Pace, what cachof them by ih'ocher loole, 

Maſters, lay downe your Weapons. | ha: they combine nor there ? 
Bru. Goe not home. | { 746. luth, ruſh. | 
Sics. Mect on the Market place: we'll attend you there len, A gooddemand. 

Where if you bring not /{arrim, well procecde Uolwm. It it be honor in your Warre s,to ſceme 1 

In our firſt way- The :ame youare not, which for your belt cnds ? 

Men. Ile bring himto you, You adopt your policy : How is it leſle or warle \ 
Let me defire your company : he muſt come, T hat it (hall hold Companionſhip in Peace | 
Or what is worſt will follow. W ith honor, as in Warre ; ſince that to both 

Sena. Pray youlet's to him. Exenut Ones. | It [tands inlike requelt. 

Enter Coriolanus with IN, ables. Corww, Why force you this ? lp 

{rio. Let them pull all about mine cares, preſcneme Volum. Becauſe,that L 

Death on the W heele , or at wildc Horſes hecles, Now it lyes you onto ſpeake to th' people: [ I 

Or pile ten hilles on the Tarpeian Rocke, Nor by your owne inſtruction, nor by th'matter 

Thar the precipitation might dowoe ſtretch W hich your heart prompts youto, but with ſuch words | A 

Below the beawe of ſight ; yet will I (hill Thatare but roated in your Tougue ; 1 

Bethusto them. Though but Baſtards, and SyBabics V 

Enter Uolwnnia. Of no allowance, to your boſemes truth. [St 

N »ble. You dec the Nobler. Now, thisno mare di $ yOuatall, T 

(orie. 1 muſe my Mother Then to take in. Towne wich gentle words, T, 

Do's notapproue mefurther, who was wont | W hich clic would put you to your tortuge, and Tl 

To call them Wollen Vaſlailes, things created _- The hazardof blood, M 

| 1-2 dams; bene Ganbo heads | eee yn Nature, where * - 

To Congregation, ſo yaurney! | wonder; My fortunes and my Friends at (iake,requir 

When one ES eden | I doe fo in honor, Laminthis Wie E 
= 
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Your Wife, your Sonne : Theſe Senators, the Nobles, 
And you, wall rather ſhew our | Lowts, 
How you can frowne, then if a tawne upon em, 
Forthe inhcritance of their loves, and fafegard 
Of what that want might ruine. 
Men. Noble Lady, 
Come goe with us,ſpeake faire : you may ſalve fo, 
Not what isdangervus preſent, but the lofle 
Of what is palt. 
Volum. I prethee now, my Sonne, 
Goe to rhem, with this Bonnet in thy hand, 
And thus farre having ſtretche it Chere be withthem) 
Thy Knee bulling the tones : tor in ſuch buſinetle 
Aion is eloquence, and theeyes of —_—_ 
More learned then the cares, waving thy head, 
Which often thus correQing thy ſtour heart, 
Now humble as the ripeſt Mulberry, 
That will not hold the handling : or ſay to them, 
Thou art their Souldier, and being bred in broyles 
Haſt not the ſoft way, whichthou do'ſt conteſle 
Were fit for thee rouſe, #5 they to clayme, 
Inasking their good loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thy ſelfe (forſooth ) hereafter theirs fo farre, 
Asthou haſt power and perton. 
Men. This but done, 
Evenas ſhe ſpeakes, why their hearts were yonrs : 
For they have Pardons, being ask d, as free, 
| As words to little purpoſe. 
| Uolum. Prethee now, 
| Goe, and berul'd : although I know thou had(t rather 
Follow thine Enemy in a fiery Gulte, 
Then flatter him in a Bower, Omer Cominius, 
Hercis Coming. 
{m. 1 have beene 70075 >" x020 ; and Sir*tis fit 
You make ſtrong party, or defend your ſelte 
By calmencſle, or by abſence: all's inanger. 
Mex. Onely faire ſpeech. 


ſpirit. 

Uswm. He muſt and will : T 
Prethee now ſay you will, and goe about it. 

(orio. Maſt I goe ſhew them my unbard'd Sconce ? 
Muſt I with my baſe Tongue give to my Noble heart 
A Lye, that it muſt beare well 2.1 will doo'r : 

Yer were there but thus fingle Plor, to loote 

This Mould of Marriss, they to duit ſhould grinder, 
Andthrow't againſt the Windes Toth'Marker place : 
You have put me now-to ſucha patt, which never 

| ſhall diſchargetoth'Life. 

Cem, Come, come, we'll prompt you. 

Yolum, Iprethee now ſweet Son, as thou haſt ſaid 
My praiſes made thee firſt a Souldier : {o 
Tohave my praiſe for this, performe a part 
Thou haſt not done before. 
> hy rh i 
way my difpoſition, e me | 
ome Harlots {pirit : My _ of Warre be turn'd, 
Which quier'd with my Drumme into a Pipe, 

{ *mallas an Eumnuch, orthe Virgin voyce 

That Babies lull a-ſleepe : The tmiles of Knaves 

Tent in wy cheekes, and Schoole-boyes Teares takeup 
The Glaſſes of my fight : A Beggars Tongue 

Make motion through my Lips and my Arm'd knees 
Who bow'd but in my Stirrop, bend like his 

That hath receiv'dan Almes. Iwill not doo't, 

Leaſt I ſurccaſe ro h6nor mine ownetruth, 


OY 


(om, I thinke "twill ſerve, if he can thereto frame his 


4 
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And by my bodies aRion, teach my Mind 
A molt inherent Baſcneſfle. 
Volam. Ar thy choyce then : 
Tobegge of thee, it is my more diſ-honor, 
Then thou of them. Come all to ruine, let 
Thy Mother rather feele thy Pride, then feare 
Thy rous Stoutneile : for I mocke at death 
With as bigse heart as thou. Doc as thoulilt, 
Thy Valiantacſſe was mine, thou fuck'it it from me : 
But owne thy Pridethy (elfe: 
Corio. Pray be content ; 
Mother, Iam goingto the Marketplace : 
Chide me no more. Ile Mountebanke their Loves, 
Cogge their hearts from them, and come home beloy'd 
Of all the Trades in Rome. Looke, 1 am going : 
Commend meto my Wife, Ile returne Conſul, 
Or never truſt to what my Tongue can doe 
th way of Flattery further. 
Volum. Doe your will. Exit Volumma. 
(om. Away, the Tribunes doe attend you : arme your 
Toanfwer mildely : for they areprepar'd ({elſc 
With Accuſations, ag1 heare more ſtrong 
Thenarc upon you vet. 
( 96. The ward is, Mildely. Pray you let us goe, 
Letthem accuſe me by invention: I 
Will anſwere in mine Honors 
Men. 1, but mildly. 
Corio, Well mi'dly be itthen, Mildly. Exeunt, 


Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 
Bru. 1n this point charge him home, that he affets 
Tyrannicall power : it he evade usthere, 
Inforce him with his envy to the people, 
And that the Spoile got onthe Antiars 
Was ne'rediſtributed; W hat, will he come ? 


Emer an Edvle. 
Edile, He's comming, 
Bru. How accompanied ? 
Edil. With old HMenenins, and thole Senators 
That alwayes favour'd him. 

Siem. Haue you a Catalogue 

Of all the Voices that we have procur'd,fſet downe by*th 
Eail. | have : 'tisready, (Pole ? 
Sicm. Have you collected them by Tribes? 

Eail, I have : 'tis ready 
Siem, Aflemblc preſently the people hither : 

And when they heare me ay, it ſhalt be fo, 

I'th'right and ſtrengtha'th' Commons: be it either 

For death, for Fine, or Bam(hment, then let them 

If I fay Fine, cry Fine ; if Death, cry Death, 

Inſiſting on the old prerogative 

And power i'th Truth a'th Cauſe. 

Edie. I (hall aforme them. 

Bru. And when ſuchtimethey have begun to cry, 
Let them not ceaſe, but with adinne contug'd ; 
Inforce the preſent Execution 
Of what we chance to Sentence. 

Edil. Verywell. 

Sicws. Make them be ſtrong, and ready for this hint 
When we ſhall hap to giv't . ann 

Bra. Goe about it, 


Put him to Choller ſtraite, he hath beene us'd 


Everto conquer, and to have his worth 

Of contradi&tion- Being once chaft, hecannot 

Be rein'd againe to Temperance; then he ſpeakes 
f What's | 


a. 
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W har's in his heart, and that is there which lookes 
With us to breake hisnecke. 
Enter Coriolanua, Menenina, and Comi- 
nine, with others. 
Sic. Well, heere he comes. 
Men. Calmely, I doe beſcech you. 
(740. T, as an Holiler, that for th'pooreſt peece 

Will beare the Knave by'th Volume : 
Th'honor'd goddes SY 
Keepe Rome in ſafty, and the Chaires of jultice 
Supplicd with worthy men, plantlove among[t you, 
Through our large Temples with the ſhewes of peace 
And not our ſtreets with Warrc. 

1 Sew, A men, Amen. 

Mene. A Noble wiſh. 

Enter the Edile with the Plebrians. 

Sicin. Draw neere ye people. 

Edie. Liſt to your Tribunes. Audience ; 
Peace I ſay. 

(rw. Firſt heare me ſpeake. 

Both Tri. Well, fay : Peace hoe. 

Crrio. Shall I be charg'd no further then this preſent? 
Mutt all determine heere ? 

Sics. Tdoe demand, | 

If you ſubmit you to the peoples voyces, 
Allow their Oicers, and are content 
To ſuffer lawfull Cenſure for ſuch faults 

As ſhall be prov'd upon you- 

(rio. Iam content, 

Mene. Loe Citizens, he ſayes he is Content: 
The warlike Service be ha's done, conſider ; Thinke 
Vpon the wounds his body beares, which ſhew 
Like Graves ith holy Church-yard, 

; Corio. Scratches with Briars, ſcarres to move 
Laughter onely, 

Men. Conſider further : 

| That when he ſpeakesnot like a Citizen, 

You find him like a Souldier : doe nor take 

| His rougher Actions for malicious ſounds z 

But as I fay, ſuchas become a Soldier, 

| Rather then cnvy you. 

| Com. Wcll, well, nomore. 

Corio. What is the matter, . 

Thar being paſt for Conſull with full voyce : 
I am ſodiſhonour'd, that the very houre 
You take it off againe? 

$i. Anſwer to us. 

Corio. Say then : 'tis true,l ought ſo. 

Sics, charge yon,that you have contriv'd totake 
| From, Rome all ſeafon'd Ozhce, and to winde 
Your ſclfe iatoa power tyrannicall, 

For which you are a Traitor to the people. 

Corio. How? Traytor ? : 

Mene. Nay temperatcly: your promiſe. 
| Corie. The fires i'th*loweſt hell, Fouldin the people : 
* Call me their Traitor, thou injurious Tribune. 
| Within thine eyes fate twenty thouſand deaths 
In thy handsclutcht : asmany Millions in 
Thy lying tongue, both numbers. I would ſay 
Thou iveſ unto thee, with a voyce as free, 

As Idoe pray the gods. 

Sicin, Marke you this people ? 

eAll. To'th'Rocke with him. 
 FSecen.Peace : 

We necde not put new matter to his charge : 
| Whar you have ſcenc him doe, and heard hum ſpeake : 


| Oppoling Lawes with ſtroakes, and here defying 


Beating your Others, your ſelves, 
Thoſe whole great muſt try bim, 
Even thus fo crimi yp in ſuch capitall kinde, 
Deſerves th' death. 
Bra. But ſince he hath ſerv'd well for Rome. 
Corio. Whatdoe you prate of Service? 
Brut, Italke of that, that know it. 
Corio, You? 
Ateze.1Is this the promiſe that you made your mother? 
Com. Know, Ipray you. 
bus: le know no further : 
t onounce the {tcepe Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, Fleaing, ne ro _ 
But with a graine aday, 1 would not buy 
Their mercy, at theprice of onefaire word, 
Nor checke my ge for what they can give, 
To have't withſaying, Good morrow. 

Sicin, For that he ha's 
(As much as in him lyes) from time totime 
Envi'd againſt the people ; ſecking meanes 
To pluckeaway their power : as now at laſt, 

Given Hoftile ſtrokes, and that net in the preſence 
Ofdreaded juſtice, but on the Minifters 
That doe diſtribute it. Inthe name a'th'people, 
And in the power of us the Tribunes, we 
(Ev'n from this inſtant) baniſh hia our City 
In perill of precipitation 
From off theRocke Tarprian, never more 
Toenter ourRome gates, 1'th'pcoplcs name, 
I ſay it ſhall be fo. 
Al. It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be fo : let him away : 
Hc*s baniſh'd, and it ſhall be ſo. 
Com. Heare mc my Maſters,and my common friends, 
Sicmn. He's tentenc'd : No more hearing. 
Com, Let me ſpeake : 
| have bene Conſull, and can ſhew from Rome 
Her Enemics markes me. 1 doe loue 
My Connrics good, with areſpet more tender, 
Morc holy, and profound, then mine owne life, 
My deere Wiveseſtimare, her wembescncreaſle, 
And treaſure of my Loynes: then it I would 
Speake that, 
Sin. We know your drift. S what ? 
Bru. There's nomere to be (aid, but he is baniſh'd |} 
As Enemyto the people, and his Countrey. 
It ſhall be ſo. | 

All. It ſhall be fe, it ſhall be (o. 

{ #i0. You commencry of Curs, whoſe breath I hate, 
As recke 7'th*rotten Fennes : whole Loves Iprize, 
As the dead Carkafles of unburied men, 

That doe corrupt my Ayre : | baniſh you, 
| And heere remaine with your uncertainty. 

Let every feeble Rumor ſhake your hearts : | 
Your Enemics, with nodding of their Plumes 
Fan you inte deſpaire: Have the power ſtill 
To baniſh your Defenders, till at length 
Your ignorance (which findes not till it fceles, 
Making but reſervation of your ſ{clves, 

Still your owne Foes ) deliver you 

As moſt abated Captives, to ſome Nation 

That wonne you without blowes, deſpiſing 

For youthe City. Thus I turne my backe ; 

There is a world elſewhere. 

| Exeunt (orielanns, Cominin;, with Cumaly'- 
| They all ſhoxt, aud threw wp their Caps» _ 
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Edile. The peoples Enemy 1s 1$ gone. 

Al. Oar enemy is banil vd, is gone : Hoo, 00. 
Sixin, Go ſee him out atGares, and follow him 

As he hath follow'd you, with all defpight 

Give him deſerv'dvexation, Let a guard 

Atrend us thraugh the City. : 
Al. Come, come, lets ſee him out atthe gates, come: 

The gods preſerve our Noble Tribanes, come. Exeunt, 


_ — — —— 
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Enter Coriolanus, Volummia, Virgilia, Menenins, Commune 
with the youg ary ef Rome. 

{orio.Come leave your tcares:a brief farwel : the beaſt 
Wirh many heads butts me away. Nay Mother, 
Where is your ancient Courage? You were us'd 
To {ay, Extreamity was thetrier of ſpirits, 
That common c Ss, common men could beare, 
That when the Sea was calme, all Boates alike 
Shew'd Maſterſhip in floating. Fortunes blowes, 
When moſt ſtrooke home,being gentle wounded, craves 
A Noble cunning. You were us'd to load me 
With Precepts that would make invincible 
The heart that conn'd them. 

Virg. Oh heavens ! © beavens ! 

Corio, Nay, I prythee woman. 

Yol.Now t Red Peſtilence ſtrike all Trades in Rome, 
And Occupations periſh» 

Corio. What what, what : 
I ſhall be lov'd when I am lack'd. Nay Mother, 
Reſume that ſpirit, when you were wontto ſay, 
If you had beene the Wife of Herewles, 
Six of his Laboars youl'd bave done; and ſav'd 
| Your husband ſo much ſweate. Commune, 
| Droopenot, Adieu: Farewell my Wife,my Mother, 
| Ne do well yet. Thou oldand and true Afenenims, 
| Thy teares are ſalter thena yonger mans, 
| And venomous to thine eycs. My ({&tnetime)Generall, 
| I have ſcene the Sterne, and thou haſt oft beheld 
| Heart-hardning ſpeRacles. Tell theſe fad women, 
'Tis tond to waile inevitable ſtrokes, 
As'tis to laughat'em. My Mother, you wot well 
My hazards ſtill have beene your ſolace, and 
Beleev't not lightly, h I goe alone 
Like to a lonely Dragon, that his Fenoe 

fear'd, and talk'd of more then ſcene : your Sonne 
Will or exceed the Common, or be caught 
With caurelous baits and practice, 
wn My firſt ſonne, Y 
ither will you go? Take Comin 

With cheea will | nnd aneyos courſe 
More thena wilde ,toeach chance 
That ſtarts i*ch' way before thee. 

(rio. O the gods! 

(om. lle follow thee a Moneth, deviſe with thee 
Where thou ſhalt reſt, that thou may'ſt heare of us, 
And we of thee. Soif the time thruſt forth 


| 
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Of the warres {urfers, to gorove with one 
That's yer unbrms'd : bring me but out ut gate. 
Come wy ſweet wife, my deereſt Mother, and 
My Friends of Noble touch ; when 1 am forth, 
Bid me farewell, and (mile. Ipray you come : 
VWhuleI remaine above the ground, you ſhall 
Heare from me ſtill, and never of me ought 
But whar is like me formerly. 
CHMenen, That's worthily 
AS any care can heare. Comelet's not weepe, 
E l _ ſhake off _—— ſeven yeeres 
om theſe old armes and legges, by the ods 
I'd with thee evere foot. —_— pe 4 
Cori. Give me thy hand, cowe. Exemme- 
Enjer the two Tribunes, Sicinins, and Brutus, 
with the Edvte. + # 
Siczn, Bid themall homche's gone: aod wee'lno further, 
The Nobility are vexed, whom we ſec have ſided - 
[n his behalte, 
Brut. Now we have ſhewne our power, 
Let us ſezme humbler after it is done, 
Then when it was a dooing. 
Siem. Bid them home : ſay their great enemy is gone, 
And they, {tandin their ancient 
Brut, Dilmifſethem home. Here comes his Mother. 
Enter Uolunmnia, Virgilia, and Menenins. 
Sicem, Let'snot meet her. 
Brue, Why? 
Sicin. They lay ſhee's mad. 
Brut. They havetane note of us:keepe on your way- 
Volum. Oh y are weil met : | 
Th' boorded plague a'th* gods requit your love. 
Menen. Peace, peace, be notſo loud. 
Voluw. If that I could tor weeping, you ſhould heare, 
Nay, and you ſhall heare ſome. Will you be gogc? 
Virg. You ſhall ftaytoos 1 would | had che power 
Toſay foto my Husband. 
Sicin. Are you mankinde? 
Colm. I toole, is that a ſhame, Note but this Foole, 
Was nota man my Father * Had'(trhou Foxſhip 
To baniſh hia that {trooke more blowes for Rome 
Then thou halt ſpoken words. 
Sicim. Oh bleſſed Heavens ! | 
Valium. Moc Noble blowes, thenever thou wiſe words. 
And tor Romes good lletell thee whar : yer goe : 
Nay but thou ſhalt fiay too : I would my Sonne 
Were in Arabia, and thy Tribe betore him, 
His good Sword in his hand. 
Siem, What then? 


Vag. What then? Hec'ld makean endofchypoſterity. | 


Volun, Baſtards, and all. 


| Good man, the Wounds that he does beare for Rome ! 


AMenen. Come, come, peace. 

Sic. I would he had continuert to his Country 
As he began, and not unknir hiunſelte 
The noble knot he made. 

Brs. 1 would he hid. 

Volum, 1 would he had? *'T was you incenſt the rable 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of bis worth, A 
As I can of thoſe Myſteries which heaven 


A cauſe for thy Repcale, we ſhall nor ſend Will not have carthto know. 
Ore the vaſt world, to ſeeke a ſingle man, | Bras. Praylct's gO- 
And looſe advantage, which doth ever coole Volum. Now pray tr get you gone. 
It” abſence of the needer. You have done a brave deede ; Ere you go, heare this: 
Corio, Fare ye well : As farre as doth the Capitoll exceede 
baſt ycares upoathee, and thon art too full | The meaneſt houſe in Rome; fo farre my Sonne FA 
ce is 


| 
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T he Tragedy of Coriolanus, 


This Ladies Husband heere ; this (do youſee 

Whom you have baniſh'd, does exceed you all. 
Bru, Well, well, wee'l leave you. 
Sicin. Why ſtay you to be baited 


With one that wants her Wits, E xit Tribwnes. 
Volum. Take my Prayers with you. 
I would the Gods had nothing cl{c to do, 


But to confirme my Curſſes, Could I meete 'em 
But once a day, it would unclogge my heart 
Of what lycs heavy too't. 
CHMene. You have told them home, E 
And by my troth you have cauſe : you'l ſuppe with me. 
Yolum, Angers gy Mate: I ſuppe upon my ſelte, 
And ſo ſhall ſterve with Feeding : Come, let's go, 


' Leave this faint-puling, and lament as I do, , 


Exeunt 


In Anger, /#no-like ; Come, come, come. 
Ex#. 


» Fic,fic,fic. 
| Emter a Reman, and a PVolce. 

Rom. 1 know you well fir , and you know me: your 
name I thinke is Adria. 

Polce, It is ſo ſir, truly I have forgot you. 

Roms. 1 am a Roman, and my Services areas you arc 
againſt *caz, Know you me yet, 

Volce, N icancr: no, 

Rom. The ſame (ir, 

Yolce. You had more Beard when I laſt ſaw you , but 
your Favour is well appeard by your Tongue What's 
the Newes in Rome : I have a Note from the Volcean 
ſtate to finde you out here. You have well ſaved mecca 
dayecs journey. 

Rom. There hath beenc in Rome ſtraunge Inſurrecti- 
ons: The people, againſt the Senatours, Patricians, and 
Nobles. 

Val. Hath bin ; is it ended then? Our ſtate thinks not 
ſo,they arcina moſtwarlike preparation, &;hope to come 
upon them, in the heate of their diviſion 

Rom. The maine blazc of itis paſt, but aſmall thi 
would make it lame againe. For the Nobles reccive {0 
to heart, the Baniſhment of that worthy { oriolanus , that 
they are in a ripe aptneſſe,to take all power from the peo- 
ple , and to plucke from them their Tribunes for ever. 
This lyes glowing I can tell you,and is almoſt mature for 
the violent breaking our, 

Vet. Cortolanws Baniſht ? 

Row, Baniſh'd (ir. 

Yel. You will be welcome with this intelligence Ns- 
CAnor. 

Rom. The day ſerves well for them now. I have heard 
it aide, the fitteſt time to corrupt a mans Wite, is when 
ſhee's falne our with her Rusband, Your Noble Tel 
Aufſidiua will appeare well in theſe Warres, his great 
Oppoler Coriolanrs being now inno requeſt of his coun- 
rrev. 

x He cannotchooſe : I am moſt fortunate, thus 
accidentally to encounter you. You have ended my Bu- 
ſinefſe, and I will merrily accompany you home. 

Roms. I ſhall betweene thisand Supper , tell you moſt 
ſtrangethings from Rome : all tending to the good of 
their Adverſaries. Have you an Army ready ſay you ? 

* Ual. Amoſt Royall one. The Centurions, and their 
charges diſtinly billetted already inth'* entertainment, 
and to be on foot at an houres warnings 

Rom. | am joytullto heare of their readineſſe, and am 
the man I thinke, that ſhall ſer them in preſent Aion.So 
fir, heartly well met, and moſt glad of your Company. 

Volce. Youtake my partfrom me fir, I have the moſt 


| 


A _—_ 


cauſe to be gladof yours. 

Rom. \Welllet us go together. Exennt, 

E ner c— meane Apparel,Dif- 

Corio, A goodly City isthis Antiam. Citty , 
'Tis I that made chy Widdowes : Many an ud” 
Of theſe faire Editices for my Warres 
Have I heard z and drop :* Then know me not, 
Leaſt thatthy Wives with Spits, an Boyes withſtones 
In puny Bartrell ſlay me. Save you ir. 

Enter a Citizen, 
Cit. And you. | 

Corio, Diretme,if it be your will, where great Auf: 
fidin lies ; 1s he in eAntinm ? . 

(*. He is and Feaſtsthe Nobles of the State, athis 
houſe this night, 

Corio. Which is his houſe, beſcech you? 

(it. This hcere before you. 

Corio, Thanke you fir, farewell, Exit Citizen 
Oh World,thy ſlippery turnes ! Friends now faſt ſworn, 
Whoſe double botomes ſeene weare gn heart, 

Whoſe Houres,whoſe Bed, whoſe Meale and Exerciſe 
Are ſtill rogether : who Twine(as 'twere) in Love, 
Vnſeparablc, ſhall within this houre, 
On a diſſcntion of a Doit, breake out 
To birtereſt Enmity : Sofelleſt Foes, 
Whoſe paſſions, and whoſe Plots have broke their ſleepe 
Totake the one the other, by ſome chance, 
Some tricke not worth an Egge, ſhall grow deere friends 
And inter-joynetheir yſſues. So with me, 
My Birth-lace have I, and my lover upon ' 
This Enemie Towne Ile enter , if he ſlay me 
He does faire Tuſtice : if he give me way 
Ile do his Country Service, 

HMuſicke playes. Enter 4 Servingman, 

1 Ser. Wine, Wine, Wine: What ſervice is heere? I 
thinke our Fellowes are a 

Enter another Serving man. 
2 Ser, Where's Cormmy M. cals for him: Corm. Exit 
Enter Corvlan. 
Corio. A goodly houſe ; 
The Feaſt ſmels : but 1 notlikea Gueſt. 
ff Servinoman. 


Enter t 
ve Friend?whence arc / wt 


Exit. 


1, Ser. hat would you 
Here's no place for you : Pray go to the doore ? f, 
Core. I havedelery'd no better entertainment, inbe- 
ing Coriolanus. Enter ſecond Servant. 
2Ser. W hence are you fir ? Ha's: the Porter his eyes in 
his head, that he gives enterance to ſuch Companioſh? 
Pra get you out. ,» 
ori0, Away. 
2 Ser. . Away? Get you away. 
Corio. Now th* troubleſome. 
2 Ser. Are you ſo brave: Ile have you talkt with anon 
Emter x q , the 1 meeto him. 
3 What Fellowes this? 
1 A ſtrangeone as ever Ilook'd on : I cannot get him 
Out o'th houſe : Prythee call my Maſter to him. | 
3 What have youto do here fcllow ? Pray you avoid 
the houſe. 
(rio. Let me but ftand, I will not hurt your Harth, 
3 Whatare you. 
Corio, A Gentleman. 
s A maru'llous poore one. 
Corie. True, fol am, 
3 Pray youpoore Gentleman,take up ſome other ſtz- 
con, 
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tion heere*s no place for you, pray youavoid : Come, 

Cori. Aol oath Fun&ion, go, and batten on colde 
bits. Puſbes bum away from him. 

3 What you will not ? Prythee tell my Maſter whata 
ſtrange Guelt he ha's here. 

2 AndI ſhall. 

; Where _ thou ? 

&r50, Vnder the Canopy. 

3 Vnder the Canopy ? 

Corio. I. 

3 Where's that ? 

Corio, I'th City of Kites and Crowes; 

3 I'th City of Kites and Crowes. W hat an Aﬀee it 15, 
then thou dwel'lt with Dawes too ? 

Corio. No, Ifcrvenotthy Maſter. 

3 How ſir? Do you meddle with my Maſter ? 

Corio. I, tis an boneſter ſervice, then to meddle with 
thy Mittris: Thou prat'lt, aud prat' ſt ſerve withthy tren- 
cher : Hence. Beates him away 

Emer Auffidinu with the Servingman. 

Auf, Where is this Fellow ? 

2 Hereſir ,I'de have beaten him like a dogge, but for 
diſturbing the Lords within. 

Auf. W hence com'(t thou? What wold{t ? Thy name? 
Why {peak'ſt not? e man: what's thy name? _ 

Corwo, If Tallm not yet thou know'ſt me, and ſeeing 
me, do{t not thinke me for the man I am, neceflitie com- 
mands me name my lelfe, 

Af. W hat is thy name ? 

Corio. A name unmuſicall tothe Volcians cares, 
And harſh in ſ0und to thine, 
«Auf. Say ,what's thy name? 
Thou haſt a Grim appearance, and thy Face 
Beares a Commanne 1n't: Though thy Tackles torne, 
Thou ſhew'ſt a noble Veſlell: What's thy name? 
Cori, Prepare thy brow to frowne:knowſt Y me yet ? 
Aufe I know thee not? Thy Name? 

Corio, My name is (ains IMatiws, who hath done 
To thee particularly, andto all the Volces 
Great hurt and Milchicte : thereto witnefſe may 
My Surname ( oriol anws. The painctulb Service, 

The extreame Dangers, and the droppes of Blood 

Shed for thy thanblefſe Country are requitted : 

But with that Surname, a good memorie 

And witneſle of the Malice and Difpleaſure 

Which thou could'ſt beare me,only chat name remaines, 
The Cruelty and Envy of the people. 

Permitted by our daſtard Nobles, who 

Have all forſooke me, hath devouc'd thereſt: 

And ſuffer'd me by th' voyce of Slaves tobe 

Hoop'd out of Rome, Now this extremity, 

Hath brought meto thy Harth, not our of hope 
(Miftake menot) to fave my life : for if 

| had fear'd death, of all the Men i'th' World 

[ would have voidedthee. Butin meere ſpight 

To be full quit of thoſe my banithers, 

Stand I betore thee heere : Then if thon haſt 

A heart of wreak in thee,that wilt revenge 

Thine owne particular wrongs, and top thoſe maimes 
Of ſhame ſcene through thy Counery ſpeed thee ſtraight 
And make my; miſery ferve thy turne: Souſc it, 

Thar my revengefull Serviſes may prove 

As benefits to thee= For 1 will fighe 

Againſt my Cankred Country, with the ſpleene 

Ofll the under Fiends. Bur if fobe, + 


Exit ſecond Servingman. 


Thou dar'{t not this and that to prove more Fortunes 


——— 


in him. He bad (ir, a kinde of face me thonght. 1cannor 


Tt art tyr'd, then in a word, I alſoam 
Longer to live molt wearie : and preſent 
My throat to.thee, and to thy Ancient Malice: 
Which not to cut, would (hew thee but a Fooole, 
Since I have ever followed thee with hate, 
Drawne Tunnes of Blood out of thy Countries brelt, 
And cannox live but to thy ſhame, unkſſe 
It be todoe thee ſervice. 

Anf. Oh Martins, Martins; 


Each word thou haſt ſpoke, hath weeded fram my heart | 


Arocte of Ancient Envy. If Iupiter 

Should from yond clowd ſpeake divine things, 

And ay 'tistrue; 1'denot beleevethem more 

Then thee all-Noble Martins. Let me twine 

Mine armes about that body; where againſt 

My grained Aſh an hundred times hath broke, 

And'icarr'd che Moone with fſplinters : heere 1cleep 

The Anvile of ay Sword, and do contelt . 

As hotly, and as Nobly with thy Love, 

As everin Ambitious ſtrength, 1 did 

Contend againſt thy Valour. Know thou firſt, 

Ilov'd the Maid I married : never man 

Sigh'd truer breath. Butthar I {ce thee heere 

Thou Noble thing, more dances my rapt heart, 

Then when [ firſt my wedded Milſtris r= 

Beftrid my Threſhold. Why , thoa Mars 1 tell thee, 

We have a Power on foote : and I had purpoſe 

Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawne, 

Or looſe mine Armetor'c: Thou haſt beate me out 

Twelve {cverall times, and TI have nightly ſince 

Dreamr of encounters *twixt thy ſelte and me : 

We have becne downe together in my fleepe, 

Vnbuckling Hcelmes, fiſting each others Theouk, | 

And wak'd halte dead with nothing. Worthy CMarcins 

Had we no other quarrcll ciſe to Reme, but that 

Thou art thence Baniſh'd, we would muſter all 

From twelue, to (eventie : and powring Warre 

Into the bowels of ungratcfull Rome, 

Like a bold Flood o're-beate. Oh come, goin, 

And take our Fricudly Senators by 'th' hands 

Who now ace heere, taking their leaves of me, 

Whoam prepar'd agaialt your Territories, 

Though not toc Rome it teife. 

Corea. You blcile me Gods. 
Auf, Therefore molt ablolute Sir, it thou wilt have 

The leading of thine owne Revenges, take 

Th' one halte of wy Commiſſion, and fet downe 

As beſt thou art experienc'd, fince thou know'lt 

Thy Countrics ſtrength and weakneſſe, thine own waics 

Whether to knocke againſt the Gates of Rome, 

Or rudely viſit them in parts remote, . 

To fright them, eredeſtroy. But come 1n, 

Let mecomment thee firſt, torhole that ſhall 

Say yea to thy*drfires. Athouſand welcomes, 

And more a Friendthen ere an Enemie, 

Yet Martins that was much, Your hand: molt welcome. 

| Excnnt. 

Emer two of the Servingmen, 

1 Heere's a (trange alteration? 


2 By my hand, I had thought to have ſtroken him with | 


a Cudgell,and yet my minde gave me, his cloathes made 
a falſe report of him. 


1 What an Arme he has, he tura'd me about with his 
finger and his thumbe, as one would ſet upa Top. 
2 Nay, 1 knew by bis face thatthere was ſome-tbing 
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T he Tragedy of Coriolanus. 


tell how to terme ir. 

1 He had ſo, looking asit were, would I were hang'd 
but 1 thought there was more in him,then I.could think. 

2. Sodid I,lle be ſworne : He is fimply the rareſt man 
ith' world. 

I Ithinke heis 3 buta greater ſoldier then he, 

You wot one. 

2 Who my Maſter ? 

1 Nay, it's no matter for that. 

2 Worth ſix on him. 

1 Nay not ſo neither : but I take him to be the greater 
Souldiour. 

2 Faith looke you, one cannot tell how to ſay that : for 
the defenceof a Towne, our Generall 1s excellent- 

1 I,andfor anaſſault _ 

Enter the third Ser vingman. 

e OhSlaves,I can tell you Newes, News you Raſcals 

Both. What, what, what? Let's partake. 

3 I would not bea Roman of all Nations; I had as 
live bea condemn'd man. 

Both. Wherefore ? Wherefore ? 

3 Why here's he that was wonttothwacke our Gc- 
ncrall, Can IHMariins, 

I Why do youſay,thwacke our Generall ? 

3 Ido notfay thwacke our Generall, but he was al- 
wayes good enoughfor him 

2 Come we are fellowes and friends : he was ever to0 
hard for him, I have heard him fay ſo himſelfe. 

1 He was too hard for him direly, to fay the Troth 
on't before Coriolms; he ſcorcht him,and notcht bim like a 
Carbinado. ; 

2 And hee had bin Cannibally given, hee might have 
boyld and eaten him too. 

t Butmoreof thy Newts. , 

3 Why he is ſo made on heere within, as if he were 
Sonrand Heire to Mars, ſet at upper end o'ch' Table : No 
queſtion askt him by any of the Senators, but they ſtand 
bald before him. Our Generall himſclfe makes a Mittris 
of him, SanRifies himſelfe with's hand,and rurnes up the 
white o'th' eye to his diſcourſe. But the botrome of the 
Newes is,our Generall iscut i'th' middle,& butone halfe 
of what he was yeſterday. For the other ha's halte , by 
the intreaty and grant of the whole Table. Hee'l go hee 
fayes, and ſole the Porter of Rome Gates by th'cares. He 
wall _ all downe before him , and leave his paſlage 

2 And he's as like to do't as any man can imagine. 

3 Doo't? he willdoo't : for look you fir,he has as ma- 
ny Friends as Enemies: which Friends fir as it were,durſt 
not (looke you fir) ſhew themſelves (as weterme it) his 
Friends, whileſt he's in DireRitude, 

.vY —_— W hats that ? . A Hot 

3 But when they ſhall ſce ſir, his Creſt up againe 
the man in blood,they will out of their Burroughes (like 
Coniesafter Raine) and revell all with him. 

x But when gocsthis forward? 

3 Tomorrow, to day, preſently, you ſhall have the 
Drum ſtrooke up thisafternoone ;*Tis as it were a parcel 


.. 


of their Feaſt,andto be executed ere they wipe their lips... 


2 Why then we ſhall havea ſtirring World againe : 
This peace is nothing, but to ruſt Iron, encreaſe Taylors, 
and breed Ballad-makers. 

1 Letmehave Warre ſay I, it exceeds peace as farre 
as day do's night : Ir's(prightly walking audible,and full 
of Vent. Peace, isa very Apoplexy, Lethargic, mull'd, 
deafe, ſleepe, inſenfible , a getrer of more baſtard 
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dren, then warresadeſtroyer of men. 

2 'Tisſo,and as warres in ſome ſort may bee ſaideto 
be a Raviſher, ſo it cannot be denied, but peace isagreat 
maker of Cuckolds. 

1 I, andit makes men hate one another. 

3 Reaſon, becauſe they then leffeneede one another: 
The Warres for my money. I hope toſec Romanes as 
cheape as Volcians. They are riſing, they are riſing. 

Both. In, mn, in, in. Exeunt, 

Enter the two Tribunes, Sicinina, and Brutus. 

Sicin. We ltcare not of him, neither need we feare him, 
His remedies are tame, the preſent peace, 
And quietnefle of the people, which before 
Were in wilde hurry, Heere do we make his Friends 
Bluſh, that the world goes well : who rather had; 
Though they themſelves did ſuffer by't, behold 
Diſlentious numbers peſtring ſtreets, then ſee 
Our Tradeſmen ſinging in heir ſhops, and going 
About their Fun&ions friendly. 

Enter Menenns . 

Bru, We ſtood too't in time. Is this Aſeneniu? 

Sicin, "Tis he,'tis he : O be is grown molt kind of late; 
Haile Sir, Mene. Haile to you both. 

Sicw, Your Coriolanus is not much miſt, but with his 
Friends : the Common wealth doth ſtand, and ſo would 
do, were he more angry at it. 

Mene. All's well, and might have beene much better, 
if he could have remporiz'd. 

Sicin, Where is he, heare you ? 

Mene. Nay 1 heare nothing : 

His Mother and his wite, hcare nothing from him. 
Emter three or foure Cutzens. 

eAl. The Gods preſerve you both. 

Scan. Gooden our Neighbours. 

Bru. Gooden to youall, goodento you all. 

I Our ſelves, our wives, 2nd children, on our knees, 
Are bound to pray for you both. 

Stem, Live, and thrives 
Bru. Farewell kinde Neighbours : 
We wiſht Coriolanus had lov'd you as we did. 
All. Now the Gods keepe you. 
Both Tri. Farewell, farewell. E xeant Citizens 
Sicin. This is a happier;and more comely time, 
Then when theſe Fellowes ran about the ſtreets, 
Crying Confuſion. 

Bru. Cains Martins was 
A worthy Othcer 'th*Warre,butInſolent, 

O're come with pride, Ambitious,palt all thinking 
Sclte-loving. , : 

Sicis. Ang affeing one ſole Throne, without alliſiace 

Mene. I thinke not fo. 

Sicin, We ſhould by thisroall our Lamentation, 

If he had'gone forth Counſcll, found it ſo. 

Bru. 1 he Gods have well prevented it, and Rome 

Sics ſfafeand ſtill, without him. 
Enter an e/AEdble. 

eAdile, Worthy Tribunes, 

There isa Slave whom we have put in priſon, 
Reports the Volces with two ſeverall Powers 
Arcentred mthc Roman Territorics, 

And with the deepeſt malice of the Warre, 
Deltroy, whar lies before *em. 

Mene, "Tis Anfſidune, 

Who hearing of our Martin Baniſhment, 
Thruſts forth his hornes againe into the world 


Which were In-ſhell'd, when CHarrixs ſtood for __ 
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And durſt not once peepe out. 

Sicin. Come, what talke you of Martine, 

Br. Go ſee this Rumorer whipr, it cannotbe, 
The Volces dare breake with us. 

HMene. Cannot be? 

We have record, that very well it can, 
And three examples of the like, hath beene 
Within my Age. But reaſon with the fellow 
Before you puniſh him, where he heard this, 
Leaſt you ſhall chance to whip your Information, 
And beate the , Who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 

Sicin, Tellnot me : I know this cannot be. 
- Bru. Not poſſible. 

Enter 4 Meſſenger. 

HMeſ. The Nobles ingreatcarneſtneſle are going 
All ro the Senate-houſe : ſome newes is comming 
Thatturnes their Countenances, 

Sicmr. "Tis this Slave : 

Go whip him fore the peoples cyes : His railing, 
Nothing but his ” 
Meſe. Yes w Sir, 
The Slaves report is ſeconded, and more 
More fearfull is deliver'd. 

Sicin. W hat more fearefull? 

Mef. Itis ſpoke freely out of many mouths, 
How probable I do not know, that Adarrines 
loyn'd with A«ffidixs, leads a power 'gainſt Rome, 
And vowes R as ſpacious, as betweene 
The yong' lt and oldeſtthing. 

Sieww. This is molt likely, 

Bru. Rais'd onely, that the weaker ſort may wiſh 
Good Martixs home againe. 

Sicim, The very tricke on't, 


Mene. This is unlikely, 
' He,and Anff:dixs can no more atrone 
| Then violent'ſt Contraricty« 
Emer Meſſenger, 
e1eſ. You are fentfor tothe Senate : 
A fearefull Army, led by Caius Martine, 
Afociated with eAuffrdine Rages «» 
Vpon our Territories, and have already 
O'rc-borne their way, conſum'd with fire,and tooke 
What lay before them, 
Emer Commu. 
Com, Oh you have made good worke. 
| AMene, Whatnewes? What newes? 
Com, You have holp to raviſh your owne daughters, & 
To me!r the City Leades upon your pates, 
To ſee your Wives diſhonour'd to your Noles. 
Mene, W hat's the newes ? What's the newes ? 


Com, Your Temples burned intheir Ciment,and 
| Your Franchiſes, whereon you ſtood, confin'd 
Intoan Augors boare. 


Mene., Pray.now the newes : 
You have made faire worke I feare me: pray your newes, 
If Marrixs ſhould be joyn'd with Volceans. 
Com. If ? He istheir God, he leads them like athing 
| Made by ſome other Deity then Nature, 
| That ſhapes man Better : and they foilow him 
| Againſt us Brats, with no leſſe Confidence, 
| Then Boyes perſuing Summer Butrer-flies, 
| Or Butchers killing Flyes. 
| Meme, You have made good worke, 


Youand your Apron men : you, that ſtood ſo much 


Vponthe voyce of occupation, and 
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The breath of Garlike-caters. 

Com. Hce'l (hake your Rome about your cares. 

Mee. As Herculms did ſhake downe Mellow Frune ; 
You have made faire worke. 

Bro, But is this true fir 2 

Como, I, and you'l looke pale 
Before you finde it other. All the Regions 
Do {milingly Revolt, and who refiſts 
Are mock'd tor valiant Ignorance, . | 
And periſh conſtant Fooles : who is't can blame him? 
Your Enemies and his, finde ſomerhing in him, 

Mene. We are all undone, unleiſe 
The Noble man have mercy. 

Com. Who ſhall aske it ? 
The Tribunes cannot doo't for ſhame ; the people 
Deſerve ſuch pitty of him, as the Wolfe 
Doe's of the Shepheards : For his beſt Friends, it they 
Should ay be good to Rome, they charg'd him, even 
As thoſe ſhould do that had deferv'd his bate, 
And therein ſhew'd like Enemies. 

Ate. Tis true,it he were putcing to my honſe,the brand 
That ſhould conſume ir, 1 have notthe face 
To ſay, beſcech you ceaſe. You have made faire hands, 
You and your Crafts, you have crafted faire, 

Com, You have brought 
A Trembling upon Rome, ſuch as was never 
S'incapeable of ory : 

Trs. Say not, we brought it. 

Mene. How? Was't we? Welov'd him, 
Bur like Beaſts,and Cowardly Nobles, 
Gave way unto your Clufters, who did hoote 
Him out o'th City. 

(om. Bvt I feare | 
They'l roare him in againe. Tullus Anffrdiar, 
The ſecond name of men, obeyes his points 
As it he were his Othicer ; D_ , 
Is all the policy, Strength, and Defence 
That Rome can makeagainit them. 

Enter 4 Troope of CuUizens. 

Mene, Heere come the Cluſters. 
And is Auffidiwes with him? You are they 
That made the Ayre unwholſome, when you caſt 
Your ſtinking, greafie Caps, in hooting 
At Coriolanws Fxile. How he's comming , 
And nota haire upon a Souldiess bead 
Which will not provea whip: As many Coxcombes 
As youthrew Caps up, will he tumbledowne, 
And pay you for your voyces. Tisno matter, 
If he could burne us all into oce coale, 
We have deferv'd it. 

Omnes. Faith, we heare feartull Newes, 

1 Cit. For mine owne part, 

When I ſaid baniſh him,[ ſaid 'twaspitty- 

2 Andſodid1. 

2 And ſodid I: and toſay thetruth , ſo did very ma- 
ny of us, that we did wedid for the beſt, and choughwe 
williogly conſented to his Baniſhment, yet it was againſt 
our will. 

Com, Y are goodly things, you Voyces. 
Men. ou have made you good worke 
You and your cry» Shal'sto the Capitoll ? 

Com, Oh I, what cl(c? E xexnt bath 

Sicin. Go Maſters get you home, be not diſmaid, 
Theſeare a Side, that would be glad to have 
This true, whichthey fo ſeemerto feare, Go home, 
And ſhew no ſigne of Feare. 


ce 2 1. Cit« 
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| When firſt | did embrace him. Yet his Nature 
| In that's no Changeling, and 1 mutt excule 
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I (. The Gods bee good to us: Come Maſters let's | 
home, I ever ſaid we were i'th wrong, when we baniſh d 
him. | 
2 Cit. Sodid weall, But come, let's home. Exit.Ci. | 

Bru, 1 do not like this Newes. | 

Swin, Norl. 

Bra. Let's toithe Capitoll : would halfe my wealth 
Would by this for abye. | | | 

Sic. Paay let's go. Exeam Tribunes. 

' : Enter Avuſſidins with his Lievtenant. 

Anf. Do they (tillflye ro*'rh Roman? 

Liew. 1 do not know what Witchcraft's in him z- but 
Your Soldicrs uſc him as the grace*fore meate, 
Their talke at Table, and their Thankes atend, 
And you are darkned inthis action Sir, 
Fven by your owne. 

Auf. 1 cannot helpe itnow, 
Vnlefle by ufing meancs [ lame the foote 
Of our defigne. He beares himſclfe more proudly, 
Evento my perſon, then I thought he would 


What cannot be amended, 
Liew, Yetl with Sir, 
(1 czeane for your perticular ) you hadnot 
Ioynd in Commiſtion with him : but either have borne 
Thea&ian of your ſelfe, orelſc to him , had lefrir ſoly. 
Auf. T underſtand thee well, and be thou ſure 
When he ſhall come to his account, he knowes not 
What I can urge againſt him, although it ſeemes 
And ſohethinkes, andis noleſle apparant 
Toth' vulgar eye, that he bears all thtings fairely : - 
And ſhewes good Husbandry for the Volcean State; ' 
Fights Dragon-like, and does atchceve asfoone ' 
As draw his Sword : yct he hath left undone 
That which ſhall breake his necke, or hazard mine. 
Whencrc we come t@ cur account. - Þ 
Leis. Sir, I beſcech you, think you hel carry Rome 
Anf. All places yeeid to hin ere he fits downe, 
And the Nobility of Rome are his : | 
The Senator and patricians love him too : 
Thetribunes are no Soldiers ; and their people 
Will be as raſh inthe repeale , as haſty 
Toexpell him thence. I thinke hee'l be to Rome 
Asis the Aſpray to the Fiſh, who takes it 
By Soveraignty of Nature, Firſt, he was 
A Noble ſervant to them, but he could not 
his Honors even: whether*was Pride 
Which out of dayly Fortune ever taints 
The happy man; wherher defect of judgement, 
Tofaile in the diſpoſing of choſe chances 
Which he was Lord of : or whether Nature, 
Not to be other then one thing, not mooving 
From th' Caske to th' Cuſhion : but commanding peace 
Even with the ſame 2uſterity and garbe, 
As he controll'd the warre, But one of theſe 
(As he hath ſpices of thermal!) not all, 
For I darcſo barre free him, made him fear'd, 
So hated, and-ſo baniſh'd : but he be's a Merit 
Tochoake it 1a the utr'rance : So our Vertues, 
Licin th' interpretation of the time, 
And power unto' it ſelfe moſt commendable, 
Hathnota Tombe ſoevident as a Chaire 
T' extoll what it hath done. 


Mn — 


Come let's away : when Caim Rome is thine, 
Thouart poor'lt of al;then ſhortly art thou mine. Exean, 


Rights by rights touler, ſtrengths by ſtrengths do faile. 
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Emer Menenins, Commins, Sitonine, Brutwa, 
the two Tribuner, with others. 

Aenen. No, le not go : you heare what he hath ſaid 
W hich was ſometime his Generall : wholoved him 
In a moſt deere particular. He call'd me Father : 
But what o'that ? Go you that baniſh'd him 
A mile before his Tent, fall downe and kneele 
The way into his mercy : Nay, if he coy'd 
To heare Commine ſpeake, Ile keepe at home. 

(om. He wou!ldnot ſeemeto know me. 

Menen. Do you heare ? 

Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name : 

I urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
Thar we have bled together. ( oriolanus 
He would not anſwer to: Forbad all Names, 
He was a kinde of Nothing, Titleleſle, 
Till he had forg'd himſelfe a name” a'th' fire 
Of burning Rome. 
Menen, Why ſo: you have made good worke: 
A paire of Tribunes, that have wrack'd for Rome, 
To make Coales cheape ; A Noble memory. 

Com. I minded him, how Royall 'twas to pardon 
When it was efſeexpeRted. He replyed 
It wasa bare petition of a State 
To one whom they had puniſh'd. 

UMenen. Very well, could he fay lefſe ? 

{ om. I offercd to awaken his regard 
For's private Friends. His anſwere to me was 
He could nor ſtay topicke them, ina pile 
Of noyſome muſty Chafte, He ſaid, twas folly 
For one poore graine or two, to leave unburne 
And ſtill to note th'* offence. 

<Menen. For one poore graine or tivo ? 

I amone of thoſe : his Mother, Wife, his Childe, 
And this brave Fellow too : we are the Graines, 
You are the muſty Chafſe, and you ate ſmelt 
Above the Moone. We muſt be burnt for you. 

Sicin, Nay, pray be patient : 1f you retuſe your ayde 
In this ſo never-needed helpe, yet do not 
Vpbraid's with our diftrefle. But ſure if you 
Would be your Countries Pleader, your good tongue 
_ _ the inſtante Armie we can make 
Might ſtop our Countryman. 

Menen, No: lle notmeddle. 

Siciw, Pray you goto him. 

Menen. What fhould Ido? 

Brs, © Onely make triall what your Love cando, 
For Rome, towards Martins. 

Mene. Well, and ſay that Martwa returne me, 
As Cominixs is return'd, unheard : what then? 
Bur as a diſcontented Friend, griefe-ſhot 
Wirh his unkindneſſe* Say'tbe ſo? 

Sicin, Yet your good will 
Maſt have thatthankesfrom Rome, after the meaſure 
As you intended well. 

Aenve, Ic undertak't : | 
I thinke hee'l heare me. Yettobite his lip, 
And humme at good Cominine, much un 
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He was not taken well, he had not din'd, 

The Veines unkill'd, our blood is cold, and then 

We powt upon the Morning, are una 

To + or oth ve; bt Gln we have ſtufft 

Theſe Pipes, and theſe Conv of our blood 

Wirth Wine and Feeding, we have ſuppler Soules 

Then in our Prieſt-like Faſts : theretore He watch him 
Till he be dicted tomy requeſt, 

And then Ile ſet upon him. 

Bru. You know the very rode into his kindneſle, 
And cannot loſe your way. 

Menxe. Good faith Ile prove him, 

Speed how it will, I ſhall ere long, have knowledge = 
Of my ſucceſle. Exit. 
(om. Hee'l never heare him. 

Sin, Not. 

Com. I tell you, hedoe'sfit in Gold, his eye 
Red as *twould burne Rome : and his Injury 
The Gaoler to his pitty. I kneel'd before hun, 

'Twas very faint'y he faid Riſe: dilmiſt me 

Thus with his ſpcechlefſc hand. W hat he would do 

He ſent in writing after tne : what he would nor, 

Bound with an Oathto yeeld to his conditions : 

So that all is vaine, unlefſe his Noble Mother, 

And his Wite ,who (as I heare) meaneto ſolicice him 

For mercy to his Country : therefore let's hence, ' 

And with our faire intreaties haſt themon. =Execum, 
Enter © Menenins to the Watch or Guard, 

1 Wat. Stay : whence are you- 

2.#at, Stand, and go backe. 

Mo. You guardlike men,'tis well. But by,your leave, 
Iam anOthicer of State,& come to ſpeake with ( oriolanne. 

1 From whence ? Mene. From Rome. 

1 You may not paſſe, you mult returne : our Geuerall 
will no more heare from thence. 

2 You' -_ Rome ecmbrac'd with fire, before 
You'l ſpeake with Coriolanue. 

Mee, Good my Friends, 

If you have heard your Grnerall talke of Rome, 
And of his Friends there, it is Lots to Blankes, 
My name hath touch't your cares : itis Menensus, 
t Be it {o, go back: the vertue of your name, 
Is not heere paſſable» 
AMene, I teilthee Fellow, 
Thy Generall is my Lover : I have beene 
Thebooke cf his good Ats, whence men have read 
His Fame unparalell'd, happely amplified : 
For I have ever ucritied my Friends, 
(Of whom hee's cheefe ) with all the ſize that verity 
Would without lapſing ſuffer : Nay, ſomerimes, 
Like to a Bowle upon a ſubtle ground 
[ have tumbled palit the throw : and in his praiſe 
Have (almoſt)ſtampt the Leaſing. Therefore Fellow, 
I mult havelcave to paſſe. 

I Faith Sir, if you hadtoldas many lies in his behalfe, 
a you have uttered words in your owne,you ſhould not 
paſſe heere : no, though it were as vertuous tolye, as to 
live chaſtly. Therefore go backe, 


Uwayes faRionary on the party of your Generall. 

2 Howloever you have bin his Lier , as you ſay you 
have, lam one that telling true under him , muſt ſay yon 
cannet paiſe.. Therefore go backe. 


ſpeake with him, till after dinner, 
1 Youare a Roman, are you ? 


ET 


Mer.? ri thee fellow, remember my name 1s Menenian, 


AM:ne, Ha's he din'd can'it thou tell? For I would not | 


CHene. I ain 25 thy Generallis, 

I Thenyou ſhould hate Rome, as he do's. Can you, 
when you have puſht out your gates, the very Detender 
of them, and ina molent populer ignorance, given your 
enemy your ſhield, thinke co front hisrevenges with the 
calie groanes of old women, the Virginall Palms of.your 
daughters , or with the paltied interceſſion of ſuch a de- 
cay'd Dotant as you feemeto be? Can you think ro blow 
out the uitended fire, your City is ready to flame in, with 
ſuch weake breath as rhiz?No,you are decerv'd,therefore 
backe to Rome, and prepare for your execution : you are 
condemn'd, our Generall has fworne you vat of reprecve 
and pari{on. ' 

Mere. Sirra, if the Captaine knew I were heere, 

He would uſe me with eitimation. 

1 Come, my Capraine knowes you not: 

Mene. 1 meane thy Generall, 

1 My Generallcares not for you. Backel ſay,go: leaſt 
Ter forth your halte pinte of blood. Backe, that's the ut- 
moſt of your having, backe* 

Mene, Nay but Fellow, Fellow. 

Entry Corrolanus with Auſſidine, 

Corio. What's the matter? 

Aene,Now you Companion: Ile fay an arrant for you : 
you ſhail know now thaclI am in eſtimation : you ſhall 
perceive, that a Iacke gardant cannot office me from my 
Son Corselanws, gueſle but my entertainment with him:it 
thou (tand'ſt not i'th ſtate of hanging, or of ſome death 
more long im Spetatorſhip, andcrueller in ſuffering, be- 
hold now pretently,and ſwoond for what's to come upon 
thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourely Synod about thy 
particular proſperity,and love thee no worſe thenthy old 
Father Menerius do's, O my Son, my Son ! thou art = 
paring hrefor us ; looke thee, heere's water toquench it. 
I was hardly moved tocome tothee :. but being aflured 
none butzmy ſclfe could moue thee, 1 have beene blowne 
out of your Gates with {ighes : andconjure thee to par- 
don Rome, and thy petitionary Countrimen. The good 
Gods aflwage thy wrath,and turne the dregs of it, upon 


this Varlethcere : This, who like a blocke hath denyed | 


my acccſle to thee. 
Corio. Away« 
Mine, How ? Away? | 
Corio, Wite, Mocher, Child,I know not. My affatres 
Are Servanredto others: Though | owe 
My revenge properly, my remiſhon lies 
In Volcean breſt;. That we have becre fawiliar, 
Ingrate jorgerfulacſlc ſhall poiion rather 
Then pitty : Note how much, theretore be gone. 
Mine cares again(t your ſuites, arc {tronger then 
Your gates aguinſt my force. Yer tor 1 loved thee, 
Take this along, I writ it for thy take, 
And would have ſentit. Another word Menena, 
I will not heare thee (peake. This man Aufftasrs 
Was my belov'd in Rome ; yetthou behold" tt. 
Anf. You keepe a conitant temper. 
CManent the Guard and Meneusne. 
1 Now fir, is your name CHenentre? 
2 Tis aſpell youſecof much power : 
You know the way home agajne: - | 
1 Do you heare how we are ſhent-for keeping your 
greatneſſe backe ? 
2 Whatcauſe do you thinke I have toſwoond F .. 
"© Mene. | neither care tor th' world, nor your Generall: 
ſor ſuch things as you,I can ſcarſethinke ther's any,y'arc 
ſo light. Hethat hatlia will rodye by bimſeltfe, tcares ir 
. nor 


Exeant. 
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not from another : Let your Generall do his worſt. For | 
you, bee that you are, long; and your milery encreaſe 
with your age. I fay to you, as I was ſaid to, Away Exv. 
1- ANoble Fellow I warrant bim, 
2 The worthy Fellow is our General. He's the Rocke, 
The Oake not to be windc-ſhaken. Exit Watch, 
Enter ( miolanus and Auſfidens. 
Corio, We will betore the walls of Rome to morrow 
Set downe our Hoaſt. My partner 1n this Action, 
You muſt reporttoth' Volcian Lords, how plainly 
I] have borne this Buſineſle, 
Anf. Oncly their ends you have reſpeRted. 
| Stopt your cares againſt the generall ſuite of Rome: 
Never admitted a privat whiſper,no not with ſuchfricnds 
That thought hem ſure of you. 
Corte. This laſt old man, 
Whom with a crack'd heart I have ſcat to Rome, 
Lov'd me, above the meaſure of a Father, 
Nay godded me indecd. Their lateſt refuge 
Was to ſend him : for whoſe old love 1 have 
(Though I ſhew'd ſowrely to him) once more offer'd 
The firl} Conditions which they did refuge, 
And cannot now t,to grace him onely, 
That thought he could do more : A very little 
I have yecided to. Freſh Emtaſſes, and Suites, 
Nor from the State, nor private friends heereafter 
WillI lend care to. Ha ? what ſhout is this? Showt withiv 
Shall I be cempted to infringe my vow 
Inthe ſame timc'ris made ?1 will not. 
Emer Vargilia, Volummia, V aleria,youg Martens; 
Po Attendants, O0 
My wife comes formoſt, then the honour'd mould 
W herein this trunke was fram'd, and in her hand 
The Grandchilde to her blood. Burt out affeRion, 
All bond and priviledgeof nature breake; 
Let it be Vertuous to be Obſtinate. 
Whar is that Curt'fie worth ? Or thoſe Doves eyes, 
Which can make Gods forlworne? I melt and am not 
Of ſtronger earth then others : my Mother bowes, 
As if Olympus toa Mole-hill ſhould 
-In fupplication Ned: and my young Boy 
Hath an aſpeR of interccſſion, which 
Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Volces 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy, Je never 
Be ſuch a Goſling to obey inſtia&: but ſtand . 
As ifa man were Author of himſelf, & knew no other kin 

Vargil. My Lord and Husband. 

Corro, Theſeeyesarenot the ſame I wore in Rome. 

Virg. The ſorrow that delivers usthus chang'd, 
Makes you thinke ſo. 

Corio. Like adnll Actor now, I have forgot fo 
AndI am out, cventoa full Diſgrace. Beſt of my , 
Forgive my Tyranvy : but do eot ſay , 

For that forgive ws Romans. O a kiſſe 
as my Exile, {veet as my Revenge ! 
Now by the jealous Queene of Heaven, that kiſl 
I carried from thee dearez and my true Lippe 
Hath Virgin'd it ere fince, You Gods, | pray, 
And the moſt Noble Mother of the world 
Leave unſaluted : Sinke my knee i'th' carth; 
Ofthy deepe duty, more umpreſhon ſhew 
Then that of common Sonnes. » 
Volum. Oh ſtand up bleſt! | 
Whilſt with no ſofter Cuſhion then the Flint 
I kneele before thee, and unproperly 
, Shew duty as miſtaken, all this while, 


Kneeles 


Bertweene the Childe,and Parent. 
Corio. What's this > your knees to me ? 
To your Corrected Sonne? 
T hen let the Pibbles on the bungry beach 
Fillop the Starres: Then, kt the mutinous windes 
Strike the proud Cedars *gainſt the fiery Sun : 
Murd'ring _ tbility, to make 
What cannot be, ſlight worke. 
UVoluw. Thou art my Warriour, I hope to frame thee 
Do you know this Lady? 
(rie. The Noble Siſter of Publicela; 
The Moone of Rome : Chaſte as the 1iicle 
That's curdied by the Froſt, from purelt Snow, 
And hangson Dans Temple : Deere Valeria. 
Volne. This is a poore Epitome of yours, 
Wrich by th” interpretation of full time, 
May ſhew like all your ſclfe. 
Corse. The God of Souldiers : 
With the conſent of f Jove, informe 
Thy thoughts with Noblenefſe, that thou mayſt prove 
To (hame unvulnerable, and (irike i'th Warres 
Like a great Sea-marke ftanding every flaw, 
And ſaving thoſe that eye thee, 
TColum. Your knee, Sicrah. 
Corio, That's my brave Boy. 
Volum. Eyen he, your wite, this Ladie, and my lelte, 
Are Sutors to you. 
Core. Theſcech youpeace : 
Or it yould aske rememberthis before ; | 
The thing I have forſworne to graunt, may neyer 
Be held by you denials, Donot bid me 
Diſmiſſe my Soldiers, or capitulare 
Againe, with Romes Mechanickes. Tell me nor 
W herein I ſeeme unnaturall : Defire not t'allay 
My Ragesand Revenges, with your colder reaſons. 
Volum, Oh no more, no more : 
You have ſaid you will notgrant us any thing : 
For we have nothing elſe to aske, but that 
Which youdeny : yet we will aske, 
That if you faile in our requeſt, the blame 
May hang upon your hardneſſe, therefore heare us. 
Cario. Auffidas, and you Volces marke, for wee'l 
Heare noughtfrom Rome in private. Your requelt ? 
Uolum. Should we be filent & not ſpeak, our Raiment 
And (tate of Bodies would bewray what life 
We haveled ſince thy Exile. Thinke withthy ſclfe, 
How more unfortunateehen living women 
Are we come hither ; fincethat thy ſight, which ſhould 
Make our cies flow with joy,heartsdance with comforts, 
Conſtraineschem weepe, and ſhake with feare & ſorow, 
Making the Mother, wife, and Childe to ſee, 
The Sonne, the Husband, and the Father tearing 
His Countries Bowels out; and to e we 
Thine enmities moſt capitall : 1 hou barr'ſt us 
Our prayersto the Gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy, For how can we? 
Alas ! how can we, tor our Country pray ? 
Whereto weare bound, rogether with thy vifory : * 
W hereto we are bound : Alacke, or we mult loole 
The Countric our deere Nurſe, or clſc thy aun 
Our comfort inthe Country. We muſt finde 
An evident Calamity , though we had 
Our wiſh, which fide ſhould win. Foreither thou 
Muſt asa Forraine Recreant be {ed 
With Manacles through our ftreets, or clſe 
Triumphantly treadeon thy Countries ruine, Ry 
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And beare the Palme, for having bravely ſhed 
Thy Wife and Childrens blood: For my ſelte,Sonne, 
] ſe not to waite on Fortune, till 
Theſe warres determine : if I cannot perſwade thee, 
Rather to ſhew a Noble grace toboth parts, 
Then ſceke the end of one ; thou ſhalt no ſoones. 
March to afſault thy Country,then to treade 
(Truſt too't, thou ſhalt not) on thy Mothers wombe 
That brought theeto this world. ; : 

Vrg. 1,and mine, that brought you forth this boy, 
To keepe your name living totime- 

'Boy. A ſhall nortread on me : Ie run away 
Till I am bigger, but then Ile fight. 

Coro. Not of a womans etobe, 
Requires nor Childe, nor womans faceto ſce: 
[ have fate roo long. | 

Uelum. Nay, gonot from us thus : 
If ir were {o, that our requeſt did rend 
Toſave the Romanes, thereby to deſtroy 
The V olces whom you ſerve, you might condemne 11s 
Aspoyſonous of your Honour. No, our ſuite 
Is that you reconcile them : While the Volces 
May ſay, this mercy we have ſhew'd : the Romanes, 
This we recciv'd, and cach in cither fide 
Give the All-haile tothee, and cry be Bleſt | 
For making up this peace. Thou know'ſt (great Sonne) 
The end of Warres uncertaine ; but this certaine, 
Thatif thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou ſhalt thereby reape, is ſuch a name 
Whoſe repetition will be dogg'd with Curſes : 
Whoſe Chronicle thus writ;The man was Noble, 
But with his laſt Attempt, he wip'd it out : 
Deſtroy'd his Country, and hisname remaines 
To th* inſuing Age, abhorr'd. Speake to me Son : 
Thou haſt affected the five ſtraines of Honor, 


| To umitate the graces of the Gods. 

| To teare with Thunder the wide Cheekes a'th' Ayre, 

| And yet to change thy Sulphure with a Boult. 

| That ſhould but rive an Oake, Why do'ſt not ſpeake? 

Think*ſt rhou it honourable for a Noble man 

Sillto remember wrongs ? Daughter, ſpeake you : 

| Hecaresnot for your weeping, Speake thou Boy, 

' Perhaps thy childiſhneſſe will move him more 

Then can our Reaſons. There is no man in the world 

More bound to's Mother, yet here he let's me prate 

Like one i*th' Stockes. Thou haſt never in thy life, 

Shew'd thy deere Mother any curtelic, 

When ſhe (poore Hen)fond of no ſecond brood, 

nary thee tothe Warres , and ſafely home 
with Honour. Say my Requeſt's unjuſt 

And ſpurne me backe: But, if ir benot ſo oe 

Thou art not honeſt, and the Gods will plague thee 

That thou reſtrauvſt from me the Duty, which 

Toa Mothers part belongs. He turnes away : 

Down Ladies : let us ſhame him with our knees 

To his ſur-name Coriolanw longs more pride 

Then pitty ro our Prayers. Downe : anend, 

This1sthelaſt. So, we will home to Rome, 

Anddye among our Neighbours ; Nay, bchold's, 

This Boy that cannot tell what he would have, 

But kneeles, and holds up hands for fellowſhip, 

Doe's realon our Petition with more ſtrength 

Then thou haſt to deny't, Come, let us go : 

This Fe!lew had a Volcean to his Mother : 

His Wife is in Coriolus , and bis Childe 

Like him by chance z yet give us our diſpatch : 


I 


| 


To havea Temple built you: Ail the Swords 


I am huſhe untill our City beafire,& then Neſpeak alirtlc | 
Holds her by the band ſilent. 

Corio. O Mother, Mother ! | | 
What have you done ? Behold, the Heavens do ope, 
The Gods looke downe, and this unnaturall Scene 
They laugh ar. Oh my Mother, Mother :Oh ! 

You have wonne a happy Victory to Rome. 
Bur for your Sonne, belceve it ; Oh belceve it, 
Moſt do {ly yoa have with him prevail'd, 
If not molt mortall to him. Butler it come : 
eAuſſidzzs, though I cannot make true Warres, 
Ile frame convenient peace. Now good Anffidine, 
Were you in my {tced, would you have heard 
A mother lefſe ? or granted lefle Anffidins ? 
Awf., I was mou'd withall. 
Coro, I dare be ſworne you were ; 

And fir, it is no little thing to make 
Mineeyes to ſweat compallion. But (good fir ) 
What peace you'l make, adviſe me 7 For my part, 
He not to Rome, Ile backe with you, and pray you 
Stand to me in this cauſe. O Mother | Wite | 


Auf. 1am glad thou halt ſet thy mercy, & thy Honor 


Ar difference in thee : Oatof that Ile worke 
My ſclte a tormer Fortune. 
Corio. I by and by ; But we will drinke together : 
And you ſhall beare 
A better wirnefle backe then words,which we 
On like conditions, will have counter-{cal'd. 
Come enter with us : Ladies you delerve 


In Italy, and her Confederate Armes 
Could not have made this peace. Exennm. 
Enter Ad, and Sic. (ſtone ? 


CMene, Sec you yon'd Coina'th Capitol, yon'd corner 

Sicow. Why what of that? 

Mene. If it be poſſible for you to diſplace it with your 
little finger, there is ſome hope the Ladies of Rome,clpe- 


cially his Mother,may prevaile with him. Burt I ſay,there | 


isno hope in't, our throats are ſentenc'd, and ſtay upon 
Execution. 

Sicin. Is't poſſible, that ſo ſhort a time can alter the 
condition of a man. 

Mere. There is difference between a Grub & a But- 
terſly, yet your Butrerfly was a Grub ; this Martine ; 1s 
growne from Man to Dragon :; He has wings, hee's more 
thena creeping thing, . | 

Siem, He lov'd his Mother deerely. 

Mene. So did he me : and he nomore remembers his 
Mother now, then ancight yeare old horſe. The tartnefle 
of his face,ſowres ripe Grapes. W hen he waiks, he moves 
like an Engine, andthe ground ſhrinkes before his Trea- 
ding. He1y able to pierce a Corflet with his cye: Tatkes 
like a knell, and his hum is a Battery. He fits io his State 
asa thing made for A/-xander, What he bids be done, is 
finiſhe with his bidding. He wants nothing of a God bur 
Eternitie, and a Heaven to Throne in. 

Sicin. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Mene. I paint him in the Character. Mark what mer- 
cy his Mother hall bring from him : There 1s no more 
mercy in him, then there is milke ina male-Typer , that | 
ſhallour poore City finde : and all this 1s long of you. 

Sic. The Godsbe goed unto us. 

HMene. No, infucha caſe the-Gods will not be good 
unto.us. W hen we baniſh'd him, we reſpeted nereidiemn 
and be returning to breake our necks,they reſpeR not us. 

Emer «Meſſenger. 
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Meſ. Sir, if you'ld fave your life fiye ro your Houle, 


The Piebeians have got your Fellow T ribune, 

And halc him up and downe; all ſwearing, if 

The Romane Ladies bring not comfort,home, 
They'l give him death by Inches. 


Emer another Meſſenger. : 
Sicin, What'sthe Newes ? |  (prevayl'd, 
CMeſ, Good Newes, good newes, the Ladies have 


The Volcians are diſlodg'd, and 441595 gone : 
A merrier day did neyer yet grect Rome, 


No, not th' expulſion of the T arquent.. 
Sm. Friend, art thou certaine this 1s true ? 


Is't molt certaine. 


CMeſ, As certaineas 1 know the Sun is fire : 
W here have you lurk'd that you make doubt of it : 
Ne're throughan Archio hurricd the blowne Tide 
As the recomforted through th' getes. Why harke you? 
Trumptts, Hobojes, Drumrbeate, altogether, 
The Trumpets , Sack-buts, Pſalteries- and Fifes, 
Tabors, and Symboles, and the ſhowring Romans, 
Make the Sunne dance. Hearke yon, «A ſpout within 
AMexe. This is good Newes : 
I will go mcete the Ladics. This Yolumna, 
Is worth of Conſuls, Senators, Patricians, 
A City full : Ot Tribunes ſuchas you, 
A Scaand Land full : you have pray'd well today : 
This Morning, for ten thouſand of your throates, 
I'de not have givena doit. Harke, how they j0y+ 
Sound fill wth the Shouts. 
Sicin, Firſt, the Gods bleſſe you for your tydings: 
Next, accept my thackefutnetl. 
Meſe Sir,we have all great cauſe togive great thanks. 
Siem, They are neere the City. 
Hef. Almoſt at pointto enter. 
gicin. Wee'l meet them, and helpe the joy. Exennt. 


Enter two Senators, with Leaves, paſſing over 
the Stage, with other Lords, 


Sena.Bchold our Patronneſle, the life of Rome : 
Call all your Tri bes together, praiſe the Gods, 
And make triumphant tires, ſtrow Flowers before them: 
Vnſhootthe noiſe that baniſh'd CMartine ; 
Repealc him, with the welcome of his Mother ; 
Cry welcome Ladies, welcome. 
All. Welcome Ladies, welcome, Exeunt. 
A Flonriſh wth Drummes & Trampets. 


Enter Trllus » A uffidins, with Attendants. 
Af. Gotell the Lords a'th' City, I am heere : 
Dcliver them this Paper : having read it, 
Bid them repairetoth* Market place, where I 
Even intheirs, and in the Commons cares 
Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accuſe; 
The City Portsby this hath enter'd, and 
Intends r'appeare before the People, hoping 
To purge [imſelfe with words. Diſpatch. 
Emter 3 or 4 Corſpirators of Auffidinu Faltion. 
Moſt Welcome. 
1.{o», How is it with our Generall? 
Avf. Even ſo, as with amanby his owne Almes1m- 
poyſon'd, and with his Charity flaine. 
2.( on. Moſt Noble Sir, If you do hold the ſame intent 
Wherein you wiſht us partics ; Wee deliver you 
Of your great danger. 
Auf. Sir, I cannot tell, 


| 


We mult proceed as we do findethe People. 
3-Cox. The people will remaine uncertaine, whil'(t 


'Twixt you there's difference: but the fall of cith 


Makes the Survivor heyre of all. | 
Awf. 1 know it: . 
And my pretext to ſtrike at him, admits 
A good conftruftion, I rais'd him, and I pawn'd 
Mane Honor for his truth : who being ſo heighten'd, 
He watered hisnew Plants with dewes of Flatterie, 
Scducing (o my F riends : and tothis end, 
He bowd his Nature, never knowne before, 
But to be rough, unſwayable, and tice. 
$. Conſþ. Sir, his ſtourneſle 
When he did (tand for Conſull, which be loſt 
By lacke of (tooping, 
ef. T hat 1 would have ſpoke of : 
Being baniſh'd for't,he came unto my Harth, 
Preſeated to my knife his Throat : I rooke kim, 
Made him joyat-ſervant with me : Gave him way 
Inall his owne deſires : Nay, let him chooſe 
Out of my Files, hisprojedts, toaccompliſh 
My belt and freſhelt men, ſervd his di;gnements 
In mine owne perſon: hope to reape the Fame 
Which he did end all his ; and tooke ſome pride 
Todo my elfe this wrong ; Till at the laſt 
I ſeem'd his Follower, nor Partner; and 
He wadg'd me with his Countenance, as if 
I had vin Mercenary. 
I.Con. So he did my Lord : 
The Army marveyled at it, and inthe laſt, 
When he had carried Rome, and chat we look'd 
For no lefſe Spoile, then Glory. 
eAruf, There was it : g 
t or which my finewes ſhall be ſtretcht upon him, 
At a few drops of Womens rhewme, whbichare 
As cheapeas Lies ; he ſoid the Bioud and Labour 
Ot our great Action ; theretore ſhall he dye, 
And lie renew me inhis fail. Bur hearke, 
'Drummes and Trumpets ſounds, with great 
(bowt x of the people. | 
1.Cox. Your Native Towne you enter'd like aPcſte, 
And had no welcomes home, but he returnes 
Splitting the Ayre withnoyle, 
2.( on. And patient Fooles, 
W hoſe children he hath Qlaine, their baſc throars teare 
With giving himglorie. 
3-Con. Thereforeat your vantage, 
Ere he expreſlc himſelte, or move the people 
With what he would fay, let him fecle your Sword: 
W hich he will ſecond, when he lies along 
After your way, His Tale pronoanc'd, ſhall bury 
His Reaſons, with his Body. 
eAnf. Say no more. Heere come the Lords, 
Enmtey the Lords of the ( uty. 
All Lords, Yonare moſt welcome home. 
enuf. I have not deſery'd it. 
But worthy Lords, have you with heede peruſcd 
What I have writtentoyou? 
Al. We have, 
I;Lord. And greeve to heare't : 
W hat fauits he made before the laſt, Ithinke X 
Might have found cafie Fincs : But there tocnd 
W here he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our Levies, anſwering us Y 
With our owne charge : making a Treatie,where 
There was a yeelding ; this adouts no excuſe. 
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eAsf. He approaches, you ſhallheare him. 
Enter Cortofanns ing with Drumme. and Colours. T he 
{ommonert being with him, 
Corio. Haile Lords, I am return'd,your Souldier 3 
No more infected with my countries love 
Then when I parted hence : but ſtill ſubfiſting 
Vnder your great Command. You areto know, 
That proſperouſly I have attempted, and 
With bloody paſlage led your Warres, even to 
The gates of Rome: Our ſpoiles we have brought home 
Doth more then counterpoize a full third part 
Thee charges of the Ation. We have made peace 
With no lefſe Honour to the Antiates 
Then ſhametoth' Romaines. And we heare deliver 
Subſcrib'd by*"Conſuls, and Patricians , 
Together with the Seale a'th Senat, what 
We have compounded on. 
Auf. Read it not Noble Lords, 
But tell the Traitor inthe higheſt degree 
He hath abus'd your Powers. 

Corio. Traitor How now ? 

Auf. I Traitor, Martine, 

{orio, Marta? 

Auf. 1 Martins, Cains Martins : Do'it thou thinke 
Ile grace thee with that Robbery, thy ſtolne name 
Corolanus in Cortlnt? 

You Lords and Heads a'th' State, perfidiouſly 
He ha's betray'd your buſineſſe, and givenup 
Forcertaine drops of Salt, your City Rome ; 

I ay your City to his Wife and Mother, 
Breaking his Oath and Reſolurion, like 

Atwiſt of rotten Silke, never admitting 
Counſaile a'th' warre : Bat at his Nurſes tearcs 
He whin'd and roar'd away your ViRorie, 

That Pages bluſh'd at him, and men of heart 
Look'd wond'ring each at others, 

Corio. Hear'lt thou Mars ? Ay ee 
; Axf. Name not the God, thou boy of Teares. 
Corte. Ha? 

Aufid. No more. 
Corio. Meaſureleſſe Lyar thou haſt made my heart 


Toogreat for what containes it. Boy? QhSlave, 

| Pardon me Lords, 'tis the firſt time that ever | 
| was forc'd to ſcoul'd.Y our judgements my grave Lords 
Muſt give this Curre the Lye ; and his owne Notion, 
Who weares my ſtripes impreſt upon him, that 

Muſt beare my beating to his Grave, ſhall joyne 
Tothruſt the Lye unto him- 

| 1 Lord, Peace both,and heare me ſpeake. 

| Corio, Cur me too Volces men and Lads, 

Saine all your edges on me. Boy, falſe Hound : 

Ityou have writ your Annales true, 'tis there, 

That like an Eagle in a Dove-coar, I 


— —_ 


Flatter'd your Volcians in Corielwe. 
Alone I did it, Boy ! + - 
Anf. Why Noble Lords, 
Will you be pur in minde of his blinde Fortune, 
Which was your ſhane, by this unholy Braggart ? 
'Fore,yaur ownecyes, and cares ? 
eA Conſp. Let him dye for't. | 
All People. Teare him to preccs, doit preſently : 
Hekill'd my Sonne, my daughter, he kill'd my Cofine 
Marc, he kill'd my Father. 
2 Lord. Pcace hoe : no outrage, peace : 
The man is Noble, and his Fame folds in 
This Orbe och carth: His laſt offences to us 
Shall have [udicious hearing, Stand Auffidine, 
And trouble not the peace. 
Corio. O that | had him, with ſix Auf: d5wſer,or more: 
His Tribe to uſe my lawfull Sword. 
Auf. Inſolent Villaine. 
AI Confp. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill bim. | 
Draw both the ( onfpirators, and ils Martina; who 
falles, Auffidine Hands on him. 
Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold. 
eAuf. My Noble Maſters, heare me ſpeake. 
I.-Lord. O Tull, 
2.Lord. Thou haſt done a deed, whereat 
Valour will weepe. 
3-Lord. Tread notupon him Maſters, all be quiet, 
Pur up your Swords. 
Anf, My Lords. 
When you ſhall know (as inthis Rage 
Provok'd by him, you cannot) the great 
W hich chis mans life did owe you, you'l rezoyce 
That he is thus cut off. Phraſe it Honours 
To callme to your Senate, Ile deliver 
My ſclfc your loyall Servant, or endure 
Your heavieſt Cenſure. 
1.Lord. Bcare from hence his body, 
And mourne you for him. Let him be 
As the moſt Noble Coarſe, that ever Herald 
Did follow to his Vrne. 
2-Lord. His owne impatience, 
Takes from Awffidine a great part of blame : 
Let's make the Beſt of it, 
Anf My Rage isgone , 
And Iam _- with ſorrow. Take him up : 
| Helpe three a'th* chicfeſt Souldiers; Ile be one. 
; Beate thou the Drumme that it ſpeake mournfully : 
Traile your ſtecle Pikes. Though in this City hee 
Hath widdowed and unchi!ded many a one, 
Which tothis houre bewaile the Injury. 
Yet hee ſhall have a Noble memory. Aſſiſt. 
Exeunt — of Martine. A dead March 
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Titus Andronicus, 


 eAtius Primus. Scena Prima, 


Enter the T ribunes aval Stuator 5 aloft. eAnd then emter 
Satxerninus and bis Followers at one doore, and 
Baſſianns and bis Followers at the other, 
; with Drum + Colours. 


| Saturninus. 
Oble P atricians, Patrons of my right, 
Defend the juſtice of my Cauſe ow Armes. 
And Country-men, my lovi owers, 
Pleade my Succeſſive Title wich your Swords. 
I'was the firſt borne Sonne, that was the lalt 
That wore the Imperiall Diadem of Rome : 
Then Ict my Fathers Honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine Age with this indignitic, 
Baſſianss. Rognancs, Fricads, Followers, 
Favovrers of my Right; 
If ever Bafſianxs, {aſars Sonne, 
Were gracious in the eyes of Royall Rome, 
Keepe then this paſſage to the Capitoll ; 
And ſufter not Diſhonour to approach 
Th' Imperiall Seate to Vertue : coalecrate 
Ts Iuſtice, Continence, and Nobility x 
But let Deſert in pure Election ſhine ; 2M 
And Romancs,fight for Freedome in your Choice. 


Enter Maycns Andronicus aloft with the Crowne. 
Princes, that ſtrive by FaRtions, and my Friends, 


. Ambitiouſly for Rule and Emperic : 


Know, that the people of Rome for whom we ſtand 
Arſpeciall Party, have by Common voyce 

In Election for the Romane Emperic, 

Choſen Andronicxr, Sur-named Pins, 

For many good and great deſerts to Rome. 

A Nobler man, a braver Warriour, ** 

Lives not this day within the City Walles, 

He by the Senate is accited home | 

. From weary Warresagrinſt the barbarous Gothes, 
That with his Sonnes (a terror to our Foes) 

Hath yoak'd a Nation ſtreng, train'd up in Armes- 
Ten yearesare ſpent, ſince firſt he undertooke 
This Cauſe of Rome, and chaſticed with armes 
Our Enemies pride. Five times he hath retyrn'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his Valiant Sonnes 

Iu Cofhns from the Field. 

And now at laſt, laden with Honours Spoyles, 
Returnes the good Andromess to Rome, 


| Renowned Ts, flouriſhing iv Armes. 


| 


— 


Let us intreat, by Honour of his Name 
W hom (worthily) yon would have now ſucceede, 
And in the Capitoll and Senatcs right, 


| Whom you pretend to honor and adore, 


That you withdraw you, andabate your Strength, | 
Diſmiſſe your Followers, and as Suiters ſhould, 
Pleade your Deſerts iuPeace and Humbleneſie, 
Saturnine, How fayre the T ribune ſpeakes, 
Tocaime my tho 
Baſſia. Marcus Andronicus,ſo I do ih 
In thy uprightneſſeand Integrity : 
And {o 1 Love and honor thee, and thine, 
Thy Noble Brother Ti#z, and his Sonnes, + 
And Her (to whom my thoughts arc humbled all ) 
Gracious Lavinia, Romes rich Ornament, 
That i will heere diſmiſle my loving Friends : 
And tomy Fortunes, andthe Peoples Favour, 
Commit my Cauſc in ballanceto be weigh'd, 
» Ex. Sonldiers. 
Satwynire. Friends, that have beene 
Thus forward in my Right, 
I rhanke youall, and heere Diſmiſſe you all, 
And tothe Love and Favour of my Countrey, 
Commit my Scife, my Perſon, and the Cauſc : 
Rome, be as jult and gracious nnto me, 
As I am confident and kinde to thee. 
Open the Gares, and let me in. 
Baſſia. Trihunes, and me, a poore Competitor. 
T hey gowp inco the Senat houſe, 


Enter a Captoine. 
| Cap. Romanes make way: : the good Andronicw, 
Patron of Vertue, Romes beſt Chatapion, 
Succeſſcfull in the Barrailesthat he fights, 
With Honour and with Fortune is return'd, 
From whence hecircumſcribed with his Sword, 
And broughtto yokethe Encmics of Rome, 


Sound Drummes and Trumpets. And then enter two of Tit! 
Sonnes ; After them , two men bearing a Coffin covered 
with blacke then two other Somnes. » After them , Titw 
Andr onicua , and then T amora the © wgene»of Gothes , & 
ber two Sonnes ('biron and Demerrine , with Auron the 
Mooove, and others, as many 4s can bee : They ſet downe 
the Coffin, and Tizns ifeakes, 


*Androniew , Haile Rome : 


Lor, 


| ViRtoriousin thy Mourning Weedes : 


wm'Y 


— 
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Loc asthe Barke that hath difcharg'd his fraught, 
Rerurnes with precious lading to the Bay, 

From whence at firſt ſhe weigh'd her Anchorage: 
Commeth eAndroview bound with Lawrell bowes, 
Torcſalute his Country with his tcares, 

Teares of true joy for hisretarne to Rome, 

Thou great defender of this Capitoll, 

Stand gracious tothe Rites that we intend, 
Romaines,of five and rwenty Valiant Sonnes, 
Halfe of the vumber that King Pram had, 

Bchold the poore remaines alive and dead! 

Theſe that Surviue,let Rome reward with Love: 
Theſe that I bring untotheir late(t home, 

With buriall among(t their Aunceſtors. 


Titus unkinde,and careleſle of thine owne, 
Why ſuffer*ſtrhou thy Sonnes unburied yer, 
To hover onthe dreadtull ſhore of Stix? 
Make way to lay them by their Bretheren. 


They open the Tombe, 
There greete in ſilence as the dead are wont, 
And leepe in peace,ſlaine in your Countrics warres: 
Ofacre: receptacle of my joycs, 
Sweet Cell of vertue and aq 
How many Sennes of mine haſt thou tn ſtore, 
That thou wilt never render rome more? 
Luc. Give us the proudelt priſoner of the Gothes, 
That we may bew his limbes,and ona ptlc 
eAd manic fratrums, {acrifice his fleſh; 
Before this earthly priſortof their bones, 
That ſothe ſhadowes be not unappeas'd, 
Nor we diſturb'd with prodigies on carth. 
Ti. I give him you,the Nobleſt that Surviues, 
The elde(t Son of this diſtreſſed Qyeene. 
Tam. Stay Romaine Brethcren,gracious Conqueror, 
Vicorious Tit«s,truc the teares | thed, 
A Mothers teares in paſſion for her ſonne: 
And if thy Sonnes were ever deere tothee, 
Oh thinke my {onnes to beas deere to mee. 
Swhceth nor,that we arc brought ro Rome 
To beautifie thy Triumphs,and returne 
Captive to thee,and to thy Romaine yoake, 
Bur muſt my Sonnes be Naughtred 1n the ſtreetes; 
For Valiant doings in their Countries cauſe? 
O !1t ro fight for King and Common-weale, 
Were piety in thinezit is in theſe: 
rAndronicus,ſtaiae notthy Tombe with blood. 
Wilt thoudraw neerethe nature of the Gods? 
Draw neerethera then in being mercifull, 
| Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge, 
| Thrice Noble Trae, ſpare my firſt borne ſonne, 
| ; ; 

Tit. Patient your {elfe Madain, and pardon me. 
| Theſe arc the Brethreri,vvhom you Gothes behold 
| Alive and deadgand for their Bretheren flaine, 
Religioully they aske afacritice; | 

Tothis your ſonne is markt, and dic he muſt, 
Tappeaſetheir i ſhadowes that are gone. 
Luc. Away with him,and make a fire ſtraight, 
And with our Swords upon a pile of wood, 
Let's hew his limbes till they be cleane conſum'd, 


Prit Sonnes with Alarbus. 
Tam, Ocruell irrchgious piety. 
Chi. Was ever Scythia halte ſo barbarous? 
| Dem. Oppoſe ine Scythia to ambitious Rome, 
| 
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Hecre Gothes have given me leave to ſheath my Sword: 


] 


| 


——_ 


—— 


— 


| 
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Alarbus goe to reſt,and we ſurvive, 

Totremble under T#»s threatning lookes, 

Then Madam ſtand refoly*d,but hope withall, 

The ſclfe ſame Gods thatarm'd the Queene of Troy 
With opportunity of ſharpe revenge 

Vpon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 

May favour Tamorsthe Queene of Gothes, 

(When Gorhes were Gothes,and Tamore was Queene) 
To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes' 


Enter the Seunes of Andronicus ag aine. 


Luc, See Lord and Father,how we bave perform'd 
Our Romaine rites, Alarbuslimbs arc lopt, 
And intrals feede the facrifizing fire, 
Whoſe ſmoke like incenſe doth perfume the $kie. 
Remainerhnought burro interre our Brethren, 
And with low'd Larums welcome them to Rome. 
Ti. Letit beſo,and let Andrenicus 
Make this his latcſt firewell to their foules. 


Then Sound Trumpets and lay the Coffus in the Tombe. 
In peace and Honour reſt you heere my Sonnes, 
Romes readic{t Champions, repoſe you heere in reſt, 
Secure from worldly chances and miſhaps: 

Heerc lurksno Treaton,heere noenvieſwels, 
Heere grow no damned grudges, beerce no {tormes, 
No notſe,but filence and Eternall ſleepe, 

In peace and Honour reſt you heere my Sonnes. 


Enter Lavinia. 


Lav. In peace and Honour,live Lerd Titwslong, 
My Noble Lord and Father,livein Fame: 
Loe at this T omb= my tributary teares, 
Irender tor my Bretherens Obſcquies: 
And at thy feere 1 kneelc,with tcares of joy 
Shed on ho carth tor thy returne to Rome. 
O bleſle me heere withthy victorious hand, 
Whoſe Fortunc Romes beſt Citizens applau'd, 
Ti. Kind Rome, 
That haſt chus lovingly reſerv'd 
The Cordiall of mine age to glad my hart, 
Lavinia live,out-live thy Fathers dayes: 
And Fames cternall date for vertues praiſe. 
Mar. Long live Lord Titss,my beloved brother, 
Gracious Triumpher in the eyes of Rome. 
Tit, Thankes Gentle Tribune, 
Noble brother CMarens, 
Mar. And welcome. Nephews from ſuccesfull wars, 
You that ſurviue and youthat ſleepe in Fame: 
Faire Lords your Fortunes areallalike in all, 
That 1n'your Countries ſervice drew your Swords, 
Bur ſafer Triumph is this Funerall Pompe, 
That hath aſpir'd to So/ons Happines, © 
And Triumphs over chaunce in honours bed. 
Titus «Andronicus,the people of Rome, 
Whoſefriend in zulticethou haſtever bene, 
Send thee by ae their Tribune and their truſt, 
This Palliamene of white and ſpotleſſe Hue, 
And name thee in EleRion for the Empire, 
With theſe our late deceaſed Emperours Sonnes: 
Be Candidains then,and putit on, 
And helpcto ſet a head on headlefſe Rome. 
Tit, A better head her Glorious body firs, 
Then his that ſhakes for age and feeblenefle; 
= 


— 


— — 
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What ſhould I d'on this Robe and trouble you, 
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Be choſen with proclamationsto day, 
To morrow yeeld up rule, reſigne my life, \ 
And ſetabroad new buſineſle for youall. 
Romel have bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 
And led my Countries ſtrength ſucceſſctully, 
And buried one,and twenty Valiant Sonnes, 
Knightcd in Field,ſlaine wanfully in Armes, 
In right and Service of their Noble Country: 
Give me a ſtaffe of Honour for mine age, 
But not a Scepter to controule rhe world, 
Vpright he held it Lords,that held ir laſt. , 
CM ar. Titus, thou ſhalt obtaine and aske the Empiry» 
Sat. Proud andambitious Tribune can'ſt thoutell? 
Titns.Patience Prince Saturninus. 
Sat. Romaines do me right. 
Patricians draw your Swords,and ſheath them not 
Till Saturninus be Romes Emperour: 
Andromcens would thou wert ſhipt to hell, 
Rather then rob me of the peoplcs hearts. 
Lac. Proud Satwrnine,interrupter of the $ 


That Noble minded Tis meancs ro thee. " 


Tit. Content thee Prince,l will reſtore to thee 
The peoples hearts,and weane them trom themſelves. 
Baſs. Andronicus,] do not fatter thee 
But Honour thee,and will doc till I die: 
My FaRion if thou ſtrengthen with thy Friend? 
I will moſt chankefull be, and thankes to men 
Of Noble mindes,is Honourable Meede. 
Tit. Pcople of Rome,and Noble Tribunes heerc, 
Taske your voices and your Suffrages, 
Will you beſtow them friendly on Andronicus? 

Tribu.To gratific the good Andronicus, 

And Gratulate his ſafe returne to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits, 

Tit. Tribunes I thanke you,andthis ſure T make, 
That you Create your Emperours eldeſt ſonne, 
Lord Satwrnine, whoſe Vertues willI hope, 

RefleRt on Rome as Tytans Rayes on carth, 
And ripen Juſtice in this Common-weale; 
Then if you will ele&t by my adviſe, 

Crowne him,and fay:Longlive our Emperour. 

Mar. «An. With V oicesand applaule of every fort, 
Patricians and Plebicans we Create 
Lord Satzrnmus Romes Great Emperour, 

And ſay, Leng live our Emperony Saturnine. 

eA long Flowriſh till they come downe. 

Sat.Titns : Anaronicxs,forthy Favours done, 
To us in our Election this day, 
I give thee thankes in part of thy Deſerts, 
And will with Deeds requitethy gentleneſle: 
And for an Onſet Ti##s to advance 
Thy Name,and Honourable Family, 
Lavinia will I make my Empreſle, 
Romes Royall Miſtris, Miſtris of my beart 
And inthe Sacred Pavtheon her c{pouſe: 
Tell me 4ndronicus doth this motion pleaſethee? 
Tit, It doth my worthy Lord,and in this match, 

I hold me Highly Honoured of your Grace, 
And heere in ſight of Rome,to Satwrnne, 
King and Commander of our Common-weale, 
The Wide-worlds Emperour,do I Conſecrate, 
My Sword,my Chariot,and my Priſoners, 
Preſents well Worthy Romes Imperiall Lord: 
Receive them then,the Tribute that I owe, 
Mine Honours Enfignes humbled at my feete- 


OO " o—__—_ 
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| One, fit to bandy with thy lawlefſe Sonnes, 


Sat. Thankes Noble Titze,Father of my life, 

How proud I am of thee,and of thy gitts 

Rome ſhall record,and when I do forget 

The leaſt of theſe unſpeakable Delerts, 

Romans forget your Fealty tome. 

Tit. Now Madame are youpriſoner toan Emperour, 

To him that for your Honour and your State, 

Will uſe you Nobly and your followers. 

Sar. A goodly Lady,truſt me of the Hue 

That I wouldchooſe, were 1 ro chuoſc a new: 

Cleere up Faire Qucene that cloudy countenance, 

Though chance of warre 

Hath wrought this change of cheere, 

Thou com'ſt not to be made a ſcorne in Rome: | 

Princely ſhall bethy uſage every way. k 

Reſt on my word,and let not diſcontent | 

Daunt all your hopes:Madam he comforts you, 

Can you make you Greater thenthe Queene of Gothes? 

Lavima you are not diſpleas'd with this? 

Las. Not 1 my Lord,fithtrae Nobility, 

Warrants theſe words in Princely curtclie. 

Sar. Thankes ſweete Lavinia,Romans let us goe: 

Ranſomleſſe heere we ſet our Priſoners free, 

Proclaime our Honors Lords with Trumpe and Drum. 
Baſs. Lord Titss by your leave,this Maid is mine. 
Tit. How ſir?Are you incarneſt then my Lord? 

Baſs. I Noble Titzs,and reſolu'd withall, 
Todoe my ſelfe this reaſon,and this right. 
Mare. Sunmcnigne, is our Romane Iuſtice, 
This Prince in Iuſtice ceazeth but his owne. 
Inc. And that he will and ſhall,if Laciz- live, 
Ti. T raytors ayant, where is the Emperours Guarde? 

Treaſon my Lord, Laviniais ſurpris'd, 

Sar. Surpris'd, by whom? 
Baſs. By himthat juſtly may 

Bcare his Bctroth'd,trom all the world away. 

CHat, Brothers helpe to convey her hence away, 
And with my Sword Ile keepe this doore ſafe. 
Ti. Follow my Lord,and Ile ſoone bring her backe. 
Aut. My Lord you paſſe not heere, 
Tit. W hat villaine Boy,bar'ſt me my way in Rome? 
Aker, Helpe LOS. - He hil: him, 
LZnc. My Lord you are unjuſt,and more then ſo, 

In wrongfull quarrell,you have ſlaine your ſon, 
Tit. Nor thou,nor he are any fonnes of mine. 

My ſonnes would never {o diſhonour me. 

Traitor reſtore Lavime tothe Emperour. 

Lxc.Dead if you will, but not to be his wife, 
That is anothers lawfull promis'd Love. 


| 
Enter aloft the Emperour with T amora and her two | 
| 
| 


ſonnes and Aaron the Moore, 
Emp. No Titxs,no,the needs hernot, 
Nor her,nor thee,nor any of thy ſtocke: 
—_— by —_—_ him that mocks me once. 
never:nor thy Trayterous banghty ſonnes, | 
Confederates all,thus to diſhonour =o | 
Was there none 6ls in Rome to make a ſtaleof 
But Satarnine?Full well Andronicss | 
ce theſe Deeds,with thatproud bragge of thine, | 
Tha ſaid'ſt,I beg*'d the Empire at thy hands. 49 
on = — what reproachfull mores are theſe? | 
at. But goe thy wayes,goe give that changing pccce, | 
To him that flouriſht for her with his Sword: 
A Valiant ſonne in-law thou ſhalt enjoy: 


- 
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Toruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome. 
Tit. Theſe words are Razors to my wounded heart. 
5a. Ani therefore lovely Tamere Queene of Gothes, 
That li:.c the ſtately Phebe mong'ſt her Nimphs 
Doſt over-thine the Gallant'ſt Dames of Rome, 
If thou be pleas'd withrhis my ſodaine choiſe, 
Behold I chooſe thee Tamore tor my Bride, 
And will Create thee Emprefſlc of Rome. þ 
Speake Queene of Goths doſt thou applaud my choilc? 
And heere I {weare by all the Romaine Gods, 
Sith Pricſt and Holy-watcr are fo neerc, 
And Tapers burne fo bright,and every thing 
[Inreadineſle for Hymeneu: ſtand, 
| will not 1cfalute the ſtreets otRome, 
Or climbe my Pallace,till trom forth this place, 
[leade eſpouy'd my Bride along with me, 
Tam. And heere in ſight of heavento Romel {weare, 
if Saturnsne advance the Queene of Gothes, 
She will a Hand-maid be to his deſires, 
A loving Nurſe,a Mother to his yuuth. 
Sat. Alcend Faire Queene, 
Panthean Lords, accompany 
Your Noble Emperour and his lovely Bride, 
Sent: by the beavens for Prince Satwrnme, 
Whofe wiſedome hath her Fortune Conquered, 
There ſhall we Conſummate our Spoulall rites. 
Exemnt omnes, 
Tit. I am not bid to waite upon this Bride: 
Titus when wer't thou wont to walke alone, 


Diſhonoured thus and Challenged of wrongs? 
Enter Marcus and Titzs Sonnes, 
Mar. O Tins fee 1 O (fee what thou haſt done! 


Ina bad quarrell,flaine a Vertuous fonne. — 
Ti, No fooliſh Tribune,no: No fonne of mine, 


Northou,nor theſe Confederates in the deed, 

| That hachdiſhonoured all our Family, 

Vawortby brother,and unworthy Sonnes. 

' Loc. But letus give him buriall as becomes: 
Give CAlntins buriall with-cur Brethcren. 

Ti. Traitorsaway,herelt's not in this Tombe:s 
This Monument five hunreth yeares hath ſtood, 
Which I have Sumptuouſly re-edified: 

Heere none but Souidiers,and Romes Servitors, 
Repole in Fame;Nore baſely ſlaine in braules, 
Bury him where you can,he comes not heere. 

Mar. My Lord this is impicty in you, 

| My Nephew Afntinsd:eds do plead for him, 

: He mult be buried with bis bretheren. 

| Tits two Sonnes ſpeaker. 

; And ſhall, or him we will accompany. 

| Ti. And ſhall W hat villaine was it ſpakethat word? 
| 


— - — 
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| Titxs ſonne ſpeaker. 
| Hethat would vouch'diitinany place but heere. 
| Tit, What would you bury him in my detpight? 


Mar. No Noble Tiexs but intreat of thee, 
Topardon Mmtins,and to bury him. 
| Tit, Marcus,Even thou haſt ſtroke upon my Crelt, 
| And with theſe Boyes mine Honour thou haſt wounded, 
| My foes I doe repute you every one. . .. 
' trouble me nomore,bur get you gone. 

1, Son. He is not himfclfe.let us withdraw. 

' 2. Son. Not | tell Afutinebones be buricd. 
| The Brother and the ſanwnes kneele, 
| Aear.Brother,for in that name doth nature plea'd. 


: 


| 


| Nor wiſh no lefſe,and ſo I rake my leave. 


| Enter the Emperor, T amora,and ber rws ſons, with the Moore 


-— 


2.50n. Father,and in thatname doth nature ſpeake. 
Tu, Speake thou no more if all the reſt will fpeede, 
CHar. Renowned Titns more then halfe my ſoule. 
Lac. Deare Father,ſoule and ſubſtance of us all. 
Mar. Sutter thy brother Marcxsto interre 
His Noble Nephew heere invertuesneſt; 
That died in Honour and Lavenia's cauſe. 
Thou art a Romaine, be not barbarous: 
The Greekes upon adviſe did bury Ajax 
That flew himſclfe: And Laertes ſonne, 
Did graciouſly plead for his Funerals: 
Let not young Afatinschen that was thy foy, 
Be bar'd his entrance heere. 
Tt. Riſe Mwcvs,riſe, 
The diſmall'{t day is this that ere I ſaw, 
Tobediſhenored by my Sonnes in Rome: 
Well,bury him,and bury me the next. 
They put hum in the Tom3e. 
Lxs. There lie thy bones ſweet Muti with thy 
Tilt we with Trophcesdo adorne thy Tombe- (friends 
T hey all kneek and (ay, 
No man ſhed tcares firr Noble Auring, 
elives in Fame.that di'd invertues cauſe. Exit. 
Mer. My Lord to (tep out of thele ſudden dumps, 
How comes it that the ſubtile Queene of Gothes, 
Is of a (odaine thus advanc'd in Rome? 
Ti. | know not Mercss : but I kaow It is, 
(Whether by deviſe or no):he heavens caa tell, 
Is ſhe notthen beholding tothe man, 
Thar brought her for this high good turne ſo farre? 
Yes,and will Nobly him remunerate. 


Flowriſh 


at one doors, Enter at the other deore Baſtianus and 
Lavinia with others. 
Sat. So Baſſianng,you have plaid your prize, 
God give you joy fir of your Gallant Bride. 
S4/. And you of yours my Lord:1 ſayno more, 


Sat. Traitor,it Rome have law,or we have power, 

Thou and thy Factiou ſhall repent this Rape. 

Baſ. Rape call you it my Lord,to ſeiſe my owne, 
My true betrothed Love,and now my wite? 
Butler the lawes of Rome determine all, 
Meane while I am poſſeſt of that is mine. 

Sat. Tis good (ir:youare very ſhort with us, 

Bur if we live,weele be as ſharpe with you. 

Baſ. My Lord,what I have done as belt I may, 
Anſwere | muſt, and ſhalldo with my life, 
Onely thus much I give your Grace to know, 
By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 
This Noble Gentleman Lord Tizas heere, 
Is in opinion and in honour wrong'd, 
That in the reſcue of Leviniz, 
With his owne hand did {lay his youngeſt Son, 
In zealeto you and highly mov'd to wrath, 
To be controul'd in that he frankly gave: 
Reccive him then to favour Sarmrnne, 
That hath expre'ſt himlſelfe in a!l his deeds, | 
A Father and a friend to thee, and Rome. L 

Tit. Prince Baſrianns leave to plead my Deeds, | 
Tisthou,and thoſe,chat have diſhonoured me, | 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge; 
How [ have lov'd and Honour'd Satwrnine. 


Tam. My worthy Lord — 
2 
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Were gratious in thoſe Princely cyes of thine, 
Then heare me ſpeake indifferently for all: 
And at my ſute({weet )pardon what is paſt. 
Sat, W hat Madam,be diſhonoured openly, 

And balely put it up without revenge? 

Tam. Notſo my Lord, 
The Gods of Rome for-tend, 
I ſhould be Authour te diſhonour you, 
Bur on mine honour dare,I undertake 
For good Lord Ti#s innocence in all: 
Whole fury not diſſeabled ſpeakes bis griefes: 
Then at my {ute looke graciouſly on him, 
Looſe not ſo noble a friend on vaine ſuppoſe, 
Nor with ſov;relookesafflidt his gentle heart. 
My Lord,be rul'd by me,be wonne at laſt, 
Diflemble all your griefes anddiſconrents, 
You are but newly planted in your Throne, 
Leaſt then the people,and Pat;icians t00, 
Vpon a jutt ſurvey take Tir#s,part, 
And ſo ſupplant us for ingraticude, 
Which Rome reputesto be a hainous ſinne- 
Yeeidar intreats,and thenlet me alone: 
Ile finde a day to maſſacre them all, 
And race their faction,and their familie, 
The craell Father,and his trayt'rovs{onnes, 
Towhom I ſucd for my deare ſonnes lite. 
And make them know what tis to leta Queene 
Knecle in the ſtreetes,and beg for grace in vaine. 
Come,come,ſweet Emperour,(come Andronicns ) 
- Take up this good old man,and cbeere the heart, 
That dies in tempeſt of thy angry trowne-. 

Sat. Riſe Tu#7,riſc, 
My Empreſſc hath prevail'd. 

Tit. 1 thanke your Majcſty, 
And her my Lord. 
Theſe words,theſe lookes, 
Infuſe new life in me. 

Tar. Titxs,l am incorporate in Rome, 
ARomannouy adopted happily: 
And muſt adviſe the Emperour tor his good, 
This day all quarrels die 4ndronices. 


{ Andletit be mine honour good my Lord, 


That 1 have reconcil'd your friends and you, 
For you Prince Ba{1ianrws , I have paſt 
My word and promiſe to the Emperour, 
That you will be more milde and traftable, 
And feare not Lords: 
And you Lavina, 
By my adviſeall humbled on your knees, 
Yeu ſhall aske pardon of his Majelty. 

$or. We doe, 
And vow to heaven,and to his Highnes, 


Tendring our ſiſters honour and our owne. 
Mar. That on mine honour heere I doproteſt. 
Sat. Away and talke not,trouble us no more. 


T 4mm. Nay Nay, 


S:ycerEmperour, we mult all be friends, 
| The Tribune and his Nephews kneele for grace, 
1 wil not be denicd,{ſweet heart looke back, 
Sat. Marcns, 
For thy fake und thy brothers heere, 
And at my lovely Tamora's mtreats, 
I doe remit theſe young mens haynous faults, 
Stand up: Lavmias,though you left me like a chulec, 


I found a friend,and ſure as death I 1ware, 


That what we did, was miidly,as we might, * 


| 


—— 


I would not part a Batchellour from the Pricſt. 
Come,it the Emperours Court can fealt two Brides, 
You are my gueſt Lavmia,and your triends: 
Iy's day ſhall be a Love-day Tamora. | 

t, To morrow andit plcate your Majeſty, 
To hunt the Panther and the Heart with me, 
With horne and Hound, 
Weele give your Grace Bow jowr, 

$44. Be it lo Tiraraud Gramercy t00s 


A  _— 


Aﬀus Secundus. 


Enter eAron alove. 


Aron. Now climbeth Tamera Ol; mpus toppe, 
Safe out of For;uucs ſhot,and ſitsaloft, .. 
Sccute of Thunders cracke orlightning flzſh, 
Advaac'd above paleenviesthreatning reach: | 
As when the golden Sunne ſalutes tbe morne, 
And having gilt the Ocean with his beames, 
Gallops the Zodiacke in his gliſtering Coach, 
And over-lookes the higheſt picring hills? 
So T amor, | 
Vpo1 her wit doth earthly honour waite, 
And vcrtue ſtoopes andtrembles at her frowne. 
Then Aron arwe the heart, and fitthy thoughts, 
To mount alott with thy Emperiall Miſtris, 
Ard mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph long 
Halt p11ſoner held, fettred in amorous chaines, 
And falter bound 20 Arons charming eyes, 
Then 1s Promethens ti'deto Cancaſns. 
Away with {laviſh weedes,and idle thoughts, 
I wi.l be bright and ſhine in Pearle and Gold, | 
To wait upon this new made Empreſſe, | 
To w:ite {a.d I ? To wanton with Sis Queene, | 
This Goad: ſe,this Samwamir,this Queene, 
This Svren, that will charmc Romes Sarwmine, | 
Ard ſee his (hipwracke,and his Common weales.! | 
Ho'la,what ſto: mc is this? 


Enter (hiron and Demetrius braving. 
Dem. Chiron thy yeeres want wig,thy wit wants edge 

And manners tointru'd where I am grac'd, 

And may for ought thou know'ſt affected be. 

Chi. Demerrims,thou doo'ſt over-weene in all, 

And ſo in this,to beare me downe with braves, 

Tis not the difference of a yecre or two 

Makes me lefle gracious,or thee moore fortunate: 

T am asable,and as fit,as thou, 

To ſerve,and to deſerve my Miſtris grace, 

And that my ſword upon thee ſhall approve, 

And plead my pallions for Levinis's love, | 
eAv. Clubs,clubs,theſc lovers will not keep the peace: | 
Dem. Why De our mother(unadviſed) | 

Gave you a daunſing Rapicr by your ſide, | 

Arc you ſodeſperate growne to threat your friends? 

Goe to: have your Lath glued within your ſheath, | 

| 
| 


Till you know better how to handle it, 
Chi. Mcane while fir, with the lictle $kill I have, 
Full well ſhalt thou perceive how much I dare. 
Dem, I Boy,grow yeſo brave? T hey drawe- 
«Av. Why now ? 
So nerethe Emperours Pallace dare you draw,” | 


Ft 
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And maintaine ſuch a quarrell openly? 
Full well I wote,the ground of all this grudge. 
| would not for a million of Gold, 
The cauſe were knowue to them it moſt concernes. 
Nor would noble morher for much more 
Be ſo diſhonored inthe Court of Rome. 
For ſhame put up. . 
Dem. Not I, till I have ſhearh'd 
My rapier in bis boſome,and withall 
Thrult theſe reprochfull ſpeeches downe his throat, 
That he hath breath'd in my diſhonour heere. 

Chi. Forthat I am prepar'd,and full refoly'd, 

Foule ſpoken Coward, 

T hat thundreſt with thy tongue, 

And with thy weapon nothing dar'ſt pertocme. 
Ar. A way I ſay. 

Now by the Gods that warlike Gothes adore, 

This pretty brable will undoo us all: 

Why Lords,ang thinke you not bogy dangerous 

[t is ro ſet upona Princes right? 

What is _ — = ſo looſe, 

Or Baſſianss lo degenerate, 

That of her love tuch quarrels may be broacht, 

Without controulement, Iuſtice,or revenge? 

Young Lordsbewarec,and ſhould the Empreſle know, 

This diſcord ground,the muſicke would not plealc. 

C4, 1 care not I, knew ſheandall the world, 
love Lavmia more then all the world, 

Dem. Youngling, 

Learne thou to make ſome meaner choiſe, 
Lavinia is thine elder brothers hope. —_ 
Ar. Why are ye mad?Or know ye not in Rome, 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brooke Competitors in love? 
I tell you Lords,yon doc but plot your deaths, 
By this deviſe. 

Chs. Aron,a thouſand deaths would I propole, 
Toat chieve her whom | do love. 

Ar.Toatchieve her, how? 

* Dem. Why,mak'{t thou it ſo trange? 
Shee is a woman,therefore may be woo'd 
Shee is a woman,therefore may be wonre, 
Shee is Lavinia therefore mult be loy'd. 
What man,mere water gliderh by the Mill 
Then wots the Miller of,and caſic it 1s 
Of a cut loafe to fteale a (hive we know: 
Though Bſſianns be the Emperours brother, 
Better then he have yet worne YVulcans badge. 
1 {r, 1, and as good as Sainrninms Mays. 

Dem, Then why ſhould he diſpaire that knowes to 
With words, faire lookes,and liberality: (court it 
What haſt not thou full ofren ſtrucke a Doe, 

And borne her cleanly by the Keepers nolc? 
Ar. Why then it ſeemes ſome certaine ſnatch or ſo 


Would ſerve your turnes. 
Chi. 1 ſo theturne were ſerved: 
Dem, Aron thon haſt hic it, 
Ar. Would you had hit it too, 
| Then ſhould not we be tir'd with this adoo: 
| Why harke yeegharke yee, andare you ſuch fooles, 
| Toſquare for this? Would it offend you then? * 
Chi. Faith not me. 
Dem. Nor me, {01 were one. 
?Ar For ſhame be friends,ard joyne tor that you iar: 
| Tis pollicy,and ſtratageme muſt doe 
| That you affeR,and ſo mult you reſolue, 


| 1 have bene troubled in my ſleepethis night, 


] That what you cannot as you would atchieve, 
You muſt perforce accompliſh as you may: 
Take this of me, Lacrece was not morechaſt 
Then this Lavinia, Baſiianss love, 
A ſpeedier courſe thisliogring languiſhment 
Muſt we purfue,and I have found the path: 
My Lords, a ſolemne hunting is in hand. 
There will the lovely Roman Ladies troope: 
The Forreſt walkesare wide and ſpacious, 
And many unfrequented plots there are, ” 
Fitted by kinde for rape and villainy: 
-_ you thither then this dainty Doe. 
And ſtrike her home by force,if not by words: 
This way or not at all, ſtand youin hope. 
Come,come,our Empreſle with ber ſacred wit 
To villainy and vengeance conſecrate, 
Will we acquaint with all that we intend, 
And ſhe ſhall file our engines with adviſe, 
That will not ſuffer you toſquare your ſelves, 
| Butro your wiſhes height advance you both. 
| The Emperours Courtis like the houſe of Fame, 
| Thepallace full of:ongues,of eyes,of cares: 
The Woodsareruthleſſe, dreadfull,deafe and dull: 
There ſpeake,and ſtrike brave Boyes,& take your turnes. 
There {crve your luſts,ſhadow'd from heavenseye, 
And revell in Lavinie's Treaſury: 
Cs, Thy counſell Lad ſmells of no cowardiſe. | 
Dem. Sifas ont nef@s, till I finde the ſtreames; 
To coole this heat,a Chartne to calme their fits, 
Per Stigia,per manes Vehor, 


Excenat, 


Enter Titns Androntcus and his three ſonnes, making 4 A 
with bounds and bornes, and Marc, bye 


Tir. The hunt i$up,the morne is bright and gray, 
The fields are ſragrant,and the Woodsare greene, 
Vncouple heere,and let us make a bay, 

And wake the Emperour,and his lovely Bride, 
| And rouze the Prince,and ring a hunters peale, 
Thar all the Court may eccho withthe noiſe. 
Sonnes let it be your charge,as it is Ours, 
Toattend the Ewperours perſon carefully: 


But dawning day new comfort hath inſpu'd. 


Winde Horees. 
Heere 4 cry of boundgs and winde borne in a peale, then 
Emer Saturninns,T amora, Baſtianus , Lavima, Chiren, De- 
merrins,and thir Attendans, | 


. 


Ti, Many good morrowes to your Majeſty, 
Madam to you as many and as good. 
I promiſed your Grace,a Hunters peale. 
Sat. And you have rung it laſtily my Lords, 
Some what too carely for new married Ladies. 
Baſ. Lavinia, how ſay you? 
Las. | ſay no: 
I have bene awake two houres and more. 
Sat. Come onthen, horſe and Chariots let as have, 
And to our ſport: Madam, now ſhall ye ſee, 
Our Romaine hunting. 
Mar. Ihaved my Lord, 
Will rouze the proudeſt Panther in the Chaſe, | 
And clime the higheſt Promontory top. 
Tit. And I bave horſe will follow where the game 


Makes away,and runne like Swallowes ore the plaine 
: tr by Dem.( biron | 


— —— 
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| Dem. Chiron we hunt not we, with Horſe nor Hound, 

But hope to plucke a dainty Do to ground. Execunt. 
Enter Aron alone, 

eAr. He that had wit, would thinke that I had none, 

To bury ſo much Gold under a Tree, 

Andnever afterto inheritit. 

Let him that thinks of me ſoabjectly, 

Know that this Gold muſt coine a ſtratageme, 

Which cunningly effected, will beger 

A very exccllent pecce of villany: 

And {o repoſe ſweet Gold for their unreſt, 

That have their Almes out of the Empreſſe Cheſt. 
Emer T amora to the Moore, 

Tam. My lovely Aron, 

Wherefore look'ſt thou ſad, 

When every thing doth make a Gleefullboaſt? 

The Birds chaunt melody on every buſh, 

The Snake lics rolled in the chearctull Sunne, 

The greene leaves quiver.with the cooling winde, 

And make a cheker'd ſhadow on the ground: 

Vnder their ſweet ſhade, Aron let us (ir, 

And whil' the babling Eccho mock's the Hounds, 

Rnony to the well tun'd-Hornes, 

Asadouble hunt were heard at once, 

Letus ſit downe,and marke their yelping noiſe: 

And after confliQ,ſfuch as was ſuppos'd, 

The wandring Princeand Dido once enjoy'd, | 

When witha happy ſtorme they were ſurpris'd, 

And Curtain'd with a Counſafle-keeping Cave, 


|. We may each wreathed in the others armcs, 


(Our paſtimesdone) poſleſſe a Golden lumber, 
Whiles Hounds and Hornes,and ſweet Mclodious Birds 
Be unto us,as isa Nurſes Song 
Of Lullaby,to bring her Babe aſleepe. 
Ar 


. ©, 
Though Fenws governe your deſires, 
Saturne is Dominator over mine: 
What ſignifies my deadly ſtanding eye, 
My filence,and my Cloudy Melancholy, 
My fleece of Woolly haire,thatnow uncurles, 
Evenasan Addcr when ſhe doth unrowle 
To do ſome fatall execution? 
No Madam, theſe are no Veneriall ſignes, 
Vengeance is in my heart,death in my band, 
Blood,and revenge, are Hammering in my head, 
Harke Tamora,the Empreſic of my Soule, 
Whichnever hopes more heaven, then reſts in thee, 
This is the day of Doome tor Baſrianvs; 
His Phi/ome/ mult looſe her tongue to day, 
Thy Sonnes make Pillage of her Chaſtity, 
And waſh their hands in Z«ſ/ianxs blood, 
Sceſt thou this Letter,take it up I pray thee, 
And give the King this fatall plotted Scrowle, 
Now queſtion me nomore,we arcelpicd, 
Heere comes a pareell of our hopefull Booty, 
Which dreads not yet their lives deſtru&ion, 


Enter Ba(cianus and Lavinid. 


Tam. Ah my ſweet CMoore: 
Sweeter to me then life" : 

eAr. Nomore great Empreſlc, B/zanxs comes, 
Be croſſe with him,and Ile goe ferchthy Sonnes 
To backe thy quarrell what fo ere they ba. 

Baſ. Whom have we heere? 


Romes Royall Empreſle, 


Vnturniſht of our well beſceming troop? 
Or is it Dias habitcd like her, 

Who hath abandoned ber holy Groves, 

To ſee the generall Hunting in this Forreſt? 

T am. Sawcy controller of our private ſteps: 
Had I the power,that ſome ſay Dian had, 

Thy Temples ſhould be planted preſently. 
With Hornes,as was «A fems,and the Hounds 
Should drive upon hisnew transformed limbes, 
Vnmannerly Intruder as thou art. 

Las. Vnder your patience gentle Empreſle, 
Tis thought you have agoodly gift in Horning, 
And to be doubted,that your CHoore and you 
Are ſingled forth to try experiments: | 
Hove ſhelld your husband trom his Hounds to day, 
Tis pitty they ſhouid take him for a Stag. 

Baſ. Bcleeve me Queene, your ſwarth Cymmerian, 
Doth make your Honour of his bodics Hue, 
Spotted,detefted,andabhominable. 

Why are you ſ{equeſtred from all your traine? 
Diſmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed, 
And wandred hither to an obſcure plor, 
Accompanied witha barbarous Moore, 

If foule defire had not conduted you? 

Lax. And being intercepted in your ſport, 

Great reaſon that my Noble Lord,be rated ' 
For Saucineſle,T pray you let us hence, 

Ang let her joy her Raven coloured love, 
This valley firsthe purpoſe paſſing well. 

Baſ. The King my brother ſhall have notice of this. 

Zas.1, for theſe ſlips have made him noted long, 
Good King,to be ſo mightily abuſed. 

Tam, Why have I patienceto endure all this? 

Emer ( bon and Demetrius, 

Dem, How now deereSoveraigne 
And our gracious Mother, 

Why doth your Highneslooke ſo pale and wan? 

Tam. Have I not reafonthinke yourto looke pale? 
Theſe two havetic'd me hither to this place, 

A barren,detcſted vale you ſec it is- 

The Trees(though Sommer)yet forlorne andleane, 
Ore-come with Moſſe,and balefull Miſſclto. 
Heere never ſhines the Stinneheere nothing breeds, 
Vnleſſe the nightly Owle,or fatall Raven: 

And whenthey ſhew'd methis abborred pit, 
They told me,hcere at dead time of the night, 
Athoutand Fiends,a thouſand hiſſing Snakes, 
Ten thouſand ſwelling T many Vrchins, 
Would make ſuch fearefull and confulcd cries, 
Asany mortall body hearing it, 

Should ſtraite fall mad,or elſe die ſuddenly. 
Noſooner had they told this helliſh talc, 

But ſtrait they told me would binde me heere, 
Vntothe body of adiſmall yew, 

And leave me tothis miſerable death. 

And then they call'd me foule Adulterefle, 
Laſcivious Goth,and all the bittereſt tearmes 
Thatever ecaſedid heare toſuch cffe&. 

And had younotby wondrousfortune come, 
This vengeance on me had they executed: 
Revenge it,as you love Motherslife, 

Or be ye not cal'd my Children, 


Dem. This is a witnefſe that 1 am thy Sonne. Sub bw. 


Chi. And this for me, 
Strook home to ſhew my ſtrength. 
Lan. I come Semiramis,nay Barbarous 7 amora, 


—_ 
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For no rame fits thy nature but thy owne, Dem. Away, 
Tam. Give me oy poygnard: you ſhal know my boyes | For thou haſt ſtaid us heere too long. | 
Your Mothers ſhall right your Mothers wrong- Las. No grace. 
- Dems, Stay Madam hcere is more belongs to ber, No woman hood ? Ah beaſtly creature, 
Firſt thraſh the Corne,then after burne the ſtraw: The blot and enemy to our generall name, 
This Minion ſtood upon her chaſtity, Confuſion all 
Vpon her Nuptiall vouy, her loyalty. Chi. Nay then Jle ſtop your mouth: 
And with that painted hope the braves your Mightineſle, j.Bring thou her husband, 
And ſhall ſhe carry this unto her grave? This 1sthe Hole where eos bid us hide him. Exeunt. 
Chi. And if ſhe doe, T ame. Farewell my Sonnes,ſce thac you make her ſure, 
I would I werean Eunuch. Nere let my heart know merry cheere indeed, 
Drag hence her husband to ſome ſecret hole, Till allthe A»dronics be made away: 
And make his dead Trunke-Pillow to our luſt, Now will I hence to ſecke my lovely Moore, 
Tam. But when ye have the hony yedeſire, And let my ſpleenefull Sonnesthis Trull defloure, Exx. 
Let not this Walpe out-live us both ro ſting, 
Chi. I warrant you Madam we will make that ſure: Enter Aron with two of Titus Soner, 
Come Miſtris,now perforce we will enjoy, Aron. Come on my Lords,the better foote before, 
That nice-preferued honeſty of yours. Straighe will I bring you tothe lothſome pit, 
Lav. Oh Tamora,thoubcar'lt a woman face. Where eſpied che Panther faſt aſleepe. 
Tam. 1 will not heare her ſpeake, away with her. win, My light is very dull what cre it bodes. 
Lav. Sweet Lords intreat her heare me byt a word, Mar. And mine I promiſe you, were it not for ſhame, 
Dem. Liſten faire Madam, let it be your glory Wellcould | leave our ſporttofleepe a while. 
Toke her teares,but be your heart tothem, 2 win. What artthou fallen? 
Asunrelenting flint to drops of raine. What ſubtile Hole is this, 
Lev. When did the Tigers young-ones teach the dam? | Whoſe mouth is covered with Rude growing Briers, 
Odoe not learne her wrath,ſhe taught it thee, Vpon whole leaves are drops of uew-hed-blood, 
The milke thou ſuck*fi trom her did turne to Marble, As freſh as mornings dew diſtil'd on flowers, | 
Even at thy Teat thou had'it thy Tyranny, A very farall place it ſeemesto me: 
Yet every Mother breedsnot Sonnes alike, Speake Brother haſt thou hurt thee with the fall? 
Dothou intreat her ſhew a woman pitty. Mar. Oh Brother, 
chi. What, | With the diſmal'ſt obje& 
Would'ſt thou have me prove my ſelfe a baſtard? Thar ever eye with ſight made heart lament. 
Las, Tistrue, Ar. Now will I tetch the King to finde them heere, 
The Raven doth not hatch a Larke, That he thereby may havealikely gheſſc, 
Yet have I heard,Oh could I inde it now, How thele were they that made away hisbrother. 
The Lion mov'd with pitry ,did indure Exit Aron. 
| To have his Princely pawes par'd all away. Mar. Why dolt not comfort me and helpe me out, 
| Some ſay,that Rauens folter forlorne children, From this unhallow'd and blood-ſtained Hole? 
' The whil'it their owne birds tamith in their neſts; 22min. I am lurpriſcd with an uncouch feare, 
| Oh berto' me though thy hard heart ſay no, A chilling {weat ore-runs my trembling joynts, 
' Nothing ſo kind but ſomething pirtitull. My heart ſuſpets more then minecye can ſee. 
' Tam. | know not what it meanes,a way with her. Afar. Toprove thou haſt a truedivining heart, 
Lav, Oh let me teach thee for my Fathers ſake, Armand thou looke downe into this den, | 
That gave thee life when well he might have ſlaine thee: | And ſee a fearefull ſight of blood and death. 
Penot obdurate,open thy deafe cares. nin. Armis gone, 
Tam, Had'(t thou in perſon nere offended me, And my compallionate heart 
| Evenfor his ſake am Inow pittileſſe: Will not permit mine eyes,once to behold 
Remember Boyes I powr'd torth teares in vaine, The thing where at it trembles by ſurmiſc: 
Tofave your brother from the ſacrifice, Ohrtell me how it is, for neretill gow 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent, Was | a child,to feare I know not what. 
Therefore away with her,and uſe her as you will, Mar. Lord Baſtianns lies embrewed heere, 
| The worſe to her,the better lov'd of me, All on a heape like to the ſlaughtred Lambe, 
Las. Oh T amor, Inthis deteſted,darke,blood-drinking pit. | 
Be call'd a gentle Queene, | 2 win. If it be darke,how doolt thou know'tis he? 
And with thine owne hands kill me inthisplace, Mew. V pon his blody finger he doth weare 
For tis nor life that I have beg'd (01 A precious Ring,that lightens all the Hole: 
| Poore I was ſlaine, when Baſriamss dy' W hichlike a Taper in ſome Monument, | 
\ hat beg'ſt thou then?fond woman, let me go? Doth ſhine upon the dead mans earthly checkes, 
Lav. Tispreſentdeath 1 beg,and onething more, And ſhewes the ragged intrailes of the pit: 
| That woman hood denics my tongue ro tell: So —_ ſhine the Moone on Pirenss, | 
| Oh keepe me from their worſe then killingluſt, When he by night lay bath'd in Maiden bleod; 
| And tumble me into ſome loathſome pit, O Brother helpe me with thy fainting hand, 
m”. | Where never mans eye may behold my body, If feare hath made the faint,as mee it hath, | 
Doe this,and be a charitable murderer. | Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 
Tam. So ſhould Irob my ſweet Sonnes of their fee, | As batefull as Cocitns miſtic mouth. . .. 
| Noylet them ſatisfie their luſt on thee. Lwxin. Reach methy hun i,that I may helpe thee our, | 
For bs - o | | Or 
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Or wanting ſtrength todoe thee ſo much good, 

I may bepluckt into the ſwallowing wombe, 

Of this deepe pit,poore Baſcianns grave: = 

I have no ſtrength to plucke thee to the brinke. 

ar. Nor I no ſtrength to clime without thy helpe. 
2min. Thy kand once more,l will not looſe againe, 
Till thou art heere aloft,or I below, 
Thou can't not come to me, I come to thee, Botbsfaltin. 


Enter the Emperour, Aron the Moore. 


| 

Sat. Along with me,lleſce what hoxe is heere, 
And what he is that now is leapt into 1 « 
Say,who art thou that lately did'ſt deſcend, 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth? 

Mar. The unhappy ſonne of old Androwicas, 
Brought hither in a moſt unlucky houre, 
To finde thy brother Baſſianns dead. 

Sat. My brother dead*I know thou doſt but jeſt, 
He and his Lady both areat the Lodge, 
Vpon the North-ſide of thispleaſant Chaſe, 
Tis not an houre fince I left him there. 

Mar, We know not where youlett himall alive, 

But out alas, htere have we found him dead. 


Enter T amora,e Andronicus and Lucius. 


Tam. W here is my Lord the King? 2:14 
Sat. Heere Tamwra,though griev'd with killing griefc, 
Tam. W here is thy brother Baſnanun 
Sat. Now tothe bottome doſt thou ſearch my wound, 
Poore Baſcianus heere lies murthered, 
Tam. Then all too late I bring this farall writ, 
The complot of this timeleſſe Tragedy, 
And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 
In pleaſing ſmulesſuch murderous Tyranny. 
She giveth Saturnine a Letter” 


Satwrninus reads the Letter. 
And if we miſſe to meete him hanſomely, 
Sweet hunt [man.Baſſianns tis we meane, 
Doe thin ſo much as dig the grave for him, 
Thor know'ſt our meaning,/ooke for thy reward 
Among the Nettles at the Elder tree: 
Which over-ſhades the mouth of that ſame pit: 
Where we decreed to bury Baſſianns, 
Doe this and purchaſe ns thy laſting friends. 


Sat. Oh Tamera, was ever heard the like? 
This is the pit,and thisthe Elder tree, 
Looke firs,if you can finde the huntſman out, 
That ſhould have murthered Baſſianns heere, 
eAr. My gracious Lord heere 1s the bag of Gold. 
$ar. Two of thy whelpes,fell Curs of bloody kind 
Have heere bereft my brother of his life: 
Sirs drag them from the pituntothe priſon, 
There letthem bide untill we havedevis'd 
Some never heard-of tortering paine for them, 
Tam. W hatare they in this pit, 
Oh wondrous thing! 
How eaſily murder is diſcovered? 
Tit. HighEmperour,npon my feeble knee, 
I beg this boone,with teares,notlightly ſhed, 
That this fell fault of my accurſed Sonnes, 
Accurſed if the faults be prou'd in them. 
$at. If it be prov'd?you ſce it is apparant, 


| 


— 


_— 


_— — 


Who found this Letter,7 amore was it you? 
Tam. Andronicus himfelfe did take it up. 

Yet let me be their baile. 

For by my Fathers reverent Tombe I vow 

They ſhall be ready at your Highnes will, 

Toanſwere their ſuſpition with their lives. 

Sat. Thou ſhalt not baile them,ſee thou follow me: 
Some bring the murthered body, ſome the murtherers, 
I ct them norſpeake a wordgthe guilt is plaine, 

For by my ſoule,were there worſe end then death, 
Thatend upon them ſhould beexecuted. 

Tam. Andronicws | will entreat the King, 
Feare notthy Sonnes, they ſhall do well enough. 

Tit. Come Lacins come, 

Stay not totalke with thern. Exe. 
Enter the Empreſſe Sonnes,with Lavinia,ber hands ext off and 
her tongue cut out,andraviſhr. 


Dem. Sonow goe tell and if thy tongue can ſpeake, 
Who t'wasthat cut thy tongue and raviſht thee, 
Chs. Write downe thy mind, bewray thy meaning ſo, 
And if thy ſtumpes will let thee play the Scribe. 
Lem.Sec how with ſignes and tokens ſhe can (cowle, 
Chi. Goe home, 
Call for ſweer water,waſhthy hands. 
Dem. She hath not ro call,nor hands tb waſh- 
wy ſo = leave herto her lilent walkes. 
i. And r'were my cauſc,l ſhould goe my { 
Dem. It thou ha&'ſt hands to ee ere rudes 


E = 


Winde Horne x. 

Enter Marcus from hunting to Lavinia 
Whois this,my Neecc that flies away o faſt? 
Colen a word, where is your husband? 
If 1do dreame,wouldall my wealth would wake me, 
If I do wake,lome Planet ſtrike me downe, 
That I may ſlumber incternall ſleepe. 
Speake gcatle Neece,what ſterne ungentle hands 
Hath lopt,and kew*d,and madethy body bare 
Ot her two branches,thoſe ſweet Ornaments 
W hoſe circkling ſhadows, Kings have ſought to ſleep in 
And might not gaine ſo greata happines 
As halte thy Love: Why doeſt not ſpeake to me? 
Alas,a Crimſon river of warme blood, 
Like toa bubling fountaine ſtir'd wich winde, 
Doth riſc and fall betweene thy Roſedlips, 
Comining and going withthy hony breath, 
Bur ſureſome Terews hath defloured thee, 
Andleaſt thou ſhould'ſtdeteR rhem,cut thy tongue, 
Ah,now thou turn'ſt away thy face for ſhame: 
And notwith ſtandingallthis loflc of blood, 
As froma Conduit with their iſſuing Spouts, 
Yet doe thy cheekeslooke red as Titans face, 
Bluſhing to be encountred witha Cloud, 
Shall I ſpeake for thee?ſhall I fay tis ſo? 
Oh that I knew thy hart,and knew the beaſt 
That I might raile athim to caſe my mind. 
Sorrow concealed,like an Oven ſtopt, 
Doth burne the heart to Cinders w 
Faire Philomela ſhe but loſt her tongue, 
And in atedious Sampler ſowed her minde. 
But lovely Necce,that meane is cut from thee, 
A craftier Teress halt thou met withall, 
And he hath cutthoſe pretty fingers off, 


it 18. 
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That could have better ſowed rhen Philoneed. Who though they cannot anſwere my diſtreſfe, 4 
Oh had the monſter ſcene thoſe Lilly hands, Yet in ſome ſort they are better then the Tribunes, 
Tremble like Aſpen leaves upon a Lute, For that they will not intercept my tale; 
And makethe filken ſtrings delight to kifſe them, When I doe weepe,they humbly at my feete 
He would not then have toucht them for his life. Receive my teares,and ſeeme to weepe with me, 

| Or had he heardthe heavenly Harmony, | And were they but attired in grave weedes, 
Which that ſweet tongue hath made: Rome could afford no Tribune like to theſe. 
He would have dropt his knife and fell aſleepe, / A ſtone is as loft waxe, 
As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feete, | Tribuncs more hard then ſtones: 
Come,let us goe,and make thy father blinde,  . A ſtone is ſilent, and offendeth not, | 
For ſucha ſight will blindea fathers eye. And Tribunes with their tongues doome men todeath. 
One houres (torme will drowne the fragrant meades, But wherefore ſtand'ſt thou with thy weapon drawne? 
Whar, will whole months of teares thy Fathers eyes? £x.To reſcue my rwo brothers from their death, 
Doe not draw backe,tor we will mourne with thee: For which attempt the Indges have pronounc'it 
Oh could our morning caſc thy miſery. Ezeunt. | My everlaſting doome of banifhment. 


Ti. O happy man,they have befriended thee: 
ain ojaatht W hy fooliſh Zzcws,do(t thou not perceive 
That Rome is but a wildernes of Tigers? 
eA flus Tertins, Tigers muſt prey,and Rome affords no prey 
Bur mc and mine: how happy art thuy then, 
From theſe devourers ty be baniſhed? 
But who comes with our brother Afarcss heere? 


— 


— JC 


Enter the [ndges and Senator ewith Titus two ſounes bound, 


ing on the Stage to the place of execution, and Titus Emer Marcus and Lavinia. 
Mg Loing before pleading. Mar. Titus prepare thy noble eyes to weepe, 
Or it not ſo,thy noble heart to breake: 
Ts. Heare me grave fathers,noble Tribunes ſtay, I bring conſyming ſorrow to thine age. | 
For pitty of mine age,whoſe youth was ſpenc Ti. Wille contume me?Ler mefee it then. | 
[n dangerous warres,whillt you ſecurely ſlept: Car. This was thy daughter, | 
For all my blood in Romes great quarrell ſhed , Ti. Why Mares (o ſhe1s. 
For all the froſty nights that I have waicht, | Ls. Aye me this objeR kilsme; 
, And for thele bitter teares, which now you ſee, ' T3. Faint-harted boy,ariſe and looke upon ber, 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheekes, ; Speake my Lavinie,what accurſed hand 
Be pittifull ro my condemned Sonnes, Hath thee bandleſſe in thy Fathers ſight? 
Whoſe ſoules are not corrupted as tis thought: | Whart foole hath added water tothe Sea? 
| | For twoand twenty ſonnes I never weept, Or broughta faggor ro bright burning Troy? 
Becauſe they died in honours lofty bed. My gricte was at thc light before thoucam'ſt, 
Andronicus lreth downe and the Indges paſſe by him. And now like Ny/wsit diſdaineth bounds: 
| For theſe,theſe Trivunes,in the duit I write Give meaſword,lle chop off my hands too, 
| My harts deepe languor,and my foules fad reares: Forthey have tought for Rome,and all in vaine; 
| Let my teares ſtench the earths dry appetite. And they have nur' this woe, 
My ſonnes ſweet blood, will make it ſhameand Bluſh: In feeding life: 
in Ocarth !I will be friend thee more with raine Exennt. | In bootelefle prayer have they bene beldup, >.” 
That ſhall diſtiil from theſe two ancient ruines, And they have lerv'd meto cfteAleſſe uſe. 
Then youthfull Aprill (hall with all his ſhowres Now all the tervice I require of them, 
In ſummers drought:Ile drop upon thee (till, Isthatthe one will helpe to cut the other: 
In Winter with warme tearcs le melt the ſnow Tis well Lavinia, that thou haſt no hands, 
And keepe eternall ſpring-time on thy face, For hands to do Rome ſervice,is but vaine. 
Sothou refuſe todrinke my deare ſonnes blood- Ln. Speake gentle fiſter,who hath martyr'd thee? 
Mw. O thar delighttull engine of her thoughts, 
Enter Lncixs, with hit weapon drawne. | That blab'd them with ſuch pleaſing cloquence, 
| Istorne from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
Oh reverent Tribunes,oh ventleaged men, | Where like a ſweet mellodious bird it ſung, 
Vnbinde my ſonnes,rever{c the doome of death, | Sweet varied notesinchanting every care. = 
And let me ſay(that never wept before) Lac. Oh ſay thou for her, 
My tearesare now prevaling Oratours. Who hath done this deed? 
Lx. Oh noble father,you lament in vaine, Mar. Oh thus I found her ſtraying inthe Parke, 
The Tribunes heare you not,no man is by, Seeking to hide herſelfe as doththe Deare 
| And you recount your ſorrowes toa ſtone. That hath recev'd ſome unrecuring wound. 
| Tit. Ah Lacixs tor thy brothers lerme plead, Tit. It was my Deare, | 
| Grave Tribunes,once more 1 fntreat of you. And he that wounded her, 
Lu. My gracious Lord , no Tribune heares youſpeake. | Hath hurt me more,then had he kild me dead: 
| Tit, Why tis no matter man,if they did heare For now 1 ſtand as one upona Rocke, | 
| They would not marke me-oh itthey did heare Inviron'd with a wilderdnefſc of Sea. 
| They would not pitty me. Who makes the waxing tide, | 
| Therefore Itell my forrowes bootles tothe ſtones. Grow waye by wave, 
Tha i '__ LSU Expetting | 
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ExpeRting ever when ſome envious ſurge, 

Willin tus briniſh bowels {wallow him. 

This way to death my wretched ſonnes are gone: 

Heere ſtands my other ſonne,a baniſht man, 

And hcere my brother weeping at my wors. 

But that which gives my ſoule the greateſt ſpurne, 

Is deere Lavema,deerer then my ſoule. 

Had I but ſeenc thy piture in this plight, 

It would have madded me. W hat (hall I doe? 

Now I bchold thy livcly body fo? 

Thou haſt no handsto wipe away thy teares, 

Nor tongue to tell me who bath martyr'd thee; 

Thy hu heis dead,and for his death 

Thy brothersare condemn'd,and dead by this. 

Looke Marcws,ah fonne Lucins looke on her: 

When Idid name her brothers,then freth teares 

Stood on her cheekes,as doth the hony dew, 

Vpon a gathred Lillic almoſt withered, 

Mar. Perchance ſhe weepes becauſe they kil'd her 
husband, 

Perchance becauſe ſhe knowes him innocent. 

Ti, If they did kill thy husband then be joyfull, 
Becauſe the law hath tance revenge on them. 
No,no,they would not doc fo foule a deede, 
Witnes the ſorrow that theis ſiſter rnakes. 

Gentle Lavini«let me kiſle thy lips, 

Or make ſome ſignes how 1 may do thee e:ſe: 

Shall thy good. V ncle,and thy brother Laciw, 

Any thou and I fit round about ſome Fountaine, 

Looking all downewards to behold our checkes 

How they are (tain'd ip meadows, yet not dry 

With miety ſlimeleft on them by a flood; 

And inthe Fountaine ſhall we gaze fo long, 

Till the freſh taſte be taken from that cleerenes, 

And madea brine pit with our bitter teares? 

Or ſhall we cut away our hands like thine? 

Or ſhall we bite our tongues,and in dumbe ſhewes 

Paſle the remainder of our hatctull dayes? 

What ſhall we doce?Let us that have our tongues 

Plot ſome deviſe of further miſcrics 

Tomake us wondred at in time tocome. 
Lu.Sweet Father ceaſe your teares,for at your griefe 

See bow my wretched ſiſter ſobs and weeps. 

Ma. Patience deere Neece,'good Tits drie thine + 

CyES» 

"Tit Ah Marcns,Aaress, Brother well I wort, 

Thy napkin caunot drinkea teare of mine, 

For thou poore man haſt drown'd it with thine owne. 
Ln. Ah my Lavin I will wipe thy cheekes., 
Tit, Marke Marrs marke,l underſtand her ſignes, 

Had ſhe a tongue to ſpeake,now would ſhe fay 

That to her brother which I ſaid to thee. 

His Napkin with her true teares all bewer, 

Can do no ſervice on her ſorrowfull checkes. 

Oh whata ſimpathy of woe is this! 

As farre from helpe as Limbois from bliſſe, 


Enter Aron the Moore alone. 


Moore, Titus Andronicur,my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word,that it thou love thy ſonnes, 
Let Marcus Lacins, or thy ſelfe old Tiras, 


Orany one of you,chop off go hand, 
And ſend it to the King: he for the ſame, 


Will ſend thee hither both thy ſonnes alive, 
Andthar ſhall be the ranſome for their taylt. 


——— 


Tit. Oh gracious Emperour,oh gentle A-ror. 
Did ever Raven ſing ſo like a Larke, 
That gives {weet tydings of the Sunnes uprile? 
With all my heart, Ile tend the Ewperour wy hand, 
Good Aron wilt thou help to chop it off? 
L. Stay Father,for that noble hand of thine, 
That hath thrownedowne ſo many enemies, 
Shall not be ſent:my hand will ſerve tbe turne, 
My youth can betrer ſpare my blood then you, 
And therc fore mine {hall fave my brothers lives, 
Mar. Which of your bands hath not defended Rome, 
Andrcar'd aloft the bloody Battleaxc, - 
Writing deltruionon the encmics Caſtle? 
Oh noue of both but are of high deſert: 
My hand bath tin but. idle,let it {crve 
Toranſome my two nephcewes from their death, 
T hen have I kept it to a worthy end. 
CIMoo. Nay come agree,whole hand (hall goe along, 
For fcare they dic before their pardon come. 
AMar.My hand ſhall goe. 
Lu.By beaven it ſhal! not goe. 
Ts.Sirs {trive ao wore, ſuch withered hearbs as theſe 
Are weete for plucking vp,and therefore mine. 
Ls. Sweet Fathergit I ſhall be thought thy ſonne, 
Let meredceme my brothers both trom deach. 
Afar. And for our fathers ſake,and mothers care, 
Now let me ſhew abrothers love tothe. 
Ts. Agree berweene you,l will ſpare my hand, 
Lu. Then lle goe fetch an Axe. 
Mar. But I will uſe the Axe. E xewnt, 
Ti. Come hither Aaron,lledeceive them both, 
Lend me thy hand,andI will givethee mine, 
Coo. It that be cal'd deceit, I will be honeſt, 
And never whiP{tT livedeccive men ſo: 
Bur Ilz deceive / inanother ſort, 
And that you'i fay ere halle an houre paſſe, 


He cutroff Titus hand. 


Emter Incius and Mar cus againe. 


T5. Now ſtay your rife, what ſhall be,isdiſpatcht: 
Goad eros give his Majeſty my hand , 
T</i him,it was a hand that warded him 
From thouſand dangers:bid him bury it: 
More hath it merited; That Ietit have. 

As for my ſonues,fay I account of them, | 

As1ewels purchalit at an cafie price, | 

And yet deere toogbecaule I bought mine owne. | 
Aaron. | goe And-oriens,and for thy hand, | 

Looke by and by to have thy ſonnes with thee: 

Their heads I meane:Oh how this villany 

Doth ſat me with the very thought of ir. 

Let fooles doe good,and faire men call for grace, 

eAren will have his ſoule blacke like his face. 
Ti. O hcere lift this one hand up to heaven, | 

And bow this feeble ruine torhe car th, 

Ifany power pitties wretched teares, 

To that | call: what wilt thou kneele with me? 

Doe then deare heart, for heaven ſhall heare our prayers, 

Or with our ſighs weele breath the welkin dimme, 

Ard ſtaine the Sun with fogge as ſometime cloudes, | 

W hen they do hug him in their melting boſomes, 
Mar. Oh brother ſpeake with poſſibilities, | 

And do not breake into theſe deepe extreames. | 
Ti. 1s not my ſorrow deepe, having nobenrme? = | 


—— 


Exw. 
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Then be my paſſions botromleſle with them. 
AMar. Burt yetlet reaſon governe thy lament, 
Tit. If there were reaſon tor theſe miſeries, 

Then into limits could I binde my woes: 

When hcaven doth weepe, doth not the earth ore flow? 

If the windes rage,dothnot the Sea wax mad, 

Threatning the welkin with his big-ſwolne face? 

And wilt thou have a reaſon for this coile? 

lam the Sea. Harke how her {ighes doe blow: 

Shee is the weeping welkin,I the earth- 

Then muſt my Sea be moved with her (ighes, ' 

Then muſt my earth with her continuall ceares, 

Become a deluge:overfiow'd and drown'd:; 

For why,my bowels cannot hide her woes, 

But like a drunkard muſt I vomit them: 

Then give me leave, for looſers will have leave, 

To cale their ſtomackes with their bitter rongues, 


Enter a meſſenger with two heads and a hand. 


Mef. Worthy Andronicss,ill art thou repaid, 
For that good hand thou ſent*ſt che Emperour: 
Heere are the headsof thy two noble fonnes. 

And heeres thy hand in {corne to thee ſent backe: 

Thy griefes,their ſports: Thy reſolution mockt, 

That woe is me to thinke uponthy woes, 

More then remembrance of my fathers death. 
Mar. Now let hot X:tna coole in Cictly, 

And be my heart ag ever-burning hell: 

Theſe miſcries are more then may be borne, 

To weepe withthem that weepe,doth caſe ſomedeale, 

But ſorrow flouted at, is double death. 

Loc. Ah thatthis ſight ſhould make ſo deepa wound, 
| And yet deteſted life not ſhrinke thereat: 

That ever death fhould ler life beare his name, 
Where life hath no more intereſt but to breath. 

Har. Alas poore hart that kifſe is comtortleſle, 

Asfrozen water toa (tarved ſnake. 


Ext. 


| Tit. When will this tearefuli lumber have an end? 
| CAMar. Now farewell {lattery,die Andronicws, 

| Thou doſt not ſlumber,lce thy rwo ſons heads, 

| Thy warlike hands,thy mangled daughter here: 
Thy other baniſht ſoancs wich this deere (ighe 
Nrucke pale and bloodlcfſc.and thy brother 1, 
Even like a ſtony Image,cold and numme. 
Ahnow no more will I controule my grictes, 
Rent off thy ſilver baire,thy other hand 

Gnawing with thy tecth,and be this diſmall ſight 
| The cloling up of cur moſt wretched eyes: 

Now is atume to ſtorme,why art thou ſtill? 

' Ti. Hayha,ha. | . 

| AMwu.Whydoſtthou laugh?it fits not with this houre. 
| Tx. Whyl have not another teare to ſhed: 

| Beſides, this ſorrow 18an enemy, 

| And would uſurpe upon my watry eyes, 

| And make them blinde with tributary teares, 

| Then which way ſhall I finde Revenges Cave? 

' Fortheſe two heads doe ſeemme to ſpeak to me, 

| Andthreat me, I ſhall never come to bliſle, 

| Till all theſe miſchiefes be returned againe, 

| Evenintheir throats that have commurted them. 
| Come let me ſee what taske I have to doe, 

; You heavy people,circle meabour, 

_ may turne me o each i you, 

| weare unto my ſoule to right your wrongs. 

| The vow is a——— Brother take a ho 


———— 


— 


And in _ hand the other will I beare. 
Lava thou ſhalt be em in theſe things: 
Beare thou my hand Aa no berweene thy tEth: 
As for thee boy ,goe get thee from my ſight, 
Thouart an Exile,and thou muſt not ſtay, 

Hie tothe Gothes,and raiſc an army there, 

And it you love me,as I thinke you doe, 

Let's kifſe and part, for we have much to doe. 


CManet Lacins, 


Lac. Farewell eAndrawicus my noble Father: 
The woful'ſt man that everliv'd in Rome: 
Farewell proud Rome,till Zzciws come againe, 
Heloves his pledges dearer then bis lite: 
Farewell Laviwe my noble ſitter, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haſt beene, 

But now,nor L«cms nor Lavinia lives 

But in oblivion and hatefull griefes: 

It Zzcinslive,he will requit your wrongs, 

And make proud Satwramwzand his Empreſſe 

Beg at the gates like Targuiwand his Queene. 

Now will I ro the Gothes and raiſe a power, 

To be reveng'd on Rome and Sarwrnine. Exit Licins, 


eA Banquet. 
Enter Andronicus, Marens, Lavinia,and the Boy. | 


E xeunt, 


An. So,fo, now ſit,and looke you cate ne more 
Then will preſerve juſt ſoauchſtrengrh in us 
As will revenge theſe bitter woes of ours. | 
Marcxrunknit that forrow-wreathen knot: 

Thy Neece an I(poore Creatures )want our bands 
And cannot pa'i:onate out tenfeld griefe, 
With foulded Armes. This poore right hand of mine, 
Is lefe ro tirranize upon my breaſt 
W ho when my heartall mad with miſery, 
Beats in this hollow priſon of my fleſh, 
Then thus I thumpe it downe. 
Thou Map of woe,that thus doſt talke in ſignes, 
W hen thy poore heart beates with out ragivus beating, 
Thou canlt nor ſtrike it thus to make ir till? 
Wound it with (ighing girle,kil it with grones: 
Or get ſome little knife betweene thy teeth, 
And jult againlt thy heart make thou a hole, 
Thar all the teares that thy poore eyesler fall 
May run into that finke,and ſoaking in, 
Drowne the lamenting foole,in Sex-(alt teares. | 
Mar. Fy brother fy,tcach her not thus to lay | 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 
An. How now ! Has ſorrow maderhee doate already? 
Why CMearcns,no man ſhould be mad but I: 
W hat violent hands can ſhe lay on her life: 
Ah,wheretore doſt thouurge the name of hands, 
To bid «£xees tell the tale twice ore 
How Troy was burnt,and he made miſerable? 
O handle not the theame, to talke of hands, 
Leaſt we remember till that we have none, | 
Fie,fic,how Frantiquely I ſquare my ralke 
Asif we ſhould forget we had no hands: 
If Marco: did not name the word of hands. 


; Come, lets fall roo,and gentle girle eate this, 


Heere is no drinke?Harke areas what ſhe ſayes, 

T can interpret all ber martir'd ſignes, | 
She ſaies,the drinkes no other drinke bur teares 

Brew'd with her ſorrows: meſh'd upon her checkes, 


_ tt. _— 
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Mar. Alas(my Lord)l have but kild a flie. 
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Speechleſſe complaint,O I will learne thy thought: 
Inthy duntb ation,will I be as perte& | 
As ing Hemits in their holy prayers. 
Thou ſhalt not ſighe'nor hold thy ſtumps to heaven, 
Nor winke,nor nod,nor kneele,nor make a {1gne, 
Bur I (of tkcſc)will wreſt an Alphabet, 
And by ſtill pratice,learne to know thy meaning. | 
Boy. Good grandfire leavethelc bitter deepe laments, 
Make my Aunt mcrry, with ſome pleaſing ale. 
Mar. Alas,the tender boy in paſſion mov'd, 
Doth weepe to ſce hisgranefires heavineſle, 
An. Peace tender Sapling,thou art made of teares, 
And tceares will quickly melt thy lite away. 
CMarcns firikes the diſh with a knife. | 
W hat doeſt thou ſtrike at Marcus with thy knife. 
Mar. At that that I have kill'd my Lord,a Hye 
An..Out on the murderour:thou kil'it my heart. 
Mine eyes are clor'd with view of Tirrany: 
A deed of death done on the Innocent 
Becoms not T stws brother:gert thee gone, 
I ſee thou art not for my company: 


An. But?How:if that Flie had a father and mother? 

How would he hang his ſlender gilded wings 
And buz lamenting doings inthe aycr, 
Poore harmeleſſc Fly, | 
That with his pretty buzzing melody, | 
Came heere tv make us merry, 
And thou haſt kil'd him. 

Aar. Pardon me fir, 

It wasa blacke illfayour'd Fly, 

Like tothe Empreſſe Moore,therefore I Kild him. 
An.O,0o,0, 

Thenpardon me for reprehending thee, 

For thou haſt done a Charitable decd: 

Give me thy knife,l will inſult on him, 

Flattering my ſelfe, as if it were the Moore, 

Come hither purpoſely to poiſon me. 

There's for thy ſclfe,and thats for Tamers: Ah firra 

YetIthinke weare not brought ſolow, 

Butthat berweene vs,we can killa Fly, 

That comes in likencſle of a Cole-blacke Moore. 

Mar. Alas poore man,griete ha's ſo wrought on him, 
He takes falſe ſhadowes, for true {ubltances. 
And:Cofne;take away: Lavinie,goc with me, 
leto thy clofſet,and goe read with thee 


Come boy,and goe with me,thy ſight 1s young, 
Andthou ſhalt read,when mine beginto dazell. Exemnt, 


mm 


eA ns Quartus. 


mm. 


Enter young Lucins and Lavinia running after him , and the 
hoy flies from ber wuh his bookes under bis arme. 
Emer Titus and Marcus. 


Boy. Helpe Grandfier helpe,my Aunt Levinss, | 
Followes meevery where | know not why. | 
Good Vncle Macneſee bow ſwift ſhe comes, | 
Alas ſweet Aunt, I know not what you meane. 

Mar. Stand by me Lncixs,doe not feare thy Aunt, 
Tit. She loves thee boy roo wellto doe thee harme' 


| 


Boy. I when my father wasin Rome ſhe did. 


— _—_—_—_— ——_—___©uaaz_-. 
al 


This ſandy plot is plane, guide if thou canſt 


Ma. W hat meances my Neece Lavinia by theſe ſigney 

Ti. Feare not Lacins,ſome what doth ſhe meane; 
See Lacins (ee, how much ſhe makes of thee: 

Some whicher would ſhe havethee go with her. 
Ah boy, Corneha never with more carc 

Read to her ſonnes,then ſhe hath read tothee, 
Sweet Poctry,and Tullies Oratour; 

Canſt thou not gefſe wherefore ſhe plies thee thus? 

Boy. My Lord I know not I,nor can 1 geflc, 
Vnleſle ſome fit or frency do poſleſſe ber: 

For I have heard my Grandher ſay full oft, 
Extremity of gricfes would make men mad. 
And I havercad that Heewba of Troy, 

Ran mad through ſorrow,that made me to feare, 
Although my Lordyl know my noble Aunt, 
Loues meas deare as cre my mother did, 

And would not but in fury fright my youth, 
Which made me downe rothrow my bookes,and flie 
Cauſles perhaps,but pardon me tweet Aunt, 
And Madam,it my Vncle Marc goe, 

I will moſt willingly attend your Ladyſhip, 

Atar. Lucins I will. 

Ti. How now Lavima, Marcus what meancs this? 
Seme booke there isthat ſhe deſires ro ſee, 

W hich isit girle of —_— them boy, 
But thou art deeper read and better skild, 
Come end take choyſe of all my Library, 

And ſo beguile thy ſorrowtill the heavens 
Revca'e the damn'd contriver of this deed; 
What booke? 

Why lifts ſhe up her armes in ſequence thus? 

CAlar.l think ſhe meanes that ther was more then one 
Confederate in the fat,I more there was: 
Or elſe to heaven ſhe heaves them to rey 

Tit, Lucins what booke is that ſhe toſler 

Boy.Grandliertis Ovids Mctamorphoſis, 
My mother gave it me, 

Mar. For love of her that's gone, | 
Pcrhap<« Oe culd it fromamong thereſt. | 

Tt. Soft,ſo buſily ſhe turnes the leaves. 

Helpe her , what would ſhe finde ? Lavinia ſhall I read? 
This isthe tragicke tale of Phulomel? 
And treates of Terens treaſo and his rape, 
And rape feare was roote of thineannoy. 
Iar. Sce brother ſce, note how ſhe quotes the leaves 
Tu.Lroma,wertthou thus ſurpriz'd tweet girle, 
Raviſht and wrong'd as Philemela was? 
Forc'dinthe ruthlefſe,vaſt,and —_ woods? 
See,ſce,l ſuch a place there is where we did hunt, 
(O had we never,never hunted there) 
Patern'd by that the Poet heere deſcribes, | 
By nature madefor murthers and for rapes. | 

Mar. O Why ſhould natnre build ſo foule a den, 

Vnleſſe the Gods delightintragedies? | 

Ti.Give ſignes{weetgirle,for heere are none bot frieds, 
W hat Romaine Lord it was durſt do the deed? | 
Or ſlunke not Satwruine,as Tarquin crft, | 
That lefcthe Campe to ſinne in Luccece bed. | 
Mar. Sit downe ſweet Neece, brother fit downeby me, 
Apollo, Pallas ,leve,or Herewry, | 

Inſpire me that I may this treaſon finde. 
My Lord looke heere,looke heere Lavinia, | 
| 
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He writes bis Name with his ffaffe, and guide: it 
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Thisafcer me, when I have writ my name, + 
Wichout the helpe of any hand at all. 

Curſt be that heart that forc* it us ro this ſhife + 
Write thou good Neece, and heere diſplay z laſt, 
\Vhat God will havediſcoyered for revenge, 
Heaven guide thy pen toprint thy.ſorrowes plaine. 
That we may know the Traytors and the truth, 


She takes the flafſe in her month, and gridecit with ber 
Ramps ard writes. 
Tit. Oh doeye read my Lord what ſhe kath writ? 

Stuprum, ( baron, Demetrius. 

Alar. \V bat, what, the luitfull ſonnes of Tamora, 

Performers of this hainous bloudy deed ? 

| Tu. CMagni Dominator poli, 

»Tamlents audi ſeelera | tam lent vides! 

Jar. Ohcalme thee gentle Lord : Alchough 1 kaow 

| There is enough written upon this carth, 

Toltirre a muciny inthe milceſt thoughts, 

A nd ar me the.mindes of infants to exclrimes. 

My Lord knecle downe with me : Lavinia kneele, 

And kneel tweet boy, the Romaine Hedors hope, 

And ſweare with me, as with the wofull Feere 

And father of that chalt diſhonoured Dame, 

Lord [nnius Brutus iyeare tor Lnerece rape, 

That we will profecate (by good advilc) 

Mortall revenge upon theſetraytorous Gothes, 

And ſce their blood, or dye withthis reproach. _ 

Ti, Tis ſurecnough, and you knew how. 

But if you hunttheſe Beare-whelpes, then beware 

The Dam will wake, and if ſhe winde youonces 

Shes with the Lyon deepely (till 1n leagues 

And lulls him whilſt ſheplayeth on her backe, 

And when he fleepes will ſhe doe what ſhe lilt. | 

You area young hunrſman Afarcxr, let it alone : } 

And come, I will goe geta leate of bralle, 

And with a Gad of ftecte will write theſe words, 

And lay it by : the angry Northerne winde 

Will blow theſe ſands like Sibels leaves abroad, 

| And wheres your leſſon then. Boy what lay you? 

Boy. I ſay my Lord, that if I were a man, 
Their mothers bed chamber ſhould not be ſafe, 
Forthcle bad bond-men to the yoake of Rome- 

Mer. that's my boy, thy father hath full oft, 
For his ungratefull country done the like, 

Boy. And Vncle fo will I, and if I live. 

Tit. Come goe with mc into mine Armory, 

Lacie firthce, and withall, my boy 

Shall carry from me tothe Empreſie lonnes, 

Preſents that1 intend to ſend them bots, 

Come, come, thou'lt doe thy meſſage, wilt thon not F 
Boz. I with my dagger in their boſowe, Grandfire : 
T#. No boy not fo, lic teachthec another courſe, 

Lavinia come, Alarens looke to my houſe, 

| Lucuwrand lie goe brave itatthe. Court, 4.) _ + 

| marry will we fix, and weele be waited on. Een, 

Mar. O heavens | Can you heare a 3ood man groae 

| And not relent of not him? ' 

| Marcus attend himin hisextalie, | 

That bath more fcars of {arrow in his heart, 

Then foe-men$ markesupon his batcer'd (hield, - + 

But yer ſo-juſt, that he will notrevenge, 202 


| Ex. 
Enter Aron j{ biron and Demetrins at one dove : and at 
another dere young Luci dnd ancrher, with a bug." "| 
ale of weapons, atd verſes writ won they, © * » ©? 


Tl nes anon 
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| 


| She would applaud Androvicas conceit : 


| Now a vertegly COEIUY Ho 
Aaron. WW » 2 FW s oY | keepe ? 
| Whar dog enwrrpundndicinviearmese 


(ts. Demerrius heres the ſonne of Lacins, | 
He hath ſome meſſage todcliver us. . + 
Aron. 1 {ome mad mcfſage trom his mad Grandfather. 
Zoy. My Lords, withall the humblenefſe I may, 
I greete your hanoursfrom Andronicus, wy 
And pray the Romane gods confound you both. 

Deme, Gramercy loveiy Lucius, what's the newes ? 

Boy. For villaines warkt withrape.May it pleaſe you, | 
My Grandfire welladvit'd hath ſent by me, - 
| The goodhieſt weapons of his Armory, 

T o gratifie your honourable youth, 

The hope oft Rome, for fo he bad me ay : 

And ſol docand with his gittspreſent 

Your Lordihips, whenever you have necd, 

You may be armed and appointed well, 

And {o 1 leave you both : like bloody villaines. Exit. 

Dem?.\N hat's heere 2 a ſcrole,and written'round about? 
Lets (ce. 

Integer vite ſce eriſque purns, non egit manrs jacali; MIC ar 
cw, 

Chir. O tisa verſein Horace, 1 know it well, 

I read itinthe Grammer long agoe. 

Moore. 1 juſt, a verie in Borace : right, you have it, 
Now what a thing it is to bean Aſe ? 
Heeresno ſound jelt, th'old man hath found their guilt, 
And ſcn4s the weapons wrapt about with lines, 

That wound (beyond their feeling Jeochequicke: 
But were our witty Empreflſe well a foot, 


Butler her re{t, in her unreſt a while. 
And now young Lords, was't nota happy ſtarre 
Led usro Rome (trangers, and mare then o ; 
Caprtives, to beadvanced to this height ? 
It did me good before the Pallace gate, 
To bravethe Tribune in his brothers hearing. 
Deme. But mc more good, to fee fo greata Lord 
Baſcly infinuare, and fend us gifts. | 
Moore. Had he not reaſon Lord Denerrins ? 
Did you not uſchis daughter very friendly ? 
Deme. I would we had a thoufand Romance Dames 
At ſuch a bay, by turne to ſerve out luſt. 
Chir. A chari table wiſh, and full of love. 
Moore. Heere lack's but you mother for fay, Amen. 
Chir. And that weuld ſhe for twenty thouſand more. 
Deme, Come, let us goe, and pray to all the gods 


For our beloved mother in her paines, 
Moore. Pray to the devils,the gods have given us over. 
Flouryſh. 


Dem, Why doethe Emperors trumpets flouriſh thus? | 
Chr. Belike for joy the Emperour bath a ſonne. 
Dem. Soft, who comes beere ? 
Enter I wrſe with ablacks # IMoore child. 
XN wt. Good morrow Lords : 
O tell me, did you ſee Aronthe Moore ? 
Aaron, Well, more or lefſe, orne'rea whit atall, 
Heere Aaron is, and what with Aorowtiouw ? 
Nwſe:' Oh gentle Arey, we arc allundone. 


- 


Nmvſe; Garg THU IRE eyc, 
Our Empreſle ſhame, and fiqtely Romes diſgrace, ' 

She is delivered Lordy,heisdelivered.” * = 
Aaron. Towhom?® © o ep a3 
thay T5 
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What hath he ſent her ? 
Nurſe, Adevill. h : 
Aaron. W hy then ſhe isthe devils Dama joyfull iſſue. 
Nur. A joyleſle, diſmall,blacke and, ſorrowfull iſlue, 

Heere is the babe as loathſomeas a toad, 

Amoneg'lſt the faireſt breeders of our clune, . 

The Empreſle ſends itthee, thy ſtampe, thy ſeale, 

And bids thee chriſten it with thy daggers pount. 
Aaron. Out you whorezis blacke 10 baſea hue ? 

Sweet blowſc, you are a beautious bloſlome lures 
Deme. Villaine what haſt thou done? 
eAaron, That which thou canſt not undoe. 

(bir. Thou haſt undone our mother. 

Deme. And therein hell:iſh dog, thou haſt undone, 
Woe to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choyce, 
Accur'ſt the off-ſpring of ſo toulea fiend, 

Cbir. It ſhall notlive« 

Aaron. It ſhall not dye. 

N wrſe. Aaronit mult, the mother wills it ſo, 

Aaron. W hat, muſt it \ «rſe ? 1 hen let no man 
Doe execution on my ficſh and blood. : ; 

Deme. Ile broach the Tadpole on my Rapters point ; 
Nwrſegive it me, my ſword (hall ſoone diſpatch it. 

Aaron. Sgoncr this ſword ſhall plough thy bowels up. 
Stay murtherous villaines, will you kill your brother? 
Now by the burning Tapers of the skye, 

That ſh'one ſo brighly when this Boy was got, 
Hedies upon my Semitars ſharpe point, 


but I 


| That couches this my firſt borne tonne and heire. 


T rell you young-lings, not Enceladus 

. With all his threatning band of Typhons broode, 
Nor great 4/cxdes, nor the god of Warrc, 
Shall ceaze thisprey out of his fathers hands : 
What, what, ye ſanguine ſhallow hearted Boyes, 
Ye white-limb'd walls, ye Alc-bouſe painted lignes, 
Cole-blacke is better then another hue : 
Inthat it ſcornesto beare another hue 7 
Forall the water in the Ocean, 
Can never turnethe Swans blacke legs to write, 
Although ſhe lave them hourcly in the flood : 
Tell the Empreſle frofa me, Iam of age 
To keepe mtyge owne exculic it how ſhe can. 


Deme, Wi, betray thy noble miſtris.thus ? 
Aaron. Mynittfis is my miltris; this my fcltc, 
The vigoke; and the picture of my youth : 


This, before all the world doe I prefterre, 
This mauger all the world will 1 kecpe ſafe, 
Or ſome of you ſhall ſmoake for it in Rome. 
Dem. By this our mother is for ever ſham'd. 
(*&. Rome will deſpiſe her for this foule cicape. 
Nur.The Empcrour in his rage will doome he death 
Chir. 1bluſh tothinke upon this ignominy. 
Aaron, Why thcr's the priviledge your beauty beares: 
Fye trecherous hue, that will betray with bluſhing 
Thecloſe cnats and counſeils of tbe hearts 
Heresa young Lad fram'd of another leere, 
Looke how the blacke ſlave {miles upon the father ; 
As who ſhould ſay, old Lad I am thine owne. 
He is your brother Lords, ſcnſibly fed X 
Ofthat ſelfe blood that firſt gave life to you,  ' +» 
And from that wombe where you impriſoned were 
Heis infranchiſedand come to light : 'M 
ay he is your brother by the ſarer fide, _. 
h my ſeale be ſtamped in his face. - 
Nwrſe. Aaron what ſhall I ſay unto the Empreſle ? 
Dem. Adviſcthec eAaron, what isto be done, 


| 


And we willall ſubſcribe to thy adviſe : 

Save thou the child; ſo we may all be {afe. | 
Aaron, Then fit we downe and let usall conſult, 

My ſonne and 1 will have the winde of you : 

Keepe there, now talke at pleaſure of your lafety. 

Dem. How many women ſaw this child of hus ? 
Aaron, Why ſo brave Lords, when we all joynein 
Tam aLambe : but if you brave the Moore, (league 

Thechafed Bore, the mountaine Lyoneſle, 

The Occan ſwells notſoateAaros ſtormes : 

But fay againe, how many ſaw the child ? 

Nyrſe. Corneha,the midwite, and my ſelfe, 

And noneelfe but the delivered Emp cle. 
eAaron, The Empreſſe,the Midwite, and your ſelfe, 

Two may keepe countell, when the third's away : 

Goe to the Emprefle, tell her this Ifaid, He kits her, 

Weeke, weeke, lo criesa Pigge prepared to th'ipu, 

Dem. W hat mean'tt thou Aaron ? 

W herefore did'ſt thoa this ? 

Aaron. O Lord lir, *tis adeed of pollicy ? 
Shall ſhe live to betray this guilt of ours : 
Alo!:g tongu'd babling Goſſip ? No Lords no : 
Avd uow be it knwne to you my full intent. 

Not tarre, one Maliteus my Country-man 

His wife bur yeſternight was brought to bed, 
His child 15 like to her, faire as youare ; 
Goepacke with him, and give the mother gold, 
And ic!l them both the circumſtance of all, 

| And how by chistheir Child ſhall be advanc'd, 

And be recetved for the Emperours heyre, 

And {uvſtitutedin theplace of mine, 

To caltme thistempeſt whirling in the Court, 

And ler the Emperour dandlc him for his owne. 

Harke ye Led yeſce] have given her phyſicke, 

And vou muſt necds beſtow her funcrall, 

The heldsare ncere, and youare gailan: Groomes: 

This done, ſce that youtake no longer dayes 

But ſend the Midwite preſently ro me. 

The Midwife and the Nurſe well made away, 

Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleaſe. 
(bw. Aaron | ſce thou wilt not truſt the ayre with e- 
Dem. For this care of Tamora, (crets, 

Her fcife, and hersare highly bound to thee. Exe, 
Aaron. Now to the Gothes, as ſwift asSwallow flics, 

There to diſpoſe this treaſure in mine armes, 

Ard lecretl; to greete the Empreſle friends : 

Come on you thick-lipt-ſlave, Ile beare you hence, 

For it is you that puts us to our ſhifts: 

Ie make you eden! berries, and on rootes, 

And feed on curds and whay, and ſucke the Goate, 

And cabvia ina Cave, and bring you vp 

Tobe awarriour, and command a Campe- Exit. 

Enter Titus, old Marcus, young Lucine ond other gentlewes | 

with bowes, and Titus the arrowes with | 
Letters on the end of them. 


Tit. Come Marews, come, kinſmenthis js the 
Sir Boy now let me ſee your Archery, : 
Looke yee draw home enough, and 'tis there ſtraight : 
Terra Aftraareliquit, be youremembred Marcw. 
She's gone, ſhe's fied, firs take you to your tooles, 
You Coſens ſhall goe found the Ocean: 

And caſt your nets, haply yon raay find her inthe Sca, 
Yet theres as little juſtice as ar Land : 
No Pablixe and Sempronine, you mult docit, 
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Tis you mult dig with Mattocke, and with Spade, 
And pierce the inmoſt Center of the carth : 

T hen when you come to Plutoes Region, 

I pray you deliver him this petition, 

]cll hum it is for juſtice, and tor aide, 

And that ut comes from old Andronicin, 

Shaken with forrowes in ungratcfull Rome. 

Ah Rome ! Well, well, I made thee miſerable, 

W hat time I threw the peoples ſuffrages 

On hi that thus doth tyrannize ore me- 

Goe get you gone, and pray be carefull all, 

And cave you not a man of warre un{carchr, 
This wicked Emperour may have ſhipt hcr hence, 
And kin{men then we may goc pipe for juſtice. 

Mare, O Publins is not thisa heavy caſe 
Tolce thy Noble Vncle thus diſtract ? 

Pab, Therefore my Lord it highly us concernes, 
By day and nighttattend him carefully ; 

And teede his humour kindiy as we may, 
T ili tune beget ſome caretfull remedy. 

Marc. Kinſmen, his ſorrowesare paſt remedy. 
loyne withthe Gothes, and with revengctull warre, 
Tzke wreake on Rome tor this ingratitude, 

And vengeance on the Traytor Satwrnine. 

Tut. Publixs how now ? how now my maſters ? 
W hat have you met with her? 

Publ. No my good Lord, but Plutoſends you word, 
If you will har e revenge from hell you ſhall, 

Marry for jaſtice ſhe is loimploy'd, 
He thinkes with /eve in heaven, or ſome where elſe : 


'Tis 


| Sothat perforce you mult needs ſtay a time. 

| Ti. Hedothme __— teed me with delayes, 
| Ile dive intothe _ ke below, 

| And pull her out of Ackeron by the hecles, 

| Maxxis we are but ſhrubs, no Cedars we, 

| No big-bor1'd-men. fram'd of the Cyclops (ize, 

But mertall Aarens, [tecle to the very backe, ' 


And fith there's no juſtice'n carthnor hell, 
We will ſollicite heaven, and movethe gods 
Toſend downe Iuſtice for to wreake our wrongs: 
Come to this geare, you are a good Archer Maron, 
He groves them the Arvewer, 

Ad lovers, thats for you : here ad Apoilonem, 
Ad Martem, thats for my (clfe, 
Heere Boy to Palles, heere ro Mercnry, 
To Saturmme, to { amo, not to Saturnine, 
You wereas good to ſhooteagainlt the wince, 
Toit Boy, Aarcw looſe when I bid : 
| Of my word, I have written rocticct, 
Theresnot a godlefc unſolicited. 

Mare, Kinimen, ſhoot all your ſhafts into the Court, 
We will afli&t che Emperour in his pride. 

Tit. Now maiſters draw, Oh well ſaid Lucia : 
Good boy in Uirgoes lap, give it Pala. 
| Care. My Lord, laymea Mile beyond the Moone, 
Your Ictter is with ſuper by this. 

Tit. Ha, ha, Publixs, Publiaxe, what halt thou done ? 
See ſee, thou haſt ſhot off une of Tawws hornes. 

Mar. This was the ſport my Lord,when Paublixs ſhot, 
The Bull bei 'd, gave Aries ſuch a knocke, 
That Jowne fa both the Rams hornes in the Court, 
And who ſhould finde them but the Empreſle villaine : 
Shc laught, and to!d the Moore he ſhould not chooſe 
Butgive them to his Maiſter for a preſcnt. 


Tu. Why there it goes, God give your Lordſhip joy. 


— IR 


Yet wrung with wrongs morethen our backe can beare: 


| 
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Enter the Clowne with a bath: #and two Pigeons, 
Newes, newes, from heaven- 

Marcus the poalt 1s come, 

Sirrah, what tydings ? have you any letters ? 
Shall I have Luſtice, whar ſayes /=prter ? 

(ow. Hothe libbetmaker, he taycs that he hath ta- 
Ken them do1wne againe, for the man mult not be hang'd 
till thenext weeke. 

Ti. But what ſayes Ipiter I aske thee ? 

Clow, Alas fir I know not {wpiter ; 

I never dranke with him inall my life. 

Ti. Why villaine art n't thou the Carrier ? 

Clow. I of my eigions fir, nothing elle. 

Tit. Why, didit thou not come from heaven ? 

Claw. From beaven? Alas fir, i never came there, 
God forbid I ſhould be ſo bold, to prefle to heaven in my 
young dayes. Why I am going with my pigeonsto the 
Tribunall Plebs, totake upa matter of brawle, betwixr 
my Vricle, and one of the Emperialls men. 

Mar. Why fir, that is as fit as can be to ſerve for your 
Oration,and let him deliver the Pigions tothe Emperour 
from youu. 

Tie. Teil me, can you deliver an Orationto the Em- 
perour with a Grace ? 

| (fow, Nay truely fir, I could never ſay grace in all my 

E. 
Tit. Sirrah come hither, make no more adoe, 

But give your Pigeons tothe Emperour, 

By me thou ſhalt have juſtice at his hands, 

Hold, hold, meane whule hers money for thy charges. 

Give mea pen and inke. 

Sirrah, can you with a Grace deliver a Supplication? 

( tow. 1 tir. 

T ie. Then here 13 a Supplication for you, ard when 
you come to him, at the firit approach you muſt kneele, 
then kiſle his foote, then deliver up your Pigeons, and | 
then looke for your reward. Ile be at hand fir,ſee you do 
it bravely. 

(ow. | warrant you fir , let me alone. 

Tit. Sirrha haſt thou a knife ? Come let me ſee it. 
Heere CAarews told it in the Oration, 

For thou haſt made it like an humble Suppliant, 
And when thou haſt given it the Emperour, 
Knocke at my dore, andtell me what he fayes. 
Clow. God be with youfir, I will. 
Tit. Come Marcus et us goes Publix follow me. 
Exeunt, 
Entey Fmperonr and Empreſſe, and hey two ſounes, the 
Emperonr brings the Arrowes wn his hand 
that 7 iti (bot as bir. 


Satur. Why Lords, 
W hat wrongs are theſe ? was ever ſcene 
An Emperour in Rome thusoverborne, 
Troubled, Contronted thus, and for the extent 
Ofcquall juſtice, ul{'d in ſuch contempt? 
My Lords, you know the mightfull Gods 
(How ever theſc diſturbers of our peace 
Buz in the peoples cares) there nought hath paſt, 
But even with law againit the willfull Sonnes 
Of old Andronicw. And whatand if 
His ſorrowes have ſo overwhelm'd his wits, 
Shall we be thus afflited in his wreakes, 
His fits, bis frenzy, and his birternefſe ? 
And now he writes to heaven for his redrefſe, 
Sce, heres to love, and this toCAercwry, 
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This to eFpollo, thisto the god of warre : 
Sweet ſcrowles to flyc abour the ſtreets of Rome ; 

W hat'sthis but Libelling againſt the Senate, 

Andblazoning our injuiticc every where? 

A goodly humour is it not my Lords? 

As who would fay, in Rome no Luſtice were. 

But if I live, his faincd cxtalics 

Shiil be no ſhelter to thele outrages : 

But he and his ſhall know>thar luſtice lives 

In Saturrinus health , whom if heſleepe, 

H-1I io awake, as he in fury ſhall 

Cur off the proudlt Contpirator that lives. 

Tamo. My gracious Lord, my lovely Satwrnine, 

Lord of my lite, Commander of my thoughes, 

Calme thee, and beare the faults of 7x age, 

Th'cttektsof ſorrow tor his vaiiant Sonnes, 

W hole lofle hath pier'ſt him deepe, and ſcar'd his heart; 

And rather comfort his ditt:eficd plight, 

Then proſecute the meanelt or the beſt 

For theſ: contempts. W hy thus it ſhall become 

High witted Tamora to gloſe with all ; 

But Tits, Ihave touch'd thee to the quicke, 

Thy htc blood ont : if Aaram now be wile, 

Then 1s all ſate, the Anchor's in the Port. 

Enter Clowne. 

How now good fellow, would'{t thou ſpeake with us ? 
Clow. Yea iorſooth, and your Miltcrſhip be Emperiall. 
Tam. Empreſlc I am, but yonder fits the Eemperour. 
(tow. Tis be;God and Saint Stephen give you good den; 

I have brought you a Letter,and a couple of Pigions here. 

He reades the Letter. 
Satu, Goetake him away, and hang him preſently. 
Claw, How much money malt I have ? 
Tam. Come lirrah you mult be hang'd. 
({ fow. Hang'd? bir Lady, then I have brought up a 
necke to a faire end, Exit. 
Sarzr, Dcipightfull and intollerable wrongs, 

Shall Iendure this monttrous villany ? 

I know from whence this ſame deviſe proceedes : 

May this be borne ? As1if his traytrous Sonnes, 

T hat dy'd by law for murther of our brother, 

Have by my mcanes becnc butcher'd wrongfully ? 

Goc dragge the villaine hither by the haire, 

Nor Agc, nor Honor, ſhall ſhape priviledge : 

Fer this proud mocke, Ile be thy {laughter man : 

Sly franticke wretch, that holp'ſt to make me great, 

In hope thy {clfe ſhoc;.d governe Rome and me, 

Emer Nuntis Emillons. 
Satir, W hat newes with thee Enuline. : 
Emil, Arme my Lords, Rome never had more cauſc, 

The Gothes have gather'd head, and witha power 

Ot high reſolved men, bent to the ſpoyle 

They hither march amaine, under the condut 

Of L«cixe, Sonne to old Andrenicws : 

Who threats in courſe of this revenge todoe 

As much as ever Corwlavw did, 

Satwr, Is warlike Zucins Generall of the Gothes ? 

Theſc tydings nip me, and I hang the head 

As flowers with froſt,or graſle beat downe with ſtormes 

Inow bcgin our ſorrowes to approach, 

Tis he the common peoplelove ſo much, 

My ſelfe hath often hcard them fay, 

(When have walked like a priuate man) 

| That Lucizs baniſhment was wrongfully, 
And they have wiſht that Lycizs were their Emperour. 
Tam. Why ſhould you feare? Isnotour City ſtrong? 


Satwr, T, but the Citizens favour Lucine, 
And will revolt from me, toſuccour him. 


Is the Sunne dim'd, that Gnats doe fiyc in it ? 
The Eagle ſuffers little Birdsto ſing, 

And is not carefuil what they meane thereby, 
Knowing that with the ſhadow ot his wings, 

He can at pleaſure ſtint their melody, 

Evenſo mayeſt thou, the giddy men of Rome, 

Then cheare thy ſpirit, for know thou Emperour, 

I will enchaunt the old Andronicur, 

With words moreſweet, and yet more dangerous 

Then baites to fiſh, or hony ſtalkesro ſheepe, 

W hen as the one is wounded withthe baite, 

The other rotted with delicious foode. 

King. But he wili not entreat his ſonne for us. 
Tam. If Tamoreenticat him, then he will, 

For I can ſmooth and fill his aged care, * 

* ith golden promiſes, that were his hcart 

Almoſt impregnable, his cld cares deate, 

Yet ſhould both care and keart obey my rongue. 

Goc thou before toour Embaſſader, 

Say, that the Emperour requeſts a parly 

Of warlike Loca, and appoint the meeting. 
King. Emnlins doe this melage Honouradly, 

And if he (tand in Hoſtage for his ſafety, 

Bid him demand what pledge will pleaſe him belt, 
Emill. Your bidding {all I doe effectually. 
Tam. Now will I to that 01d Andronics, 

And temper him withall the Art 1 have, 


Exn, 


| To | vn proud Zzcix from the warlike Gothes. | 
An 


now ſweet Emperour be blithe agairc, 
And bury all thy feare in my deviles. 


Sarw, Then goelſucceſſantly and plcad for him. Exit. 
eA tins Quintus. 
Enter Lucins with an eArmy of Gothes. 
with Drum and Souldiers. 


Luci. Approved warriours, and my faithfull Friends, 
I have reccived Letters from great Rome, 
Which ſignifics what hare they beare their Emperour, 
And how deſirous of our ſight they-arc. 
Therefore great Lords, be as your Titles witneſle, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done you any ſcathe, 
Ler him make treble ſatisfaction. 

Goth. Brave ſlip, ſprung from the Great Andromew, 
W hoſe name was once our terrour, now our comfort, 
Whoſe high exploits, and honourable Deeds, 
Ingratcfull Rome requſtes with foule contempt : 
Beholdin us, weele follow where thou lead it, 
Like ſlinging Bees in hotteſt Sommers day, 
Led by their Maſter to the flowred ficlds, 
And be aveng'd on curſed Tamora : 

Omn. And as befaith, ſofay we all with him. 

Laci. Thumbly thanke hin, and I thanke you all. 
But who comes heere, led by a luſty Gorh 7? X 

Enter a Goth leading Aaron with bu child 

| in hu armes. 

Goth. Renowned Zacim, from our troups 1 ſtraid, 


To gaze upon a ruinous Monaſtery, 


——. 


Tam, Keg, be thy thoughts imperious like thy natne, | 


— 


| 
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And as I carnellly did fixe mine eye 
Vpon the waſted building, ſuddainely 
I beard achild cry underneath a wall : 
I made unto the noiſe, when ſoone 1 heard, 
The crying babe control'd with this diſcourſe : 
Peace Tawny ſlave, halfe me, and balte thy Dam, 
Did not thy Hue bewray whoſe brat thou art ? 
Had nature lent thee, but thy Mothers looke. 
Villainc thou mightſt have beene an Emperour. þ. 
But where the Bull and Cow are both milk-whitc, 
They never doe beget a cole-blacke-Calte : 
Peace, villaine peace, cven thus he rates the babe, 
For 1 mult beare thee toa truſty Goth, 
\V ho when be knowesthou art the Empreſle babe, 
Will kold theedearely for thy Mothers fake. 
Yiththis, my weapon drawne [ ruſht upon him, + 
Surpriz'd him ſuddainely, and brought hin hither 
Touſc, as you thinke needtull of the man. 
Luci, Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate devill, 
That rob'd eAndromers of his good hand : 
This 1s the Pearle that plcaf'd your Empreſle eye, 
And heres the Baſe Fruit of his burning luſt. 
Say wall-ey'd flave, whether would(t thou convay 
Thisgrowing Image of thy fiend-like face? 
Why doſt notſpeake ? what deafe 2 no ! Not a word ? 
A halter Souldiers, hang bim on this Tree, 
Ard by hisfide his Fruite of Baſtardy. 
Aarori, Touch not the Boy, he 1s of Royall blood, 
Lxci. Toolike the Syre for ever being good. 
| Firſt hang the Child that he way ſee it ſprall, 
A light to vexe the Fargers ſoule withall. 
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Aaron. Get me a Ladder Lacie, ſave the Child, 

' And beare it from me to the Empreſle : 

| If thou doethis, lle ſhew thee wondrous things, 

| That highly may advantage thee to heare ; 

| If thou wilt nor, befall what may befall, 

| Ile ſpeakeno more : bat vengeance rot you all, 
Laci. Say on, and if it plcaſe we which thou ſpealſt, 

Thy child {all iive, and I will fee it Novriſhe, 
Aaren, Ardif it plcaſe thee? why aſſure thee Lacims. 

Twill vexethy ſoule to heare what | ſhall ſpeake ; 

For I muſt talke of Murthers, Rapes, «nd Maſlacres, 

Acts of Blacke-night, abhominable Deeds, 

Complots of Miſchicte, Treaſon, Villines 

Ruthfull co heare, yet pittiouſly perform'd, 

And this ſhallall be buricd by my death, 

Vuleſle thou ſweareto me my Child ſhall live. 
Lec. Tell on thy nunde, 

I fay thy Child ſhalllive. 
*Aarox. Sweare that he ſhall, and chen I will begins 
Luci, Who ſhould Ifweare by; 

Thou beleeveſt no God, 

That graunted, how can'ſt thou beleeve an oath ? 
Aaron, What if I doe not, as indeed 1 doenor, 

Yet tor 1 know thou art Religious, 

And haſt a thing within thee, called Conſcience, 

Withtwenty Popiſh trickesand Ceremonics, 

Which | have ſeene thee carctull to obſerve : 


Therefore I urge thy oath, for that 1 know As willingly, as one would kill a fiye, 

An Ideot holds his Bauble for a god, | And nothing greives me heartily indeed, 

Ard keepes the oath which by that god he ſweares, But that [ cannot doe ten the more, 

To that Ile 'urge him : therefore thou ſhalt vow Laci. Bring downethedivell, for be muſt not dye 

By that fame god , what god fo ere it be So ſweet a death as hanging preſently, . ; 

Tl:at thou adoreſt, and halt in reverence, Aaron. If there be divels, would I were a devill, 

To fave my Boy, to nouriſh and bring him up, To live and burne in everlaſting fire, 

Orc elſe I will diſcover nought tothee. So I might have your company in hell, S | 
82.3 
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Luci. Even by my god 1 ſweare to thee I will, 
Aaron. Firſt know thou, 

I begot him on thy Empreſle. 
Zaci, Oh moſt infatiate luxurious woman |! 
*Aaron. Tut Lacie, this was but a deed of Charity, 

To that which thou ſhalt heare of me anon, 

Twas her two Sonnes that murdered Baſſiaowe, 

They cut thy Siſters tongue, and raviſht her, 

And cut her hands off, andtrim'd her as thouſawſt. 
£zci. Oh dcteſtable villaine | 

Callit chou that Trimming ? + 
Aeroz, Why (he was waſht, and cut, and trim'd, 

And twas trim ſport for them that had the doing of it. 
Luci, Oh barbarous beaſtly villaines like thy teite | 
Azxron. Indeed, I wastheic Tutor to inſtruct them, 

Thar Codding ſpirit bad they from their Mother, 

As ſure a Card as ever wonne the Set : 

Thatbloody mind 1 thinke they learn'd of me, 

Astrue a Dogas ever fought at head. 

Well, let my Deeds be witnefle of my worth : 

I trayn'dthy Bretheren to that guiletull Hole, 

W here the dead Corps of Boſſianw lay : 

I wrotethe Letter, thatthy Father found, 

An1 hid the Gold within the Letter mention'd. 

Contederate with the Queene, and her two Sonnes, 

And whatnot done, that thou haſt cauſe to rue, 

Wherein I had noſtroke of Miſcheife in it. 

I plaid the Cheater for thy Fathers hand, 

And when T had it, drew my ſclfe apart, 

And almoſt broke my heart with extreame laughter. 

I priced me through x & Crevice ofa Wall, 

When for his hand, he had his two Sonnes heads, 

Beheid his tcares, and laught fo heartily, 

That both minc cyes were rainy like to bis : 

And when 1 told the Emprefſlc of this ſport, 

She ſoundedalmoſt at my pleaſing tale, 

And tor my tydings, gave me twenty kiſſes. 
Goth. What = thou fay all this, and never blvſh? 
Aeon. 1, like a blacke Dogge, as the ſaying is- 
Luc. Art thou not forry for thele hideds ? 
Aaron. I, that I bad not donea thoutand more. 

Even now I curſe the day, and yet Ithinke 

Few come within the compaſle of my curſe, 

W herein 1 did not ſome Notorious ull, 

As kill a man, or elſe deviſc his death, 

Rauiſh a Maid, or plot the way to doe it, 

Accule ſome innocent, and fortweare my elfe, 

Ser deadly Enmity betweene ewo Friends, 

Make poore mens Cattell breake their neckes, 

Set fire on Barnes and Hayſtackes inthe night, 

And bid the Owners quenchthem with their teares : 

Oft have I dig'd up dead men from their graves, 

And ſct them up right at their deere Friends doores, 

Even when their ſorrow almoſt was forgot, 

And on their skinnes, as on the Barke of Trees, 

Have with my knife carved in Romaine Letters, 

Let not your forrow dye, though 1 am dead. 

Tur, I havedone a thouſand dreadfull things 
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But to torment you with my bitter rongue. 
Luc. Sirs ſtop his mouth, and let him ſpeake no more+ 
Enter Emillins. 
Goth. My Lord, th-rc is a Meſſevger from Rome 
Deſires to be admitted to your preſence. 
Luc. Let bim come necrc. 
Welcome Emillins, whats the newes from Rome ? 
Emi. Lord Lucins, and you Princes of the Gothes, 
The Romaine Emperour greets you a'l by me, 
And for he underitands yousre in Armes, 
He craves a parly atyour Fathers houſc 
Whiling you to demand your Hoſtages, 
And they ſhall be immediately delivered, 
Goth. W hat ſayes our General ? 
Luc. Emillins, letthe Emperour give hisplcdges 
Vnto my Father, and my Vncle arc, 
And we will come : maich away. 


Enter T amora, and her two Sonxes diſquiſed. 


' Tam. Thus in this ſtrange, and ſad Habillaments, 
I will eacounter with Andronicms, 
And ſay, Iam Revenge ſent trom below, 
To joyne with him and right bis hatnous wrongs : 
Knocke at his ſtudy where they ſay he keepes, 
To ruminate ſtrange plors of dire Revenge, 
Tell him Revenge is come to joyne with him, 
And wor ke contuſion on his Encmics. 
T bey knocke and Titus epens bis ſtudy dere. 

Tit. Whodaoth moicit my Contemplation ? 
Isit your tricketo muke me ope the dore, 
That ſo my fad decrees may ye away, 
And all my ſtudy be to no «tFect.2? 
You are deceiv*d, tor what I mcane to doe, 
See here in bloody lines I havelet downe + 
And what is written ſhall be executed. 

Tam. Tits, | am cometo talke with thee. 

Tit. No not a word ; how can Ifgrace mytalke, 
Wanting a hand to give it ation, 
Thou halt the ods of me, theretore no more. 

Tam. Itthou did'ſt know me, 
Thou would talke with me. 

Ti. 1 amnot maid, 1 know thee well enough, 
Wirncſle this wretched ſtump, 
Witneſle theſe crimſonlines, 


Witneſſethe tyring day, and heavy night, 
Witneſſcallſorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud Empreſſe, Mighty Tamora : 
Is not thy comming for my other hand ? 

Tam. Know thou ſad man, | am not Tamora, 
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She is thy Enemy,and I thy fricnd, 

Iam Revenge ſcurt from th,infernail Kindome, 
Toeaſe the gnawing Vulture of thy mind, 

By working wreakefull vengeance on thy Foes : 
Comedowne and welcome me to this worlds light, 


; Conferre with me of Murder and of Death, 
| Therc's not a hollow Cave or lurking place, 
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No Vaſt obſcurity. or Milty vale, 
W here bloody Murther or deteſted Rape, 
Can couch for feare, but TI will find them out, 
And in their cares tellthem my dreadfullname, 
Revenge, which makes the foule offenders quake. 
Tit. Artthou Revenge ? andart thouſent to me, 
To beatorment to mine Enemies ? 
Tam. 1 am, therefore come downe and welcome me. 


Exenn. 


Witneſle theſe Trenches made by griefeand care, * 


| Could nor all hell afford you fuch a devill ? 


Tit. Doe me ſome ſerviceere I come tothee : 


Loe by thy ſide where Rape and Murder ſtands, | 


Now give ſome ſurance that thou art Revenge, | 
Stab them, or teare them on thy Chariot wheeles, 
And then Ile come and bethy Waggoner, 
And whirle along with thee about the Giobes. 
Provide thertwo proper Palfries, blacke as let, 
To hale thy vengefull Waggon ſwift away , 
And find out Murder in their guilty Caves. 
And when thy Car is leaden with their heads, 
I will ditmouct, andby the Waggon whee!e, 
Trot likea Servile fooremanall day 1-ne, 
Even trom Hiperiens riſing in the Eaſt, 
Vnuil his very downefall in the Seca. 
And day by day Iledoe this heavy rake, 
Sethou deſtroy Rapine and Murder there. 
Tam. 1 heſe are my Miniſters, and come with me. 
Tu- Aretheythy Miniſters, what are they call'0? 
Tam. Rapincand Murder, therefore called fo, 
Cauſe they take vengeance of ſuch kind of men. 
Tit. Good Lord how like the Empreſic Sons they are, 
And you the Emprefle : But we worldly men, 
Have miſcrable mad miſtaking eyes : 
Oh ſwcer Revenge, nowdoe I come to thee, 
Andifone armes imbracement will content thee, 
I will imbrace thee in it by and by. 
Tam, Thiscloling with him, fits his Lunacy, 
What cre Iforge to his braine-ficke hts, 
Doe you uphold, and maintaine in your ſpeeches, 
For now he firmely takes me for Revenge, 
And being Credulous in this madhought, 
Ile make him ſend for Laciw his Sonne, 
And whillt I at a Banquet hold him ſure, 
Ile hnd ſome cunning praftiſe out of hand 
To cater and difperie the giedy Gothes, | 
Or at the leaſt make rhem his Enemies : | 
Sce hcere he comes, and I muſt play my rheame. 
Ti, Long have 1 beene forlorne, and all tor thee, 
Welcome dread Fury to my woefull houſe, 
Rapine and Murther, you are welcome too, 
How like the Empreſfle and her Sonnes you are. 
Wcllare you fitted, had you buta Moore, 


For well I wote the Emprefle never wags ; 
But in her company there is a Moore, 

And would you repreſent our Queene aright 
It were convenicat you had ſuch a devill : 


But welcome as you are, what ſhall we doe ? | 


Tam. What would thou havcus doc Andronicw ? 

Dem. Shew me a Murtherer, Ile dealewith him. 

Chir. Shew me a Villaine that hath done a Rape. 

AndI am fcnt to be reveng'd on him, 

Tam, Shew mea thouſand that buy done thee wrong, 
And I will be revenged onthem all, 

Tit, Looke roundabout the wicked ſtreets of Rome, |} 
And when thou findeſt a man that's like thy ſelfe, 
Good Murder ſtab him, he's a Murthercr. 

Goe thou with him, and when ir is thy hap 

To find another thatis like to thee, 

Good Rapine ſtab him, he is a Raviſher. 

Goe thou with them, and inthe Emperours Court, 
There is a Queene attended by a Moore, 

Well maiſt thou know her by thy o wne proportion, 
For up and downe ſhe doth reſemble thee, 

I pray theedoe onthem ſome violent death, 


They have beene violent ro me and mince. 


 — 
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Tam. Well baſtthou leſſon'd us, this ſhall we doe | Oh Villaines, Chiron, and Demetrive, 


But would it pleaſe the goud Androniens, H cre ſtands the (; pring who you have ſtain'd with mud 
To ſend for Lucixs thy thrice Valiant Sonne, This goodly Sommer with your Winter mixt, | 
Who leads towards Rome a Band of Warlike Gothes, You kil d her husband, and for that vil'd fault, 

And bid him come and Banquet atthy houle, Two cf her brothers were condemn'd to death, 

When he is here, even atthy Solemae Feaſt, My band cut cf, and made a merry jelt, 

I will bring in the Empreſle and her Sonnes, | Both her ſ\veer hands, ber Tongue, and that more deere 
The Emperour himſelfs, and all thy Foes, Then bands or tongue, her ſpotlefſc Chaſtity, 

And at thy mercy ſhall they ſtoope, aud kneele, Inhumane Traytors, you coultrain'd and for'ſt. 


| What would youfay, if Iſhould let you ſpeake: 
Vllaines for ſhame you could not beg for grace. 
Hearke Wretches, how 1 meanc to marrtyr you, 


And on them ſhale thoucaſe, thy angry heart + 
\V hat ſayes Androners to this deviic ? 


Enter Mavens. This 01e Hand yer ir left, rocur you throats, 
W hilt rhac Lavinie tweene her ſtumps doth hold ; 
Tit. Macs my brother, tis ſad Tits calls, T he Baton that receives your guilty bloud. 

Goc gencle Marem to thy Nephew Luci, You know you Morher mcanes to feaſt with me, 

Thou ſhalt enquire him out among the Gothes, And calls herſelfe Revenge, andthinkes me mad. 

Bid him repaire to me, and bring with him Hearke Villaines, I will grin'd your bones todult, 

Some of the chiefeſt Princes of the Gothes, And with your blood andit, Ile makea Patte, 

Bid him encampe his Souldiers where they arc, -| And of the Paſte a Coffen I will reare, 

Tcll him the Emperoug, and the Emprefie too, And make two Paſtics of your ſhameful heads, 

Feaſts at my houſe, and he ſhall Feaſt withrhem, And bid that {trumper your unballowed Dam, 

This due thou for my love, and ſolkt him, Like tothe earthſwallow her owne incceale- 

As keregards hisaged Fathers lite. - | This isthe Fealt, char I have bid her to, | 
Mar. This will 1 doc, and ſoone returne againe » Es | And this the Banquet the ſhall ſurfer on, | 
Tam. Now will 1 hence about thy buſineſle, For wore then Philomel you ul'd my Daughter, | 

And take my Miniſters _ with me. And worlethen Progae, I will be reveng'd, 

| Tit. Nay, nay, let m_ Murder ſtay with me, Ane now prepare your throats : Lavinia come. 
| Orelle Ile call my Brother backe againe, Receivethe blood, and whenhat they are dead 
| And clcave tO no revenge but Lace, | Letine goe grin'd their Bones to powder ſmall, 


Tam, What fay you Boyes, will you bide with him, | Andwiththis harefull Liquor temper it, 
| Whiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperour. And in that Paſte ler their vild'd Heads be bakte, 


| How I have govern'd our determined jeſt? Come, cowe, be cver one otticious, 
| Yeeldto his humour, {inooth and ſpeake him faire, To make this Banker, which wiſh might prove, 
And tarry with bim till I turne againe. Mere (terne and bloody theathe Centaures Feaſt. 
Tit. I know them ail thoughthey ſuppoſe me mad, He cms their throats, 
And will ore-reach them in their owne deviles, So now bring them in, for Te playthe Cooke, 
A payre of curſed hel!-hounds and their Dam. Andice them ready, gaiaſt the Mother comes. £xemnt 
Dem. Madam dapart at pleaſure, lcave vs here. 
Tam, Farewell eAndroniew, revenge now goes Enter Lucius, Marcia, and the Gothes, 
Tolay a complo: to betray thy Foes. 
Tit. I know thoudo'lt, and ſweet revenge farewell, Lac. Vnckle Maw, lince 'tismy Fathers minde 
Chi. Tellus old man, hoiw ſhall we be imploy'd ? That repaire tv Rome, I am content. 
Tit. Tut, | have worke enough for you ro due, Goth. Ardours with thine befall, what fortune will. 
Pabluu come hither, Caine, and Valentine. Sc, Good Vnckle take you inthis barbarous Aoore, 
Pub. What is your will ? This Ravenous Tiger , this accurled devill, 
Tit. Know youtheſe two? Let him receive no ſuſtenance, ferter bim, 
Pub, The Emprefle Sonnes Till oe be brought unto the Emperours face, | 
[take them, Chroa, Demerrizu. For teſtimony of his fou'c proceedings, 
Tit. Fye Publus, fie, thou art too muchdeceau'd, And ſee the Ambuſh of our Friends be ſtrong, 
The one 1s Murder, Rape 1s the others name, If ere the Emperour meancs no goed to us. 
And therefore bind them gentle Pub us, Aaron. Some devill whiſper curtes in my eare, 
Caur, and Valentine, lay hands on them, And prompt me that my rogue may utter forth, 
| Oft have you heard me wiſh for ſuch an houre, The Venemaus Malice of my tivelling heart. | 
And now I find it, therefore bind them ſure. Lac. Away inhumane Dogzge, Vnlallowed Slave, 


| Cli. Villaines forbeare, we arethe Emprefſe Sonnes. { Sirs belpe our Vnckle, to convey him in, Flouriſh. 
Pub. And thereforc doe we,what we are commanded. | The Trumpets ſhew the Emperour is at hand. 
Stop cloſe their monthes, let them nor ſpeake a word, ; 


| Is he ſure bound, looke that you binde them faſt.Exemur. Sound T rumpets. Emer Emperonr, and Empreſſe, with 
| , , T ribwunes and others. wth 


| 


Enter Titus Andronicus with a knife, and Lavinia 4 
with a Baſon. Sat. Whar, hath the Firmament rore Suns then one? | 


| Lac. What bootes irthe to call thy ſelfe a Sunne ? 
Tit, Come, come Levinia, looke, thy Foes are bound, | Mar. Romes Emperourand Nephew breake the pirly 
Mr ſtop their mouthes, letthem nor ſpeake to me, Theſe quarrels muſt be quietly debared, 
| But let them heare what fearefull words I utter. . Th:Fealt 15 rexdy which the carefull Tizxe, 
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Hath ordained to an honourable end, 

For Peacc, for Love, for League, and good 
| Pleaſe you therefore draw nyc and take your places. 
Satrur. Mares we will. 


to Rome : | To love-licke Didees fad art 


The ſtory of that balefull 
H 


Os. 


When with his ſolemne tongue he did diſcourſc 
cnding =_ 

burning night, 

When ſubtill Greekes ſurpriz'd King Priams Troy : 


brought in. Tell us what Sizox hath bewicht our cares, 
Enter Titus like 4 ( ooke, placing the meat on the Or who hath brought the farall engine in, 
able, and Lavima with a vale | That gives our Troy, ovr Rome the civill wound. 
over her face. ; My heart is not compadt of flint nor ſtecle, 
Titw. Welcome my gracious Lord, ' | Norcan [utter all our bittergricfe, 
Welcome Dread Queene, | But floods of teares will krowne my Oratory, 


Welcome ye Warlike Gothes, welcome Lacime, 
And welcome all : alchough the cheere be poore, 
Twill filLyour ſtomackes, pleaſe you cat of 1t. 
Sat. Why art thou thusattir'd Andromcus ? 
Tu. Becauſc I would be _ ” —_— we. 
Toentertaine your Highneſlc, and your Empretic. 
Tam, We _ beholdingto you good a. : 
Tit. And if your highneſle knew my heart, you were : 
My Lord the Emperour reſolve me this, 
Was it well done of raſh Virgins, | 
To ſley his daughter with his owne right hand, 
Becaule ſhe was enfor'ſt, ſtain'd, and deflowr'd ? 
Satur. It was Andronicns. | 
Tit. Your reaſon, Mighty Lord? 
Sat. Becaaſe the Girle, ſhould not ſurvive her ſhame, 
And by her preſence ſtill renew his ſorrowes. 
| Ti. Arcaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effeRuall, 
A patterne, preſident,and lively warrant, 
For me (molt wretched ) to performethe like : 
Dye, dye, Lavinia, and thy ſhame with thee, 
And with thy ſhame, thy Fathers ſorrow dye. 
He kils her. 
Sat. What haſt thou done, unnaturall and ankmd ? 
7#.Kild her tor whom my tcares have made me blind. 
I am as wofull as Vir ginine was, 
And have a thouſand times more cauſe then he. 
Sat. What was ſhe raviſht? tell whodidthe decd, 
Tit, Wilt pleaſe you car, 
Wilt pleaſe your highnefle feed ? 
Tam.Why haſt thou flaine thine onely Daughter thus? 
Ti. Not I, twas (hion, and Demerrina. 
They raviſht her,and cut away her tongue, 
And they, twas they, that did her allthis wrong. 
Satwr. Goe fetch them hitherto us preſently. 
Tit. Why there they arc both, baked in that Pye, 0 
W hereof their Mother dantily hath fed, 
Eating the fleſh that ſhe herſeife hath bred. 
Tis true, tis true, witneſſe my knives ſharpe point. 
He ſtabs the Emopreſſe. 
Sats. Dye franticke wretch,for this accuried dee 
Luc. Can the Sonnes eye, behold his Father bleed? 
Theres meede for meed, death for a deadly deed. 
Mar. You ſad fac'd men,people and Sonnes of Rowe, 
By uproree ſever'd like a flight of Fowle, 
Scattred by windes and high tempeſtuous gueſts : 
Oh let mc teach you how, to knitagaine 
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This ſcattred Corne, into one mutuall ſheafe, 
Theſe broken limbs againe into one body, 
Goth, Let Rome herſclfe be banc unto berſcltec, 


| 


— —— 


And breake my very vttrance, cven in the time 

W hen it ſhould move youtoattend me moſt, 

Lending your kind hand Commiſeration, 

Hecre isa Capraine, let himtell the tale. 

Your hearts will throb and weepe to heare him ſpeake. 
Luc. This Noble Auditory, be it knowne to you, 

That curſed Chiron and Demetrius 

Werethey that murdred our Emperours Brother, 

And they it were that raviſhed our Siſter, 


| Fortheir fell faulrs our Brothers were behcaded,? 


Our fathers tearesdeſpi(*d, ard baſely coulen'd, 
Of that true hand that fought Romes quarrel our, 
And icnt her enemies untothe grave. 

Laſtly, my {elfe unkindly banithed 

T he gares ſhut on me, and turn'd wcepingour, 

To beg reliete among Romes Enemies, 


| Whodrown'd their enmity in my true teares, 


And op'd their armes to imbrace me as a Fricnd : 
And 1 am turned forth, be it knowneto you, 
That have preſerv'd her well fare in my blood, 
And from her boſome tooke the Enemigs.point, 
Sheathing the ſteele inmy adventrous body. 

Alas you know, am no Vaunter I, 


My icar$Can witneſſe, dumbe although they are, 


That my report is juſt and full of truth : 

Bur ſolt, me thinkes I doe digrefſe roomuch, 

Cyting my worthleſle praiſe ; Oh pardon me, 

For when no friendsare by, men praiſe themſelves. 
Marc. Now is my turne to ſpeake : Behold this Child, 

Of this was T amoradelivered, 

The iflve of an Irreligious Moore, 

Chicfe Archite and plotter of theſe woes, 

The Villaine tsalive in Tit» houſe, 

And as he is, to witneſle this is true. 


| Now judge what courſe had Trrm to revenge 


| Thele wrongs, unſpeakeable paſt patience, 


Or more then any living man could beare. 
Now you have hcard the truth, what ſay you Romanesy? 
Have wedone oughtamifle? ſhew us whercin, 
And from the place where you behold us now, 
The poore remainder of Andronicus, 
Will hand in hand all h:adlong caſt us downe, 
And on the ragged ſtones beat torth our braines, 
And make a murtuall cloſure of our houſe ; 
Speake Romanes ſpeake, and if you ſay we ſhall, 
Loe hand in hand, Lacine and 1 will fall. 

Emills. Come come,thou reverent man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperour gently in thy hand, 


, | Lucius our : for well I know, 
And ſhe whom mighty kingdomes curſic to, The common voycedoe cry it (hall be ſo. 
Like a forlorne and deſperate caſtaway, Mar. Lncias, all haile Romes Royall Emperour, 
Doe ſhameful execution on her ſelfc. Goe, goe into old Titw ſorrowfull houte, 

. Bur if wy troſty _ and chaps of age, And hither hale that misbelicving Aſoore, 
Grave witneſſes of true expericnce, To be adjudg'd ſome diretull ſlaughtering death, 
Cannot induce you toattend my words, As puniſhment for hismoſt wicked life. 


Speake Romes deere friend, as'*erſt our Ancelter, : 


Lucixsall hatle to Romes gracious Governour. 
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* Lyc. Thankes gentle Romans, may I governe ſo, 
To heale Romes harmes, and wipe away her woe. 
But gentle people, give me aymea-while, 

or Nature puts me to a heavy taske : 

Stand ali aloofe, bur Vncklc draw you neere, 

To (hed obſequious teares upon this Trunke : 

Oh rakethis warme kifle on they pale cold lips, 
Theſe forrowfull drops upon thy bloud-ſlaine face, 
The laſt true Duties of thy Noble Sonne. 

Mw. A teare for tcare, and loving kiſle for kiſſe, 
Thy brother Marcus tenders onthy Lips : 

O were the ſumme of thele that I ſhould pay 
Countleſle, and infinit yet would I pay them, 

Luc. Come hither Boy, come, come, and learne of us 
To melt in ſhowres : thy Grandtire lov'd thee well : 
Many a time hedanc'd thee on hisknee : 

Sung thee afteepe, his Loving Breſt, thy Pillow x 
Many a matter hath he told rothee, 


{ Mecte, and agreeing with thine Infancy : 


Inthatreſpet then, like a loving Childe, 
Shed yet ſome ſmall drops from thy tender Spring. 
Becauſe kinde Nature duth cequireitſo : 
Frierids ſhoula aſſociate Friends, in Griefe and Woe 
Bid him far well, commit him tothe Grave, 
Doe hin that kindnefſe, and take leave of him. 
Boy. O Grandfire, Grandfire : even with all my heart 
Would I weare Dead, ſo you did Live againe. 
O Lord, I cannot ſpcake to him for weeping, 
My tcares will choke me. if I ope my mouth. 


Romanes. (ou (ad eAndromici, have done with woes, 
Give ſentence on this exectable Wretch, 
That hath becne breeder of rheſe dire events, 
Lnc. Set him breſt deepe in earth, and famiſh him : 
There let him {tand, and rave,and cry for foode : 
If any one relceves, or pittics him, 
For the offence, he dyes. This isour doome : 
Some (tay, to ſec him faſtned in the carth. 
Awox.O why ſhould wrath be mute, and fury dumbe? 
I am no Baby I, that with baſe Prayers 
I ſhould repent the EvilsI have done. 
Ten thouſand worſe, thenever yet 1did, 
Would I pertorme if I might bave my will: 
If one good Deed in all my lite I did, 
I doe repeat it from my very Soule. 
Lucs. Some loving Friends convey the Emperor hence, 
And give him buriall in his fathers grave. 
My Father, aud Lavinia, ſhall forthwith 
Be cloſed in our Houſholds Monutnent : 
As for rhat heynous Tyger Tawora, 
No funerall Rite, nor man in mournfull Weeds: 
No mournfull Bel! ſhall ring her Buriall : 
But throw her forth ro Bealt and Birds of prey : 
Her life was Bcalt-like, and devoid of pitty, 
And being fo, ſhall have like want of putty» 
See Iuſtice done « *Aaron that damn'd Moore, 
For whom, aur heavy happec had their beginning z 
Then afterwards, to Order well the i - "- 
Thar like Events, may ne're it Ruinate. Exenunt omnes- 
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Therefore, if thou art mov'd, thou runſt away. 

I will take the wallof any Man or Maid of Mownragnes. 
goes tothe wall. 

Veſlells,are ever thruſt ro the wall: therefore 1 will puſh 


the wall. 


Maids, and cut off their heads. 


Take 1c in what ſerce thou wilt. 


the Houſe of the Monntazwes, 
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Enter Sampſon and Gregory, with Swords and Bucklers, 
of the Honſe of Capuler. 


Sampſon. 

ISZST] Regory: A my word we'll not carry coales. 
GS Greg. No, for then we ſhould be Colliars. 
FA Sampl meanc, if we bein choller, we'il draw. 
CO Greg. I, while you live, draw your necke out 
o'th Collar. / 

Seamp. 1 ſtrike quickly, being mov'd. _ 

Greg. But thou art not quickly mov'd to trike. 


Samp. A dog of the houſe of Mowntague, moves me. 
Greg. To movc,is to ſtir: and to be valiant, is to ſtand; 


Samp. A dogge of that houſe ſhall move meto ſtand, 
Greg. That ſhewes thee weake ſlave, for the weakelt 
Samp. True, and therefore women being the weaker 


Momntagues mentrom the wall, and thruſt his Maides to 
(thcir men. 
Greg. The Quarrell is betweene our Maſters, and us 
$amp. Tis all one, I will ſhew my ſelfe atyrant: when 
I have fought with the men, I will be civill with the | 


Greg. The heads of the Maids ? 
Semp. I,the heads of the mails,or their maiden-heads, 


Greg. They muſttake it in ſence, that feele it. 

Samp. Methcy ſhall fecle while 1 am able to ſtand; 
And tis knownc I am apretty peece of ficſh. 

Greg. Tis well thou art not Fiſh : if thou had'ſt, thou 
had'it beene pooze Iohn.Draw thy Toole, here comes of 


Emery two other Servingmen. 

Sam My naked weapon is out:quarrel,l wil backe thee 
Gre, How ? Turnethy backe; and run. 

Sam. Fearc me not. 

Greg. No marry :I fcarethce. 

Samp. Let us take the Law of our ſides:let them begin 
Gy.I wil frown as T paſſe by,& let the take it as they liſt 
Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my Thumbe at them 

which is a diſgrace to them, if they beare it. | 

Abra. Doe you bite your Thumbe at vs fir? 
Sam. I doe bite my Thumbe, ſir. 

Abra. Doc you bne your Thumbe at us fir? 


— 
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Saws. Is the Law-of our fide, if I ſay I? Gre. No 


Samp.No ir, I doe not bite my Thumbe at you fir : but 
I bite my Thumbe fir, 
Greg. Doe you quarrel! fir ? 
Abra, Quarrell fir? no fir. (as you 
Sam.If youdoe ir, Iam for you, 1 ſerve,as good aman 
Abra. Nobetter ? * Sam. Wellfir, 
Enter Benvolie. 
Gre.Say better;here comes one of my maſters kinſmen 
Sam. Yes, better, 
Abra. You = & ws 
Semp, Draw it you be men. Gregory, remember t 
D hm blow. gn] T bey fight, | 
Ben. Part Fooles put up your Swords, you know not | 
whar you docs | 


Emer Trba't. | 
Tyba. Whatartthou drawne, among theſe heartleſlc 
Hindces ? Turne thee Benvoho, looke upon thy death. 
Fen, I doe but keepe the peace, put up thy Sword, 
Or manage it to part theſe men with me. 
Tyb. What y, and talke of peace ? I hate the word 
As I hate hcl tagwes, and thee : 
Have at the Coward. Fight. 
Enter three or fonre Citizens with Clubs. 
Offi. Clubs, Bils, and Partiſons, ſtrike, beat them down 
Downe withthe Ceputers, downe with the Mountaguer, 
Enter old Capulet in his Gown, and bu wife. 
( ap. What noiſe is this? Give me my long Sword ho. 
Wife. A crutch, a crutch : why call you for a Sword? 
Cap. My Sword I ſay: Old Aſownague is come, 
And fouriſhes his Blade in ſpight of me. 
Emer old Mountague, and bu wife. 
Moun. Thou villains Capslet. Hold me not,let me got. 
2. Wife. Thou ſhaltnot [tirre a foote ro ſeck ea Foe. 
Enter Prince Ethales, wth bu Trame. 
Prin Rebellious Subjects, Encmics to peace, 
Prophaners of this Nezghbor-ſtained Stecle, - 
Will they not heare? Whathoe, you Men, you Beaſts, 
That quench the fire of your permitious Rage, 
With purple Fountaines iſſuing trom your Veines: 
On pane of Torture, from theſe bloody hands 
Throw your miſtemper'd Weapons to the ground, 
And heare the Sentence of your moved Prince. 
Three civill Broyles, bred of an Ayery word, 
By thee od C ard CMonntague, | 
Have thrice diſturb'd the quiet of our ſtreets, | 
And make Yeren« sancient Citizens 
Caſt by their Grave beſeeming Ornament, 
To wield old Partizans, in hands as old, 
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Cankred with ,to part your Cankred hate, | Sm. Good morrow Couſin; 

{f ever you diſturbe our ſtreets againe, { Rom, Is the day ſo young ? 

Your lives ſhall pay the forfeit of the peace. Ben. But new ſtrooke nine. 

For this time all the reſt depart away : Rem. Aye me, fad houres ſeeme long : 

You Capuler (hall goe along with me, Was that my Father that went hence ſo faſt ? 

And CAlowntagne come you this atternoone, Bos. It was: what ſadneſle lengthens Reneos houres ? 

To know our Fathers pleaſure in this cale : Re. Not having that, which having,makes them ſhort 

Toold Free-towne, our com non a> — place : Ben. Inlove. 

Once more on paine of death, all men depart. £Exewnt» { Row. Qur, | 
Moxn. Who ſet this ancient quarrell new abroach ? Bm. Otflove. 

Speake Nephew, were you by, when it began ? Rom, Out of her favour whereT amin love. | 
Zen. Heere werethe ſcrvants of your adverſary, Bees. Alasthac love fo gentle in his view, _g 4 

And yours cloſe fighting ere I did approach, Should be ſo tyrannous and rough in proofe. | 

[drew to partthem, in the taſtant came Rom. Alas that love, whoſe views cuffed (hill, 

+ | The fiery Tibele, with his ſword prepar'd; Should without eyes, (ce path-wayes to his will ; 
' | Whichas he breath'd defiance to my eares, W here ſhall we dine ? O me 3 what fray was heere ? 

He ſwong about his head, and cut the windes, Yer tcll me not; for I have heard ir all 

Whonothing hurt « ithall, hiſt him in ſcorne, Heres much to doe with harc, but more with love; | 

Whule we were cnterchangug thruſts and blowes, Why then, O brawhng love, O loving hate, 

Came more and more, and tought on part and part; Oany thing, of nothing firlt create: 

- Tillthe Prince came, who parted either part. O heavy lighrneſle, ſerious vanity, 

Ie. O where is Romeo, faw you hum to day ? Miſhapen Chaos of welſceming formes, 

Right gladam 1, he was notat this fray. | Feather of lead, bright ſmoake, cold fire, ficke health, 
Ben. Madam, an houre betore the worſhipe Sun { Still-waking flcepe, that is not what itis : 

Peer'd forth che golden window of the Eaſt, This love feele 1, that feelenolove in this. 

Atroubled mind drave me to walke abroad, Doeſt theu not laugh? 

Wherc underneath the grove of Sycamour, | Ben, NoCoxe, I rather weepe, 

That Weſt-wardrooterh frog this City (ide ; Rom. Good heart, at what ? = | 

Soearely waiking did I fee your Sonne ; Ben, Atthy good hearts oppreſſion. " 

Towards him I made, but he was ware of me, Rom. Why ſuch is lovestranſgrefſion. . 

And ſtole into the covert of the wood, Griefes of mine owne lye heavy in my breaſt, 


Imcaſuring his affections by my owne, WE Which thou wilt propagate to have it preaſt 
Whichthen moſt ſought,w here moſt mightnot be fonnd | With more of thine, this iove that thou haſt ſhowne, 


Being one too many by my weary ſelfe, Doth adde more griefe, ro too much of mine owne. | 
Perfued my honour, not perſuing his Love, isa {moake made with the furnc of fighes, | 
And gladly ſhunn'd, who gladly ficd from me. Being purg'd, a fire ſparkling m Loverseyes, 
Mount, Many a morning hath he there beene ſeene, | Being vext, a Sca nouriſht with loving teares, | 
Wich teares augmenting the treſh | gsdeaw, W har is it ecMe ? a madneſſe, moſt diſcreet, 
Adding to cloudes, more cloudes «hs deepe fighes, | Achoking gall, and a preſerving (weet ; 
But all to ſoone as the all-cheering Sunne, Farewell my Coze. | 
$Shoaid in the farthelt Eaſt begia to draw Zen. Soft I will gocalong, 
The ſhady Curtaines from eAwror bed, And if you leave me fo, you doe me wrong. 
Away from light itcales home my heavy Sonne, Rome. Tut I have loſt my feife, I am not here, 
And private in his Chamber pennes himſ@lte, This is not Romeo, he's ſome other where. 
Shuts up his windowes, lockes faire day-light out, Ben. Tell me in {adneſſe, whoisthat you love? 
And makes himſelfe an arcificiall night ; | Rom. W hat ſhall I grone and tell thee ? | 
Biacke and portentous mult this humour prove, Ben. Grone, why no : bur ſadlytcit me who. 
Vnleſſe good counſell may the caule remove. " Rem. A ficke man in good (adnefle makes his will : 
Zen. My Noble Yncle doe you knony the cauſe ? O, word ill urg'd to one that is fo ill: . 
Mot. 1 neither know it, nor can learne of him. In ſadneſſe Cozin, I doe love a woman. * 
Ben, Have you importun'd him by any meanes? Ben, 1 aym'd {o neare, when | ſuppos'd you loy'd. 
Mown. Both by my ſelfe and many other Fricnds, Rom. Aright marke man, and ſhes faire I love, 
But he his owne affeions counſeller, Ben, A right faire marke, faire Coze, is foonett hit. 
Isto him({clte (I will not ſay how truc) Rom. Well in that bit you miſſe, ſheell not be hic 
But ro hin{clteſo ſecret and ſo cloſe, With Cupids arrow, ſhe hath Diazs wit - 
So farre from ſounding and diſcovery, And in ſtrong proote of chaſtity well arm'd : | 
| As is the bud bit with an envious worme, From loves weake childl{h Bow, ſhe lives uncharar'd. 
| Ere he can ſpread lis ſweet leaves tothe ayre, She will not ſtay the fiege of loying tearmes 
| Or dedicate his beauty tothe ſame. Nor bid th'incounter of affailiug _ 
| Could we but learne from whence his ſorrowes grow, Norope her lap to Saint-ſeucing Gold : 
| We would as willingly give cure, as know, O ſhe 1s rich in beauty, onely poore;, " 
| Enter Romeo. That when ſhe dyes, with beauty dyes her ore. * 
| Bex. See where be comes, ſo pleaſe you ſtep aſide, Ben.Then (ke hath ſworne, that ſhe wili ſtill live chaſt 2 


Ile know his greevance or be. much denide, Row. She hath, and in that ſparing makes huge walt ? 
Mown. 1 would ages Ong For beanty ſterv'd with her ſeverity, 
To heare true ſhrift. Come Madam let's away, Exewnt. Curs beauty off fromall poſterity. 
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She is too faire, too wiſe wilcly too faire, 
Tomerit blifle by making me dilpaire : 
She hath for{worne to love, and inthat vow 
Doe I hvc dead, that live to reil it now. 
Ben. Be ruld by mc, forget to thinke of her. 
Rom. O teach me now I ſhould forget to thinke. 
Ben. By giving liberty unto thine cycs, 
Examine other beauties. 

Rom, Tisthe way tocall hers (exquiſit) in queſtion 
Theſe happy maskes that kifle taire Ladies browes, 
Being blackc,puts us tn mind they bide the faire ; 
Hethat is ſtroaken blind, cannot forget 
Th: precious treaſure of his eyc-light loſt : 

Shew me a Miltreflc that is pailing taire: 

W hat doth her bcauty ſerve but as a note, 
WhereI may reade who pat that paſling faue., 
Farewell thou cart hot teach me to forget. 


(more, 


| 


Turne giddy, and be holpeby backward turning : 
One delparate griete, = with anothers languiſh : 
Take thou ſome new infetion to the eye, 

And the ranke poylon of the old will dye. 


— 


Rom. Your Plantanleafe is excellent tor that, | 
Ben, For what I pray thee ? 
Rom. For your broken ſhin. 
Ben, Why Remerartthou mad ? 
Rom, Not mad, but bound morethen a mad man is; 
Shut up in priſon, kept without my foode, 
W hipr and tormented : and Godden good fellow. 
Ser. Godgigoden,1 pray fir can you read ? 
Rom. | minc owne fortune in my milcry. 
Ser, Pcrhaps you havelearn'd ic without booke ; 
Burt I pray can you read any thing you {cc ? 
Kom. 1,1f | know the Letters aud the Language. 
Ser. Ye lay honeſtly, reit you merry. 


| 


- 


k 
| 


: 


+ is written, that the Shoo-waker ſhould meddle with his 


— 
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Ben, Ile pay thatdotrine,or elſc dye in debt, £xemnt. 
Emer Capul:t, (ounty Pays, ana the Clowne, 
Cap, CAMountagne 1s bound as well as I, 


In penalty alike, and tis not hard I thinke, 


For men ſo old as we, to keepe the peace» 

Par. Of honourabl: reckning are you both, 
And pitty tis youliv'd at odsf01ong : 
But now my Lord, what fay you to iy ſaute ? 

Capr. Bur {aying ore what I have ſaid before, 
My Child is yet a ſtranger in the world, 
Shee hath not ſcene the change of tuurteene yeeresy 
Let twomore Summers wither intherr price, 
Erc we may think: h:rripeto be a Bride, 

Far. Younger then ſhe, are happy mothers made. 

Caps. An: to0 ſoonc mar'd are thoſe ſo carly mace # 
Earthup hath ſwailowed ali my hope but ſhe, - 
She is the hopefuli Lady of my earth : 
But wooc, her geatle Paru, get her heart» 
My will to her conſent, isbuta part, 
And ſhe agree, withia her {cope of choiſe, 
Lyes my conſent; and farre according voyce : 
This night T huldan old accuſtom'd tealt, 
Whercto | havc invited many a Guclt, 
Such as I love, and you among the ſtore, 
One more, meſt welcome makes my number more : 
At my poare houſe, laoke to behold this night, 
Earth-treadiog (tarres, that make darke heaven light, 
Such comfort asdoeuſty young men feele, 
When well apparrel'd Aprill oa the heele 
Of limping W inter treads, cuen ſuchdelight } 
Amoug freſh Femalc buds ſhall you this night 
Inberitat'my houlc : heareall, al ſee ; 
And like ker molt, whole merit molt ſhall be : 
W hich one more view, of many, mine being onc,; 
My ſtand in,qumber, though in reckning none- 
Come, goc with me : goc firrahtrudge about, 
Through faire Verona, tind thole perions out, 
W hoſe names are written, there, and tothem (ay, 
My houſe and welcome, on their pleaſure ſtay, Exie. 

Ser, Find th:m out whale names are written. Heert it 


Yard, and the Tayler with his Laſt,the Fiſher with his 
Penſill, and the Painter, with his Nets, Butl am fent-to 
find thoſe perſons whoſe namesare writ, and can jnev er 
find what, names the writting perſon hath here wrirſ (1 


' muſtrothe learned) in good time. 


4 Enter Benvolio, aud Roneo! x 


Kom. Stay tcllow, I canrcad. 
| He reades the Letter. 
& Eigneur Martine, and his wife and daughter : County An- 
ſelme and bu brautions ſiflers : the Lady widdow of Virw- 
vio, Sergnenr Platentio,and his lovely Neeces : Mercatio and 
his brother Valestime, mine uncle Capulet his wife and daugh- 
ters : my faire Neece Roſaline, Livia, Seignenr Valentio, and 
21s Cofen Tybalt: Lucio and thelrvely Helena. 
A faire aflembly, whither ſhould they come ? 

Ser. Vp. 

Rom. Whither ? toſupper ? 

Ser. To our houſe. ww 

Kom, W hoc houſe 2 

Ser. My Mailſters, 

Rom. Indecd I ſhould have askt you that before. 

Ser. Now lletell you withour asking. My maſter is 
the great rich Capler, andit you be not of the houſe of 
CMonntagues I pray come and cruſh a cup of wine. Reſt 
YOU METTY» Exn, 

Ben. Arthis ſameancient Veaſt of Capalers, 
Sups the fairc R , whom chou fo lovelt ; 
With all che ad Beauties of Verona, 

Goe tnither and withunattainted eye, 
Compare her tace with ſome that I ſhall ſhow, 
And I will makethee thinke thy Swan a Crow. 

kom. Whenthe devourreligion of mine cye 
Maintaines ſuch falſhood, then turne reares to fire : 

And theſe who often drown'd could never dye, 
Tranſparent Heretiquesbe burnt for liers. 

One taicer then my love 1theall-{eeing Sun 
' Nere 1aw her match, ſince firſt the world begun. 

Zen. Tut Tut, you ſaw hci taire, none clic being by, 

Herlelf:poy{'d with herſelfe in cither eye : 

But 1nthat Chriſtall ſcales, lerthere be waid, 

Your Lacies love againft fone other Mard 

That } will ſhow you, ſhining at this Feaſt, 

And ſhele ſhew ſcant, well, that now ſhewes beſt. 

Rem. Ile goe along, noſuch ſight to be ſhowne, 

But to rejoycein ſplendor of mine o:vne. 
Enter Capnlets Wife and I wr /e. 

Wife. Nurſe wher's my daughter? cal! her forth to me. 

N w/e. Now by my Maidenhcad, art twelve yearc old 
I bad her come,what Lamb: what Ladi-bird ,God forbid, 
W herc's this Girle ? what Jwuher ? 

Infiet. Aow now, who calls ? 

XN w«r. Your Mother. ' . 

Inlict. Madam I am heere, what is 


your will ?_ 


; - Ben. Tht man, one firc burnes/out anothers burning, | 
; One painc is leſned by anothers anguiſh.; 1e:U | 


| 


Wife.This isthe matter: Narle give leave a — 
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mult talke in ſecret.Nurſe come backe againe,I havere- | 
membred me, thou'ſe heare our councell. Thou knowelt 
my daughrer*s of a age. 

ep. Faith 1 _— —_ unto an houre, 

Wife, Shees not fourtcene. 

N »rſe. Ile lay foureteene of my teeth, 

And yet tomy teethbeit ſpoken, 
1 have but foure, ſhees not fourteene, 
How long is itnow to Leamwmas tide? 

Wife. A fortnightand odde dayes, 

N «rſe. Even or odde, of all daies inthe yeare come 
Lamas Eue at night ſhall ſhe be fourtrene. S»ſan and ſhe, 
God reſt all Chrittian ſoules, were of an age. Well Suſan 
is with God, ſhe was too good for mc. But as Ilaid on 
Lammas Eue at night ſhall ſhe be fourteene, that ſhall ſhe 
marie,[ remember it well. Tis ſince the Earth-quake now 
eleven yeares, and ſhe was wean'd | never ſhall torget it, 
of ali the daics of the yeare, upon that day : for I had then 
laid Worme-wood to my Dug _—_ inthe Sunne under 
the Dove- houſe wall, my Lord and you were then at 
Mantua, nay 1 doe beare a braine. But as I faid, when it 
didraſtthe Worme-wood on the oiple of my Dugge, 
and felt it bitter, pretty foole, to ſee it teachic, and fall out 
with the Dugge, Shake quoth the Dove-boule, *t was no 
neede I trow to bid mee trudge : and ſincethat time 1t 1s 
eleven yearcs, for then ſhe could ſtand alone, nay bi'ch 
roode ſhe could have runne,and wadled all about:tor even 
the day before ſhe broke her brow, and then my Husband 
God be with his ſoule, a was a merrie man, tooke up the 
Child, yea quoth hee,doeſt thou fall uponthy face? thou 
wilt fall backeward when thou haſt more wit, wilt thou 
not [were And by my holy-daw, the pretty wretchlefte , 
crying,and ſaid 1: to {ee now how a icft (hall come about. 
I warrant,& [ ſhall live a thouſand yeares, I never ſhould 
forget 1t : wilt thou not /wlet quoth he?and pretty fools it 
[tinced,and fajd I, 

O14 La. Inough of this I pray the hold thy peace. 

N wſe. Yes Madam, yet 1 cannot chule bur laugh, to 
thinke it ſhould leave crying, & tay þ; and yet 1 warrant 
it hadupon it brow, a bumpe as big asa young Cockrels 
ſtone? A perilous knock,and it cryed bitterly. Yea quoth 
my husband, fall'ſt vpon thy face, thou wilt fall back» 
ward when thou commeſt ro age : wilt thou not wet I 
ſtinted;and ſaid I, 

Iule, And {tintthoatoo I pray the Narſe,lay T. 

XN #r- Peace have done :God marke thee to his grace 
thou was the pretieſt Babe that ere 1 nurſt, and I might 
live to ſee thee maried once I have my with» 

Old La. Marry that ovarry is the very theame 
| cane to talke of tell me daughter /w/et, 

How ſtands your diſpolitionto be Married? 

[«li, It 1s an houre that I dreame not of, 

Nur. An houre,were not I thine onely Norſe, I would 
lay thou hadſt ſuckt wi fedome from thy tear. 

Old La, Well thinke of marriagenow,younger then you 
Heere in Faroe, Ladies of cliecme, 

Are made already Mothers, By my count, 

I was your Mother much upon theſe yearcs 
That you are now a maide,thus then 1a briefc: 
The valiant Pars ſeekes you for his love. 

Nurſe, A man young Lady, Lady, fucha man as all 
the world. Why hce's a man of waxe. | 

Ola La. Veronas Summer hath not ſucha flower. 

Nmſe, Nay hee's a flower,in faith a very flower. 

Old L»: Whatſay you, can you love the Gentleman ? 
This night you ſhall behold him at our Feaſt, 


cal*d, my young Lady askt for,the Nurſe cutſt inthe Pan- 


Read ore the volume of young Pars face, 
And find delight, writ here with Beauties pcn: 
Examine every ſeverallliniament, 
And ſee how one another lends content: 
And what obſcur'd in this faire volume lies, 
Find written in the Margent of hiseyes, 
This precious Booke of Love, this unbound Lover, 
To Beavtific him;onely lacks a Cover. 
The fiſh lives in the Seca, and'tis much pride 
For faire withour, the faire withinto hide: 
That Booke in manics eyes doth ſhare the glory, 
Thar in Gold claſpes, Lockesin the Golden ſtorie : 
So ſhall you ſhare all that he doth poſſeſle, 
By having hun, making your ſclfe no lefle, 
N w/c. Noleſſe,nay bigger : women grow by men. 
Old £4. Speake briefly,can youlike of Paris love. . 
Ink. llc looke tolike,it looking liking move. 
But no more deepe will 1 endart mine cyeg 
Then your conſcnt gives ſtrength to make it fiye, 
Enter a Serving man, 
Ser. Madam,the gueſts are come,fupper ſeru'd up,you 


,and every thing in extremitic:I muſt hence to wair,l 
eech you follow itraight. Exit, 
CMo. We follow thee, [ulier, the Countic ſtaies. * 
Ne. Goe Girle,ſec ke happie nightsto happie daies. 

Excum, 
Enter Romeo, Mereutio, Bennolio with five or fixe $ 
other Markers, T orch-bearers, + 
Row. 'W bat ſhall this ſpeech be ſpoke for our excuſe? 
Or ſhall we on without A 'I; 
Ben. Thedatc is out of ſuchprolixitic, 
Weele have no Cupid, hood winkt with a-skaxte, 
Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of lath, 
Skaring the Ladics like a Crow-keepecr. 
But letrhem meaſure us by what they will, 
Weele meaſurethein a meaſure, and be gone. 
Rom. Give me a Torch, amnot for this ambling. 
Being but heavy 1 will beare the light, 
Mer. Nay pan Romeo,we mult have you dance. 
Rom. Not | beleeve me,you have dancing ſhooes 
With nimble a fole,I havc foles of Lead 
So {takes me to the ground, I cannot move. 
Mer. Y ouarca Lover,borrow Capide wings, 
And foare with them above a common bound.” 
Kors. 1 amtoo {ore impearced with his ſhaft, | 
Toſoare with his light fcathers,and to bond : 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe, 
Vnder loves heavy burthen doe 1 finke. 
Hors, And to (inke in it ſhould you burthen love, 
Too great oppreſſion for a tender thing. 
Rom. Islovea tenderthing? itis too rough, 
Too rude,too boylterons,and it pricks like thorne. 
- Mer. Itlove be rough with you, be rough with love, 
Pricke love for pricking,and you beate love downe, 
Give me a Caſc to put my vilage in, 
A Viſor for a Viſor,what care [ 
W hat curious eye doch quote d:formitics : ' 
Here arethe Beetle-browes (hall bluſh for me. 
Ben. Come knocke and entec;and no ſooner in, 
But every man betake him to his 
Row. A Torch for me{et wantons lightof heare 
Tickle the {encclefſe ruſhes with their beeles ; 
For 1 am proverb'd with a Grandfier Phraſe, 
lic be a Candlc-holder and looke on, 
The game was — l am done. 
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Her. Tut,dunsthe Monſe,the Conſtables owne word, 
If thou art dun,weele draw thee from the mirc. 
Or ſave your reverence love, wherein thou ſtickeſt 
Vp tothe eares, come we burneday-light ho. 
Row. Nay that's not ſo. 
Mer. I meaneftr1, delay, 
We waſt our lights in vaine, lights,lighrs,by day ; 
Take our good meaning,for Our Iudgement fits 
Five cimes in that ere once in our fine wits. 
Rom. And we meane well in going to this Maske, 
But 'tis no wit to 80. 
Aer. Why may one aske? 
Rom. Idreampr a dreameto night, 
Mer. And ſo did 1. 
Rom. Well what was yours? 
Her. That dreamers often lie. 
Rom, In beda fleepe while they do dreame things true, 
er. O then I fee Queene Mabhath beene with you : 
She is theFairies Midwite,and ſhe comes in ſhape no big- 
ger then Agat-{tone, on the fore-finger of an Alderman, 
drawne with atecme of little Atomies, over mens noſes 
as they lic aſlecpe : her Waggon Spokes made of long 
Spinners legs : the Cover ofthe wings of Graſhoppers, 
her Traceof the ſmalleſt Spiders web, her collars of the 
Moone ſhines watry Beames, her W hip of Creckets bone, 
the Laſh of filme , her Waggoner, aſwall gray coated 
Gnar, not halfeſo bigge asa round little Worme, prickt 
the Lazy- finger of a woman, Her Chariot isan Epty 
ſelnut, imade by the loyner Squirrell or old Grub, time 
outa mind,the Faries Choach-makers:and in this ſtate ſhe 
gallops night by night,through Louers braines :and then 
they dreame of Love. OnCountries knees,that dreame on 
Curſics ſtrait: ore Lawiers fingers, who ſtrait dreame on 
Fees , ore Ladieslips, whe ſtrait on kiſſes dreame, which 
oft the angry Mab with bliſters plagues, becauſe their 
breath with Sweet meats tainted are. Sometime ſhe gal- 
lops orea Courtiers noſe,and then dreames heof ſmelling 
out a ſuite:and ſometime comes ſhe with a Tith pigs talc, 
tickling aParſons noſe as he lies aſleepe,then he dreams of 
another Benefice. Sometime ſhe driveth orea Souldiers 
necke,and then dreames he of cutting Forraine throats,of 
Breaches, Ambuſcados, Spaniſh Blades : Of-Healths fue 
Fadome deepe,and then anon drums in his cares,at which 
he ſtarts and wakes, and being thus frighted, ſweares a 
prayer or two & ſleeps againe: this is that very Mab that 
lats the manesof Horſes inthe night:and baks the Elf- 
] locks in foule fluttiſh haires, which once untangled,much 
misfortune bodes. 
This isthe hag, when Maides lie on their backs, 
That preſſes them,and learnes them firlt to beare, 
Making them women of good carriage: 
This 1s ſhe 
Rom. Peace, , Mercutiopcace, 
Thou talk'ſt ot nothing. 
CHMer. Truc TI talke of dreames: 
Which are the children of an idle braine, 
Begot of nothing, but vaine phantaſie, 
Which is as thin of ſubſtance as the ayre, 
And more inconſtant then the wind, who wooes 
—_ now the —_— boſome of _ North: 
being anger'd, puffes away thence, 
Turning his {ide tothe dew ing South. 
Ben. This wind you talke of blows vs from our ſelves, 
Supper is done and we ſhall come too late, ; 
Rom. I feare too early, for my ming miſgives, 
Some conſequence yer hanging in the ſtarres, 


_—_— 


Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date 
With this _ revels,andexpirethetearme 
Of adeſpiſed life clot'd in my breſt: 
By ſome vile forfeit of untimely death, 
But he that haththe ſtirrage of my courſe, 
Direct my ſute ; onluſty Gentlemen, 
Ben. Strike Drum. 
Ti ſry about the Stage, and Serxingmen come forth 
with thes ”, 


napkin 
Enter Servant. 

Ser. Where's Porpan, that he helps not to take away? 
He ſhift a Trencher? he ſcrape a Trencher. 

I. When good manners,ſhall lye in one or two mens 
hands, and they unwaſht too, tis a foule thing, 

Ser, Away with the Toynſtooles, remove the Court. 
cubbord, looke to the plate: good thou, ſave me a peice 
of Marchpane,andas thouloveſt me, let the Porter be: Im 
Snſan Grmdſtere, and Nell, Anthonie and Porpan. 

2. I Boy ready. 

Ser. Youare lookt for,and cal'd for,askt for and ſought 
for, in the great Chamber. 

I. Wecannot be here and there too,chearly Boys, 
Be briske a while, and the longer liver take all. 


E xennt, 
Enter all the Gueſts and Gentlewomen to the 
Matkers. 
I, Caps. WelcomeGentlemen, 
Ladies that have their roes 


Vnplagu'd with Cornes,will walke about with you: 
Ah me Miſtreſſes, which of you all 
Will now deny to dance? She that makes dainty, 
She Ile {weare hath Cornes: am I come neare ye now ? 
Welcome Gentlemen, I have ſeene the day 
That I have worne a Viſor, and could tell 
A whiſpering tale ina faire Ladies carc: 
Such as would pleaſe: *tis gone,'tis gone, 'tis gone, 
Youare welcome Gentlemen, come Mulitiaos play: 
Mnuſicke plaies: and the dance, 
A Hall, ball, give roome, and foote it Girles, 
More light ye knaves, and turne the Tables up: 
And quenchthe fire, the Roome is growne too hor, 
Ah ſirrah,this unlookt for ſport comes well : 
Nay ſit,nay fit, good Cozin Capwlet, 
For you and I are paſt our dauncing dayes : 
How long 'iſt now fince laſt your ſclte and I 
Were in a Maske 
2. Caps, Berlady thirty yeares. 
I. Caps, What man: 'tis notſo much,'tis not ſo much, 
'Tis fince the Nuptiall of Lacemo. 
Come Penticoſt as quickly asit will, 
Some five and twenty yeares,and then we Maske. 
2* Cap. "Tis more, 'tis more, his Sonne is clder fir : 
His Sonne is thirty. 
3+ Cap. Wil yourell me that? 
H1s Sonne was but a Ward two yeares agoe, 
Rom, Wuhart Lady isthat which doth in rich the hand 
Of yonder Knight? 
Ser. I konw not fir+ 
Rom, O ſhedoth teachthe Torches to burne bright: 
Her Beauty hangs upon the cheeke of night, 
Like a rich Iewelin an Athiops care : 
Beauty too rich for auſe,for earth too deare: 
So ſhewes a Snowy Dove trooping with Crowes, 
As yonder Lady ore her fellowes ſhowes? 
The meaſure done. Ile watch her place of ſtand, 
And touching hers, make bleſſed my rude hands 


"EE 


Did 


| 
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Did my heart love till now,forſweare it ſight, 
For I never ſaw true Beauty till this night, 

7ib. This by his voyce,ſhould be a CMonntagee. 
Ferch me my Rapier, Boy,what dares the ſlave 
Come hither coverd with an antique face, 
To ficere and ſcorae at our Solemnity? 
Now by the ſtocke and Honour of my kin. 
To {trike him dead I held innota fin, 

Cap. Why how now kinſman, 

Wherefore ſtorme you lg? 

Tib, Vncle this is a Aſowntague, our toc: 
A Villainethat is hither come 1n {pight, 
To icorne at our Solemnity this night. 

Cap. Young Romeo 15? 

T6. Tis he,that Villian Romeo. 

{«p. Content thee gentle Coz, let him alone, 
Abcarcs him like a portly Gentleman: 
And to fay truth, Uerons brags of him, 
To be a vertuous and well govern'd youth: 
I would not for the wealth of all the rowne, 
Here in my houſe doe him diſparagement: 
Therefore be potient,take no note of him, 
It is my will, the which if thou retpet, 
Shew afaire preſence,and put off theſe ftrownes, 
An jll beſceming ſemblance fora Fealt . 

Ti. It firs when ſuch a Villaine isa gueſt, 
Ile nct endure him. * 

Cap, He (hall be endur'd. 
What goodmanboy,lI ſay be ſhall, goto, 
Am | the Mailter here or you? goto, 
Youle not endure him,God ſhail mend my ſoule, 
Youle makea Mutiny among the Gueſts: 
You will ſer cocke a hoope,youle be the man? 

Tib. Why Vncle 'tisa ſhame. 

Cap. Goto, go to. 
You are a ſawcy Boy,'tis ſo indeed? 
| Thistricke may chance to ſcath you,l know what, 
| You wuft contrary me,marry tis rime- 
Wellfaid my hearts, you are a princox,goe, 
Be quiet or more light, for ſhame, 
Ile make you puiet. W hat,chearely my hearts. 

Tib. Patience perforce,with wiltull cole: making, 
Makes my fleſhtremble in their different greeting: 
] will withdraw, but this intrution ſhall | 
Now ſeeming ſweet, conuert to bitter pal 

Rom, If [ prophane with my vnworthicſt hand, 
Thus holy ſhrine, the gentle ſin 1s this, 
My lipsrwo a ready ſtand, 

us 


To{mooth that rough touch, with a tender kiſle. 
In4. Good Pilgrime, 
You do wrong your hand too much, 
Which mannerly devotion ſhewes in this, 
For Saints have hands.that Pilgrimes hand,doe touch, 
And palmeto palme, is holy Palmers kiſle. 
Rom. Have not —_ WY Palmers too? 
Iss. 1 Pilgrim, lips thar t uſe in prayer, © 
Kom, oe yo Saint ler lips do what hands doe, 
They pray (graunt thouYleaſt faith turne to diſpaire. 
: IE =_ not _ 
ough graune rs | 
| Sem: Vina acre pews my prayers cffet doe take: 
Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is purg'd. 
Inli, Then have my lips the fin that they bave tooke, 
Kom, Sin from mph O treſpaſſe ſweetly vrg'd: 
Give me my fin againe, 
Ini. You kifle by'th'booke. 


LOT 


_——_— 
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Nur. Madam your Mocher craves a word with you- 

Rom. What is her Mother, 

Nurſe, Marry Batcheler, 

Her Mother is the Lady of the houſe, 
And a good Lady,and a wiſe,and Vertuous, 
I Nur'(t her Daughter that you talke withall: 
I tell you, he that can lay holdof her, 
Shall have the chincke. 
Rom, Is ſhea ( apwlet? 
Odeareaccount! My life is my foes debr. 

Ben. Away, be gone, he ſport isatthe beſt, 

Rom. 1 (ol teare,themore 1s my unreſt. 

C 8p. Nay Genclemen prepare not to be gone, 
We have atrifling tootiſh towards; 
Isite'ne 10? why then [chanke you all. 

I thanke you honeit Gentlemen,good night: 
More Torches here come on,then let's to bed. 
Ahfſirra,by my faic it waxcs late, 
le to my reſt. 

Tuli. Come hither Nurſe, 
What is yond Gentleman: 

Nwr. The Sonne and Heire of old Tyberie. 

Inli, What's hethat now is going out of doore? 
Nx. Marry that I thinke be young Perruchio. 

Tub. What's he that follows here that would not dance? 

Nur. I know nor. 

Inli. Goaske his namezifhe be maricd, 

My grave islike to be my wedding bed. 
Nur. His nage is Roneo,and a Mountagne, 
A 
Int. My onely Loveſ; onely hate, 
Too carly Avay Arws_pe ms fs late, 
Prodigious birth: of Love it is zo me, 
That 1 mult lovea loathed Enemy. 
Nar, What's thiewhat's this? 
ini. Arime, I learnd even now 


E xennt. 


Of one1dan't withall, 
| One call; within, 1 whet. 
Nx Anon,anon: | 
Come let's away, the ſtraungers all are gone. 
Exennt 


( hors; 
Now old deſice doth in hisdeath-bed lye, 
And young afteQtion gapes to be his Heire, 
T hat faire,for which Love grotfd for and would dye, 
With tender /ultee matche, is now not faire. 
Now Kemeois beloved, and Loucs againe, 
Alike bewitched by the charme of lookes: - 
But to his foe ſuppos'd he maſt —_— 
And ſhe ſteale Loves ſweet bait from hookes. 
Being beld a foc,he may not have acceſle 
Tobreath ſuch vowes, as Lovers uſe to (weare; 
And ſhe as much in Love, her mcanes much leſſe, 
To mecte her new Beloved any where: 
But paſhon lends them Power,time,meanesto meete, 
Temp'ring extremities with extreame {weete, 
AL: Enter Romeo alone. 
Row. Can I goe forward when my heart is here? 
Turne backe dull earth,and find my out. 
Emer Bonmolio, with Mevcenno. 
Ben. Romeo,cmy Cozen Romes, Romeo, 


And on my life = — home to bed. Ano 
Ben. He ran this w leapt this Orchard 
Call good Alranioe | 2 


| bhs 


Nay,llc comure 00s 


Adere. He 1s wile, 


—T 
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Mer, Romeo, Humours, Madman,Paſhon,Lover, 
Appeare thon in the likeneſſe of a fight, 
Speake but one time,and 1 am fatished: 


Vato the white upturned wondering eyes 
Of mortallsthat El backe to - ay 
When he beſtrids the lazy p Clouds, 


— 
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Thar Birds would ſing and thinke it were not night; 

See kow ſhe leanes her checke upon her hand. 

| Othat1 werea Glove upon that hand. 

That I might roychthat cheeke. Ee 

| Ins. Ay _ Tx 
Rom. She {pcakes. bt 

| | Oh ſpeake agaivebright Angell,for thou art 

| Asglorioustothis night being ore my head, 

| As 154 winged meſſenger of heaven . 


—_— 


Iam no Pylot,yet wert thou as far 
Asthat vaſt-ſhore:waſhd with the farthe 


Sea, 


I ſhould aduenture for ſuch Marchandiſe, 


| Jab. Thou knowelt the maske of night is on my face, 
bepaint tny checke, 
For that which thon haſt heard me ſpcake ro night, 
Faine would I dwell on forme, faine,taine,deny 
What I have ſpoke but farewell Complements 
Doelt thou Love ?O I know thou wile fayl, 


Elſe would a Maiden bluſh 


tt 


Cry me but ayme,Couply but Love and day, And ſailes upon the boſome of the ayre. 
Speake to my goſhip Yerus one faire wor, Tuls. O Romeo, Romes,vheretore art thou Romes? 
One Nickvame for her purblind Sonne and her, Deny thy Father and refuſe thy name: 
Young Avraham Cupid he that ſhot fo true, Or ifthou wiltnot,be burſworne my Love, 
When Kiug Copherus loy'd the begger Maid, And Iic no longer be a Capaler, 
He hearcth norhe ſtirreth not,he moverh not, Row. Shall 1 here more, or ſhall I ſpeake atthis? 
The Ape isdead,and I muſt conture him, 1s, "Tis but thy namethat is my Encmy : 
I coniure thee by Reſalines bright cyecs, Thou art thy ſelfe, though not a Monnague, 
By her high forchead, 2nd her Scarlet hip, W hat's CAMountaguet it 15 nor band nor toote, 
By her finc foote, Straight leg,aud Quivering thigh, Nor arme, nor tacc,O be ſome other name 
And the Demecares, that there Adiacent lie, Belonging toa man. 
T hart in thy likenefle thou appeare to us. ; W hats in a name? that which we call a Roſe, 
| Bev. Andif he heare thee thou wilt anger him. By any other word would {ſmell as ſweere, 
Mer. This cannot avger him, t'would anger him So Xomeo would, were he not Remeo cal'd, 
To raiſe a ſpirit in his Miſtreſle circlc, Reraine that deare perfetion which he owes, 
Of ſome ſtrange nature, letting itthere ſtand Withoutthat title Romeo,doffe thy name, 
Till ſhe had lard it, and conjur'd it downe, And for thy name which isno part of thee, 
That were ſome ſpight. ET Take all my ſelfe, 
My invocation is faire and honeſt,and in his Miſtris name | Rom. 1 take thee at thy word: 
I conjure onely but to raiſe up him. Call me but Love, and lie be new baptiz'd, 
| Ben. Come, he hath hid himſelfe among theſe Trees | Hence foorth I never will be Romeo. 
| Tobeconforred with the Hamerous night : [uli. W hat man art theu, that thus beſcreen'd in nigh 
{ Blind is his Love, and beſt befits the darke. | Soſtumlicſt on my councell? 
| Wer. It Love beblind, Love cannot hit the marke, Rom. By a name, 
1 Now will he fit under a Medler tree, I know not how to tellthee who 1 am: 
And with his Milircſſe were that kind of Fruite, My name dcare Saint, is hatetull to wy ſclfe, 
As Maides call Mcdlers when they laugh alone, Becauſe 1t is an Enemy to thee, 
| O Romeo that ſhe were, O that ſhe were Had I it written, I would rearethe word, 
An open, or thou a Poprin Pare, ul. My cares have yet not drunke a huudred words | 
Romeo goodnight, Ilc ro my Truckle bed, | Of thy tongues uttering, yet 1 know the ſound. 
This Ficld-bed is too cold tor mero ſcepe, - : } Artthou not Romec,and aCMountague? 
Come ſhall we go? Kom, Neither tate Maid, if either thee diſlike, 
Ben. Go then. for 'tisin vaine to ſecke him here-w— | 44. How cam'ſt thou hither. 
That meanes not to be found. Exennt. | Tell me ,and wherefore? 
Rom. He icaſts at Scarrcs that never felt a wound, The Orchard walls are high, and hard to climbe, 
But ſoft, what light through yonder window breaks? And the placc death,confidering who thou art, 
It is the Eaſt,and /wher is the Sunne, Ifany of my kinſmen find — 
Ariſe faire Sun and kill the envious Moone, Rom. With Loveslight wings 
Who is already ſickeand pale with greife, Did | ore-perch theſe Walls, 
That thou her Maid art tar more taire then ſhe: For ſtony limits cannot hoid Love out, | 
{ Be not her Maid ſince ſhe is envious, And what Love cando, thatdars Love attempt; 
Her Veltalllivery is but ficke and greene, Theretore thy kinſmenareno ſtop to me. 
And none bur fooles do weare ir,calt it off: | Iuls, \frhey doe tee thee,they will murther thee. 
Itis my Lady,O it is my Love,Othat ſhe knew ſhe were, | Rom. Alacke there lies moxre perill in thine eye, 
She ſpeakes, yet ſhe ſaies nothing; what of that? Then twenty of their Swords, looke thou but ſweete, 
Her eye diſcourſes, I wiilanſwereat:; And I am proote againſt their enmity. 
I amto06bold 'tis not ro me ſhe Speakes: | Iuls. 1 would not forthe world they ſaw thee here. | 
Two of the faircſt tarres in allthe heaver, Rom. | havenights cloake to hide me from their cyes 
Hauing ſome buſineſſe doentreat her eyes, And but thou love me, let them finde me here, 
To —_— in their Spheres till chey.rcturne. My is werebetter ended by their hate, 
What if her cycs werethere,theyanber head, T hendeath proroged wanting of thy Love. 
The brightneſſe of her checke would ſhame thaſe ſtarres, | 1/5. By whoſe diretion Bund thou out this place? 
As day«light doth a Lampe, her - m hcaven, Rom. By Love that firlt did pt me to enquire, 
| Would through the ayric Region {treame fo bright, He lent me counſcll,and I lent him eyes, 


And 
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AndI will take thy word,yert if thou ſwear'ft, 
Thou maieſt prove falſe at Louers perjvries 
They ſay [oe laughes,oh gentle Romeo, 
Ifthou doſt Love, pronounce it faithfully: 
Or it thou thinkeſt I am tooquickly wonne, 
lle frowne and be peruerſe, and ſay thee nay, 
So thou wilt wooe: Bat elſe nor forthe world. 
Intruth faire Monntague 1 am too fond: —_ 
And thereforethou mayeſt thinke my haviour light, 
Bur truſt me Gentleman, lle prove more true, 
Then thoſe that have more coyning to be itrange, 
I ſhould have beene more ſtrange 1 muſt contelle, 
Bur that thou over heard'ſt ere I was ware 
My true Loves paſſion, therefore pardon me, 
And not imputethis yeelding to light Love, 
Which the darke night hath ſodiſcovered, 
Kom. Lady,by yonder Moone I vow: 
That tips with filver all theſe Fruite-tree tops- | 
Juli. © ſwearenot by the Moone,th"inconſtant Moone, 
That monethly changes in her circled Orbe, 
Leaſt that thy Love prove likewile variable. 
Rom. W bat ſhall I iweare by? 
Inls . Donot ſweare at all: 
Or if thou wilt ſweare by thy gratious ſelte, 
W hich is the God of my Idolatry, 
And lle beleeve thee. 
Kom. It my hearts deare lovew—_ 
In's. Well do not ſweare although I 10y 1n thee, 
I have no ioy ofthis contraRt tonight, 
Itis too raſh,too unadviſ'd,roo ſodden, 
Too like the lightning which doth ceaſeto be 
Ere, one can ſay,itlightens,Swerte good night: 
This bud of Love by Summers ripening breath. 
May prove a beavteous Flower when next we mecte: 
Goodnight: goodnight, as ſweere repoſe and ret, 
Comero he hs asthat within my breſt. 
Rom, O wilt thou leave me ſo unſatisfied? | 
| Tuls,What (atistaQtion can'it thou have to night? _ 
| Rom. Th'exchange of thy Loves Faithfull vow of mane, 
| luli. 1 gavethee mine before thou did'ſt requeſt it: 
| And yet I would it were togive againe, 
Kom. Would'ſt thou withdraw it, 
For what purpoſe Love? ; 
Ins. But to be franke and giveit thee againe, 
And yet 1 wiſh bur for the thing I have, 
My bounty 1s asboundleſſe as the Sea, 
My Love as deepe, the more I giveto thee 
The more I have,for both are lofinite, 
I heare ſome noyic wichia deare Love adue. 
(als within, 
Anon good Nurſe, ſweet CMonntagne be true: 
Stay but alittle, I will come againe. 
Kom. O bleſſed bleſſed night,1 amafear'd 
Being in night, allthis is but adreame, 
Too flattering ſweet to be ſubſtantiall. 
Ins. Three words dearc Reweo, 
And goodnight indeed, 
Ifthat thy bent of Love be Honourable, 
Thy purpole marriage, ſend me word to morrow, 
By one that Ile precuretocome tothee, ; 
Where and what time thou wile pertorme the right, 
= - my Fortunes at thy foore ey, W 
And follow thee may Lord throughout the wor 
, Within : Madam. 
| come,anon:but if thou meaneſt not well, 
[do beſecech thee. 


he 


Enter. 


| 


| F3thin : Madam 
(By and by I come) 
Toceaſe thy ſtrife,and leave me to my gricte, 
Tomorrow willI fend. 
Rom. Sothrive my ſoule, 
1u6. Athouſand times goodnight. : 
Exit, 
Rem. A thouſand itimesthe worleto want thy light, 
Love goes toward Love as ſchoole-boys fromtheir books 
But Love from Love,towards ſchoole with heavy lookes, 


Enter [uliet againe, 


Inli. Hiſt Remes hiſt: O for a Falkners voice, 
Tolure this Taſfell gentle backe againe, 

Bondage is hoarſe, and may not ſpeake aloud, 
Elſe would I teare the Cave where Eccho lies, | 
And make her ayry tongue more hoarſe,then with 
Therepetition of my Romeo, 

Rom. It 1s my foule that calls upon my name- 
How filver ſweete, ſound Lovers tongues by night, 
Like ſofteit Muſicke toattending cares. 

Inli. Romeo, 

Rom. My tweete, 

Inti. W hata clocke to morrow 
Shall 1 ſend to thee? 

Rem. By the houre of nine. 

Int. 1 will not faike, *tistwenty yeares till then, 
I have forgot why Idid call thee backe, 


Rem. Let me ſtand here till thou remember it. 
Tali. 1 ſhall forget,to have the ſtill ſtand there, 
Remembring how I Lovethy company. 
Rom. And Ile ſtill ſtay, to have thee ſtill forget, 
Forgetting any other name but this. 
Ins. 'Tis almoſt morning, I would have thee gone, 
And yer no further then a wantons Bird, 
That let's it hop a little from his hand, 
Like a poore priſoner in his twiſted Gyves, 
And with a filken thred plucks it againe, 
Soloving lealous of hisliberty. 
Rom. I would I were thy bird. 
Ink. Sweet fo would I, 
Yet I ſhould kill thee with much cheriſhing: 
Goodnight,goodnighr. 
Rom. Parting is \uch ſweete ſorrow, 
That I ſhall fay night, cull it be morrow- 
Inli, Sleepe dwell ypon thine eyes, peace in thy _ 
xit, 


Rom. Would I were ſleepe and ſo ſweetto reſt, 
The gray cy'd morne {miles on the trowning night, 
Checkring the Eaſterne Clouds with ſtreaks of light, 


Anddarkenefle fleckel'd like a drunkard recles, 
From forth dayes pathway,tnade by Ti-ans wheeles. 
Hence wil I to myghoſtly Frierscloſe Cell, 
His helpeto crave,and my deare hap to tell. 
Exit, 


Enter Frier alone with a barket. 


Fri. Now cre the Sun advance his burning eye, 
The day to cheere, and nights danke dew te; dry, 
I muſt uphill this Ofter Cage of ours , 
With balefull weedes, and precious Tuiced fiowers, 
The carth that's Natures mother,is her Tombe, 
Whar is her burying grave that is her wombe: 
| And from her CC kind 

_— | 
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We ſacking on her naturall boſome find: 

Many for many vertues excllcnt: 

None but for ſome, and yetall different. 

Omickle is the powertall grace that lies 

In Plants, Hearbs, ſtones,and their true qualities: 

For nought {o vile, that on the earth doth live. 

Bur tothe earth ſome ſpeciall good doth give. 

Nor ought ſo good, bur ſtrain'd from that faire vie, 

Reyolts from true birth, ſtumbling on abuſe. 

Vertuc it ſcltc turnes vice being milapplicd. 

And vice ſometime by ation digniked. 

Emter Romeo. 

Within the infant rin'd of this weake flower, 

Poyſon hath reſidence, and medicine power: 

For this being ſmelt, wich that part cheares cach part, 

Being taſted {]ayes all ſences with the heart. 

Two {uch oppoſed Kings encampe them itil, 

In man as well as Hearbs grace and rude will: 

And where the worler is predominant, 

Full ſoone the Canker death eates up that Plant, 
Rom.Good morrow Father. 

Fri. Benedicite. 

What early tongue ſo ſweet ſalutethem? 

Young Sonne,it arguesa diltcmpercd head, 

So ſooneto bid good morrouw to thy bed; 

Care keeps his watch in every old mans eye, 

And where Care lodgeth, ſlcepe will never lyc: 

But where unbruſed youth with unſtuft braine | 

Doth couch his lims, there, golden ſleepe doth raigne ; 

Therefore thy carlineſſe doth me afſure, 

Thou art uprouz'd with ſome diſtemprature g 

Or it not ſo,then here hit it right. 

Our Romeo. hath not beene in bed to night. 

Rom. That laſt is true, the ſweeter reſt was mine, 
Fre. God pardon (in:waſt thou with Re/alse? 
Rom, With Roſahme, my ghoſtly Father? No, 

I have forgot that name, and that names woe, 
Fri.That's my good Son, but where haſt thou bin then? 
Rom. Ile tell thee ere thou aske it me agen: 

I have beene feaſting with mine enemy, 

Where on a ſudden one. hath wounded me, 


| That's by me wounded : both our remedies 


Within thy helpe and boly phiſicke lies: 
I beare no hatred. bleſſed man: for loe 
My intercefſionlikewilc ſteads my foe. 

Fri. Be plaine good Son, reſt homely inthy drift, 
Ridling confeſſion, finds but ridling (hrift. 

Rom. Then plainely know my hearts deare Love is (ct, 
On the faire daunger of rich Capaler : 
As mine on hers. {o hers is {et on mine; 
And all combin'd, fave whatthou mult combine 
By holy marriage: when and where,and how, 
We met,we woocd,and made exchange of vow: 
He tell the as we paſſe, butthis I pray, 
That thou conſent romarry us to day» 

Pri. Holy S, Francs, what a change is here? 
I's Roſalinethat thou did{t Love ſo deare 
Soſoone forſaken? young mens Love then lies 
Nottruely in their hearts , but in theit eyes. 
Ieſu Adaria, whata deale of brine 
Hath waſherby fallow cheeckes for Koſaline ? 
How much ſalt water throwne away in.waſt, 
To ſcaſon Love thar of it doth nottaſt. 
The Sunnot yetthy fighes,from heaven cleares, 
Thy old grones yet ring in my auncient cares: 
Lo here upon thy cheecke the itaine doth ft, 


| 


4 


{ dares, being dared. 


| 


| 


Of an old teare that isnot waſht off yer. 
If erethou waſt thy {elfe ,ard theſe woes thine. 
Thou and theſe woes, wereall for Reſaline, 

And art thou chang'd?pronounce this ſentence then 
Women may fall, when there's no ſtrength in men, 
Rom. Thou chid'ſt me oft for loving Roſaline, 

Fri. For doting not for loving pupill mine. 
Kom. And bad'it me bury Love. 
Fri. Not in a grave, 

Tolay one in another out to have, 

Rom. I pray theechide me not, her 1 Love now 
Doth grace for grace, and Love for Love allow: 
The other did not ſo. 

Fri. O ſhe knew well, 

Thy Love did read by rote, that could not ſpell : 
But come young waverer, come goe with me, 
In one reſpeR. Ilethy afiſtant bez 

For this alliance may ſo happy prove, 

To turne your heuſholdrancordto pure Love. 

Rom, Olct us hence, ſtand on ſudden haſt. 

Fri. Wiſely and flow, they ſtumble thar run faſt, 


Extmm, 
Enter Bennolio and Mercutio. 
Mer. Where the devile ſhould this Remeobe? came he 
ncthome to night? 


Ben. Not to his Fathers,I ſpoke with his man, 
Aer. Why that ſame pale hard-harted wench, that Re- 
ſaline torments himſo, that he will ſure run mad. 
Ben. Twbalt, che kiniman to old Capwier, hath ſent a Let- 
ter to ls Fathers houſe. 
Mer. A challenge on my life. 
Fen. Romeo will anſwere it. 
Mer. Any man that can write, may anſwere a Letter, 
Ben. Nay he will anſwere the Letters Maiſter how he 


Mer. Alas poore Romeo, he is already dead,ſtab'd with 
a white wenches blacke eye, runne through the care with 
a Love ſong, the very pinne of his heart, cleft with the 
blind Bowe-boyes-bur-ſhaft, and is hea man to encounter 
Tybalt i 

Ben, Why what is Tybalt ? 

Mer. More then Prince of Cats. Oh hee's the Couragi- 
ous' Captaine of Complements : he fights as you fing 
17 pres keepstime. diſtance, and proportion, he reſts 

is minum, 0n2,rwo,and the third in your boſome: the ve- 
ry butcher ofa filke button, a Dualiſt, a Dualiſt:a Gentle- 
man of the very firſt houſe of the firft and ſecond cauſe:ah 
the immortail Paſſado, the punto rever ſo,the Hay. 

Ben. The what? 

Mer, T he Pox of ſuch antique liſping affeRting phan 
tacies,theſe new tuners of accent: Ieſu a very _—_ blade, 
a very tall man, a very whore. W hy is not this ala- 
mentablething Grandlire,that we ſhould be thus afflied 
with theſe ſtrainge flies: theſe faſhion Mongers,theſe par 
don-mee's, who ftand ſo much on the new torm,thatthe 
cannor fit at caſe on the old bench. O their bones, their 
bones. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben* Here comes Remeo, here comes Romeo. 

Aer, Without his Roe, like a dried Hering.O fleſb, 
fleſh, how art thou fiſhified? Now is he for the numbers 
that Perrarchflowed in: Lawato his Lady was a kitchen 
wench,marry ſhe had a better Loveto berime her : Dido 
a dowdy, Cleopatra a Gipſie, Hellen and Hero, hildings 
and harlots:Thuby a gray cie or ſo,but not to the purpole 
Signior Rowes , Bonoxrtheres a French ſalutation to your 


French | 


—_— 


ou —_ 


| 


T, be Trapedy of Romeo and Juket. 


ol 


_—y 
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French flop: you gaveus the counterfeit fairely laſt night- | 


Romeo. Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit 
didI give you? - 

Mer. The (lip fir, the ſlip,can you not conceive? _ 

Rom, Pardon CMercutio, my buſineſſe was great;and in 
ſuch a caſe as mine, a man may ſtraine courlie. 

Mer. That's as muchas to ſay,ſuch a cale as$ours con- 
frainsa man to bow in the hams. 

Kom, Mcauing to courtefie. 

UMer, Thou haſt molt kindly hit it. 

Rom. A molt courtcous expoſitions 

Mer. Nay. 1 amthe very pinck of courtelic. 

Rom, Pinke for flower. 

Mer. Right, 

Rem, Why then is my Pump well lowr'd. 

Mer. Sure wit,tollow me this icaſt, now till thou haſt 
worne out thy Pump, that when the ſingle ſole of it is 
worne, the icalt may remaine after the wearing, ſole- 
li ngular. 

Kom. O fingleſol'dicaſt, 

Soly ſingular for the ſinglereſle. RS 
Mer. Come betweene us good Benuolio, my wit faints, 
Row. Swits and ſpurs, 

£witsand ſpurs,or Ile criea match. 

Mer. Nay, if oor wits run the Wild-Gooſe chaſe, Iam 
done : For thou haſt more of the Wild-Gooſe in one of 
thy wits, then I am ſure I have in my whole five. Was 1 
with you there for the Gooſe? 

Rom, Thou was never with me 
thou waſt not there for the Goole. ; 

eter. I will bite thee by the care for that ieſt, 

Rom: Nay,good Gooſe bite not. 

Oer, Thy wit is a very bitter-{ weeting, 

It is a moſt ſharpe ſawce. 

kom. And is 1t not well ſerv'd intoa ſweet-Gooſe? 

Mer. Oh here's a wit of Cheverell, that ſtretches from 
an ynch narrow,toan eli broad, 

Rom.1 ſtretch it out tor that word,broad,which added 
tothe Goole, proves the farre and wide, abroad Goole. 

Mer. Why is not this better now, then groning for 
Love, now art thou ſociable, now art thou Romes: now art 
thou what thou art, by Art as well as by Nature, for this 
driveling Love is like a great Naturall, that runs lolling 
upand downe to hide his bable ina holc, 

Zen, Stop theregftop there. 

Mer. Thou defir'it me to ſtop in my tale againſt the 

Ben, Thou would'ſt elſe have made thy tale large,(haire, 

CMer,O thoa artdecciv'd,l would have made it ſhorr, 
or I was come tothe whole depth of my tale, and meant 
indeed to OcCupy the argument no longer. 


for any thing, when 


Emter Nurſe and her man, 


Rom. Here's goodly grare. 
A layle, a ſayle. 
Mer. Two, twora Shirt and a Smocke. 
Nur. Par? 
Peter, Anon. 
Nur, My Fan Peter? 
Aer, Good Peterto hide her face? 
For her Fans the fairer face? 
Nur. God ye good morrow Gentlemen. 
Hey, God ye gooden faire Gentlewomen, 
Nar, lt is gooden ? 
Mer.'Tis no lefie I tell you: for the bawdy hand of the 
Dyall is now upon the pricke of Noone. 


OT 


Nr. Out upon you:what a man are you? 

| Kom. OneGentlewoman, 
That God hath made, himſelfe to, mar. 

Nor. By mytroth it isfaid, for himſelte to, mar quo- 
tha Gentleman , can any of youtell me where I may find 
the young Romeo? 

Romeo. I can tell you : but young Remes will be older 
when you have found him, then he was when you ſouglc 
him; Iam the youngeſt of thatname, for fault of a wor lc. 

Nur. Youlay well. 

CMer., Yea is the worlt well. 

Very well tooke: Ifaith, wiſely, wiſcly, 

Nur, If yoube he fir, 

I deſire ſome confidence with you? 

Ben, She will envite him to ſotne Supper. 

Her. A baud, a baud, a bauc. So ho. 

Rom.'W hat haſt thou found? 

Mer. No Hare fir, unlefſe a Hare fir ina Lenten pie. 
that is ſomething ſtale and hoareere it be ſpent, 


, 


meatin Lent. 
But a Hare that is hoare is too much tor a ſcore, when it 
hoares ercit be ſpent, 
Romeo will you come to your 
thither, 
Rom. I will follow you- 
Mer. Farewell auncicnt Lady : 
Farewell Lady, Lady, Lady, 


Fathers? Weelc todinner 


Exit. Mevrentio, Bennolo. 
| \N.«r. I pray you fir, what ſawcie Merchant was this 
that was fo full of his ropery? 


talke,and will peake more in a minute, then he will ftand 
to ina Moneth. 

Nur, Anda ſpeake any thing againſt me, Iletake him 
downe,and a were luſtier then he is, andewenty ſuch Iacks: 
and if I cannot, Ile find thoſe that ſhall : ſcuruic knaye , I 
am none of his flurt-gils, I am none of his skaines mates 
and thou muſt ſtand by too and (uffer every knaveto uſe 
me at his pleaſure» 

Per. Ifaw no man uſe youat his pleaſure: if I had, my 


| Rews, Goto Ifay you ſhall, 


weapon ſhould quickly have beene out, I warrant you, I 
dare draw afſoone. as another 'mau, it I fee occaſion ina 
good quarrell, and the law on my fide” 
Nwr.Now atore God, I am ſo vext,that every part about 
me quivers, skurvy knave: pray you fir a word: and as1 
told you my young Lady bid me enquire you out, what 
ſhe bid me fayT will kcepeto my elfe : but firſt let me 
tell ye, if ye ſhould lcad her ina fooles paradiſe, as they 
fay, it werea very grofle kind of behaviour, as _— : 
for the Gentlewomen is yong:and therefore,if you ſhould 
deale double with her, truely it were an ill thing to be of- 
tered to any Gentlewoman, and very weake dealing, 
Rom. Nurſe commend ime to thy Lady and Miſtreſſe,T, 
proteſt onto thee —=—— 
Ner.Good heart, and Ifaich I will tell ker as much: 
Lord, Lord ſhe willbe a ioyfull woman. 
| Row, What wilt thou tell her Nurſe ? thou doeſt not 
marke me? | 
Nwer. I willtell her fir , that you doproteſt, which as 1 
take it, 18 a Gentleman-like offer. (afternoone, 
Roms. Bid her deviſc ſome meanes to come to ſhritt this 
And there ſhe ſhall at Frier Lawrence Cell 
Beſhriv'd and married: here is for thy paines. 
Nr. Notruly fir nota penny. 


yt. W— — — 


th _— 


Roms. A Gentleman Nurlie, that loves to here himſclfe 


An old Hare hoare, and an old Hare hoareis very good 


— 


T he Tragedy of Romeo and Fuliet., 


N &r. This afternoone fir? well ſhe ſhall be there. 

Re. And ſtay thou good Nurſe behind the Abbey wall, 

Within this hourc my man ſhall be with thee, 
And bring the Cords madelike a tackled ſtaire, 
Whichtothe high top gallant of my ioy. 
Maſt be my conuoy in the ſecret night. 
Farewell,be truſty and Ile quite thy paines:; 
Farewell, commend me to thy Miltreſle. 
XN ar. Now Godin heaven bleſſe thee: harke you fir , 

Rom. Whar failt thou my deare Nurſe? 

Nurſe, Is your man ſecret, did you nere heare ſay two 
may keepe councell putting one away. 

Rom. 1 warrant thee my man as true as ſtcele. 

Nur. Well fir, my Miltrefleis the ſweeteſt Lady,Lord, 
Lord,when 'twas alittle prating thing, O there is a No- 
ble man in Towne one Parw, that would faine lay knife a« 
board: but ſhe good ſoule had as leeve ſee a Tpade, a very 
Toade as ſec him: 1 anger her ſometimes,and tell her that 
Par isthe properer wan but Ile warrant you,when I ſay 
ſo ſheef lookes as pale as any clout in the verfall world, 
Doth not Roſemary and Romeo begin both witha letter? 

Roms, 1 Nurſe, what of that? Both withan & 

Nur, A mocker that's the dogs name. R. is forthe no, 
I know it begins with ſome other letter, and ſhe haththe 
prettieſt ſententious of ir, of you and Roſemary, that ir 
would do you good to heareit, 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady. 

N wr. 1 athouſand times. Peter ? 

Pet. Anon. 

N wr. Betore and apace. Exit Nurſe and Peter, 

Enter [wlsct. 

Inli.The clocke ſtrooke nine, when I did ſend the Nurle, 
In halte an houre ſhe promilſed to returne, 

Perchance ſhe cannot meete him:that's not ſo: 


{ Oh ſhe is lame, Loves Herauid ſhould be thoughts, 


Whichten times falter glides then the Sunnes beames, 
Driving backe ſhadowes over lowring hils. 

Therctore do nimble Pigion'd Doves draw Love, 

And therefore hath the wind-\wift Cupid wings: 

Now is the Sun uponthe highmot hill 

Of this daies iourney, and trom nine till twelve, 

Ithree long houres, yet ſhe is not come: 

Had ſhe aftetions and warme youthfull blood, 

She'(d be as ſwift in motion as a ball, 

My words would bandy her ro my ſwecte Love, 


1 And his to me, but old tolkes, 


Many faine as they were dead, 
Vnwicldy, ſlow,heavy,and pale as lead. 
Enter Nurſe. 


O God ſhe comes, O hony Nurſe what gewes? 
Haſt thou met with him?ſend thy man aways 
Nur. Peer (tay atthe gate, 
Inli. Now good ſweet Nurſe : 
O Lord why lookes thou ſad? 
hnewes, be ſad, yet tell them merrily. 
If good thou ſham'ſt the muſicke of ſweete newes, 
By playing it to me, with ſo ſower a face. 
N wr. 1 am a weary, give meleavea while, 
Fic how my bones ake, what a jaunt have I had? 
Ils. 1 would thou had'ſt my bones and I tby newes: 


Nay come [ pray the good Nurſe ſpeake. 
Newer. leſu w can you not ſtay a while? 
Do you not ſee I am out of breath? 


Ink. How art thou out of breath,when thou haſt breath 
Tofay to me, that thou art out of breath? 
The excuſe thatthou doſt make in this delay, 


| 


D— 


Is longer then the tale thou doſt exculc. 

Is thy newes good or bad?anſwere to that, 
day either and Ile ſtay the circumſtance; 
Ler me be ſatisfied,iſt goed os bad? 

Nor. Well, you have made a fimple choice, you know 
not how tochuſe a man: Rewee,no not he though his face 
be better then any mans, yet his legs excels all mens, and 
fora hand,and a foote,and a bawdy, though they be not to 
be talkt on, yer they are paſt compare:he is not the flower 
of courteſie, but I warrant him as gentle a Lambe : gothy 
wales wench,ſcrve God, what have you din'd at home, 

{uh. No no:bur all this did I know before 
What ſaieshe of our marriage? what of that? 

Nwr. Lord how myhead akes,what a head haye 1; 

It beates as it would fall in twenty peeces, 

My backe atother 6de:O my backe,my backe: 
Belhrew your heart for ſending me about 
Tecatch my death with iaunting up and downe, 

/nfs. Ifaith I am ſorry thatthouart ſo ill, 

Sweere ſweete,{weete Nurſe,tell me what faies my Love? 

Nr. Your Love ſayeslike an honeſt Gentleman, 
And a courteous,and a kind,and a handſome, 

And 1 warrant a vertuoas: where is your Mother? 

Inls, Where is my Mother? 

Why ſhe is within where ſhould ſhe be? 
How odly thou repli'ſt: 
Your Love fates like an honeſt Gentleman: 
Where is my Mother? 
Are you ſohot?marry come vpI trow, 
Is this the Poultis for wy aking bones ? 
Hence forward doyour meſſages your ſelfe. 
Iuli. Heere'sſuch a coile,come what ſaies Romed? 
Nur. Have you got leave to go to{hrift ro day? 
In. 1 have. 
Nyr. Then highyou hence to Fricr Lawrence Cell, 
There ſtaies a Husband to make youa wite: 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeckes, 
The'le be in Scarlotſtraight at any newes: 
Hic you to Church, I muſt another way, 
To fetch a Ladder by the which your Love: 
Muſt climbe a birds neſt Soone when it is darke: 
I am the drudye, and toile in your delight: 
But you ſhall bearethe burthen ſoone at night, 
Go lle to dinner, hie you to the Cell. 
Ins. Hie to high Fortune,honeſt Nurſe, farewell. 
Exeunt 
Emer Frier and Ronao 
Fri. So {mile the heavens vpon this holy a, - 
That after houres,with ſorrow chide us nor. 
Rom. Amen,amen,but come what ſorrow can, 
It cannot counteruaile the exchange of ioy 
That one ſhort minute gives me in her ſight: 
Dothou but cloſe our hands with holy words, 
Then Love devouring death do what he dare, 
It is enough.I may but callher mince. 
Fri. Theſe violent delights have violent cnds, 
And in their triumph die like fire and powder; 
W hich as they kifle conſume. The ſweeteſt honey 
Is loathſome 1n his owne deliciouſnefle, 
And in the taſte confounds the appetite. 
Therefore Love moderately, long Love doth ſo, 
Too {wift arrives astardy as too flow, 
Enter Iuliet. 
Herecomes the Lady,Oh folighcs foor 
Will nere weare out the everlaſting flint; 
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A Lover may beſtride the Gofſamonrs, 

That ydles in the wanton Summer ayre, 

And yet not fall,ſolight is vanity. 

[ul:. Good evento my goſtly Confeſſor. 

Fri. Romeo ſhall thanke thee Daughter for us both» 

Iali, As much to him, el(e in his thanks too much- 

Kom, Ah /wliet, if the meaſure of thy toy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blafon it,then ſweeten with thy breath 
Thisneighbour ayre,and let rich muſickes tongue, 

Vafold the imagind happineſſe that both 
Receive in cither,by this deere encounter, 

ls. Conceit more rich in watter then in words, 
Brags of his ſubſtance, not of Ornament: 

They arebut beggers that can count their worth, 
But my true Love 1s growne toſuch exceſle, 
I cannot ſum up ſome of halfe my wealth. 

Fri.Come,come with me,& we will make ſhortworke, 
For by your leaues,you ſhall not ſtay alone, 
Til holy Church incorporate two in one. 

Enter Merentio. Benwolto and men. 

Bens. I pray thee good Merentiolets retire, - 
The day 18 hot.the Capwlets abroad: 

And if we meet, we ſhall not (cape a brawle,for now theſe 
hordayes,isthe mad blood ſtirring 

Mer.Thouart like one of theſe tellowes, that when he 
enters the confines of a Tauerne,claps me his — 
the Table,and fayes,God fend me no need of thee: and by 
the operation of the ſecond cup,draws him gn the Draw- 
er,when indeed there is no need. 

Zen, Am TIlike ſucha Fellow? | 

Me.Come,come,thou art as hot a Iacke in thy mood, 
aS any 11 /taly : and afloone moved to be moody, and af- 
loone moody to be mov'd, * 

Ben. And what too? 

Mer* Nay, and there were two ſuch, we ſhould have 
none ſhortly, tor one would kill the otber:thou,why thou 
| wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hace more,or a haire 
| k{ſe in his beardgthen thou haſt: chou wilt quarrell with a 
| man for cracking Nuts, having rio other reaſon, but be- 
| cauſe thon haſt haſell eyes z what eye, but ſuch an eye, 
| would {py out ſuch a quarell ? thy head is as full of quar- 
rels, as an egge is full of mear, and yet thy head hath bin 


Exennt« 


beaten as addte as an for quarreling: thou haſt quar- 
rel'd with a man for coding in the ſtreet, becauſe he bath 
wakcned thy Dog that hathlaine aficepe in the Sun.Did'ſt 


thou not fall out with a Tailor for wearing his new Doub- 
let before Eaſter? with another, tor tying his new ſhooes 
with ol] Riband, and yet thou wilt Tutor me from quar- 
reiling? 
bes, And I were ſoapttoquarrell as thou art, any man 
ſhould buy the Fee-limple of my life, for an hourc and a 
quarter, 
Mer, The Fee-fimple ?. O ſimple. 
Enter Tybalt, Petruchio,and others. 
Ben, By my head here come the Capwlctes, 
Mer, B my heefc I care not, F 
Tu, Follow me cloſe,for I will ſpeake tothem, 
Gentlemen, Good denga word wirh one of you. 
Mer And but one word with one of us? coupleit with 
ſomething, make ita word and a blow | 
7+, You ſhall findwe aptenough to that fir, and you 
will give me occalion- THY 
Mercy. Could younot take ſome occafion without 


Fring? | 
Tib. CMercxtio thou conſort'ſt with Romeo, 


IT 


IHMer. Conſort? what doſtthou make us Mipfrels?and 
thou make Minſtrels of us, looke to heare nothing but dii- 
cords : here's my fiddleſticke,here's that ſhall make you 
dance.Come conſort. | 

Ben. We talke here in thepublike haunt of men: 
Either withdraw unto ſome private place, 

Or reaſon coldly of your greevances: 

Orelle depart, here all eyes gaze on us- . 

FA, Mens eyes were m 
I will not budge tor no mans pleaſure 1. 


Enter Komes. 
Tib, Well peace be with you fir, herecomes my man. 

Aer. Bur lle be hang'd fir it he weare your Livery: 
Marry goe before to field, heele be your follower, 

Your worſhip in that ſenſe,taay call big man, 

Tub, Komeo.che Love I beare thee,can affoord 
No better terme then this. Thou arta Villaine. 

Rom. T halt, the reaſon that I have to love thee, 

Doth much excuſe the appertaining rage 
To tucha greeting ; 
Therefore tarewell, I ſee thou know'ſt me not. 

T ib. Boy,this (ball notexcuſe the iniures 
That thou haſt done me, therefore turne and draw, 

Rom. 1do proteſt I never iniur'd thee, 

But lov'd thee berterthen thoucan'ſt deviſe: 
Till thou ſhalt know the reaſon of my love, \ 
And lo good Capwler,which name I render | 
As dearcly as my owne, be ſatisfied. 

Mer. O calme, diſhonourable,vile ſubaufſion 
Allattucatho carries is away. | 
Tubalt.you Rat-catcher, will you walke? 

Tab, What woulds thou have with me? _ 

Mer. Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your nine | 
lives, that i mcane to make bold withall,andas you ſhall 
uſe me hercafter dry beate the reſt of the eight. Will you 
plucke your Sword out of his Pilcher by the cares? Make 

haſt. leaſt mine be about your cares ere it be out. 

Ti6+ I am for you» by 

Rom. Gentle Mercutio,put thy Rapier 

Mer. Come fir, your Paſlado. CY 

Rom, Draw Benuolio beat downe their weapons: 
Geatlemen,for ſhame forbeare this outrage, 

Tubalt, Mereatio,the Prince expreſly bath + - 
Forbidden bandyingin Yerews ſtreetes. 
Hold Tybalr, good Merentio. 


Cer. I am hurt, 
A nn the houſes, I amſped : 
Is he goneaad hath nothing? 
Bav. What art thou hurt? 
Aer. 1,1 a ſcrath,a ſcratch,marry 'tis inough, 
Where is my Page?ge Villaine fetch a Surgon, 
Koms, man,the hurt cannot be much, 
Mer, No:*us notfo 
Church doore, but 'tis inough, twill ſcruc: aske for me to 
morrow, and you ſhall find me a graue man. I am pepper'd 
I warrant for this world: a plague of both your houſes. 
W hat, a Dog,.a Rat, a Mouſe, a Cat toſcratcha man to 
death: a Braggart, a Rogue, a Villaine : that fights by the 
booke of Arichmeticke, why the deu'le came you be» 
tweene vs? 1 was hurt under your arme. 
Rows. I thought all for the belt. 
Aer. Helpe me into ſome houſe Benwobo, 
Or ſhall faint:a plague « both your houſes. 
They have made wormes meate of me, 


Exit T batt 


- 
- 
- 


to looke,agd let them gaze* 


x as a well, nor fowideasa {| 


þ 


| 
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94 T he Tragedy of Romeo and Fuhet. 
I havei ſoundly roo your Houſes. Exit. - | Retortsit:Roweo he cries aloud, 
Rom. This Geatleman the Princes neere Allic, Hold Friends, Friends part, and ſwifter then his tongue, 
{ My very Friend hathgot his mortall hurt His able arme, beats downe fatall points, . 
In my behalfe, my r:putation ſtain'd And twixtthem ruſhes, underneath whoſe arme, 
With Tibates flaunder, 7 ybalt chatan houre An cnuious thruſt from Tybet, hitthe life 
Hath beene my Cozin:O Sweet [wher, Of ſtout Aercnrio, ahd then Tybals fled. 
Thy Beauty hath made me Effeminate, But by and by comes backeto Romeo, 
'And inmy temper ſoftned Valours ſtecle- Who had but newly entertained Revenge, 
Enter Benuolio. Androo'rt they goe like lightning, for cre 1 
Ben. ORomeo, Romeo brave Mercmtis's dead, Could draw to part them,wasſtout T ybal: (laine: 
That Gallant {pirit hath aſpic'd the Cloudes, And as he fell,did Romeo turne and fly: | 
Which too untimely here did ſcorne the carth. This is thetruch,or let Benwoko dic. | 
Rem, This daies blacke Fate, on modaiesdoe depend, | Cap. #5. He is a kinſmantothe Monntague, 
This but begins,the wocothers muſt end, Aﬀection makes him falfe, he ſpeakes not crues 
Emer Tybatt: : Some twenty of them fought in this blacke ſtrife, 
Ben. Here comes the Furious'Tybatt backe againe. And all thoſe twenty could but kill one lite. 
Rom. Hegog in triumph,and Mercano {laine? I begfor luſtice, which thou Prince muſt give: 
Away to heaven reſpective Lenity, Romes (ew Tyba/t, Remeo mult notlive. 
And fire and Fury, be my condu& now. Prin. Remeoſlew him,be ſlew Mercutio, 1 
Now Tybalt ttke the Villaine backe againe Who now the price ofhixdeare blood doth owe. 1 
That lace thou gav' me,for Mercntio »ſoule, \ | Cap. Not Romeo Prince, he was Mercurvor Fricnd, F 
Is but alittle way abone our heads, % His fault concludes but,what the law ſhould end, / 
Staying for thine to keepe him company: The life of Tybatt. 1 
Eitherthou or I,or both, muſt goe with him. Prin. And for that offence, | 
A 736. Thou wretched Boy that didſt conſort him here, | Immediately we doe exile him hence: | C 
| Shalt with him hence . I have an intereſt in your heaxts proceeding: I 
Rem. This ſhall determine that. Tybab fall = _ for your —_—_ doth "4 a blceding. P 
: br, F, | ButIle Amerce you with ſo {trong a hne, 
| Ben. Romeo,away be —_ * That you ſhall all repene the lofſe of mine. C 
| The Citizens are up,and Tybalt ſlaine, q I will be deafeto pleading and excuſes. A 
Stand not amaz'd,the Prince will Doome thee death Nor tearcs,nor prayers ſhall purchaſe our abuſes. £ 
If thou art taken: hence,be gone, away. Therefore uſe done,let Roweo hence in halt, A 

Rom. O ! I am Fortunes foole, Elſe when he is found, that houre is his la(t. 

Ben. Why doſt thou ſtay? Beare hence this body,and atrend our will: P 
| Exit Rameo. Mercy but d{urders,pardoning thoſe that kill. Ti 
| Enter Citms Exenut. | [Vi 
| Citi. Which way ran he that kild Merentio? Enter Imliet alone, Ar 
q Tybak that Murtherer,which way ran he ? Isli. Gallop apace, you fiery footed ſteedes, K 
| Ben. There lies that Tybatt. Toward 7 lodging ſuch a Wagoner 
| Cits. Vpfir go with me: | As Phaeton would whip you tothe welt, 
| I charge thee in the Princes name obey, | Andbring in Cloudy night immediazely, 
| | Enter Prince, old Monntague, (apulet thir Spred thy cloſe Curtaine Love-performing night, 
| Wives and all. Thatrun-awaics eyes may wincke,and 
| Pris, Where are the vild beginners ef this Fray? Leapt to theſe armes, untalktof and unſcene, 
| Ben. O Noble Prince, 1 candiſcover all Lovers can ſee todoe their Amorouvrights, 

The unluckie Mannage of this fatall brall: By their.owne Beauties:or if Love be blind; 
| Therelics the man Naine by young Romeo, It beſt agrees with night:come civill night, 
| That {lew thy kinſman brave MMercutio, *» T hou ſober ſuted Matronall in blacke, 
| Cap. Wi.Tybalt my Cozin? O my Brothers Child, And learne me how to looſe a winnig match, 
| O Prince,O Cozin,Husband, © the blood is fpild, Plaid for a paire of ſtainleſſe Maidenfcads, 
| Of my deare kinſman, Prince asthon art true, Hood my unman'd blood bayring in my Cheekes, 
| For blood of ours, ſhed blood of Mewntagve. With thy blacke mantle, till ftrainge Love grow bold, 
O Cozin,Corin, Thinke true Love acted fimple modeſty: 
Prin. Bennolie,who began this Fray? Come night,come Romeo,cotne thou day in night, 
Ben. Tybalt here flaine, whom Remes's hand did lay, | Forthou wilt lie apon thewings of night, 
Remeo that ſpoke him faire, bid him bethinke Whiter then new Crow ona Ravensbacke: 
How nice the Quarrell was, and nrg'd withall Come gentle night, come loving blacke brow'd night. 
Your high difpleaſare:allrhis ucrered; Give me my Kemeo,and when I ſhall dic, 
With breath ,calme looke, knees humbly bow/d | Take hin and cuthim out in little ares, 
| Could not take truce with the unculy { And he will make theFace of heaven ſo fine, 
| Of Tybalt deafe to peace, but that he Tilts Thar all the world will be in Love with night, 
| With Peircing ſtedle at bold Meremriosbreaft, And pay no worſhip tothe Gariſh Sn. 
Whoall as hotturnes deadly point to point, OT have the Manſion of a Love, 
| And with a Martiallſcorne,with one hand beates | But not t,and Iamfſold, 
| Cold death afide,and with the orher ſends . | Not yet enioy'd,ſo tedious isthisday , 


To 


——_— 


enioy'd | 
| It backe to Tybalr,whole dexterity b As is the nichebefors ſome Feftnall, 


__d. ee. a_— - _ _ « 
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To an impatient child that hath new robes 
And may not weate them, O here comes my Nurſe: 
Enter NN rſe with cords. 
And ſhe brings newes and every tongue that ſpeakes 
But Komeos, name, ſpeakes heavenly eloquence: 
Now Nurſe, what newes? what haſt thou there? 
The Cords that Remeo bid thee fetch? 
Nw. I,I.the Cords, 
lat. Ayme, what newes? 
Why doſt thoa wring thy hands. 
| Nur. A welady hee's dead, hee's dead, 
Weare undone Lady,we are undone. 
Alackethe day, hee's gone, hee's kil'd, hee's dead. 
Ieli. Can hcaven beſo envious? 
Nur. Romeo can , 
Though heaven cannot. O' Rowico, Romeo, 
Whoever would have thought it Romeo. 
Inls. W hat divell art thou, 
That dolt rorment me thus? 
This torture ſhould be roar'd in diſmall hell, 
Hath Roemszo ſlaine himfelfe? ſay thou but I; 
And that bare vowell I ſhall poyſon more 
Then thedeath-darting cye of Cockatrice, 
lam not 1, if there be (fuch anl. 
Or thoſe eyes ſhot, that makes the anſwere I, 
Ifbe be (laine fay I,or if not,no. 
Breife, lounds,determine - _ weale or wo. 
Nr. 1 ſaw the wound, I ſaw it with mine eyes 
God lave the marke, here on his manly breſt, 
A pittcous Coarſe, a y pittcous Coarſe: 
Pale,pale as aſhes, all bedawb'd in blood 
Allin gore blood | founded at the ſight. 
lus. © breake my heart, 
Poore Banckrout breake at once , 
Topriloneyes,nere looke on liberty. 
| Vilecarth to earth refigne,xnd motion here, 
| And thou and Romeo preſſc one heavy beere. 
| Nw. O Tybak,Tybaltthe beſt Friend | had: 
O curtcous T ybalt honeſt Gentlemen, 
Thatever I ſhould live to ſee thee dead. 
| luls, Whatſtorme is this Db ak ſo contrary? 
| Is Romeo (laughtred? and is Tybalt dead? 
| My deareſt Cozen,and my dearer Lord : 
Then dreadfull Trumpet ſound the generall doome, 
For who is living, if thoſe twoare gone? 


Nur. T ybatt is ,and Romeo baniſhed, 
Remes that Kii'd him, he is baniſhed. 
luli. O God! 


Nur. Did Romeo hand ſhed Tybaltsblood 
Itdid, it did,alas the day,itdid. 
Inii. O heart, hid with a flowring face. 
Did ever Dragon keepe {© faire a Cave? 
Beautifull Tyrant, ficnd Angclicall: 
Ravenous Dove, feather'd Kaven, 
Woluiſh-raveningLambe, 
Diſpiſed ſubſtance of Divineſt ſhow: 
luſt opplite to what thou iuſtly ſeem'l?, 
Adamned Saint, an Honourable Vallaine: 
O Nature ! what had'ſt thouto docin hell, 
When thoudid'ſt bowerthe ſpiritot a ficnd 
In mortall paradiſe of ſuch ſweet fleſh? 
Wasever booke containing ſuch vile marter 
$ fairely bound? O that deceit ſhould dwell 
Inſuchag Pallace. 
Nr. There's no truſt, no faith, no honeſtyin men, 
All periur'd, all forſworne, allnaught, all diſlemblers, 


1 Ah wher's my man? give me ſome Aque-vitz ? 


b 


, 


Thelegrictes,theſe woes,theſe ſorrowes make me old} 
Shame come to Remee. 
tals. Blitter'd be thy rongue 
For ſuch a wiſh, he was not borne to ſbame 2 
Vpon his brow thame is aſham'd co fit; 
For 'tisa throane where Honour may be Crown'd 
Sole Monarch of the univerſall earth : 
O whata beaſt was Itochide him ſo? 
Nar. Will you ſpeake well of him, 
That kil'd your Cozcn? | 
[uli. ſhall I ſpeake ill of himthat is my husband? 


Ah poore my Lord,what tongue ſhall ſmooth thy name, | 


When I thy three houres wite have mangled it. 
But wheretore Villaine did'ſt thou kill my Cozin? 
Thar Villaine Cozen would have kil'd my husband: 
Backe fooliſh teares, backe to your native ſpring, 
Your tributary drops belong to woe, 

Which your miſtaking offer up to ioy: 

My husband lives that 7ybe/t would bavelaine, 
And Tybale dead that would have kil'd my hasband: 
All this is comfort, wherefore weepe I then? 

Some word there was worſer then Tybalts death 
That murdred me,l would forget it faine, 
Butoh,it preſſes tomy memory, 

Like damned guilty deedestofinners minds, 

Tybatt is dead and Romeo baniſhed: 

That baniſhed, that one word baniſhed, 

Hath flaine ten thouſand Tybalts: Tybetrs death 
Was woe inough if it had ended there: 

Orit ſower woe delights in tellowſhip, 

And neeJly will be ranckt with othergreifes, - 
Why tullowed not when the ſaid T ybalts dead, 
Thy Father or thy Mother, nay or both, 

W hich modernelamentation might Ave mov'd. 
But with a rere-ward following T ybelts death, 
Romeo is baniſhed to ſpeake that word, 

Is Father, Mother,T ybatt, Konwes, Iuliet, 

All lainc,all dead: Romeo is baniſhed, 

There isno cnd, no limit,meaſure,bound, | 
In that words death,no words can that woe ſound. 
Where is my Father and my Mother Nurſe? 

Nur. Weeping and wailing over Tybalrs Coarſe. 
Will you goto them? 1 will bring you thither. 

Is.Waſh they his wounds with tears: mine (hal be ſpent 
When _ = dry for Rome's — , 
Take up thoſe Cords,poore rops you are beguil'd, 
_—_ and _ Romeo j6cxild, bed, 

He made you fora high way to my 
But I a Maide, dye Mae EY bed, 
Come Cord, come Nurſe, Ile to my wedding 
And death not Remes,take my Maiden head. 
Nwur, Hy to your Chamber,Ile find Rewves 
Tocomfort you, I wot well where he is: 
Harke ye your Romeo will be heere at night, 
Illeto gone nem at Lawrence Cell. jake 
Inli. O im,give this Ring to my true Knight, 
And bid him come,totake bislat farewell 


Enter Frier, and Romeo. 


Ex#. 


Fri. Romeo come forth, 
Come forth thou fearcfull man, 
AfMiion is cnamor'd of thy parts: 
And thou art wedded to calamity. 
Rom, Father what newes? 


 — 
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67 The Tragedy of Romeo and Fultet, 
Whatis the Princes Doome? | Then mighteſt thou ſpeake, , 
What ſorrow cravesacquaintance at wy band, Then mightelt thouteare thy hayre, 
That I yet know not? | And fall upon the ground as I doe now, 
: Fri, Too familiar Taking the meaſure of an unmade grave, 
Is my.deare Sonne with ſuch ſowre Company: : Emer Nurſe, and kyockss. 
I bring thee tydings of the Princes Doome- Freer. Arilc one knockes, 
Rom. What lfſe theu Doomelſday, Good Romeo hide thy ſelfe, 
Isth: Princes Doome? nk Rem, Notl, 7 
| Frs. A gcatler judgement vaniſht from hislips, Vnleſle the breath of Heartſicke groanes 
Not bodics death, but bodies baniſhment- Miſt-like infold me from the ſearch of eyes. 
Rom. Ha,banithment? be mercifull, lay death: | Knock, 
For exile hath more terror in his looke, Fri. Harke how they knocke 
Much more then death: do not ſay baniſhment- ( Who'sthere) Romeo ariſe, 
Fri. Here from Verona art thou baniſhed: | Thou wilt be taken ſtay a while ſtand up: 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide+ ; ; Knecks 
Rom, There is no world without Verona walles, Run to my ſtudy:by and by, Gods will 
Bur Purgatory, Torture, hell it ſclfe: W hat ſimpleneſle 1s this:I come, I come, 
Hence baniſhed, is baniſht from the world, Knoke. 
And worlds exile is death. Then baniſhed, Who knockes ſohard? ; : 
Is death, miſtearm'd,calling death baniſhed, W henc come you? what's your will ? 
| Thou cut'it my head oft with a golden Axe, Emter Nurſe. 
And ſaileſt upon the ſtroke thac murders me. N wr. Let me come in. 
Fri, O deadly fin, O rude unthankefullneſle ! And you ſhall know my errand: 
Thy fault our Law calles death, but the kind Prince 1 come from Lady Inier, 
Taking thy part hath ruſhtafide the Law, Fri. Welcome thens 
| And turn'd that blacke word death, to baniſhment. Nur, O holy Frier,O tell me holy Prier, 
T his is deare mercy, and thou ſceſt it not. | W her's my Ladies Lord? wher's Romeo? 
Kom. 'Tis Torture and not mercy, heaven is here Fri, There on the Baouud, 
W here [u/iet lives, and every Cat and Dog, With his owne teares made druncke, 
SE | andlittle Mouſe, every unworthy thing Nur. O he is even in —_— cauſe, 
Live here in Heyven and may looke on her, Luſt in her caſe, O wotull ſimpathy: 
Bnt Romeo may not, More Validity, P ittious predicament, even (0 liies fhe, 
More Honourable ſtate, more Courtſhip lives Blubvring and weeping, weeping aud blubbring, 
In carrion Flies, then Romeo: they eaze Stand up,ſtand up, and you be a man, 
On the white wonder of deare [utiets hand, | For /ahers lake, tor her fake riſe and ftand: 
And (teale immorall bleſſing from her lips, . | Why ſhould youfall into fo deepean O, 
Who even inpure and veftall modeſty Kors. Nurſe. | 
Still bluſh, as thinking their owne kiſſes (in. XN wr. Ah fir,ah fir,deathsthe end of all. | 
This may Flies doe, when I from this muſt flie, aw Speak'ſt thou of /«{er?bow is it with her? | 
And faiſt thou yet, that exile is not death 2. Doth not ſhe thinke me an old Murtherer, 
But Komeo may notghee is baniſhed, Now I have ſtain'd the Childhood of our ioy, | 
Had'ſt.thou ne poyſon mixt, no ſharpt ground knife, With blood removed, but little from her owne? 
No ſudden meane of death, hnere ſo meanc, Where is ſhe? and how doth ſhe? and what (ics | 
But —_ to kill me? _ m0 | x Obft _ to our conceal'd Love? 
O Frier, the damned uſe that word in hell: t . Oh ſhe ſayes nothing fir,but wrepes and weepes, 
Howlings attend it, how haſt thou the heart And now fals hy bed, and then ſtartsup, me 
Being a Divine,a GhoſtlyConfefſor And Tybaltcalls, and then on Kemee cries, 
A Sin-Abſolver,and my friend profe |: And then downe falls againe- 
To mang!e me with that word baniſhed ? Ko. Az if that name ſhot from the deadly levell of a Gun, 
Fri, Fond Mad maen,heare me ſpeake. Did mneder her,as that names curſed band 
Rom. Orhou wilt ſpcake againe of baniſhment. Murdred ber kinſman. Oh tell me Fricr,tell me, 
Fri. lle givethe Armour tokecepe of that word, In what vile part ofthis Anotamy 
Adverſitics ſweet milke, Philoſophy, Doth my name lodge? Tell me, that I may ſacke 
To comfort thee, thaughthou arr baniſhep. The hatcfuil Manſion, | 
Rom, Yet baniſhed? hang up Philoſophy: Fri. Hold thy deſperate hand: 
Vnleſſe Philoſophie can make a [xlier, Art thou a man? thy torme cries ont thou art: | 
Diſplant a Towne, reuerſe a Princes Doowe, Thy tearey are womaniſh, thy wild ats doc note 
It helps nor, IIs not,talke no more: + | The anreaſonable Fury ofa beaſt. 
Fri. O then Iſce, that Madmen have no carts. Vnſ woman, ina ſeeming man, | 
Row. How ſhould they, . And ill _—_ beaſt in ſeeming both, 
When wiſemen have no eyes? | Thou haſt amaz'd me. By my holy order, | 1 
A Fri. Let me diſpaire with thee of thy eſtate, I thought thy diſpoſition better temper'd. 
, Roms. Thou can'ſt not ſpeake of thatrh6 doſt not feele, | Haſt thouflaine Tybalf? wilt thou lay thy ſelfe? | } 
Wert thou as young as /nhert my Lover \ And lay thy Lady, that inthy life lies, 1 
An houre but married, Tybale murdred, | By doing damned hate thy (clfe? 7 
Doting like means like me baniſhed, W hy rail thou onthy birth? the heaven and carth? | 
Since _ 
| — —_ —_— 


—_—— 
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Since birth,and heaven and earth,all three do meere 
In thee at vnce,which thou at once would'it loole 
Fic, fic,thou ſham'lt thy ſhape,thy love,thy wit, 
Which lixc a Vſurer abound'(t inall:; 

Aad uſclt none ia thar true uſe indeed, 

W hich ſhould bedecke thy ſhape;thy love,thy wit: 
Thy Noble ſhape,is but aforme of waxe, 
Digreſſing from the Valour of a man, 

Lhy deare Love {worne but hollow perjury, 
Killing that Love whick thou haſt vow'd to cheriſh, 
Thy witgthat Ornamenrt,to ſhape and Love, 
Mit-ſhapen in the conduR of them both: 

| Like powder 1n a $killeſlz Souldiers flaske, 

ls ſera fire by thine owne 1gnorance, 

And thou dilmembred with thine owne defence. 
W hat,roiv:e thee man,thy /whet isalive, 

F.xr whoſe deare ſake thou waſti bur lately dead. 
Thcre artthou happy-Tyba/e would kill thee, 
Bur chou flew'ſt Tyba/e,rhere art chou happy too 
The law that threatned death became thy Friend, 
And turn'dit toexile,there artrhou happy. 

A packe of ble{ings light upon thy backe, 
Happineſſe Courts thee in her belt array, 

But lake a miſ- and aſulien wench, 

| Thou putreſt up thy Fortune and thy Love: 
Take hced, tak: heed, for ſuch dic miſerable. 

Goe get thee to thy Love as was decrecd, 
Aſcend her Chambcr,hence and comfort her: 
But looke thou ſtay not tillthe watch be ſer, 

For thenthou canſt not paſſe to Manna, 
Where thou ſhalt live ull-we can finde a time 
Tobiaze your marriage,reconcile your Friends, 

Beg pardon of thy Prince.and call thee backe, . 
| With twenty hundred thouſand times more joy 
| Theathou went'ſt forth in lamentarion. 
| Goe before Nurſe,commend me to thy Lady, 
| Andbid her haſten allthe houſe co bed, 

; Which heavy forrow makes them apt unto. 

| Rem? is comming» ; 

' Nwr. O Lord,l could have ſtaid hereall night, 

| To heare good counſeli:oh whar learning 15! 

| My Lord [le tellmy Lady you will come. : 

Rem. Do ſo,and bid iny Sweete prepare to chide, 

| Nw. Heere (ir,a Ring ſhe bid me give you tir: 

Hie you, mike haſt,for 1t growes very late. _ 
Rom. How well my comfort isreutv'd by This. 


Fri. Go hence. 

Goodnighr,and here ſtands all your ſtare: 
Either be gone before the watch beer, 
Or by the breake of day diſg:.is'd trom hence, 
Sojorne in Mantws,Ilc find out your man, 
And he ſhall ſignifie from time to time, 
Every good hap to you that chaunces heere- 
Give me thy hand,tis late, farewell, goodnight. 

Rem, But thata joy palt joy,calls out on me, 
| lt were a griefe,ſo briefe copart with thee: 
Farewell. 


Emtey old («pwlet his Wife and Paris. 


Cap. Things have faine out fir ſo unluckily, 
That we have hadno time to move our Daughter: 
| Looke you, ſhe Lov'd her kinſman Tybet dearcly, 
| And ſo did I. Well, we were borne todie. 
| Tis very late,ſhe'l not come downe tonight: 
; I promiſe you, bur for your company, 


| I muſtbe goneandlive,or ſtay and die. 


Extent. 


I would have bina bed an houre ago, 
Par. Thele times of wo, affoord no times to woe: 
Madam goodnight, commend me to your Daughter, 
Lad. | will, and know her mind carly to mot; ow-+ 
To night,ſhe is mewed upto her hevineſle. 
Cap. Sic Pari;,l will make a deſperate tender 
Of my Child-s love : I thinke ſhe will be rul'd 
Inall reſpects by me:nay more,I doubt it not, 
Wite,go youto her cre yougo to bed, 
Acquaint her here,of my Sonne Pars: Love, 
And bid her ,marke you me, oa Wenſday next, 
But ſofr,whar day is this? 
Par. Monday my Lord. 
Cap. Monday,ha ha: well Wend({day is too ſoone, 
A Thurſday let it be:a Thurſday tell ter, . 
She ſhall be married to this Noble Earle: 
Will you te read, 2do you like this haſt? 
Weele keepe no great adoe,a Friend or two, | 
For harke you, T ya being flaine fo late, 
It may be thought we held him careleſly, 
Being our kinſman,if we revell much: 
Therefore weele have ſome halfe a dozen Friends, 
And there an end. But what ſay you to Thurſday? 
Par. My Lord, 
I would that Thurſday were to morrow. 
Cap. Well, get you gonea Tharſday,be itthen: 
Go youto [uber ere yougo tobed, 
Prepare her wife,agaiaſt this wedding day. 
Farewell my Lor light to my Chamber hoa, 
Afore me,it is ſo late, that we may call itearly by and by, 
Goodigh:. Exeaunt, 


Enter Romo and Inkiet aloft. 


Is. Wilt thou be gone? 

It was the Nighcingale,and not the Larke, 
That pier'ſt the fearetull hollow of thine care, 
Nightly ſhe ſings on yond Pomgranet tree, 
Belceve me Love,it was the Nightugale. 

Rom. It was the Larke the Herauld of Morne: 
No Nightingale: Jooke Love what envious ſtreakes | 
Do lace the ievering Cloudes in yonder Eaſt: 
Nights Candles are burnt out,and Iocond day 
Stands t1pto on the miſtic Mountaine tops, | 


Inl. Yood light isnot day light,l know it I; | 
[t1s ſome Meteor that the Sunexhales, | 
To be tothee this mghr a Torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua. | 
Therefore ſtay yer,thouneed'ſt natto be gone, | 

Rom. Let me be tane,let me be put todeath, 
Iam content,ſo thou wilt have it (0, 
lle fay yon gray 13nor the mornings eye, 
Tis but the pale reflexe of Cimtbias brow. 
Nor that 1s not the Larke whoſe notes dobeate 
The vaulty heaven ſo highabove our' heads, 
I have mare care to ſtay,then willto go: 
Came death and welcome, /a/zet wils it ſo. 
How iſt my ſoule,letsralke,it ts notday. 

[ut..Itis,it is, hic bence be gone away: | 

Itis the Larke —_— _ of tune, 
Straining harſh Diſcords,and unpleaſing Sha 
Some fy the Larke makes ſweere rr ayes 
This doth nor ſo:(pr ſhedivideth us. | | 
Some ſay,the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 
O now I would they had chang'd VOyges too: 

| i1 
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Since arme from arme that voyce dorh us :ffray, 
Hunting thee hence, with Huntſ-upto the day, 
O now be gone,more lightand it light growes- 
Row. More light & ligir,more darke & darke our woes. 
Enter Madam and Nurſe. 

XN ww. Madam. 

Ini. Nucſe. 

N «. Your Lady Mother is comming to your chamber, 
The day is broke,be wary,looke about, 

Int. Then window let day in,and ler life our. 

Rem, Farewell,farewell,one kiſſe and Ie deſcend. 

Tal. Art thou gone ſo?Love, Lord,ah Husband, Friend, 
I muſt hceare from thec every day in the houre, 
For ina minute;here are many dayes, 
O by this count | ſha'l be much 1n yeares, 
Ere I againe behold my R,omee. 

Rom. rartewecll; 
I will omit no oportunity, 
That may convey m/ greetings Love,to thee. 

{xl. O thinkeſt thou we ſh-l: ever meet againe? 

Rows. | donbt it not,and all theſe woes ſhall ſerve 
For {weetdiſcouries in our time to come. 

[ul. O Goc!T have an1ll Divining foule, 
Methiukes I {cetkee now,thou art tolowe, 
As one dd i the Bortome of a Tombe, 
Either my eye-ſight failes,or thou look'ſt pale. 

Rem. And truti me Love,mn my cyelo do you: 
Dry ſorrow drinkes our blood. Adue,adue. 

Iul. O Fortunc, Fortunc,all men call thec fickle, 
If thou art fickle, what do(t thou with him 


Exit. 


| That 15 renown'd for faith?be ſick lc Fortune: 


For then 1 _ thou wilt not keepe him long, 
But ſend him backe. 
Enter « other. 

Zal. Ho Daughter,arc you up? 

Is. Who iſt,cthat calis?Is it my Lady Mother? 
Is ſhz no: downe (0 late,or up ſo carly? 
What unaccuſtom'd cauſe procures her hither? 

Led. Why how now [xlier? 

Inl. Madam I am not well. 

Lad. Evecrmore weeping for your Cozins death? 
Whar wilt thou waſh him from bis grave with teares? 
And it thou could'it,thon could'ſt not make himlive: 
Therefore have done,ſome griefe ſhewes much of Love, 
But mich of gricte,ſhewes {ii]l ſome want of wit. 

Int. Yetlet me weepe, for ſuch a feeling loſle. 

Lad. So ſhall you feele the lofſe,outnotthe Friend 
Which you weepe for. 

Il. Fecling lo the loſle, 
I cannot chute but ever weepe the Friend. 

La. Well Girle,thou weep'ſt nor ſo much for his death, 
As that the Villaine lives which ſlaughter'd him. 

Iul. W hat Viilaine, Madam? 

Lad. That ſame Villaine R-meo. 

Int. Villains and hc,be many Miles aſſunder: 


Iul. Indeed 1 never ſhall be ſatisfied 
Wirth Romeo,till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart ſo fora kinſmaa vext: 
Madam if you could find outbuta man 
To bcare a poiſon, I would temper itz 
That Remzeoſhould upon receit thereof, 
Sorne {leepe in quiet. O how my heart abhors 
To heare him nam'd,and cannot come to him, 
To wreake the Love I bore my Cozin, Tybe/t 
Vpon his body thathath laughter'd him. 

fe. Fird thou the mcanes,and Ile find ſuch a man, 
Butnow lle tell thee joyfull tidings Girle, 

Intl. And joy comes well, in ſuch a needy time, 
What are they,I beſerch your Ladyſhip? 

Af. Wcll,well, thou haſt a carcfull Fa her Child? 
One who to put thee from thy heavineſle, 
Hath ſorted out a ſudden day cf joy, 
T hat thou cxpeasnot,nor Ilooke not for. 

[ul. Madam in bappy time,what day is this? 

Xo. Marry my Child,carly nexc Thurſday morne, 
The gallant,young,and Noble Gentleman, 
The County Parisat Saint Peters Church, 
Shall happiiy make thee a joyful! Bride. 

Iul, Now by Saint PecersChurch,and Peter too, 
He ſha!l not make me there a joyfull Bride. 
I wonder at this haſtythatTI muſt wed 
' Ere he that ſhould be Husband comes to woe. 
I pray you tell my Lordand Father Madam 
I will not marry yet,and when1doe, I {weare 
It ſhall be Remes, whom you know I hate 
Rather then Paris. Theſe are newes indeed. 

MeHere comes your Father,tcll hica (o your ſelle, 
And ce how he will take itat you hands, 


Enter Capulet and Nw: ſe. 


— —  — - 


Cap. W hen the Sun ſers,the carth doth drizzle dew; 
Bur for the Sunfer of my Brothers Sonne, 
It raines downright. 
How now? A Conueit Girle,what ſtill in teares? 
Ever more ſhowring in one lictle body ? 
Thou counterfeits  Barke,a Sea,z Wind: 
For (till thy eyes,which I may cal: the Sea, 
Do ebbe and flow with teares,the Barke thy body 
Sailing in this ſalt loud,the windes thy ſighes, 
W ho raging with thetearesand they with them, 
Without a tudd:ncalme will over {cr 
Thy tempelt.tofied body. How now wife? 
Have you delivercd to her our decrce? 
| Za. Ifir; 
But ſhe will none,ſhe gives you thankes, 
I would the foole were married to her grave. 
Cap.Soft,take me wir h you,take me with you wite, 
How,will ſhe none?doth the not give us thauks? 
Is ſhe not proud?doth ſhe not count her bleſt, 
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God pardon him,1 doe withall my heart, Vnworthy as the 1s,that we have wrought 
And yertno man like he,doth grie c my heart. Soworthy a Gentleman,to be her Bridegroome ? q 
Lad. nat is becauſe the Traitor lives. [nl.Not proud you have, 
[ul \ Madam from the rezch of theſe my hands: But thankfull that you have: C 
W ould none but Imight verge my Cozins death. Proudcan I never be of what I have, | M 
| La.\We will have vengeance tor it, feare thou nor. But thankfullevenfor hate,that is meant Love. | . 
Then weepe no more, Ile jend roonein Manna, (*p- How now? | | k 
W here that fame baniſht Run-sgare doth live, How now?Chopt Lagicke? what is this? | | | 
Sha!l give him ſuch-an unaccuſtom'ddram, Proud,and I thanke you:and I thanke you not. | - 
| That he ſhall ſoone keepe Tybatr company: Thanke me no thankings,nor proud me no prouds, | | ; | 
| Andthen I hopethou wilt be ſatisfied. | Butſettle your fine joints 'gainſt Thurſday next, * | by 
6:4 7 $ p 0 | 
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Togo with Paris to Saint Peters Church: 
Or 1 will drag thee,on a Hurdle thither. 


| 


Our you greene ſickneſle cartion,out you baggage, 
You tallow face. 
| Lad, Fic, fie, what are you mad? 

[ul. Good Father, I beſeech you on my knees 
 Heare me wtthpatience,butto ſpeake a word. 


Fa. Hang thee young baggage 
I tell thee what hve Church a Thurſday, 
Ornever after looke mc in the face, 
Spcake not, reply not,do not an{yere me. 
My fingers itch,wife:we ſcarce thought us blelt, 
That God had lent us but this onely Child, 
Butnow I ſee this one is one too much, 
And that we have a curſe in having her: 
Out on her Hilding- | 

Nwr. God in heaven blefſe her, 
Youare too blame my Lord to rate her ſo, 


Good Prudence,ſtmatrer with your gotlip,go. 
Nur. 1 ſpeake notreafon, 
O Godigoden, 
May not one ſpeake? 
Fa. Peace you nwmbling foole, 
Vtter your gravity orea Goſſips bowle, 
For here we need itnot. 
La. Y on are too hot. 
Fa. Gods bread,it makes me mad: 
Day, night, houre,tide,time,worke, play, 
Alone in company, ſtill my care ha:h bin 
To have her matcht,and having now provided 
A Gentleman of Noble Parentage, 
Of faire Demeanes. Youthfull,and Nobly Allicd, 
Stuft as they fay with Honourable parts, 


And then to have a wretched puling foole, 
A whining mammet,in her Fortunes tender, 
Tcanſwer,llenot wed, I cannot Love: 

I am too young, | pray you pardon me. 
But,and you willnot wed, Ile pardon you. 


Looke too*r,thinke on'r, 1 do not uſeto jelt. 
Thurſday is neerglay hand on heart,adviſe, 
And you be mine, Ile give you to my Friend: 


For by my ſoule, lle nere acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine ſhall never do thee good: 
Truft too't,be thinke you, le not be forſworn2, 
Isl. Is there no pirty fitting in the Cloudes, 

That (ces intothe botrome of my gricte? 

O ſweet my Mother caſt me not away, 

Delay this marriage, for a month, a weeke, 

Orit you do not,make the Bridall bed 

In that dim Monument where Tybalt lits. 

| Mo.Talke not to me,for le not ſpeake a word, 
Do as thou wilt,for 1 have done with thee. 
Iul. 0 God! 

O Nurſc, how ſhall this be prevented? 

| My Husband is on earth,my faith in heaven, 

| | How ſh-11 that faithreturne againeto carth, 

| Vnleſle that Husband ſend it me from heaven, 

| ' By leaving carth? Comfort me, counfaile me: 


| Alacke,alacke,that heaven ſhould praQtile ſtratagems 


| 
| Vpon ſo ſoft a ſubjeR as my ſelfe. 
| | What ſaiſt thou?haſt thon nota word of joy? 
\ | 350me comfort Nurſe. 
- \ ; 


, diſobedient wretch, 


Fa. And why my Lady wifedome?hold your ;ongue, 


Proportion'd as ones thought would wiſh a man. 


Grazc where vou will,you ſhall not houſe with me: 


Ard you be not,hang,beg,ſtarve,die in the ſtreers, 


Nox. Faith here it is, 
Nomes is baniſhed, and allrhe world tonotbing, 
Thar he dares nere come backe to challenge you: 
Or it he do, itneeds maſt be by ſtealth. 
Then fincc the cate ſo ſtandsas now itdoth, 
I thinke ir beſt you married with the Count, 
O hee's a Lovely Gentlemane 
Romeos adifh-clout to him.an Eagle Madam 
Hath not ſo greene,foquicke,lo faire aneye 
As Paris hach,beſhrow my very heart, 
I thinkz you are happy in this ſecond match, 
For it excels your fir{t:orif 1: did not, 
Your firit is dead, or 'twere asgocd he were, 
As living here and you no uſe of him. 

Iul. Speakclt thou from thy hearr? 

Nr. And from my ſoule too, 


; Or cl{e beſhrevs them both. 


[#, Amen. 
Nar. What? 
Tel. Wcll,thou haſt comforted me marv'lous much, 


| Go in,and cell my Lady Iam gone, 
Having diſplcas'd my Father,to Lawrence Cell, 
To make conteilion,and to be abſolv'd. 


Nur. Marcy I will,and this is wiſely done. Ex. 
Ind. Auncient damnation,O moſt wicked fiend. 
Is it more fin to with me thus forſworne, 
Or todiſpraiſe my Lord with that ſame toygue 
Which ſhe hath prais'd him with above compare, 
So many thouſand times?Go Counſellor, 
Thou and my boſome henchforth ſhall be twaine; 
Ile to the Frier ty know his remedy, 
It all elfc taile,my ſelf have power to die. Execnnt, 


Enter Frier and Count Paris. 


Fri. On Thurſday firthe time iFvery ſhort. 
Par. My Father Capwler will have it fo, 
And1 ain nothing flow to ſlick his haſte. 
Fri. Y ou ſay you donor know the Ladies mind? 
Vneven 1s the courſe, I like it not. 
Pa. Immoderately the weepes tor Tybalts death, 


| And therefore have littletalke of Love, 


For Venus (miles not ina houſe of teares. 
Now (ir,her Father counts it dangerous 
That the doth give her ſorrow ſo mach ſway: 
And in his witedome, haſts our marriage, 
To {top the inundation of ker teares, 
W hich too much minded by her felfc alone, 
May be put from her by ſociety. 
Now doc you know the reaſon of this haſte? 
Fri. 1 would 1 knew not why it ſhould be flow'd, 
Looke ſir, here comes the Lady rowards my Cell. 
Enter Inter, 
Par. Happily mer,my Lady and wy wife. 
Isl, That may be fir,when I may be a wife. 
Paz. That may be,muſt be Love,on Thurſday next. 
Is. What muſt be ſhall be. 
Fri. That's a certaine text. 
Par. Come you to make confeſſion tothis Father? 
In. To anſwerethar,I ſhonld confeſſe to you, 
Par, Donot deny to him,thar you Love me. 
1«l.1 will confeſſe to you that I Love him. 
Par. So will ye.I am ſure that you Love me. 
Inl.1f [doſo,it will be of more price, 


Being ſpoke behind your backe,thento your face, 


Par. Poore ſoule,thy face is much abus'd with texres. 
11 2 Inl. The 
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The Tragedy of Romeo and Iuhet. 


| Inl. The teares have got ſmall viRorie by that: 

| For it was bad inough before their ſpight, 
Pa.Thbou wrong'lt it more then tearcs with that report 
Is. That is noflaunder fir, which is truth, 

And what I ſpake,I ſpake it to my face. 
Per. Thy face is mine,and thon haft laundred it. 
Il. It may be ſo,for it is not mine owne. 

Are youat leiſure, Holy Father now, 

Or fhall I cometo you at evening Maſſe? 
Fri. My leifure ſerves me penſive daughter now- 

My LordI muſt intreatthe time alone. 
Par. Godſheild:1 ſhould diſturbe Devotion, 
Inliet, on Thurſday early will I rowſe yee, : 
Till then adue,and keepe this holy kiſle, Ex*t Pars. 
Il. O ſhut the dovre,and whenthou haſt done fo, 

Come weepe with me,paſt hopeypalt care,paſt helpe, 
Fri. O Iuliet,l already know thy gricte, 

It ſtraines me paſt the compaſle of my wits: 

I heare thou muſt, and nothing may prorogue it, 

On Thurſday next be marricd to this Count, 
Il. Tell me not Frier that thou heareſt of this, 

Vnleſſe thou tell me how I may prevent it: 

If in thy wiſedome,thou canſt give no helpe, 

Dothou but call my reſolution wiſe, 

And with' this knite,[le helpe it preſently. 

God joyn'd my hcart,and Romeos, thou our hands, 

And ere this hand by thee to Remzeo (cal'd; 

Shall be the Labcll to another Deede, 

Or my true heart with trecherousrevolt. 

| Turne to another,this all flay them both: 

Therefore out of thy long experien'ſt time, 

Give me ſome preſent counſcll,or behold 

Twixt my extreames and me, this bloody knife 

| Shall play the umpire arbirrating that, 

Which the commillion of thy yearesand art, 

Could to no iſſuc of true honour bring: 

Be not ſo long to ipeak,1 long to die, 

If what thou fpeale i, peake not of remedy. 
Fri. Hold Daughter, I doe {pic a kind of hope, 

Which eraves as deſpcrate an execution, 

Asthar is deſperate which we would prevent. 

If rather then to marry Countic Paris 

Thou haſt the ſtrength of will to lay thy ſelfe, 

Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 

A thing like death to chide away this ſhame, 

That coap'ſt with death himſefe,ro ſcape fro it: 

And if thou dar'(t,Ile give thee remedy. 

Inl. O bid me leape,rachcr then marry Paw, 

From of the Battlements of any Tower, 

Or walke in theeviſh waics,or bid me lurke 

Where Serpents are:-chaine me with roaring Beares 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnell bouſe, 

Orecovered quite with dead mens ratling bones, 
With recky ſhankesacd yellow chappleſle ſculls: 
Or bid me go into anew made grave, 

And hide me with a dead manin his grave, 

Things that to heare them told,have made me tremble, 
And 1 will doe it without feare or doubt, 

Tolivean vnſtaind wife to my ſweet Loye. 

Frs. Hold thenz30e home be merry,give conſent, 
| To marry Faris:wenſday is to morrow, 

To morrow night looke that thou lie alone, 
Let not thy Nurſe le with thee in thy Chamber: 
Take thou this Violl being then in bed, 
And this diſtilling liquor drinke theu off, 
When preſently through all thy veines ſhall run, 


| A cold and drowſic humour:for no pulſe 

Shall keepe his native SI ſurceaſe- 
No warmth,no breath teſtifie thou liveſt, 
T heRoſes in thy lips and cheekes ſhall fade 
To mealy athes,the eyes windowes fall 
Like death when he ſhuts up the day of life: 
Each part depriv'd of ſupple government, 
Shall {tie and ſtarke,and cold appeare like death, 
And in this borrowed likeneſſe of ſhrunke death 
Thou ſhalt continue twoand forty houres, 
And then awake,as from a pleaſant ſleepe. 
Now when the Brid in the morning comes, 
Torowſe the from thy bed,there art thou dead: 
Then as the manner of our country is, 
In thy beſt Robes uncover'd on the Beere, 
Be borneto buriall inthy kindredsgrave: 
Thou ſhalt be borne to that ſame antient vaule, 
Where all the kindred _—_—_ lic, 
| Inthe mcane time againſt thou ſhalt awake, 
| Shall Romeoby my Letters know our drift, 
And hither ſhall he come, and that very night 
Shall Romeo beare thee hence to Mantra, 
And this ſhall free thee from this preſent ſhame, 
if noinconſtant toy nor womaniſh fearc, 
Abate thy valour in the ating it. 

[ul, Give me,give me,O te!l not me of feare. 
Fri. Hold get you gonegbe ſtrong and proſperous; 

In this reſolve,Ile ſend a Frier with ſpecd 
To Manta with my Letters to thy Lord. 

Tul. Love give me ſtrength; 
And ſtrength ſhall helpe afford: 
Farewell deare father. Exit, 


Enter Father Capulet Mother, Nurſe,and 


ſerving men, two #three. 


Cap. So many gueſts invite as here are writ, | 
Sirrah,go hire me twenty cunning Cookes, | 
| Ser, You ſhall have noneill ſir, for Ile trie if they can | 
| licke their fingers. 
(#p. How canſtthou trie them ſo? 
| Ser, Marry fir , tis an ill Cooke that cannot licke his 
owne fingers:therefore he that cannot licke his fingers 
goes not with me. 
Cap. Go be gone, we ſhall be much unfurniſht for this 
. time : what ismy Daughter gone to Fricr Lawrence? 
| Nur, 1 forſooth. 
| Cap. Well he may chance todo ſome good on her, 
A peeviſh ſclfe-wild harlotry it is. 
Emer luliet; 
Nur. See where ſhe comes from ſhrift 
w pk = looke 
ap. How now my headfſtrong 
Where have you bin gaddingd ; 
Inl. Where I have learnt me to repent the ſin 
| Of diſobedient oppoſition: 
To =_ and your beheſts,and am enjoyn'd 
By holy Lawrence,to fall proſtrate here, 
To beg your pardon: I beſeech you, 
Henceforward I am everrul'd by you, 
(4p: Send for the Count, goe tell him of this, 
Ile have this knot knit up to morrow morning. 
* iu. I mettheyo Lord at —_ 
And gave him what becomed Lovel might, 
Not Co ore the bounds of modeſtic. 


| Cop. Why lam glad on't,this is wall, ſtand up, This 
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| T he Tragedy of Romeo and Fuliet. ot 
| This isas't hould be,let me ſee the County: Where for theſe many hundred yeeres the bones | 
I marry go [ ſay and fetch him hither. Of all my buricd Aunceſtors are packt, | 
Now afore God.this reverend holy Frier, W here bloody 7ybalt,yer but greene in carth, 
All our whole Citty is much bound to him, Lies feftring in his ſhrow'd,where as they tay, 
[sd. Nurſe will you goe with me into my Cloſet, Art ſome houres inthe night,Spirits reſort: 
To helpe me ſort ſuch needfull ornaments, Alacke,alack isit not hike that I 
As you thinke fit to furniſh me ro morrow? So early waking, what with loathſome ſmels, | 
Ao. No not till Thurſday there is time inoughi And ſhrikes like Mandrakes torne out of the carth, 
Fa, Go Nurſe,go with her, That living morrals hearing them,run mad. 
Wecle to Church to morrow. Or if I walke, ſhall | not be diſtraught, 
E xenunt Inliet and N por ſe. Invircned with all theſe hideous feares, 
Mo. We ſhall be ſhort in our proviſion, And madly play with my forefathers joynts? 
Tis now neere night. { And plucke the cd T halt from his ſhrow'd? 
Fa.Tuſh,I will ſtirre about, And 1m this rage,wit 1 ſome great kinſmans bone, 
And allthings ſhall be well, I warrant thee wife: As(with a c{ub)daſh out my deſperate braines, 
Go thou to [wlethelpe todeckeup her, O looke,me thinks I ſee my Cozins Ghoſt, 
| Uenocto bed to night,lct me alone: Seeking our Komes that did ſpit his body 
| Ueplay the huſwite for this once. What ho? Vpon his Rapicrs Pee Tybair, (tay; 
| They are all forth,well I will walke my clfe Rome, Romeo, Romeo, here's drinke:I drinke tothee. 
To County Paris, toprepare him up 
| Againſt to morrow,my heart is wondrous light, Enter Lady of the houſe,and N w/e, 
vince this (ame way-ward Gyrle is ſoreclam'd. 
Exeunt Father and Mather. Lady. Hold, 
Take thelc keies,and fetch more ſpices Nurſe, 
Enter Iuliat and Nurſe. Nur. They call tor Dates and Quinces in the Paftric, 
Ind.I thoſe attires axe beſt,bur gentle Nurſe Enter old Capulet, 
I pray thee leaue me to my felfe tonight; Cap. Come,ſtir,ſtir ſtir, 
For I have need of many Orylons, The ſecond Cock e hath Crow'd, 
To movethe heavens to ſmile upon my ſtate, The Curphew Bell hath rung,tis three a clocke: 
W hich well thou know'ſt,iscroſle and tull of (ins Looketo the bakte ineates, good Angeles, 
Enter Mother. Spare not for colt. 
Ao. What are you buſic ho?nced you my help? Nar. Go you Cot-queane,go, 
Inl. No Madam, we have cull'd ſuch neceſlaries Get you to bed, faithyoule be licke tomorrow | 
As are behoonefull for our ſtate ro morrow: For this nights watching. 
Sopleaſe you,let me now belefr alone; Cap. Nonot a whit.what?I have watchtere now 
| And let the Nurſe thisnight fit up with you, { All night for a leſſe cauſe, and neere beene bcke, 
| For I am ſure,you bave your hands full all, | £4. lyouhavebin a Moulc-hunt in your time, 
In this ſo ſudden bulineſle, But 1 will watch you tzom ſuch wa-ching now, 
| Oo. Goodnights— | Exie Lady and Nurſe. 
Get thee to bed and reſt, for thou haſt need. Exenne. Cap. A jealous houd.a jealous hood, 
ul. Farewell: Now fellow, whats there? 
God knowes when we ſhall meere againe. Enter three or foure with ſpitr,and logs and backers. 
| have a faint cold feare thrills through my veines, ! Fel. Things for the Cooke fir,but I know not what. | 
That almoſt freezes up the heate of fire: Cap. Make halt,make haſt, firrha, ferchdricr Logs, 
Ile call them backe againe to comfort me. { Call Peter, he will ſhew thee where they are. 
Nurſe, what ſhould the Co bere? Fel. I have a head (ir,that will find our logs, 
My diſmall Sceane,1 needs mult at alone: And never trouble Petey for the matter. 
Come V iall,what if this mixture do got worke at all? Cap. Maſſe and well{aid,a merry horſon,ha, _ 
Shall T be married then tomorrow morning? Thou ſhalt be loggerhead, good Faith,tis day. 
No,no,this ſhall forbid it. Lic thou there, | . Play Muſicks. | 
What if it be a poiſon whichthe Frier The County will be here with Muſicke ſtraight, 
Subrilly hath miniftred to bave me dead, For ſo he ſaid&he would, I heare him neere, 
Liſt inthis marriage he ſhould be diſhonour'd, Nurſe, wife, what ho?what Nurſe I ſay? | 
Becauſe he married me before to Komes? . Emer Nurſe. 
[ teare it is,and yet me thinkes it ſhould not. | Go waken [uliet ,goandtrim her up, 
| For he hath ſtiltbeene tried a holy mans Ie goandchat with Parv:hic,make haſt, 
| How,if when | am laid into the Tombe, Make haſt,the Bridegroome;he is come already; 
| I wake before the time that Romes. Make halt | fay. | 
Cometo redeeme me? There's a fearefull point: Nur. Miſtris, what Miſtris? /«liez?Faſt I warrant her 
| Shall I not then be ſtifled inthe Vault? Why Lambe, why Lady?fic you ſluggabed, 
| To whoſe foule mouth no healchſome ayre breaths in, Why Love | ſay? Madam,ſive=t heartzwhy Bride? | 
And theredie ſtrangled ere tiny Romes comes. What not a word? Y ou take your peniworths now. 
. | Orif 11ive, is 17 not very like, . Sleepe for a weeke, for the next night | warrant | 
| The horrible conceit of death and night, The a hath ſetup hisreſt, ' | 
| Together with the terror of the place, That you ſhall reſt but liethe,God forgive me: | 
| ASin a Vaulr,anancient receptacle, Marry and Amen:bow found is ſhe a ſleepe? { 
Ki. . 1i 3 
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I maſt needs wake a9 4 9 xg 
Alas alas,helpe,helpe,my Ladys R 
Oh weladay,rthat ever I was borne, 
Some Aqua-virz ho,my Lord,my Lady? 
Mo. W hatnoite is heere? 
Ns. O lamentable day. 
Ao. \N hat is the marter? 
Nur. Logke,looke,oh heavy day- 
Me. O me,O me,my Child, my onely life: 
Revive,looke np,or I will dic with thee: 
Hel call helpe. 
AA _ Father. 
Fa. For ſhawe bring [wier forth,her Lord is come- 
Nur. Shee's dead: deccaſt,ſhee's dead-alacke theday- 
M.Alacke the day,ſhee's dead ,ſhee'sdead,ſhee's dead. 
Fa. Ha?Let me ſec her : out alas ſhee's cold, 
Her blood is ſctled and her joynts are ſtiffe; 
Life and theſe lips havelong bene ſeparated- 
Death lies on her like ao untimely froſt 
Vpoenthe ſwereſt flower of ali the tield. 
Mo. O wofull time, "I 
Fa. Death that bath tane her hence to make me, waile, 
Tics up my tongne,and will not let me ſpeake- 
Enter Frier and the Cownty, 
Fri. Come,isthe Bride ready to go to Church? 
Fa. Ready to go,vut never to returne. 
O Sonne;the night before thy wedding day, 
Hath death laine with thy wife:ice there 
Flower as ſhe was,deflowred now by him. 
Death is my Sonne in law,death is my Heire, 
My Daughter he hath wedded-1 will die, 
Aud leave him a!] life living,all is deaths. 
Fa. Have I thought long to ſee this mornings face, 
And doth it give me ſuch a fight asthis? 
Ate. Accur'it, unhappy, wretched, hatefull day, 
Moſt miterable houre, hat ere time ſaw 
In laſting labour of his Pilgrimage. 
But =>, ann ohe,one poore and loving Child, 
Bur one thing to rejoyce and ſolace in, 
And cruell death hath catcht it from ay ſight. 
Nr. O wo, O wofull,wofull,wofull day, 
Moſt lamentable day,moſt wofull day, 
That ever,ever,1 did yer behold. 
Oday,Oday,O day,O harcfull day, 
Never was ſcene ſo blacke a dayas this: 
O wofullday,O wofull day. ; 
Pa. Beguild divorced, wronged, ſpighted,ſlaine, 
| Moſt deteltable death,by thee beguil'd, 
By crucll,cruell thee quite overthrowne: 
Olovc,O life;notlife,but loue in death. 
Fa. Deſpis'd,diſtrefſed, hatred, martir'd, kil'd, 


Enter Mother. 


lies, 


Vncomfertable time;why cao'ſt thou now | 
{ To murther,murther our ſolcmnity? 
| O Child,O Child;my ſoulc,and nor my Chiles 
Dead zrtthou,alacke my Child is dead, 


And with my Child,my joyes are buried. 

Fre. Peace ho for ſhame,confuſions: Care lives not 
Intheſc contuſions, heaven and your ſelfe 
H2d part inthis faire Maid,now heaven hath all, 
And all the b«tter is it for the Maid: 
| Your part in her,you could not keepe from death, 
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[ eauſt needs wake her:Madam, Madam, Madam | But heaven kepes bis part in cternall life: 
I,let the County take youin your bed; | The moſt you ſought was her promoticn, 
Heele fright youup yfaith. Will it not be? For 'twas your heaven,that ſhe ſhould be advanc't. 
W hart dreſt,and in your clothes,and downe againe? And weepe ye now,lceing ſhe is advanc't 


— 


Above the Cloudes,as high as Heaven it ſelfe? 
O in this love, you love your Child ſo ill, 
That you run mad,ſecing that ſhe is well: 
Shee's not well marricd,that lives marricd long, 
But ſhee's beſt married, thatdies married yong. 
Drie vp your teares, and ſticke your Rotemaric 
On this faire Coarſe, ard as the cuſtome is 
And 1m her beſt array beare her to Church: 
For though fond Nature bids all us lament, 
Yet Natures teares arc Reaſons merriment. 

Fa. Allthingsthat we ordained Feſtvall, 
Turne from their eifice to blacke Fancrall: 
Our inſtruments to melancholy Bells 
Our wedding cheare,toa fad buriall Feaſt: 
Our folemne Hy mnes,toſullen Dyrges change; 
Our Bridal! flowers ſerve for a buricd Coartc: 
Andall things change them tothe contrary. 

Fre. Sir go you in,and Madam,go vw ith him, 
And go fir P«r15,cvery one prepare 
To follow cs faire £ unto her grave: 
The heavens do lowre upon you, for ſome ill: 
Move them no mo1e,by crolfing their high will. Exean, 

C's. Faith we ma up our Pipes and be gone. 

Nur. Houclt good :Ah put up putup, 
For well you know,this is a pirtifull caſc. 

Ms. 1 by my troth,the caſe may be amended. 

Enter Peter. 

Pet. Muſitians,oh Muſitians, 
Hearts eaſe,hcarrs calc, 
O, and you wiil have me live,play hearts caſc. 

Ms. Why t carts caſe; 

Fer. O Muſitians, 


Becauſe my heart it ſelfe plai heart is full. 
Mw. Not a dump we, tis no time toplay now. 
Pet. You will not then? 
Hwy. No. 

Per. I will then give it you ſoundly. 

Aſs. W hat will you give ue? 
Fer. No mone y on my faith,but the glecke. 

I will give you the Miniſtrell, 


CM. Then will I give youthe Serving creature. . 
Pat, Then will I lay the ſerving Creatures Dagger on 
your pate-I will cary no Crochets, lle Re you, llc Fa you, 
do you note me? 
Hu, And you Re ns,and Fa us,you Note us, 
2. 4. Pray you put up your Dagger, 
And put out your wit. 
Then have at you with my wit. 
_- I will dry-bexte you withan yron wir, 
n up ay yron Dagger. 
fame = like menz 
W hen griping griefesthe heart doth wounds, then Mu- 
ſickewith her filver ſound. 
Why filver ſound?why Muſicke with her ſilver ſound? 
what ſay you Samen C, 
Aſs, Mary far,becauſe filver hath a ſweet ſound. 


Pet. Prateſt, what ſay Hwueb Rebicke? 
2.M.1 ayiiverfountbecaus Muſitions ſound for fil- 


Pet. Prateſt ro,whar lay you [awes Sound-Poſt ? (vo | 


3+ 4s. Faith I know not whatto ſay. 
Per. O 1 cry you mercy,you are the Singer. 


| I will fay for youzit is Muſicke with her filver ſound, **y | 
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The Tragedy of Romeo and Fuliet 


I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 
(Srrange dreame that gives a dead man leayeto thinke,) 
And breath'd ſuch life with kiſſes in my lips, 
That I reuiv'd and was an rour. * 
Ah me,how ſweet is loveir ſelte poſleſt, 
When bur loves ſhadowesare {0 rich in joy. 
Enter Romeo s men. 
Newes from Verona, how now Balthazar? 
Doſt thou not bring me Letters from the Frier? 
How doth my Lady?Is my Father well? 
How doth my Lady I«lier?rhat I aske againe, 
For nothing can be ill,if ſhe be well. 
Ma. Then ſhe is well,and nothiog can be ill. 
Her body ſleepes in {apels Monument, 
And ber 1eamorrall part wich Angels lives 
1 aw her laid low 1n her kindreds Vault, 
And preſently tooke Polte ro tell it you: 
O pardon me for bringing theſe ill newes, 
Since you did leave it tor my oifice Sir. 
Roms. | tevenio? "ay 
Then I deny you Starres. 


Thou knoweſt my lodging,get me inke and paper, 
And hure Poſt-Horſes,l will hence to night. 


Your lookes are pale and wilde,and do import 
Some miſadvencure. 
Rom. Tuſh,thou art deceiv'd, 

Leave me,and do the thing I bid thee doe: 
Haſt thou no Letrers ro me from the Fries? 

CMa. No,my good Lord. 

Exit Man, 

Kom. No matter:Get thee gone, | 
And hyrethoſe Horſes,}le be with thee ſtraight. 
Well /»fiet, I will lie with thee ro night; 
Lets ſee for meanes:O milchicte thou art ſwitr, 
Toenter in the thoughts of deſperate men: 
I doremember an Appothecary, 
And here abouts he dwels,which late I noted 
In tattred weeds, with overwhelming browes, 


Aa. I do beſeech youlir, have patience: b 


_— 


Doth hurry from the farall Canons wombe. 
ep. Such mortall drugs I have,but Mantwar law 

Isdeathto any he,that vtters them. | 

Roms. Artthou fobare andfull of wretchedneſle, 
And fear'(trodic? Famine is inthy checkes, 
Need and oppreſlion [tarveth in thy eyes, 

and beggery hang on thy backel! 

The world 1s notthy friend, nor the worlds law: 

The world affords no law tomake thee rich. 

Then be not poore,but breake it,and take this: 
Ap. My poverty,but not my will conſents, 
Rom. | pray thy peverty,and notthy will. 

ep. Put this in any liquid thing you will 

And drinke it off, and if you had the ſtrengrh 

Ofewenty amen,it would diſpatch you ſtraigat, 
Row. 1 here's thy Gold, 

Worſe poiſon to mens foules, 

Doing mcre murther in thisloathſome world, 

Then theſe poore compounds that thou mayeſt not (ell 

I fell thee poiſon,thou haſt ſold me none, 

Farewell, buy food,and get thy iclfe in fleſh, 

Come Cordiall,and not poiſon,go with me 

To lubet: grave,tor there mult 1 uſe thee. 


Emter Frier Toby to Freer Lawrence, 
Tohn, Holy Franciſcan Frier Brother,ho? 
Enter Frur Laweence, 

Law. This ſame ſhould be the voice of Fricr Jobn. 
Welcome trom Aſanina,w hat ſfayes Romeo? 
Or if mind be writ, give me his Letter, 

1, Going to find a barc-foote Brother our, 
One of our order to aſſociate me, 
Herein this City viſiting the ſick, . 
And finding him,the Searchersofthe Towne 
Suſpeting that we both were ina houſe 
Where the infectious peſtilence did raigne, 
| Seal'd up the doores,and would not let us torth, 
So that my ſpeed to Mantna there was ſtaid, 

Law. Who bare my Lerter then to Rowwes? 


E xewnts. 


I 03 | 

Becauſe Muſitians have no gold for ſounding: As I remember,this ſhould be che houſe, 
Then Muſicke with het ſilver ſound, with ſpeedy hel Being holy day,che beggers ſhop is ſhut. 
doth lend redrefſe. Exit. | What ho? Appothecary? 

Ms, \W hat a peſtilent knave is this ſame? Emer Appotbec ary. 

M.2. Hang him Iacke, come weele in here,tarry for App. Who call's ſo low'd? 
the Mourners,angtay dinner. Exit. | Rom, Come hither man, I ſee that thou art poore, 

_ 4M | Romeo. -y- I_ 1s forty Dukets, let me have 

ow, If I may flattering truth of ſleepe, Adram of poiſon,fuch ſoone ſpecdi , 

My dreames ſome joyfull newesat hand: As will diiperſc it ſcife eas yorry- —_ 
My boſomes Lord ſits lightly in his throne: That the life-weary-taker may faildead, 
Andall this winged vnaccuitom'd ſpirit, Andthat the Trunke may be diſcharg'd of breath, 
Lifts me above the ground with cheerefull thoughts. As violently,as haſty powder ficr'd 


Culling of Simples,meager were his lookes, Toh. I could not ſend it, here it is againe, 

Sharpe miſerie had worne him to the bones: .. | Norget ameſſenger to bring it thee, 

And in his needie ſhop a Tortoys hung, So fearefull were they of inteRion. 

An Allcgater ſtuft,and other skins Low. Ynhappy Fortune:by my Brotherhood 

hn _ —_—_— about = ſhelves, | —_— wasnut — —_—_- 

erly account of empty boxes, Of deare import,and the n ic 

Greene cartben = pr muſty ſcedes, | May do much danger: Frier labs eo hence, 
; Remrants of =u ,and old cakes of Roſes Get me an Iron Crow,and bring it ſtraight 

Were thinly ſcattered,ro make up a ſhew. Vnto my Cell. R | 

Noting this penury,to my ſelfe I ſaid, Teb. Brother Ile goand bring it thee. £Exs. 

Anifa man did nced a poiſon now, Law. Now mult ] to the Monument alone, 

Whoſe ſale is preſent death in Adantns, Within this three houres will faire [ler wake, 

Here livesa Cairiffe wretch would ſcll it him. Shee will beſhrew me much that Kowes 

Orhis ſame thought did but fore-run my necd, Hath had nonotice of theſe accidents: 

And this ſame needy man muſt ſell it me. But I will write againe to Aſancue, : 
Ga. And | 


- = — pO Sm 
_ DO — II — — — . 


I 
bu _—— 


4 


þ 


104 


T he Tragedy of Romeo and Iuhet. 


And keepe her at my Cell till Romeo come, 
Poore living Coarſe,cios'd ina dead mans Tombe, K 
Xit. 


Enter Paris and his Page, 


Par. Give me thy Torch Boy, hence and ſtandaloft, 
Yet put it out,for I would not be ſcene: 
Vnder yond young Trees lay thee al! alone, 
Holding thy care clofe tothe hollow ground, 
So ſhall no foot upon the Churchyard tread, 
Being looſe,unfirme with digging up of Graves, 
But thou ſhalt heare ir:whiſtle then to me, 
As ſignall that thou hearelt ſome thing approach, 
Give me thole flowers. Do as I bid thee,go. 
Pag. I amalmoſt afraid to ſtand along 
Here in the Churchyard,yet I will adventure. Exit. 
Pa.Sweet Flower with flowers thy Bridall b:d 1 ſtrew: 
O woe, thy Canopy is duſt and ſtones, 


W hich with ſwcer water nightly I will dewe, | 


Or wanting that,with teares diſt:lI'd by mones; 
The obſ, _ chat aa mo will _ 
Night] be.to ſtrew t ve,and WEeePc. 
gatly y grave, ib "_ 
The Boy gives Eng doth approach, 
What curſed foot wanders this way to night, 
Tocroſfſe my obſcquies,and true loves right? 
What witha Torch? Muffle me night a while. 


Enter Romes,and Peter. 


Rom. Give me that Mattocke,& the wrenching Iron, 
Hold rake this Letrer,carly inthe morning 
See thou deliver it to my Lord and Father, 
Give methelight:upon thy life I charge thee, 
W hat ere thou hear'ſt or {ceſt,ſtand ali aloofe, 
And do not interrupt me in my courſe. 
Why 1 deſcend intothis bed of death, 
Is partly to behold my Ladies face: 
But chiefly totake thence from her dead finger, 
A precious Ring:a Rogen I muſt uſe, 
In deare employment,therefore hence be gone: - 
But if thou jealous doſt returne to price 
In what 1 further ſhall intend to do, 
By heaven I will tearc thee joyntby joy.ut, = 
And ſ{trew this hungry Charchgncd with thy limbs: 
Thetime,and my inteits arc ſavage wilde; 
More fierce and more incxorable farre, 


| Then empty Tygers, or the roaring Sea- 


Pet 1 will be gone ſir,and not trouble you 
Po. So ſhalt thou ſhew me friend(hip: take thou that, 
Live and be proſperous,and farewell good fllow. 
Pet. For all this ſame, 1c hide me here about, 
His lookes I feare,and his intents I doubr. Exit, 
Rom. Thou deteſtable mawegthou wombe of death, 
Gorg'd with the deareſt morſell of the carth: 
Thus I enforce thy rotten Iawes to open, 
And indeſpight,Ile cram thee wich more food. 
Par. This is that baniſht haughty CMonntagae, 
That murdred my Loves Cozinzwith which gricte, 
It is ſuppoſedthe faire Creature dicd, 
And here is come to do ſome villanous ſhame 
To the dead bodies:1 will apprehend him. 
Stap thy unhallowed toyle,vile Mountagae: 
Can'vengeance be purſued further then death? 
Condemned villaine,I do apprehend thee. 
Obey and go with me,for thou mult die, 


| 


Rem, 1 muſt indeed and therfore came I hither: 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a deſperate man, 
Flic hence and leave me,thinke upon thoſe gone, 
Let them affright thee. I beſeech thee Youth, 

Put not an other ſin upon my head, 

By urging meto fury. O be gone, 

By heaven I love thee better then my ee, 

For I come hither arm'd againſt my ſclfc: 

Stay not, be gone,live,and hereafter ſay, 

A mad mans mercy bid thee run away. 

Par, I dodefie thy commileration, 

And apprehend thee for aFellon here. 
Ko, Wilt thou provoke me?Then haveat thee Boy 
Pet. O Lord they fight,l will go call the Watch, 
Pa. O | am laine,if thou be mercifull, 

Open the TombG&lay me with /uker. 

Rom. In faith I will,let me peruſe this face, 
CMerennins kiniman,Noble County Paris, 
What ſaid my man,when my betofſed ſoule 
Didnotatrend him as we rode?I thinke 
He told me Paris ſhould bave married /z{icr. 
Said henot ſo? Or did I dreame it ſo? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talke of /whet, 

To thinke it was ſo?O give mc thy hand, 

One,writ with me in ſowre misfortunes booke, 

Ile bury thee ji a triumphant grave. 

A Grave,O no,a Lanthorne;flaughtred Youth: 

For here lics /#/cet, and her beauty makes 

This Vauk a feaſting preſence full cf ught. 


- Death lie thou thereby a dead man inter'd. 


How oft when men are at the point of death, 
Have they beene merry? Which their Keepers call 
A lightning before death?2Oh how ma; I 

Call chisa lightningeO my Love,my W ite, 
Death chat hath ſuck the honey of thy breath, 


»Hath had no power yer upon thy Beauty: 
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Thou are net conquer'd:Beauties enſigne yer 
Is Crymſonin tby lips,and in thy checkes, 
And Draths palc flag is not advanced there. 
T ybalt,ly'ſt chou there in'thy bloudy ſheer? 
O what more favour can I dotothee, 

Then with that hand that cutthy youth in twaine, 
To ſunder his that was thy enemy? 

Forgive me Cozcn. Ah dearc wet: 

Why art thou yet ſo faire?! will belceve, 

Shall I beleeve,that unſubſtantiall death is amorous? 
And that the leane abhorred Monſter keepes 

Thee hcreindarke to be his Paramour? 

For fearc of that,I ſtill will ſtay with thee, 

And never from this Palace of dym night 

Depa:t againe:come lic thou in my armes, 

Heere's tothy health, where cre thou tumblcſt in. 
O truc Appothecary! 
Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifſe I die, 

art againe;bere, here will I remaine, 

With Wormes that arethy Chambermaides:O here 
Willl ſet up my ev ingreſt: 
And ſhake the yoke of i Icious ſtarres 

From this worlds weatied fleſh:Eyes looke yourlaſt: 
Armes take your laſt embrace: And lips,O you 
The doores of breath,ſeale with a righecous kiſſe 
A datelefle bargaine to ingroſling death: 

Come bitter condu,come unſavoury guide, 
Thou deſperate Pilot,yow at once run on 

The daſhing Rocks,thy Sea-ficke weary Barke: 
Heere's to my Love. O true Appothecary: 


— 


— 
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Thy drugs arequicke. Thus with a kifſe I die. 
Emer Frier with Lamborne,Crow and Spade, 
Fri. St. Francis be my ,how ofcro night 
Have my old feet ſtumbled at graves? Who's there? 
Marn.Her's one,a Friend,& one that knowes you well. 
Fri. Blifſe be upon you: Tell me good my Friend 
What Torch is yond that vainely lends his lighe 
Togrubs,and eyeleſſe Sculles? As diſcerne, 
It burneth in the (apes Monument. 
Man. It doth fo hely fir, 
And there's rmy Maiſter,one that you love. 
Frs. Who 1s 1t? 
Man. Romeo. 
Fri, How long hath be bin there? 
Man. Full halte an houre. 
Fri. Go with me to the Vault. 
Man, | dare not Sir. : 
My Maiſter knowes not but I am gone hence, 
And fearefully did menace me with death, 
If | did itay tolooke on his entents. 
Fri. Stay then Ile go alone, feares come upon me. 
O much [ feare ſome ill unluckie thing. 
Mar. As I did fleepe under this young tree here, 
[ dreamt my maiiter and another tought, 
And thatiny Maiſter ſlew him. 
Fri, Romeo. 
Alacke,alacke, what blood is this which ſtaines 
The ſtony entrance of this Sepalcher? 
What meane theſe Maiſterlefſe,and goary Swords 
Tolie diſcolour'd by this place of peace? 
Romeo,oh pale: w ho elſe? what Paris too? 
And ſteept in blood? Ah what an unkn'd houre 
1s guilty of this lamearable chance? 
| Hl. O comfortable Frier,where's my Lord? 
1 do remember well where 1 ſhould be: 
And there I am, where is my Romeo? 
Fri. 1 heare ſome noiſe Lady,come from that neſt 


Ofdeath,contagion,and unmaturall ſleepe, 


A greater power then we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our entents,come, come away, 
| Thy husband in thy boſome there lies cad; 
| And Paris too:come Ile diſpole of thee, 
| Among a Siſterhood of holy Nunnes: 
| Stzy not to queſtion, for the watch is commung, 
| Come,go good Inhzer, T dareno longer ſtay. 
Ini Go getthee hence, for I will not away, 
' What's her? A cap clos'd in my tru2 loves hand? 

Porſon I ſee hath bin his timeleſle end 
| Ochurle,drinke all?and jeft no friendly drop, 
| To hipe mc after,l will kiſle thy lips, 
' Happly ſome poiſon yet doth hang on them, 

To make me he with a reſtorative. 
' Thy lips are warme- 
| Enter Boy and Watch, 

Wa'ch, Lead Boy, which way? 
Int. Yeanoiſe? 

| Then ile be briefe. O happy Dagger. 
' Tis inthy ſheath,there ruſt and let me dic Xils herſelfe, 
| Boy. Thisis the place, 
| There wherethe Torch doth burne 
; Watch.The ground is bloody, 
| Search aboutthe Churchyard. 
' Go ſome of you, whoere you find attach. 
| Pirtifull ght, here hes the County faine, 
| And Isbier bleeding,warme andnewly dead 


— 


Ex. 


Lo ET 


| 


Who here hath laine theſe two dayes buried. 
Go tell the Prince,runnc to the Capelers, 
Ruſc upthe Monntagnes,ſume others ſcarch, 
We ſee the ground whe.:con theſe woes do lies 
But the true ground of al. theſe pireous wors, 
We cannot without circumſtance deſcry. 
Enter Romeo”; man. 

Wat, Here's Rome's man, 
We found him in th: Churchyard. 

Con, Hold him in ſafety,til! the Prince comes hither) 

Enter Frurx and another Watchman. 


3-Wart.Here is a Friec that trembles, ſighes,and weepes 


We tooke this Matcocke and this Spade from him, 
As he was comming from this Church-yard fide. 
Con. A great (uſpition,ſtay the Frier too. 
Emer the Prince. 
Prin. What miſadventare islo carely up, 
That calls our perſon from our mornings reſt? 


(4p. What ſhould it be that they ſo ſhrike abroad? 

Wye. O the people in the ſtreete cris Roweo, 
Some [=liet,and ſome Paris, and all runne 
With open out cry toward our Monument. 

Pri. W hat feare is this which ſtartles in your cares? 

Wat. Soveraigne, here lies rne Countie Paris laine, 
And Romeo deai!,and Iniiet dead before, 
Warmeand new kil'd. | 

Pri. Search, 
Seeke,and know bow, this foule murder comes. 
7 Here is a Frier,and Slaughter'd Romeos ma n, 

ith Inſtruments tiicra fitto 
Theſe dead mens Tombs "Y 

{p. O heaven! 
O wite looke how our Daughter bleedes! 
This Dagger hath miſtaine,for loe his houſe 
Is empty on the backe of i Mountagne, 
And is mil.cathed in my Daughters boſome. 

wife, O me,this light of death,is as a Bell 
That wernes my old age to a Sepalcher. 

Emer CMormogue 

Prs, Come Montague, tor thou art early up 
To ce thy Sonneand Heire,now early downe, 

Monur. Alas myliege,my wife is dead ronight, 
Gricte of my Sonnes exile hath ſtopt ber breath: 
W hat further woe conſpires againlt my age? 

Prz. Looke:and thou ſhalt fee 

CMeow. O thou untaught,what manners in is this, 


| To prefle before thy Father toa grave? 


Pri. Seale up the mouth of outrage for a while, 
Tillwe can cleare theſe ambiguities, 
And know their ſpring,thcir head, their true deſcent, 
And then will I begenerall of your woes, 
And lead you evento death?meane time forbeare, 
And let miſchance be ſlave to patience, 
Bring forth the parties of ſufpition, 
Fri. 1 am the greateſt,ableto doe lca(t, 
Yet molt ſuſpected as the time and place 
Doth make againſt me of this diretull murthers 
And heere I both to impeach and purge 
My elfe condemned,and ay ſcl*eexcus'd. 
Pri. Then lay at once,whar thou doſt know in this? 
Fri, I will be briefe, for my ſhortdate of breath 
Is not ſo long as is a tedious tale. 
Row0 there dead, was husband to that Iwliee, 
And the there dead,that's Pewees Faithfull wife: 


_ 
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| The Trazedy of Romeo and l uliet. 


[ married them;and their ſtolne marriage day 


| Was Tajbales Doomeſday:whoſe untimely death | 
| Baniſh'd the new-made Bridegreome fromthis City: 
| For whom(and nor for T: Malt) 


Inher pinde. 

You, to remove that ſiege of Griefe from her, 

Betro: h'd,and would have married ber perforce 

To Countic Paris, Fhencomesſhe to me, 

And(with wilde lookes)bid me deviſe ſome meanes 

To rid her from this ſecond Marriage, 

Or in my Cell there would ſhe kill her ſclfe. 
Then gave I her(fſo Turer'd by my Art) 

Aſlceping Potion, which ſo tooke effect 

AsI intended,for it wrought on her 

The forme of death. Meane time,1 writ to Romes, 

That he ſhould hither come,as this dyre night, 

To helpetotake her from her borruwed grave, 

Being the time the Potions force ſhould ceaſe. 

But he which bore my Letter,Frier /obn, 

Wes ſtay'd by accident;and yeſternight 

Rerurn'd my Letter backe. Then all alone, 

At the prefixed houre of her waking, 

Came I to take her from her Kindreds vault, 

Meaning to keepe her cloſely at my Cell, 

Till I conveniently could ſend to Romeo, 

But when 1 came(ſome Minute ere the time 

Ot her a waking)heere untimely lay 

The Noble Farisand true Romeo dead. 

Shee wakes, and I Intreated her come foorth, 

And bcare this worke of Heaven,with patience: 


| But then, anoiſedid ſcarre me from the Tombe, 


And ſhe(too deſperate)would not go with me, 
But(as it ſeemes )did violenceon her ſelfe. 
Allthis I know,andto the Marriage her Nurſe, is privy: 
And if ought in this miſcarried by my fault, 
Let my old life be ſacrific'd,ſome houre beforethe time, 
Vnto the rigour of ſevereſt Law, 
Prin. We {till have knowne thee for a Holy man. 
W here's Remeo's man?What can he ſay to this? 
Boy, Ibrought my Maiſter newes of /a/iers death, 


ey? 


And then in poſte he came from Manns 
Tothis fame place ,to this fanfEMonument. 
This Letter hecarly bid me give his Father, 
And threarned me with death,going in the Vault, 
If I departed not,and left him there. 
Prin. Give methe Letter,I will looke on it. 
Where 1s the Counties Page that rais'd the Watch? 
Sirra,what made your Mailter in this place? 
Pag.He came with flowres to ſtrew his Ladies grave, 


| And tid me ſtandaloofe,and ſo 1 did: 


Anvn comes one with light to opothe Tombe, 
And by and by my Mailterdrew on him, 
And then I ran away to call the Watch, 
Prim», This Letter doth make good the Friers words, 
Their courſe of Love,the tydings of her death: 
Ard heere he writes,that he did buy a poyſon 
Of a poore Pothecary,and therewithall 
Came to this Vaulttodye, and lye with Iuher, 
Where be theſe Enemies? Capmlet Mountagwe, 
Sec whata ſcourge is laide upon your hate, 
That Heaven finds meanes to kill your joyes with Love; 
And I, for winkingat your diſcords too, 
Have lcſt a brace of Kinſamen: All are puniſh'd, 
Cop. O Brother Aonuntagme,give methy hand, 
This ismy Daughters joynture, for no more 
CanI demand, 
AMonn, But I can givethee more: 
ForlI will raiſe her Statue in pureGold, 
That whiles Yerone by that name is knowne, 
There ſhall no figure at that Rate be ſer, 
Asthat of True and Faithfull [»/et, 
Cap. As rich ſhall Reweo by his Lady lic, 
Poore ſacrifices of our enmity, 
Prin, Aglooming peace this morning with it brings, 
The Sunne for ſorrow will not ſhew his head; 
Go hence,to have more talke of theſe (ad things, 
Some ſhall be pardon'd,aud ſome puniſhed, 
Fornever was a Story of more W oc 


Then this of «ter, and her Romeo. E xennt ones, 
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Emer Poet, P ainter, [eweller, Merchant and Mercer, One might interpret. ; 
at ſeveral! doores. Pas, It 13a pretty mocking of the life: 
Heeic isatouch:1s't good? 
Poet. | Poe. 1 will fay of it, 
It Tutors Nature, Artificiall ftrite 
| Oodday Sit. Lives in theſe touches, livelier then lite» 
Pain. l am glad y are well. 
Peer. | have not {eene you long, how goes E mter certaine Senators. 
the World? 
Par, it weareslir,as it growes. Pai. How this Lord is followed. | 
Poet. | that's well knowne: Poe. The Senators of Athens, happy men, 
But what particular Rarity? W hat ſtrange, Pain. Looke moe. 
Which manifold record not matches:icc Po, You fee this confluece this great flood of yiſitors, 
Magicke of Bounty, all theſe ſpiritsthy power I have in this rough worke ſhap'd ourta man | 
| Hath con jur'd ro attend. Whomthus bencath worlddoch embrace and hugge | 
| I know the Merchant. With ampkſt entertainement:My free drift 
Pai.I know them both: th'others a Ieweller. Halrs nor particulariy,burmoves it {eife 
Mer. Otis a worthy Lord. Ina wide Seaof wax,no leve!l'd malice 
lew, Nay thar's moſt fixt. Infets one commain the courſe 1 hold, 
| Mer. Amoſt incomparable man , breath'd as it were, | Bur flics an Eagle flight,bold,and forth on, 
| Toanuntyrable and continuate goodneſle ; Leaving no Tract behinde. 
| He paſſes. Par. How ſhall I underſtand you? 
| Jer. have alewell heere, ; Pee. I will unboult to you, 
| UMer.O pray let's (ee'r. For the Lord Timon,(ir? You {ce how all Conditions, how al Mindes, 
| Jew. [f he will touch the eſtimare, but for that——— | As well of glib and ſlipp'ry Creatures,as 


| Poe. When we for recompence have prais'd the vild, | Of Grave andauſtere quality,tender downe * 

It Raines the glory in that happy Verſe, Their ſervicesto Lord T-mon: his large Fortune, 

| Which aptly {ings the good, Vpon his goud and gracious Nature hanging, 

| Mer.Tisa good forme. | Subcues and properties to his love and rendance 

| Jew. Andrich:hcere is a Water looke ye. NT All ſorts of hearts;yea, from the glaſſe-fac'd Flarterer 

| Pai. Youare rapt ir ,in ſome worke, ſome Dedication | To «pemantsr,that few things loves better 

tothe great Lord. . Then to abhorre himſelfe, ven hee drops downe | 

| Poe. Athing ſlipt idly from me. The knee defore him, and returnes in peace 

| Our Poeſic is asa Gowne, which uſes Moſt rich in Timons nod. 

| From whence tis nouriſht:the fire 1th'Flint Pai. | ſawthem ſpeake together. 

| Shewes not, till it be ſtrocke:our gentle flame Poe. Sir, I have upon a high and pleaſant hill 

| Provokes it ſclfe,and like the curran flyes Feign'd Fortune tobe thron'd. 

{ Eachbound it chafes. W hat have you there? The Baſe o'th'Moant 

| Pas. APiqure fir:when comes your Booke forth? Is rank'd with all deſerts,all kinde of Natures 

; Poe, Vpon the heeles of my preſentment fir. That labour on the boſcme of this Sphere, | 

Let's ſee your peece. . To propagnte their ſtares; ern thee! all, | 

; Pa, Tisa good Pecce. | Whote eyes are on this Soveraigne Lady fixt, | 

| Poe. So tis,this comes off well,and excellent. One do I perſonate of Lord Timmons frame, 

| Pain, Tndifferents o Whom Fortune with her Ivory hand waftsto her, 

' Pee. Admirable: How this grace | ' W hoſe preſent grace,topreſent Nlaves wnd ſervants | 

; Speakes his ovine ſtanding: what a mentall power * - Tranflates his Rivals. | 
This eye ſhootes forth?How bigge imagination Pas. Tis conceiv*d,to ſcope A 

| Moves in this Lip;to thidumbneſſe of the geſture, This Throne,this Fortune,and this Hill me thinkes © | 
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Timon of «Athens. 


With one man becken'd trom the reſt below, 
Bowing his head againit the ſteepy Mount 

To climbe his happineſſe, would be well expreſt 
In our Condition. 

Poe. Nay Sir,but heaxre we on: 

Alltboſe which were his Felluwes but of late, 
Some better then his valew;on the moment 
Follow his ſtrides, his Lobbies fill with tendance, 
Raine S3crificiall whiſperings in his care, 

Make Sacredeven his Ryrrop,and through him 
Drink the free Ayre. 

Pai. I marry,what of theſe? 

Foe. When fortune in her ſhift and change of mood 
Spurnesdowne her late beloved;all his Dependants 
W bich labour'd after him to the Mountaines top, 
Even ontheir knees and hands,let him fit downe, 
Not one accumpanying his declining foot. 

Pa. Tis common: £ 
A thouſand morall Paintings I can ſhew, 

That ſhall demonſtrate theſe quicke blowes of Fortune 
More pregnantly then words. Yet you do well, 

To ſhew Lord Timor,that meanc eyes have ſcene 

The foot above the head 


Trumpets ſound. 
Enter Lord T imon,addre/ring bimſelfe curteonſly 
ro every Suuor. 


Tim. TImpriſon'd is he,ſay you? 
Meſ. I my good Lord, five Talents is hisdebt, 


His mcanes molt ſhort, his Creditors moſt ſtraite: - 


Ycur Honourable Letter he deſires 
Tothoſe have ſhut him up,which faling to him, 
Periods his comfort. 

Tiw, Noble Ventidans well: 
Iam not of that Fcather,to ſhake off 
My Friend when he mult neede me. I do know him 
A Gentleman,that well deſerves a helpe, 
Which be ſha!l bhave.lle pay ihe debt,and free him. 

Meſ. Y our Lor(hip ever bindes him. 

Tas:. Commend mc to him,l will ſend his ranſome, 
And being enfranchized bid him cometome; 
Tis notenoveh to helpe the teeble up, 
But to ſupport him after. Fare you well, 

Meſ., Ail happinellc to your Honor. Exit. 

Enter an old Athenian, 

Oldm. Lord Timen,tcare meſpeake. 
Tim, Freely good Father. | 
O14. Thou hait a Servantnam'd Laciline. 
Ti. I have ſo:What of him? 
Od. Moſt Noble Timon,call the man before thee. 
Tim, Attends he hecre,or ne? Lucelias, 
Le. Heere at your Lord(hips ſervice. 
O1d. This Fellow heere,L. Twmen, thisthy Creature, 
By night frequents my houſe. Iam a man 
That ow my firſthave beene inclin'd rothrift, 
And my eſtate deſcrves an Heyre more rais'd, 
Then one which holds a Trencher. 

Tim. Well:what further? : 

O14. One onely Daughter have I,no Kin clſe, 
On whom I may conferre what I have got: 
The Maid is faire,a'th'youngelt for a Bride, 


| And I have bred her at my deereſt coſt | 


In Qualities of the beſt, This man of thine 
Attempts her love:I prythee(Noble Lord) , 


| W hatlevities in youth. 


| 


loyne with me to forbid him her refort, 
My ſelfe have ſpoke invaine« 

Tim. The man is honeſt, | 
Ola. Therefore he will be Timer, | 
His honeſty rewards him in it ſelfe, 

It muſt not beare my Daughter. 

Tm. Does ſhe love hum? 

O44. Shc 1s young andapr: 

Our owne precedent paſhons do inftruQ us 


Tim, Love youthe Maid? 
Luc. | my good Lord,and ſhe accepts of it. 
Old. 'f in her Marriage my conſent be miſſing, 
I call the Gods to witneſle,l will choſe 
Mine heyre from forth the Beggers of the warld, 
Anddiſpoſleſle her all. 
Tim. How ſhall ſhe be endowed, 
If ſhe be mated withan «quail Husband? 
Old Three Talents on the preſent; in futureall. 
Tu. This Gentleman of mine 
Hath ſcrv'd me long: 
Tobuild his  ortune, I will ſtraine a little, 
For tisa Bond in men. Give him thy Daughter, 
Whar you beſtow,in him Ilecounterpoize, 
And make him weigh with her. 
Old. Moſt Noble Lord, 
Pawne me tothis your Honourgſhe is his, 
Twn. My hand to thee, 
Mine Honour on my promiſe. 
Luc. Humvly I thanke your I ordſhip,never may 
That ſtate or Fortune fall into my keeping, 
W hich 1s not owed toyou. 
Poe. Vouchiafe my Labour. 
And long live your Lordſhip. 
Tim, |thanke you,you ſhall beare from me anon: 
Go not away. W hat have you there,my Fricnd? 
Pai. Apcece of Painting, which I do beſeech 
Your Lordſhip toaccept. 
Tim, Painting is welcome. 
The Painting is almoſt the Natur all man; 
For ſince D:ithonor Trailickes with mans Nature, 
He is but out-fide:The Penfil'd Figures are 
Even ſuch asthey give out, I like your worke, 
And you ſhail tinde I like ir; Waite attendance 
Till you heare further me, 
Pai. The Gods preſerve ye. 
Tim, Well fare you Gentleman:give me your hand: 
We mult needs dine rogether:(ir your Icwell 
Hath ſuffered under praiſe, 
Jew. \W hat my Lord,diſpraiſc? 
T im, A meere ſaciety of Commendations, 
If I ſhould pay you for'tas tis cxtoid, 
It would unclew me quite. 
lew. My Lord,tisrated 
As thoſe which {cll would give:but you well know, 
Things of like valew differing in the Owners, 
Are prized by their Maiſters. Beleev't deere Lord, 
You mend the Iewell by the wearingit. 
— — "a Enter . 
Mer.No my good Lord, he ſpeakesthe common toong 
Which all men ſpeake with him. | 
T wn. Looke who comes heere, will you be chid? | 
lew. Wce'l I beare with your Lordſhip. 
"Mer. Hce'l ſpare none, 
Tir. Good morrow tothec, 


Gentle Apermantns. 
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Ape- Till I be gentle, ſtay thou for thy good morrow. 
Whenthou art T «won; dogge, and theſe Knaves honeſt. 
Tim. Why doſt thou call them Knaves , thou knowſt 
them not e 
Ape. Arc they not Athenians ? 
Tum. Yes. 
Ape. Then I repent not. 
lew. You kiow me, Apemantus ? | 
Apes Thou knowlt I doe, I call'd thee by thy! name: 
7m. Thouartproud Apemantua ? 
Ape. Ot nothing ſomuch,as that I am not like Timon. 
Tiw, Whetherart going ? . 
Ape. To knocke outan honeſt Athenians braines, 
Tim, That's a decdthou't dye for. 
eſpe. Right, if doing nothing be death by th'Law., 
Tim, How lik'{t thouthis picture Apenantres ? 
Ape. The belt, for the innocence. 
Tww. Wrought he not well that paintedit: 

eApe. He wrought better that made the Painter, and 
yet he's but a filthy peeceof worke. 

Pan. Y area Dogge- ; 

Ape. Thy Mothers of my generation : whats ſhe, if I 
be a Dogge ? 

Tim. Wilt dine with me Apemantu ? 

Ape. No : Icatenor Lords. "8 

Tun. And thou ſhouldſt, thoud'ſt anger Ladics. 

Ape. O they exce Lords; 

So they come by great bellies. | 
Tim. That'sa laſcivious apprehenſion. 
Ape. So. thou apprehendit it. 

Take it for thy labour. ; 

Tim. How dolt thou like thislewell, Apementus, 

Ape. Notſo well as plain-dealing, which will notcaſt 
a mana Dot, 2 

Tim. What doſt thouthinke tis worth? 

Ape. Not worth my thinking. 

How now Poet ? 

Peet. How now Philoſopher ? 

Ape. Thoulyelt. & 

Poet. Artnor one? 

Ape. Yes. 

Poet. Thenl lyenor. 

«Fe, Art nota Poct ? 

Poet. Yes. 

Ape. Then thou lyeſt : 
Looke in thy laſt worke, where thou haſt teign'd him a 
worthy Fellow- 

Poet. That's notfeign'd, he is fo. 

Ape. Yes he is worthy of thee,and to pay thee for thy 
labour. He that loves to be flattered, is worthy o'th flat- 
tcrer. Heavens, that I were a Lord, 

Tim. What wouldſt doc then eApemantrs ? 

Ape. E'neas Apementz« does now, batea Lord with 

my heart. 

Tim, What thy ſelte ? 

Ape, 1. 

Tim, Wherefore? 

Ape. That Ihad noangry wit to be a Lord. 

Are not thou a Merchant ? 

Mer, 1 . 

Ape, Tier anne IP thee, it the gods will not; 

Mer. It Trailicke doe it, the gods doe it, | 

Ape. Traifickes thy god,and thy god confound thee, 

Trumpet ſounds. Enter a Meſſenger. 
Tim, What T cts that ? 
Aſeſ. Tis Alcibiades, and fome twenty horſe 


l 


All of Companionſhip. 
| Tim. Pray entertaine them, give them guideto us, 
You mult necds dine with me : goe not you hence 
Till I have thanke you ; and when dinners done 
Shew me this peece, I am joyfull of your ſighs, 
Emter eAlcibiaderwith the ret, 
Moſt welcome Sir. ; 

Ape. So, ſo; their Aches contra , and ſterue your 
ſupple joynts : that there ſhould be ſmall love amongelt | 
theſe ſweet Knaves, andail this Curtcfie. The ſtraine of 
mans bred out into Baboon and Monkey. 

Alci. Sir, you have fay'd my longing, and I feed 
Molt bungerly on your fight. 

Tim, Right welcome Sir. 


Doubled with thankes and ſervice, from whoſe helpe 


Ere we depart, we'll ſhare a bountcous time 
In difterent picaſures. 
Pray you lct us in * 
POFFITD Enter two Lords. 
I - What time a day is't eApemantcs. 
eApe. Time to be ha 
I Thattime ſerves ſill. 
«Ape. The molt accurſed thou that till omirſt it. 
2 Thouart going to Lord 7imons Feaſt, 
Ape. 1, to ſee meate fill Knaves, and Wine heat fooles, 
2 Farthee well, farthee well. 
Ape. T hou art a Foole to bid me farewell twice. 
2 Why Apemantia ? 
Ape. Should(t have kept one tothy lelfe, for I meane 
togivetheenone. 
1 Hang thy ſclfe. 
Ape. No I willdoe nothing at thy bidding ; 
Make thy requeſts tothy Fricad. 
2 Away unpeaccable Dogge, 
Or lle ſpurne thee hence. 
Ape. 1 will flyelike a dogge, the heeles ath' Ale, 
1 He's oppolite tro humanity, 
Come ſhall wein, 
And ta(te Lord 7 zmons bounty : he out goes 
The very beart of kindneſle, 
2 He powres it out: Plrtw the god of gold 
Is but his Steward ; no meede but he repayes 
Seven-fold above ir ſelfe : No guift to him, 
But breeds the giver areturne : exceeding 
All ute of quitrance. | 
1 The Nobleſt minde he carrics. 
Tlat ever govern'd man. 
2 Long may he live in Fortunes. Shall we in ? 
Ile keepe you Company. Exeaunt, 


Hoboyes P laying lowd Mujichs. 


A great Banquet (# w'd in : and then, Enter Lord Timon,the 
States, the Athenian Lords, Uentigins which Timon re- 
deemd from priſon. Then comes dropping after all Ape- 
mantrs diſcomentedly like hunſetfe, 


Ventig. Moſt honoured Timen, 
It hath pleas'd the gods to remember my fathers age, 


And call him to lon 7 

He is gone happy, S has left me rich : 

Then, as in gratcfull Vertue Iambound 
Toyour free heart, I doe returnethoſe Talents 


E xennt. 


———. 


—_ 


[ deriu'd liberty, | 
Tim O by no 
Honeſt Yentigizs : you miſtake my love, | 
k k I ol 
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| Timon of Athens. 


QCrrr—_ 


I gave it freely ever, and there's none 

Can truely {Xy he gives, if he receives : 

If our betters play at that game, we muſt not dare 
To imitate them . fauits that are rich are fair. 

Ume. A Noble ſpirit. 

Twim.Nay my Lords, Ceremony was but devis'd at firſt 
To feta gloſſc on faint deeds, bollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodneſle, ſorry ere tis ſhowne : 

But where there is true friendſhip, there needs none. 
Pray fit, more welcome are ye to my Fortunes, 

Then my Fortunes to me. 

- I Lord. My Lord, we alwayes have coufcſt it, 

Ape. Ho ho, conteſt it ? hang'd it? have you not ? 

Tim. O Apermant's, you are welcome. 

eApe. No : you ſhall not make me welcome. 

I cometo have thce thruſt me out of doores. 


Tim. Fyc,th'arta churle, ye have got a humour there | 


Does not become a man, tis much too blame x 
They ſay my Lords, /rafwror brenu eft, 

But yond man 15 very angry. 

Goe, let him have 2 Table by himſelfe : 

For he does neither affect company, 

Nor is hc fit for't indeed. 

Ape.Let me ſtay at thine apperill 75mos, 

I come to oblerve,I give thee warning on't. 

Tim. I take no heede of thee; Thiart an Athenjev, 
therefore welcome: I my ſelfe would have no power, 
prethee let my meate make thee ſilent. 

Aper. I icorne thy meate, twould choake me : for I 
ſhou'd nere flatter thee. Oh you Gods | Whata number 


| of men cates Timon, and he ſeesem not ? It grieves me 


to ſeeſo many dip there meate in one mans blood, and 
all the madneſle is, he cheeres them up too. 

I wonder men dare truſt thcmſclves with men. 

Me thinkes they ſhould invite them without knives, 
Good for their mcate, and ſafer for their lives. 

Theres mach example for't, the fellow that ſits next him 
now parts bread with him, pledges the breath of him in 
a divided draught : is the readieſt man to kill him. Tas 
beene proved, it I were a huge man I ſhould feare to 
drinke at meales, leaſt they ſhould ſpye my wind-pipes 
dangerous noatcs,great men ſhould drinke with harneſſe 
on their throats. 

Tim. My Lordin heart : and letthe health goe round. 

2 Lord. Let it Jow this way my good Lord. 

Aper. Ylow this way ? A brave fellow. He keepes his 
tides well, thole hcalths will make thee and thy Rate 
looke 111, T 1907. 

Heres: that which is too weake to be a ſinner, 
Honeſt water, which nere left man i'th'mird : 
Thisand my food arc equall, theresno ods, 

Feaſts are to proud to give thankes to the gods. 


Apermanttas Grace, 
Immortall gods, I crave no pelfe, 
I pray for no man but my ſelfe, 
Grant | may never prove ſo fond, 
To truit man on his Oath or Bond, 
Or a Hayl\ot for hey weeping. 
Or a Dogge that {ceme: aſleeping, 
Or a keeper with my frecdeme, 
Or my friends if I ſbould need ens. 
. Amen. Sofalltoo't : 
Richmen ſin, and I gat root. 
Much good dich thy good heart, Apermantas. 
Tim. Captaine, 


.xpreſle ſome part of ovr zeales, we ſhould thinks vur 


— — — 


| Whata {weepe 


— 


Alcibiades, your hearts inthe field now. 
eAlci. My heart is ever at your ſervice, my Lord. 
Tim, You had rather beat a breakefaſt of Encmies, 
then a dinner of Friends. | 
Ales. So they were bleeding new my Lord, theres no | 


meat like etn, I could wiſh my friend at ſuch a Feaſt, 
Aper, Would all thoſe flatterers were thine Encmies 

then, that theo thou mightſt kijl cm : and bid me tocm, 
1 Lord. Might we but havethat happinceſle wy Lord, 

that you would once uſe our hearts, whereby we might 


lclves for ever pertect, 

Tim. Oh no doubt my gocd Frierds, butthe gods 
themiclves have provided thatl ſhall have much hc!pc 
from you : how bad you beene my Fricnds elſe. Why 
have you that charitable titic fre m thouſands ? Did rot 
you chictcly belongto my heart? 1 have told more of 
you to my ſelte, then you can with modeſty ſpeake in 
your owne behaife. And thus farre I confirme you, Oh 
you gods (thinke 1 ) what need we bave any Fricnds ; it | 
we ſhould nerc have necde of em ? They were the ac! 
necdiefle Creatures livirg ; ſhould we nere bave uſe tor 
em? And would molt reſcmble tweet Inſtruments 
hung up in Cates, that kecpe their ſounds to themſelves. 
W hy I have often wiſht my ſclte poorer, that 1 might 
come neerer toyou : we are bornetoace benefits. And 
what better or properer can we call our owne, then the 
riches of ow: Friends ? Oh what a pretious ccmfort tis 
to have ſo meny like Brothers commanding one anothers 
Fortunes, Oh joy es, © ne made away cr't can be borne, 
mine eyes cannot hold out watter me thinkes to forget 
their faults. 1 drinke to you, 

eFper. Thou weep'lt to made them drinke Timon, 

2 Lord. loy had the like conception in our eyes, 
Andat tFat inſtant, like a babe ſprung up. 

Aper. Ho, ho : 1 laugh to thinke that babe a baſtard, 

3 Lord, | promiſe you my Lord you mov'd me much, 

eAper. Much. | 


Sound T ucket. Enter the Maker i of Amazons with 
Lmtes in their hands, dancing and playing. 


Tim. \W hat meanes that Trumpe ? How now ? 


Enter Servant. 
Ser. Pleaſe you my Lord, there are certaine Ladics 
Moſt deſfirovs of admittance. 
Twn. Ladics ? what are thcir wills? 
Ser. There comes with them a ſore-runner my Loud, | 
which beares that office, toſignihie their pleaſures, 
Tun. I pray letthem be admitted. 


Enter Cupid with the Make of Ladies. | 


Cap. Haile to thee worthy Timer and to all that © | 
bis Bauntiestalte : the five beſt Sences acknowledge thee | 
their Patron, and come freely togratulate thy plenteous 
boſome. 

There taſte, touch all, pleaſ"d from thy Table riſe : 
They onely now come but to Feaſt thine eyes. 

Timo. Their welcome all, let cm have kind admit- 
tance. Muſicke make their welcome. 

Lac. You ſee my Lord, how ample yearc belov'd- 

Aper, Hoyday, 
of vanity comes this way 
They daunce ? They are madwomen. "_ 


— 


Timon of eAthens. 


a. _ A Fs 


Py 


As this ſhewes to a little oyle and roote. 
We make our ſelves fooles, rodiſport our ſelves, 
And ſpend our Flatteries, to drinke thoſe men, | 
Vpon whoſe Age we voyde it upagen 

With poyſonous Spight and Envy. 

\holivecs, that'snot depraved, ordepraves; 
Who dyes, that beares not one ſpurne to their graves 
Of their friends gift : 

I ſhould feare, thoſc-that dance before me now, 
Would one day ftampe upon me : Tas beene done, 
Men ſhut their dvores againſt a fetting Sunne. 


The Lords riſe from Table, with much adoring of Timon, and 
ro ſhew therr lots, each fingle out an «Amazon and all 
Dance, men with women, a lefty itraine oy rwo to the 
Hobojes, and ceaſe. 


Tim. You have doneour pleaſures 
Much grace( faire Ladies) 
Sets a taire faſhionon our entertainment, 
W hich was not halſe ſo beautifull, and kind : 
You have added worth untoo'c, and lively luſter, 
And entertain'd me with mine owne device. 
I am tothanke you for't* 
1 Lord. My Lord you take us evenat the beſt. 
Ape. Faith for the worlt is filchy,and would not hold 
taking, I doubt me. 
Tm, Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you. 
Pleaſe you to diſpoſe your ſelves. 
All L«. Moſt thankfully, my Lord. 
Tim, Flanin, 
Fla. My Lord. . 
Tim. Thelittle Casket, bring me hither. 
Fla. Yes, my Lord. More Iewels yet ? 
There is no croſſing bim in's humour, 
Elſe I hould tell him well, ifaith I ſhould ; 
When alls ſpent, he'ld be crolt then, and he could ; 
Tis pitty Bounty had noteyesbehind, + 
That man might ne're be wretched for his mind, 
1 Lord. Where be our men ? 
Ser, Heere my Lord in readineſle, 
2 Lord, Our Larkes 
Tim. O my Friends ; 


Exenn. 


I muſt intreat you honour me ſomuch. ; 
As to advance this Iewell, accept, and weare it, 
Kind my Lord. | 

1 Lord. lam ſofarrealready in your guifts- 

All. So are weall. , 

Emer a Servant. 
Ser, My Lord, there are certaine Nobles of the Senate 

newly alighted, and come to vilit you. 

Tim. T hey are fairely welcome, 

Emer Flavins. 

Fla, 1 beſeech-your Honor, vourhſafe me a word, it 
does concerne you neere. 

Tim. Neere? why then another time Ilc heare thee. 
I prethee let's be provided toſhew them entertainment, | 

Fla. 1\carſe know how, 

Enter another Servant, 

Ser. May it pleaſe your honor, Lord Lacie 
(Our of his free love) hath preſented toyou 
Foure Milke-:x hite Horſes, trapt in Silver. ; 

Tm, 1 ſhall accept them fairely : let the Preſents 


I 


be worthily entertain'd, | 


* ————. 


Like Madneſle is the gloty of this life, | 


| 
1 have one word toſay to you - Looke you,my goodL. | 


—_——_ 


— 


Enter a third StvO ant. _ 
How now ? W har nevwes ? o 

3 fer. Picale you my Lord, that honourable Genfle- 
man Lord Lacubws, entreats your company to motrow,. 
to hunt with him, and ha's lent your Hononr wor brace 
of Grey-hounds. 

Tww. Ile hunt with him. > eb 
And let them be received, not without faice Reward. 

Ms, What willthis come to? 

He commands us to provide, and give great guitrs, and 
all outof an<mpty Coffer : | | | 
Nor will he know his purſe, or yeeld me this, 

Io ſhew him what a Begger his heart is, 

Being of no power to make his wiſhes good, 

His promiſes flye ſo beyond his ſtare, 

Thar what he ſpeakes is all indebe, owes forev*ry word: 
He is fo kind, that he now payes intereſd for't ; 

His Lands put totheir Bookes. Well, would I were 
Gently put out of Ottice, ere I were fotc'd: 
Happier is he that has no friend to feede, 
Then ſuch that doe e&'ne Enemies exccede- 

I bleed inwardly for my Lord. 

Tim. You doe your felves much wrong, 
You bate too much of your owne merits. 
Heere my Lord, a trifle of our Love. 

2 Lord. With more then common thankes 
I willreceive it, 

3 Lord. O has the very ſoule of Bounty. 

Twm. And now I remember my Lord, you gave good 
words the other day of a Bay Courſer Frod on. Tis yours 
becauſe youlik'd it. 

I Z. Oh, I beſcech you pardon me, my Lord, inthat. 

Twn, You maytake my word my Lord: I know no 
man can juſtly praiſe, but what he does affet. I weigh 
my friends affetion with mine owne ? Ile tell you true, 
Iecallto you. 

All Lor. O nont ſo welcome. 

Tm. Itakc all, and your ſeverall vifitations 
So _ to heart, tis not enough to give: 

Me thinkes, I could deale Kingdomes to my friends, 
And nere be weary. Alcibiades, ; 
Thou arta Souldier, therefore fildome rich, 
It comes in Charity tothee ; for all thylivi 
Is mong'(t the dead : and all the Lands thou haſt 
Lye ina pitcht field. 
eAtcs. I defic Lind, my Lord. 
1 Lord. Weare (0 vertuouſly bound. 
Tim, Andſoam Itoyou, 
2 Lord. So infinitely endeer'd, 

Twm. All to you. Lights, more Lights, more Light. 

I Lord. The beſt of Happines, Honor, and Fortunes 
Keepe with you Lord Timon. 
Tim. Ready for his Friends. Exennt Lords, 

Aper. W hat a coiles-heere, ferving ofbeckes, and jur- 
ting out of bummes. I doubt whether their Legges be 
worth the ſummes thar are given for *crn. 

Friendſhips full of dregges, 
Methinkes falſe hearts, ſhould never have found legges, 
Thus honeſt Fooles lay out — rok. on Curtſies 

Tim. Now 4 ws (if thou werrt rſot ſullen 
I would be > fu women 

Aper. No, Henothing ; for if I ſhould be brib'4 too, 
there woald be none left ro raile apon thee, and then thou 
would(t finne the faſter. Thou giv'lt fo long Timer (I 
feare me) thou wilt give away thy ſelfe in paper ſhortly. 
What neede theſe Fealts, 7%, Mm Vaine-glories ? 

k 2 — 
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i. 


—_—_— 


OC ——=F 


—_— 


_—— 


A— 


Fe III 


Timonof Athens. 


Tim, Nay, and youbegin toraile on Society once, I | 

am ſworne not to give regard to you. Farewell,and come 

with berter Muſficke. Exit. 

Aper. So : thou wilt not heare menow, thou ſhalt not 

then. Lc locke thy heaven from thee ; 

Oh that mens cares ſhould be ; 

To Counſcll deate, but not to Flattery. Ext. 
Enter a Senator. 

Sex. And late five thouſand : to YVarre and to Iſidore 

He owes nine thouſand, beſides my former ſumme, 

Which makes it five and ewenty. Still in motien 

Of raging waſte? It cannot hold, it will not. 

If I want Gold, ſteale but a beggers Do gge, 

And give it Timon, why the Dogge coynes Gold. 

If I would ſcll my horſc, and buy twenty more 

Better then he ; why give my horſe to Timon. 

Aske nothing, giveit him, 1t Foles me ſtraight 

And able Horics: No Porter at his gate, 

Bur rather one that ſmiles, and (till invites 

All that paſſe by. It cannot hold, no reaſon 

Can ſound his ſtate in ſafety. Caphis hoay 


Caphts I ſay. 

4” 4 Enter Caphi, 

(aph. Heere fir, what is your pleaſure. | 

Sev. Get on your cloake, and haſt you to Lord Timon 
Importune him for my Moneyes, be not cealt 
With light deniall ; nor then filenc'd, then 
Commend me to your Maſter, and the Cap 
Playes in the right hand, thus : bur tell him firrah 
My uſescry to me; I muſt ſerve my turne 
Out of mine owne, his dayes and times are palt, 
And my relianceson his frafted dates _ 
Have ſmit my credit, I love, and honour him, _ 
But mult not breake my backe, to hcale his finger. 
Immediate are my needs, and my releife 
Muſt not be toſt and turn'd to me in words, 
Bur find ſupply immediate. Get you gone, 
Put ona molt 1mportunate aſpeR, 
A viſage of demand: for Idoe teare 
When every Feather ſtickes in his owne wing, 
Lord Tor will be left a naked gull, 
Which flaſhesnow a Phoenix, get you gone. 

Ca. I goe fir- 

Sen. I goe ir? 
Take the Bonds along with you, 
And have the dates in. Come. 

(4+ I will Sir. 


Jen. Goe. Exennt. 


| 

Enter Steward, with many billes in hit hand. 
Stew, Nocare, no top, ſo ſenſcleſſe of expence, 

That he will neither know how to maintaine it, 

| Nor ceaſe his flow of Riot. Takes no accompt 

How things goe from him, nor reſume no care 

Of what isto continve : never mind 

Wasto be ſo unwiſe, to be ſokind. 

What ſhall be done, he will not here, till feele : 

I muſt be round with him, now he comes from hunting. 

Fie, fic, fie, fie- 


Emtey Caphi, Iſ:dore, and Varre. 
| Cap, Good even Varro: what, you come for money ? | 


| 7a. Istnot your buſineſle roo ? 


| Cap. Itis, and yours too, 1/idors ? 


Td. It is1e. 


J 


4 Againſt my Honor ? 


Cap. Would we wereall diſcharg'd. 
Var. I feare it, 
Cap. Heere comes the Lord. 


Enter Tamen, and hu Trame . ; 
Twm. So ſoone as dinners done, we'll forth againe 
My Alcibiades. With me, what is your will? 
Cap. My Lord, heere is a note of certaine dues« 
Tm. Dues? whence are you? 
Cap. Of Athens heere: my Lord. 
Tim. Goe to my Steward. 
( ap. Pleaſe it your Lordſhip, he hath put me off 
To the ſucceſſion of new dayes this moneth : 
My Maſter is awak'd by Occaſion, 
Tocall upon his owne, and humbly prayes yon, 
That with yourother Noble parts, you'll ſuite, 
In giving him his right. 
Tim. Mine honeſt Friend, 
1 prethee but repaire to mencext morning. 
Cap. Nay good my Lord. 
Tim, Containe thy ſeife, good friend. 
Uar, One Y arrees (ervant,my good Lord. 
1/id. From Ifidere, he humbly praycs your ſpeedy pay- 
ment, 
Cap. If you did know my Lord, my Naſters wants. 
- ok, Twas duc on forfeyture my Lord, fixe. weekes, 
an . 
4 ce Your Steward puts me ab my Lord,and 1 
m ſent expreſſely to your Lordſhip. 
Tim. Give me breath : 4 
I doe beſeech you good my Lords keepe on, 
Ie waite upon you inſtantly, Come hither : pray you 
How goes the world, that Iamthus enconntred 
With clamorons demands of debt, broken Bonds, 
And the detention long ſince due debts 


Stew. Pleaſe you Gentlemen, 
The time 1s unagreeable to this buſineſſe : 
Your importunacy ceaſe, till after dinner, 
That I may make his Lordſhip underſtand 


Wherefore you are not paid. 
Tim, Doeſo my Friends, {cc them well entertain'd. 
Stew. Pray draw neere« Exic, 


Enter Apemantss and Foole. 
Caph. Stay,ſtay, here comes the Foolc with Apemus- 
ts, lets ha ſome ſport with em. 
if -1 ang him, = = 
lague upon him C 
Va, How doſt Foole ? 
eApe. Doſt Dialogue with thy ſhadow ? 
Var. I ſpeake not tothee. 
Ape. No tis to thy ſelfe. Come away. 
Id. Theres the Foole hangson your backe already. | 
Ape. No thou ſtandit fingle, thou art noton bim yet 
Cap. Wheres the foole now ? | 
Ape. He laſt ask'd the queſtion. Poore Rogues and 
Viurers men, Bauds betweene Gold and want. 
eAl8. What are we Apemantme ? 
Ape. Aſſes. 
Ape. That youaske me what you are,and doe not know | 
your ſelves. Speake to em foole. 
Foole. How doe youGentlemen ? 
All. Gramercies good Foole : 
How docs your Miltris ? 


C_ wt — — Lo a 
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Timon of eAthens, 


IE3 


Foole, She's ene ſetting on water to ſcal'd ſuch Chic- 
kens as you are. Would we could ſee youat Corinth. 
eApe. ' Cood, Gramercy» 


Emer Page, 
Foole, Looke you,heere comes my Malters Page. 
Fage. Why how now Captaine? what dooyou in this 


wife company. 

How doſt thou eA 1 ? 
Ape. Would | hada Rodin wy mouth, that I might 

an{wer thee profitably. 


Boy. Prethee Apermantws reade me the ſuperſcripti- 
on of theſe Letters, I know not which is which. 

Ape. Canſtnor rcad ? 

Page. No. | 

Ape. There will little Learning dye then that day thou 
art hang'd. This is to Lord Timer, this toeAlcibiades,GO 
thou wav borne a Baſtard, and thou't dyea Bawd- 

Page. Thou was't whelpt a Dogge, and thou ſhalt 
famiſh a Dogges death. 

Anſwer not, I am gone, 

Ape. E'ne ſothou out-runſt grace, 

Foole I will goe withyou to Lord Timon?. 

Foole, Will you leave methere ? 

Ape, It Timon (tay at home. 

You three ſerve three Vſurers? 

eAll, I would they ferv'd us. 

Aper. So wouldI : 

As good a tricke as ever Hangman ſerv'd theete. 

Foole. Are you three Viuers men? 

All. 1 foole : 

Feole. | thinke no V ſurer, but hasa foole to his Ser- 
vant. My Miſtrisis one, aad I am her foole: when men 
come to borrow of your Maſters, they approach fadly, 
and goe away merry : butthey enter my Malters houſe 
merrily, and gocaway ſadly. The reaſon of this? , 

Var. I could render one. 

Ape. Doe it then, that we may account thee a Whore- 
maſter, anda Knave, which aotwithſtanding thou ſhale 
beno lefle eſteemed, ' + 

Var. What isa Whoremaſter foole ? TE” 

Foole, A foole in good cloathes, and ſomething like 
thee. Tis a ſpirit, ſometime r'appeares lik.c a Lord, ſom- 
time like a Lawyer, ſometime like a Philoſopher, with 
two ſtones morethen's artificiall one, He isvery often 
like a Knight ; and generally, inall ſhapes that man goes 
up and downe in, from fourcſcore to thirtcen, thus ſpirit 
walkes in. _. 

Var. Thou art not altogether a foole. 

Foole. Nor thou alcogether a Wile man, 

As much foolery as 7 have, ſo much witthou lack'ſt, 

Ape. That anſwer might have become Apemantue. 

All. Aſide, aſide, here comes Lord Times, : 


Enter Timon, and Steward. 


Ape. Come with me (foole ) come. 

Fooke. 1 doe not alwayes follow Lover, elder Brother, 
and Woman, ſomerime the Philoſopher. 

Stew. Pray you walke necre, 
lle ſpeake withyou anon. Exennt, 

Tm, You make me mervell wherefore cre this time 
Had you not fully laid my ſtate before me, 


Exit. 


That I might ſo have rated my expence How you miſtake my fortunes : | 
AsI bedinin of meanes. I am wealthy in my friends. g - 
Stew. You would not heare me : Within there, Flavixe, Servilinu Þ 
| kk 3 PR 


. 


Ae many leyſures I propoſ'd. 


—— 


Tim. Goeto: 
Perchance ſome ſingle vantages you tooke, 
When my indiſ{polition put youbacke, 
And that unaptnefle made you miniſter 
Thus to excuſe your ſelfe. 

Stew. O my good Lord, 
Art inany times [ brought in my accompts, 
Laid them before you, you would throw them off, 
And fay you found them in minc honeſty, 
When tor ſome trifling preſent you have bid me 
Returne ſo much, I have ſbooke my head , an wept 3 
Yea gainſt th'Authority of manners, pray'd you 
To hold your hand more cloſe; I did indure 
Not fildome, nor no flight checkes, when I have 
Prompred you inthe ebbe of your eſtate, 
And your great flow of debts ; my dearelov'd Lord, 
Though you here now (too late) yet nowesa time, 
The greateſt of you having, lackesa halfe, 
To pay your preſent debts. 

Tim, Letall my Land be fold. 

Stew. Tisall engag'd, ſome forfeyted and gone, 
And what remaines will hardly ſtop the mouth 
Of —_ dues ; the future comes apace : 
What ſhall defend the interim, aud atlength 
How goes ourreck'ning ? 

T wm. ToLacedemandid my Land extend. 

Stew. O my good Lord, the world isbut a world, 
Were it all yours, to give it ina breath, 
How quickly were it gone, 

Tim. Youtellmetrue. - 

Stew. If you ſuſpet my Husbandry or Falſhood, 
Call me beforethe exacteſt Auditors, 
And ſet me on the proofe. So the gods bleſſe me, 
When all our Othices have beene oppreſt 
With riotous Feeders, when our Vaults have wept 
With drunken ſpilthof Winez whenevery roome 
Hath blaz'd wit Lights, and braid with Minftrelfic, 
I haveretyr'd meto a waltefuil cocke, 
And ſet mine eyes at fluw, - 

Tm. Pretheeno more, 

Stew, Heavens have 1 ſaid, the bounty of this Lord ! 
How many prodigallbits have Slaves and Pezants 
Thisnight cnglucted : whoisnot Timons, 


W hart heart, head, ſword, force,meancs,burt is L. T imens: | 


Great Twwon, Noble, Worthy, Royall 7 imons : 
Ah, when the meancs are gone, that buy this praiſe, 
The breath is gone, whereof this praiſe 1s made : 
Feaſt won, faſt loſt ; one cloud of Winter ſhowres, 
Theſe fiyes are concht. 
Tim. Come (ſermon mend further, 
No villainous bounty yet hath paſt my heart; 
Vnwifely, not ignobly have I given. 
Why doſt thou weepe, canſtthou the conſcience lacke, 
Tothinkel ſhall lacke friends : ſecure thy heart, 
IFfI would broach the veſlcls of my love, 
And try the argument of hearts, by borrowing, 
Men, and mens fortunes could I frankely uſe 
As 1 can bid thee ſpeake. 
Stew. Aſſurance bleſſe your thoughts, 
Tim, And in ſome ſort theſe wants of mine are crown'd 
That I account them bleſſings. For by theſe 
Shall I try friends. You ſhall perceive 


I 
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Timon of Athens. 


114. 
Enter three Servants. 
Ser. My Lord, my Lord. 
| Tm. I willdiſpatch youſeveral:y. 

Youto Lord Lacime, to Lord Luculiu you, 1 hunted 
with his Honor to day; you to Sempronizes; commend me 
totheir loves, and I am proud fay, that my occations 
have found time touſc *cin toward a ſupply of mony: let 
the requeſt be fifty Talents. 

Flam, As you have ſaid, my Lord. 

Stew. Lord Lucixs and Lucullm ? Humb. 

Tw. Goc youlir tothe Senators ; 
Of whom. even tothe States beſt health? I have 
Deſerv'd this hearing ; bid *em ſend o'th*inſtant 
A thouſaud Talents to mc. 

Stew, I have beene bold 
( For that I knew it the moſt generall way ) 
To them, to uſe your Signet, and your Name, 
But they doe ſhake their heads, and I am heere 
No richer in returnc- 

Tw. Is't true ? Can't be? 

Stew. They anſwer ina joynt and corporate voyce, 
That now they are at fall, want Treaſure,cannot 


Burt yet they could have wiſhr,they know not, 

Something hath beene amiſle z a Noble Nature 

May catch a wrench ; would all were well ; tis pitty, 

And ſo intending other {crious magters, 

After diſtaſtefull lookes ; and theſe hard Frations 

With certaine halfe-caps, and cold moving nods, 

They froze me into Silence. 

Tim. You gods reward them : 

Prythee man looke checrely. Theſe old Fellowes 

Have their ingratitude in them Hereditary : 

Their blood is cak'd, tis cold, it ſeldome flowes, 

Tis lacke of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; 

And Nature, as it growes againe toward carth, 

Is faſhion'd for the journey, dull and heavy. 

Goe to Ventidius ( prythee be not fad, 

Thou art true, and honeſt $ ingeniouſly I ſpeake, 

No blame belongs to thee - ) YVentidons lately 

Buricd his Father, by whoſe death he's ſtepp'd 

Into a great eſtate : when he waspoore, 

Impriton'd, and in ſcarſity of Friends, 

I cleer'd him with five Talents : Greet him from me, 

Bid him ſuppoſe, ſome good neceſſity 

Touches his Friend, which craves tobe reme nbred 

With thoſe five Talents ; that had, give'ttheſe Fellowes 

To whom tis inſtant due. Neu'r ſpeake, or thinke, 

That Timons fortunes 'mong his Giends can ſinke, 

Stew. I would I could nor thinke it ; 

That thought is Bovnnes Foe ? 

Being free it felfc, it thinkes all others ſo. Exennt. 

Flaminius waiting to ffeake with a Lord from bis Maſter, 
enters a ſervant to bim. 


Ser, I havetold my Lord of you, he is comming downe 


ro yon. | 
Flam: 1 thanke you Sir. 
Emer Lucullw. 
Ser. Heres m 


Lac. One of Lard Timons men? A GiftI warrant. 
Why this hitsright : Idreampt of a Silver Baſon and 
| Ewreto night. Flaminixs, honeſt Flaminine, you arc ve- 
ry reſpeRively welcome fir, Fill me ſome Wine. And 
how does that Honourable, Compleate, Free-hearted 


| 


| 


Doe what they would, are ſorry : you are Honourable, | 


| 


| 


— —— 


| 


Gentleman of Atheng;thy very bountifull good Lord and | 
Maſter ? 
Flam. His health is well fir. | 
Lee. 1 am right gladthat his health is well ir : and | 


| what halt thou there under thy Cloake,pretty F laminin? | 


Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box Sir, which in 
my Lords bebalfe; I come to intrear your honor to ſup. | 
ply : who having greatand inſtant occaſion to uſe fifty | 
Talents, hath ſent ro your Lordfhiprto furniſk him z nc-. 
thing doubting your preſentaſſiſtance therein, | 

Luc. Layla, la, la : Nothing doubting fayes he? Atas 
good Lord, a Noble Gentleman tis,it he would not keepe 
{ogooda houſe. Manya time and often 1 ba din'd with 
him, and told him on't,and come againe ro ſupper to him 
of purpoſe,to have him ſpend Ic{lc,and yet he would em- 
brace no counſell,takeno warning by my comming,eve. 
ry man has his fault,and honeſty is his.I ha told him orn't, 
hut | could nere get him from't. 

Enter Servant, with Wine. 

Ser. Pleaſe your Lordſhip, here is the Wine. 

Luc. Flammus, I have noted thee alwaycs wiſe. 
Heres tothee, 

Flaw, Y our Lordſhip ſpeakes your pleaſure, 

Lacs, I have obſerved thee alwayes for a towardly 
prompt ſpirit, give thee thy duc, and one that knowes 
what belongs to realon;and canſt uſe the time well.at the | 
rinc ufc thee well, Good parts in thee ; get you gone {ir 
rah. Draw necrer honeſt Flamimize. Thy Lords a boun- 
rifull Gentleman, but thou art wiſe, and thou knowſ | 
well enough (alrhough thoucom'ſt ro me) that this 18 n0 | 
timc to lend money , eſpecially upon bare friend(hip | 
withour ſccurity. Heres three Sohdaves tor thee, good 
= winkc at me, and fay thou ſaw'ſt me not. Farethce 
well. 

Flam, Is't poſſible the world ſhould ſo much difter, 
Andqve alive that lived ? Hy damned baſcnefle 


To him that worſhips thee» 
Luc. Ha? Now lI feethou art a Foole, and fitfor thy 
Maſter. Ext Lumen. 


Fla,May theſe addeto the mumber that may ſcald thee: 
Let multen Coyne be thy damnation, 
Thou diſcaſe of a friend, and not himſelfc : 
Has friendſhip ſuch a faint and milky heart, 
It turnesin lefſerhen two nights? O you gods ! 
I feele my Maſters paſſion. This Slave unto his honor, 
Has my Loras mecate in him : 
Why ſhould it thrive, and turne to Nutriment, 
When he is turn'd to poyſon? 
O may Diſeaſesonely worke upon't : 
And when he's ficke todeath, let nor that part of Natwc 
Y hich my Lord paid for, be of any powre, 
To cxpell lickneſle, but prolong his howcr. 


Frit- | 


Enter Lucie, with three rangers. 

Luc. Who the Lord Twnen? He is my very good friend 
and an honourable Gentleman. 

t We know him for noleſſe, though we are but ſtran- 
gersto him. Burl can tell you one thing my Lord, and 
which I heare from common rumours, now Lord Timon! 
happy howres are doneand paſt, and hiseſtatc ſhrinkes 
from him. 

Lac. Fye no, doe not beleeve it; be cannot want for 
money. 

2 But beleeve you this my Lurd, that not long agoe, 
one of his men was with the Lord Lzc»lw,to borrow 10 
many Talents, nay urg'd extreamely tor't, and ſhoves | 

what | 


a i. 
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_ 
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Timon of eAthens. 


"0 


;xhat neceſlity belong'd too't, and yet was deny'des 
Luc. How? 
2 I tell you, deny'de my Lord. 


gods I am aſham'd on't. Denyed that honourable man? 
There was very little honour ſhew'd in. For my owne 

t, 1 muſt nceds confeſle, 1 have received ſome ſmall 
kindneſles from him, as Money, Plate, lewels, and ſuch 
like Trifles ; nothing comparing to his: yet had he mt- 
ſtooke him, and {cnt to me, 1 ſhould ne're bave denicd his 
occalion lo many Talents. 


Emer Servilua. 

Sarvil. Sec, by good hap yonders my Lord, I have 
ſwetro ſee his honor. My honor'd Lord: 

Lai. Servilina ? You are kindly met fir. Farthewell, 
commend me to thy honourable vertuous Lord, my ve- 
ry exquiſite Friend. | 

Servil, May it pleaſe your Honor,my Lord hath ſent 

Luci. Ha ? what has he ſent ? Iam ſo much endeered 
to that Lord ; hes ever ſending : how ſhall I chanke him 
think'it thou? And what has he ſent now ? 

Serv. Has onely ſent his preſent occaſion now my 
Lord: requeſting your Lordſhip to ſupply his inſtant ule 
with lo many Talents. 

Lacs. 1 know his Lordſhip isbut merry with me, 

He cannot wan fifty five hundred Talents, 

Servil. But in the meane time he wants lefſe my Lord, 

| If his occafior/ were not vertuous, 
' I ſhould not urge it halfe fo taithtully. 
| Lac, Doſtthouſpeake ſeriouſly Serviline, 

Sery, Vpon my toulc tis truc Sar. 

Lus. What a wicked Beaſt was I to disfurniſh my 
ſelfe againlt ſuch a good time, when I might ha ſhewne 
my fſeife honorable ? how unluckily it hapned, that I 
ſhould purchalc the'day before for alittle part,and undoe 
a great deale of honor ? Servitiuw, now betore the gods 1 
am not able rodoe (the more bealt I ſay) I was ſending 
toulc Lord Timon my (clfe,theſe gentlemen can witneſle; 
but 1 would not forthe wealth of Athens 1 had don't now 
Commend me bountifully to his good Lordſhip, and I 
hope his Honor will conceive the faireſt of me, becauſe 
I have no powee to be kind. And tell him thisfrom me, 
I count it one of my greateſt aflictions fay, that | cannot 
pleaſure ſuch an honorable Gentleman. Good Servalues, 
will you befricnd me fo farre,as to ule mine owne words 
to him ? 

Serv, Yes fir, I ſhall. Exit Servilins. 

Luci. Ile louke you out a good turne Servilins, 
True as you ſaid, Timor is ſhrunke indeed, 

And he thats once deny'd, will hardly ſpecd. 
1 Doe you oblerve this Hoiti/nu ? 
2 I, to well. | 
1 Why this is the worlds foulc, 
| And jaſt ofthe ſame peece 
| ls every Flatterers ſport : whocan call him his friend 
{ That dips in the ſame diſh ? For in my knowing 
| Times has bin this Lords Father, 
And kept his credit with his purſe : 
Supported his eſtate, nay T #wons money 
Has paid his men their wages. He ne're drinkes; 
But Twmon; Silver treadsupon his Lip, 
And yer, oh ſce the monſtrouſnefſe of man, 


Ex. 


RE 


Luc. W hat a ſtrange cate was that > Now before the | 


What charitable men affoord to Beggers. | 
3 Religion grones atir, PO 
1 For mine owne part, I never taſted Times in my lite, 

Nor came any of his bounties over me, 

To marke me tor his Friend. Ye: I proteſt. 

For his right Noble mind, illuſtrious Yerrue, | 

And honourable Carriage, 

Had hisneceility made ute of me, 

I would have put my wealth into Donation, 

And the beſt halfc ſhould haue return'dto him, 

So mnch I love his heart : Burl perceive, 

Men mult lcarne now with pitty todiſpence. | 

For policic fits above Conſcience. Exenm. | 


Enter a third ſervant with Sempronins, another 
of T imons Friends. 


Semp. Muſt he needs trouble me in't ? Hum. 
Bove all others ? 
He might have tried Lord Lucius, or Lucullrs, 
And now Ventidine is wealthy too, 
Whom he redeemd from priton. All theſe 
Owe their eſtates unto him. 
Ser. My Lord, 
They haveall bin rouch'd, and all are found Baſe-Mettle, 
Forthey have all denicd him. 
Semp. How ? have they denyde him ? 
Has Ventsdzs and Lucullns deny de bim, 
And does he ſend to me ? Three? Humh ? 
It ſhewes bur little love, or judgement in him. 
Muſt I be his laſt Retuge? his friend ; (hke Phyſitians) 
Thar thriu'd, give him over, Muſt I take th'Cure upon 
Has much diſgrac'd me in't, me angry at him, (me? 
That might have knowne my place. I ſee no ſenſe tor't, 
But his occaſions might have wooed me firſt : 
For in my conſctence, | was the firſt man 
That ere received gift frem him- 
And does he thinke ſo backwardly of menovw, 
That Ile requite it laſt ? No: 
So it way prove an Argument of Laughter | 
To thyreſt, and 'mongſt Lords I be thought a Foole : 
Ide rather then the worth of thrice the ſumame, 
Had ſent tome firſt, but for my minds fake : 
Ide ſuch a courage to doe him good. Bur now returne, 
And with their tame reply, thisantwer joyne ; 
Who bates mine honor, ſhall not know my Coyne. Exit, 
Ser. Excellent : Your Lorſhipsa goodly Yillaine . rhe 
divell knew not what he did, when he made man Poli- 
ticke ; he crofled himfelfe by't : and 1 cannot thinke, but 
in the end,the villanicsof man will tet him cleere. How 
fairely this Lord {trives to appeare touic ? Takes Vertu- 


ous Copics to be wicked ;like thote, that und-r hot ar- | 


dent zcale, would ict whole Realmes on fire,of ſuch a na- 
ture is his politike love. 

This was my Lords beſt hope, now a'l are fled 

Save onely the gods. Now histriends are dead, 

Doores that were ne're acquainted with their Wards 
Many a bounteous yeere, muſt be imploy'd 

Now to guard ſure their Maſter : 

And this 1s alla liberall courſe allowes, - 

Who cannot keepe his wealth, mult keepe Lishouſe. Ex. 


Enter Uarrs 5 man, meeting 0thers, All Timons Creditors to 
wait for his comm y Thea enter Lucws | 
and 


When he leokes out in an ungratctull ſhape : ortenſine. 
He docs deny him (in reſpe& of his) | Var man. Well met,good morrow Titw and Horrenſin/ | 
_ Titus 


— —_ _—— —_—_—_— 
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Timonof Athens, 


ee 


Tit. The like toyou kind Yarro. 
Hort, Lucins, what doe we meet together ? 
Lac. 1, and thinke one buſineſſe do's command us all. 
For mine is money. 
Ti. Sois theirs, and ours. 
--* Enter Philotms 
Luci. And fit Fhilor too. 
Phi. Good day at once. 
Luci. Weicome good Brother. 
W hat doe you rhinke the houre ? 
Phil. Labouring for Nine, 
* Zaci. Somuch? 
Phil. Is not my Lord ſcene yet 3 
Laci. Not yet. 
Phil. I wonder orft, he was wont toſhine at ſcaven. 
Lacs. 1, bur the daycs are waxt ſhorter with him : 
You muſt conſider, that a Prodigall courſe 
Is like the Sunnes, but notlike his recoverable, I feare : 
Tis deepeſt Winter in Lord Tiwons purſe, that is; One 
may reach dcepe enough, and yet find little, 
Phil. Tam of your teare, for that. 
Tit. Ile ſhew you howtobſcrve a ſtrangeevent : 
Your Lord ſends now for Money ? 
Hort. Moſt true, he does. 
Ti. And he weares Iewels now of Timons gut, 
For which I waite for money. 
Hort. It is againſt my ncart. 
Lnci. Marke bow ſtrange it ſhowes, 
T mon in this, ſhould pay more then he owes : 
And e&neas it your Lord ſhould weare rich Ilewels, 
Ad ſend for money for 'cxn. 
Hort, I' me weary of this Charge, 
The gods can witneſle : 
I know my Lord hath ſpent of Timon: wealth, 
And now ingratitude, makes it worſe then ſtcalth, 
Varro. Yes mine's three thouſand Crownes ; 
Whats yours ? 
Lnci. Five thouſand mine, 
Var, Tis much deepe, and it ſhould ſceme by th'ſum 
Your Maſters confidence was above mine, 
Elſe ſurely his had equall* d. _ 
Enter Flaminine, 
Tit, One of Lord Timmons men. 
Luc. Flaminins ? Sir, a word : Pray is my Lord ready 
to come forth ? 
Flam. No, indeed Fe 1s not. 
Tit. Weattend his Lordhip : pray ſigntfie ſo much. 
Flam. I nced not tell him that, he knowes you are too 
diligent, 
Enter Stewardin a C loake, muſfled, 
Luci, Ha : isnotthat his Steward muffledſo ? 
He goes away in a Clowd : Call bim, call him, 
Ti. Doe you heare, (ir ? 
2 Varro. By your leave, fir. 
Stew. What doe yeaske of me, my friend, 
Tit, We waite for certaine Money heere,fir. 
Stew. I, if Money wereas certaine as your wattings 
Twere ſure enough. ; 
W hy then preferr'd you not your ſummes and Billes 
When your falſe Maſterseate of my Lords meat ? 
Then'they would ſmile and fawne upon his debts, 
And take downe th'intreſt into their glutt'nous Mayes. 
{ You duc your ſclvesbut wrong, to ſtirre me up, 
| Let me paſſe quietly : x 
Beleeve't, my Lord andT have made an end, ' 
- | Thave nomoreto reckon, he to ſpend. 


| ſome other houce, I ſhould 


| 


| derate Table. 


Lacs. I, but this anſwer will not ſerve. 

Stew. Ift twill not ſerve, tis not ſo baſe as you, 
For you ſerve Knaves. 

I Varro, How? whatdoes his caſheer'd Worſhip mur- 
rer e 

2 Varre, No matter what, he's poore, and thats re- 
venge enough. Whocan ſpeake broader, then he thar 
has no houſe to put his head in? Such may rayle againlt 
great buildings. 

Enter Servilins. 
. Tit, Oh heres Servitius: now we ſhall know ſome an- 
WET. 

Serv, If I-might beſeech you Gentlemen, to repayre 
ive much from'r.For tak't 
of my ſoule, my Lord leanes wondrouſly to diicontent: 
his comfortable temper has forſooke him, hes much out 
of health, and keepes his Chamber. 

Luci» Many doe keepe their Chambers, are not ſicke : 
And if it be to farre beyond his health, 

Me thinkes he ſhould the ſooner pay his debts, 
And makea cleare way to the gods. 

Servil. Good gods. 

Tit. We caunottake this for anſwer, ſir. 

Fleminins within, Servilins helpe, my Lord, my Lord. 

Emer T «mon in a rage. 

Tim. What,are my dores oppos'd againſt my paſſage? 
Have | binever free, and muſt my houte 
Be my retentive Enemy? My Goale ? 

The place which 1 have Feaſted, does it now 
(Like all Mankind) ſhew mean Iron heart? 
Lact. Put in now Titus. 
Tu. My Lord, heere is my Bill. 
Lncs, Heres mine. 
1 Var. And mine, my Lord. 
2 Vay. And ours, my Lord. 
Philo, All our Billes. 
Tim. Knocke me downe with em, cleave me to the 
Girdie. 
Luc. Alas my Lord. 
Tim. Cut my heart inſummes. 
Ti, Mine 5 fifry Talents. 
T ww. Tcll out my bloud. 
Luc. Fivethouland Crownes, my Lord. 
Twn, Fivethouſand drops payes that. - 
Whar yours ? and yours ? 
1 Var. My Lal 
2 Yar. My Lord. 
Tim. Teare me, take me, and the gods fall upon you } 
Exit Timon. 

Hort. Faith I perceive our Maſters may throw their 
caps at their money,theſe debts may well be call'd deſpe» 
rate ones, for a madman owes em. Exemnnt. 

Enter T mrmon. 

Tim, They have &ne put my breath from me the 
ſlaves. Creditors? Divels. 

Stew. My deere Lord. | 

Tim, What if it hould be ſo? 

Stew, My Lord. 

Tim. lle have it ſo. My Steward ? 

Stew. Heere my Lord. | 

Tim. So fitly ? Goe, bid all wy Friends againe, 
Lacins, Luculinu add Semprovies : All, 
Ile once more fealt the Raſcals. 


Stew. O my Lord, you onely ſpeake from diſtra- 
Red ſoule ; there's tac lefrto er 6 a mo- 


| 


T imen, | 
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' Timon of eAthens. 


Tim. Beit not in thy care : 
Goe 1 charge thee, invite them all, let in the tide 
Of Knaves once more:ay Cooke and Ile provide. Exemne 


Enter three Senators at one doore, Alcibiadermeeting them, 
with Attendants. 
1 Sen. My Lord, you have my voyce, too't, 
The faults Blondy ; 
Tis neceflary he ſhould dye : 
Nothing imboldens finne ſo much, as Mercy. 
2 Moſt true; the Law ſhall bruiſe em, 
eAlci. Honor, health, ard compaſſion to the Senate, 
I Now Captaine. 
Ales. I am an humble Sutor to your Vertues ; 
For pitty is the yertue of the La w, 
And none but Tyrantsuſc it cruelly. 
Itpleales time and Fottune tolye heavy 
Vpon a Friend of mine, who in hot blood 
Hath ſtept into the Law : which is paſt depth 
To thoſe that ( without heed ) doe plundge intoo't. 
Heisa Man (ſetting his Fate aſide) of comely Vertues, 
Nor did he ſoyle the fa&t with Cowardice. 
(And honour in him, which buyes our his fault) 
But witha Noble Fury, and faire ſpirit, 
Secing his Reputation touch'dto death , 
He did oppole his Foe ; 
And with tuch ſober and unnoted pallion 
He did behoove his anger ere twas ſpent, 
As it he had butprov'd an Argument. 
1 Sen. You undergoe too (trit a Paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly deedlooke faire ; 
Your words have tooke ſuch paines, as they 
To bring Mad-ſlaughter into forme, and ſet Quarrelling 
Vpon the head of Valour ; which indeed 
is Valour miſ-begot, and came into the world, 
| When Sets, and Factions were newly borne. 
Hes truly Valiant, that can wilely ſuffer 
The worſt that man can breath, 
| And make his wrongs, his Out-ſides, 
To weare them like his Rayment, careleſſely, 
And ne're preferre his injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. 
If wrongs be evills, and inforce us kill, 
What Folly tis, to hazard life for ill. 
Ales. My Lord. 
1 Sen. You cannot make groſſe ſinnes looke cleare, 
Torevenge is no Valour, but to beare. 
Alei. My Lords, then under favour, pardon me. 
[f I ſpeake like a Captaine. 
Why doe fond men expoſe themſelves to Battell, 
And not endure all threats? gleepe upon't, 
And let the Foes quietly cut their throats 
Without repugnancy ?1t there be 
Such Yalour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad? Why then, Women are more valiant 
That ſtay at home, if Bearing carry itz 
And the Aſle, more Captaine then the Lyon ? the fellow 
Loaden with Irons, wiſer then the Iudge ? 
If Wiſedoame bein ——_ Oh my Lords, 
As you are great, be pittifully good, 
Who cannot condemne raſhneſle in cold blood ? 
To kill, I grant, is finnes extreameſt Guſt, 
But in defence, by Mercy,tis moſt juſt. 
Tobe in Anger, is impiety : 


| 


2 Sen. YOu breathin vaine. 
Alci. Invaine ? 
His ſervice done at Lacedemon, and Bizan 
Were a ſuiticicnt briber for his life« 
I Yhat's that? - | 
Alc. W hy I ay my Lords ha's done faire ſervice; * 
And ſlaine jn light many of your enemies.#/ 
How tull of valour did he beare bim(clfe 
In the laſt Conflict, and made plenteous wounds ? 
2 tHe has made too much plenty with em 
Hes a ſworne Riotor, he has a finne 
Thatofren drownes him, and takes his valour priſoner, 
It there were no Fots, that were enough 
To overcome him. 1n that Beaſtly fury, 
He has bin knowne to commit outrages, 
And cherriſh Factions. Tis inferr'd tous, 
His dayes are foule, and his drinke drangerous. 
1 Hedycs. 
Alci. Hard fate : he might have dyed in warre.' 
My Lords, if not for any parts in him, 
Though his right arme might purchaſe his owne time, 
And be indebt to none: yet more to moye you. 
Take my deſerts to his,and joyne em both. 
And for I know, your reverend Ages love Security, 
Ile pawne my Victorics, all my honoursto you 
Vpon his good returnes. 
If by this Crime, he owesthe Law hislife, 
Why let the Waare receive't in valiant gore; 
For Law is {tri, and Warre 1s nothing more, 
rt Wearefor Law, hedyecs, urge it no more 
On height of our diſpleaſure : Friend, or Brocher, 
He forteirs his owne blood, that fpilles another, 
Alci. Muſt it be 10? Itmuſt not bee : 
My Lords, I doe beſcech you know me. 
2 How? 
etc, Call me to your remembrences. 
3 What. 
Alc. 1 cannot thinke but your Age has forgot me, 
It could not elſe be, I ſhould provg {o bace, 
To ſue and be deny*de ſuch common Grace. 
My wounds ake at you. 
1 Doe you dare our anger ? 
Tis few words, but ſpacious in ctfet, 
We baniſh thee forever. 
Alcs, Baniſh me ? 
Baniſh your dotage, baniſh uſury, 
That makes the Senate ugly. 
1 If after two dayes ſhine, Athens containe thee, 
Artend our waighticr ludgement, 
And not to {well our Spirit. 
He ſhall be executed preſently. 
Alci. Now the gods keepe you old enough, 
Thar you may live 
Onely in bone, that none may looke on you. 
I'm worſe then mad : 1 have kept backetheir Foes 
While they have told their Money, and let out, 
Their Coyne upon large interelt. I my {clfe, 
Richonely in large hurts. Allthoſe, for this? 
Is thisthe Balſeme, that the uſuring Senar 
Powres into Captaines weunds? ha Baniſhment. 
| | — mes 
It is 4 cauſe worthy my Spleene ury, 
That I niay ſtrike at Athens. Le cheere up 
My diſcontented Troopes, and lay for hearts z 


. » 
% L 
' 


Exemnnt. |} 


But whois Man, that is not Angry. Tis honour with moſt Lands to beat ods, | 
Weigh but the Crime with this, { Souldicrs ſhould brooke as little wrongs as gods, —_—_ 
= VOIR 1M Ent 


ti 


Timon of Athens. 


| | 
Enter divers Friends at ſeverall dooress 


-- 

I The good time of day to you, fir. 

2 1 fo wiſh itto you; I thinke this honourable Lord 
| did but try us thisother day- 

1 Vpon thatawere my thoughts tyring when we en- 
countred. I hope it is notſolow with him as he made it 
ſeeme inthetriall of his ſeverall Friends. 

2 It ſhould not be, by the perſiwaſion of his new Fea- 
ſting. | 
n. ſhould thinke ſo: He hath ſent me an earneſt in- 
viting, which many my neere occafionsdid urge me to 
put off : but he hath conjur'd me beyond then, and 1 
muſt needs appeare. 

2 Inlike manner wasI indebt to my importunat bu- 
fineſſe, but he would not heare my excuſe. | am ſorry, 
when he ſent to borrow of mee, that my Proviſion was 
out. 

x Tam ſicke of that griefe too, as I underſtand how all 
things goe. 

2 Every man heares ſo : what would he have borrow- 
wed of you ? 

I A thouſand Pceces. 

2 Athouſand Peeces ? 

2 What of you? 

2 He ſcntto me {ir Heerec he comes. 

Enter Timon and Attendands. 

Tim. Withall my heart Gentlemen both; arid how 
fare you? 

I Everatthe beſt, hearing well of your Lordſhip. 

2 The Swallow followes not Summer more willing, 
then we your Lordſhip, 

Tim, Nor more willingly leaves Winter, ſuch Sum- 
mer Birds are men. Gentlemen, our dinner will not re- 
compence this long ſtay : Feaſt your cares with the Mu- 
ficke a while : if + Jo will fare ſo harſhly o'th Trumpets 
ſound ; we ſhall toy preſently. ; 

1 I hope it remainsnot unkindly with your Lordſhip, 
thatI return'd you an empty Meſſenger. 

Tim. O fir, let it not trouble you, 

2 My Noble Lord. 

Tim. Ah my good fricnd, what cheere ? 

The Banket brought in. 

2 My moſt honorable Lord, I am e ne fickeof e, 
that when your Lordſhip the other day ſent to mel was 
ſo unfortunate a Begper. . 

Tim. Thinke hot on't, ſir. 

2 If you had (cnt but two houres before. 

Tim. Lect itnot cumber your better remembrance. 
Come bring in alltogether. 

2 Allcover'd Dithes. 

1 Royall Cheare, I warrant you. 

3 Doubt not that, if money and the ſeaſon can yeild it 

1 How doe you ? Whats the newes? 

3 Alcibiaderis baniſh'd : here you of it. 

Both. Alcibiades baniſh'd ? 

3 Tis ſo, be {ure of at. 

1 How? How? 

2 Ipray you what ? | 

Tim. My w Friends, will you draw neere 

3 Iletell you moreanon, Here's a Noble feaſt coward 
} 2 Thisisthe old man ill; 

. 3 Wilthold Wile hold ? 
| 2 Itdoes . buttiane will, and ſo. 


| 
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3 I doe conceive. | | 

Tim. Each mat to his ſtoole, with that ſpurre as hee 
would to the lip of his miſtris:your dyet ſhal be in al pha- 
ces qu Make not a City Feaſt 4, to let the meat 
coule, ere we can the fi ces Sir, ſir. 
The gods require one .0mth _ 

Tow great BevefaBtors, ſbrinkle onr Society with Thavke- 
fmlneſſe. For your owne guiſts, make your ſelves pras'd : But 
reſerve iTill to gove, leaſt your Deities be deſpiſed, Lend t1 each 
an enovgh, that one neede not lewd to another, For were your 
Gedbeads 10 borrow of men,nmen would for ſake the gods. Make 
the CMeate be beloved, more then the Man that groesit, Let 
ro Aſſembly of Twenty, be without a ſcore of Villaines. If there 
ſit twelve Women at the Table, let a doz.en of them be as they - 
are, Thereft of your Fees, O gods, the Senator; of Akens, 

together with the common lege of People, what ut amiſſe in 

them, you Gods, de for deſtruttion. For theſe m 

preſent Friends, as they are to me nothing, ſom nothing bleſe 
them, and to nothing arethey welcome. 

Vncover Dogges, and lap, 

Some fpeake. What doe's his Lordſhip meane ? 

Some other. I know not. 

Tim. May youa better Feaſt never behold 

You knot of Mouth-friends: Smoke, and luke warme 

Is your perteion. This is Timmons laſt, (water 

W ho ſtucke and ſpangled you with fatrerics, 

Waſhes i: off, and ſprinkles in your faces 

Your reeking villany. Live leath'd, and long 

Moſt ſmiling, ſmooth, deteſted Paraſites, 

Curteous deſtroyers, affable Wolves, mecke Beares : 
You fooles of fortune, Trencher-friends, Time flyes, 
Cap and knee Slaves, yapours, and Minute Iackes 
Ot Man and Beaſt, the infinite Malady 

Cruſt you quite o're, Whartdoſſt thou goe ? 

Soft, take thy Phyſicke firſt ; thoutoo, and thou ; 
Stay I will lend thee money, borrow none. 

W hat ? All in Motion? Henceforth be no Feaſt, 

W hereat a Villaine's nota welcome Gueſt. 

Burne houſe, finke Athens, henceforth hated be 
Of 7 imon,Man, and all humanity. Exit, 
Emter the Senators, with other Lords. 


1 How now, my Lords? 

2 Know you the quality of Lord 7imens fury ? 

3 Puſh, did youſee my Cap? 

4 I have loſt my Gowne. 

1 Hesbuta mad Lord,and rought but humors ſwaies 


him. He gave mea lewellth'other day, and now he has 
beate it out of my hat. 


Did you ſee my Iewell ? 
2 Did you ſee my Cap, 
z3 Heeretis. 
4 Heere lyes my Gowne. 
1 Letsmake no ſtay. 
2 Lord Timens mad. 
3 I fce'lt my bones. 
4 One day he giues us Diamonds, next day ſtones- 
Exeam the Senators, 


Emer Timon, 


Tim. Let me lookebacke upon thee. Othov Wall 
That girdles in thoſe Wolves, dive in the carth, 


And fence not Athens. Mutrons, turne incontinent, 
Obedience fayle in Children : Slavesand Fooles 
X Plucke | 


Oo 


Timon of eAthens, 
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Plucke the grave wrinkled Senate from the Bench, 

Aad miniſter intheir ſteeds, to general} Filthes. 
Convert oth'tnſtane greene Virginity, 

Doo't in your Parents eyes. Bankruprts, hold faſt 

Rather then render backe z out with your Knives, 

And cat your Truſtersthroates. Bound Servants, ſtcale, 
Large-handed Robbers grave Maſtersare, 

And pill by Law. Maide to thy Maſters bed," 

Thy Miſtris is o'th Brothell. Sonne of (ixteene, 

P.ucke rhelyn'd Trutch from thy old limping Sire, | 
With it, beate out his Braines. Piety, and feare, 
Religion to the gods, Peace, Tuſtice, Truth, 
Dometticke awe, Night-reſt, and Neighbour-hood, 
Inſtru&tion, Manners, Myſteries, and Trades, 
Degrees, Obſcrvances, Cultomes, and Lawes, 
Decline to your confounding contraries. 

And yet Confuſion live : Pliagues incident tO men, 
Your potent and infectious Feavors, heape 

On Ache-15 ripe tor ſtroke. Thou cold Sciatica, 
Cripple our Senators, that their limbes may halt 
As lamely as their Manners, Luſt and liberty 
Creepe in the Mindes and Marrowes of our youth, 
That gainlt the (treame of Vertue they may ſtrive, 
And drowue themſelves 1n Riot, Itches, Blaincs, 
Sowe all th' Arhenian bufomes, and their crop 

Be generall Leproſie : Breath, infeR breath, 

Thac their Society (as their Friendſhip) may 

Be mcerely poyſun. Nothing lle beare from thee 
But nakednefle , thou deteſtable Towne. 

Take thou that too, with multiplying Bannes : 
Timon will tothe Woods, where he ſhall find 
Th'unkindelſt Beaſt, more kinder then Mankind. 
The gods confound (heare me you good godsall) 
Th Athenians both within and our that Wall : 
And graunt as Timex growes, his bate may grow 
To the whole race of Mankind, high and low. 
Amen, Exit. 
Enter Stewar d with two or three Servants. 


t Heare you Maſter Steward, where's our Maſter? 
Are we undone, caſt off, nothing remaining ? | 
Stew, Alacke wy fellowes, what ſhouid I ſay to you ? 
Let me be ——_ by the righteous gods, 
I am as poore aS yOu. 
1 Sucha houle broke ? | 
So Noble a Maſter falne, all gone, and not 
One Friend to take his Fortune by the a: me, 
And 7ovaliong with him, 
2 As we do-curne our backes 
Frun o'1r Companion, throwne into his grave, 
So his Faaniltarsto his buried Fortunes 
Slmke all away leave their falſe vowes with him 
Like empty purſes pickr. and his poor e ſelfe 
A dedicated Beggar tothe Ayre, 
With his diſalc, ofall ſhunn'd poverty, 
Walkes likes contempt alone. More of our Fellowes. 
Enter ather Servants. 
S:ew, All broken Implements of aruin'd houſe, 


: 


| 3 Yer doe our hearts weare Timons Livery, . 


Thar ſee 1 by our Faces : we are Fellowes ſtill, 
Serving alike in ſorrow : Leak'd is our Barke, 
And we poore Mates, ſtand on the dying Decke, 
Hearing the Surges threat z we muſtall part 
Into this Sea of Ayre. 

Stew, Good fellowes all, 


_— =. 


—. 


The lateſt of my wealth Ile ſhare amongſt you. 

Where ever we ſhall mecte, for Timons ſake, 

Let's yet be Fellowes, Lers ſhake our heads, and (ay 

As twere a Knell unto our Maſters Fortunes, 

We have lecne berter dayes., Let eachrake fome ; 

Nay put out all your hands: Nor one word more, 

Thus part we rich in ſorrow, parting poore. 
Embrace ard 1art ſeverall wayes. 

Oh the fierce wretchedneſſe that glory bring us | 

Who would not wiſh tobe from wealthexempr,' 

Since Riches pointto Miſery and Contempe ? 

Who would be ſo mock'd with glory, or tolive 

Bur in a Dreame of Fricndſhip, 

To have his pompe,and all w hat ſtate compounds, 

But onely painted like his varniſhe Friends : 

Poore hon<{t Lord, brought lowe by his owne heart, 

Vndone by goodneſic : Strange unuſuall blood, 

When mans wort finne is, he do's too much Gocd. 

Whothen daresto be haite ſo  indagen? 

For Bounty that makes 20ds, doe {tili marre Men, 

My deereſt Lord, blelt to be moſt accurtt, 

Rich onely to be wretched; thy great Fortunes 

Are made thy chiete Afitions. Alas (kind Lord) 

Hes flung in Rage from this ingratefull Seate , 

Of monltrous kriends : 

Nor his he with hi ntoſupply his life, 

Orthat which can command it : 

Ile follow and cnquire him out. 

Ile ever {crve his minede, with my beſt will, 

Whilſt I havegold, Ile be his Steward fill, ' Exit. 

Enter Timon in the Woods. 


T'im. O bleſſed breeding Sun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity : below thy Siſters Orbe 
Infe& the ayre. Twin'd Brothers of one wombe, 
Whole procreation, relidence, and birth, 
Scarſc is dividant ; touch them with ſeverall fortunes, 
The greater ſcornes the lefſer. Not Nature 
(To whom all ſores lay ficge) can beare great Fortune 
But by contempt of Nature. 
Raiſe me this Begger, and deny't that Lord, 
The Senators ſhall beare contempt Hereditary, 
The Begger Nartiuc honor. 
It isthe-Paſtor Lords, the Brothers ſides, | 
The want that makes him leane : who dares? who dares 
In purity of Manhood (tand upright 
And ſay, this mans a flatterer. -If one be, 
Soarethey all : tor every grize of fortune 
Is \mooth'd by that below. The Learned pate 
Duckesto the Golden foole. Alls obliquy ; 
Theresnothing levell in our curled Natures 
But direct villainy. Therefore be abhorr'd, 
All Feaſts, Societies, and Throngs of men, 
Hisſemblable, yea himfeife Timon diſdaines, 
Deſtruction phang mankind ;Earth yecld me Rootes, 
Who ſcckes for better of thee, ſawce his pallate - 
With thy moit operant Poyſon. What is heere ? 
Gold? Yellow, glittering, precions Gold? ' p 
Nogods, Iamaoidle Votaciſt, | 
Roots youcleere Heavens. Thus much of this will make 
Blacke, white ; fowle, faire; wrong, right; 
Baſe, Noble 3 Old, young ; Coward, vallia nt. 
Ha you gods ! why this? what this yoo gods > why this 
Will lagge your Prieſts and Seryantsfrom your fides: 
Placke mens pilloywes from below the heads. g 
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{ If thou wilt not promiſe, the Gods plague thee,for thou 


Timon of Athens. 


1 


This yellow Slave, 

Will knit and breake Religions, bleſſe th'accurſt, 
Make the hoare Leproſic ador'd, place Theeves, 
And give them Title, knee, and approbation 

With Senators onthe Bench ? This is it 

That makesthe wappen'd Widdow wed againe ; 
Shee, whom the Spattle-houſe, and vicerous ſores, 
Would caſt the gorge at. This Embalmes and Spices 
To'ttYAprill day againe. Come damn'd Earth, 

Thou common whore of Mankind, that puttes oddes 
Ameng the rout of Nations, I willakerhec. 

Doe thy right Nature. March afarre off. 
Ha ? ADrumme? Thrartquicke, | 

But yet Ile bury tee: Thou't goe (Rrong Theeke). 
When Gowty keepers ef thee cannor ſtand : 

Nay ſtay thou out for carneſt. 


—— 


3 
Enter Alcibiades with Drunme and Fift inn warkke manner 
and P hrynia, and Timandra. 


Alci. W hat artthou there ? ſpeake. 
Tim. A beaſt asthou art, The Canker gnaw thy heart 
For ſhewing me againe the eyes of man, 
Alci, What isthy name ? Is man {© hatefall to thee, 
That art thy ſclfe a Man ? 
Tim, 1 am Miſas thropes, and hate Mankind. 
For thy part, 1 doe wiſh thou wert a dogge, 
That I might love thee tomething, 
Alci. I know thee well : 
But in thy Fortunes am unlcarn'd, and ſtrange, 
Tim. I know theeto, and more then that I know thee 
I not defire toknow, Follow thy Drumme, 
With mans blood paint the ground Gules, Gules ; 
Religious Cannons, civill Lawes are crucll, 
Then what ſhould warre be ? This fell whore of thine, 
Hath in her more deſtruction then thy Sword, | 
For all her Cherubin looke. | 
Phrin, Thy lips rot off. 
Twm, I willnot kiſle thee, then the rot returnes 
To thine owne lippes againe. | 
eAlcs. How caime the Noble 7 smon to this change ? 
Tim. Asthe Moone doe's, by wanting light to give z | 
But then renew I could not like the Moone, 


—_ — ——— 


Alci, Noble Timon, what friendſhip may I doe thee ? 
Tim, None, butto maintaine my opinion. 

Alci. What is it Timon ? 

Tim. Promilc me Friendſhip, but performe none. 


art a man z ifthou do'ſt performe, confound thee, for 
thou art a man. 
Alci. 1 have heard in ſome ſort of thy Miſcrics. 
Tim. Thou fawit them when I — 
eAlci, 1 ſee them now, then was a Tune. 
Tim, Asthineisnow, held with a brace of Harjot 
Timas. Isthisth'Arhenian Minion, whom the world, | 


— 


.| Bathes, bring downe Roſe-checkt youth tothe Fubtaſt, 


Voyc'dſo regardFolly ? 
Tim.. Artthou Timandra ? Taman. \ es. 
Tim. Bec a whore ſtill, they love thee notthat ufc rhee, 

give th:mdiſcaſes, leaving withthee their Luſt, Make 

uſc ofthy ſalt ſcaſon the ſlaves for Tubbes and 


and the Diet. 


There were no Sunnes to borrow of. 


I have but little Gold of late, brave Timer, 
The want whercgf, doth dayly make revolt 
In my penurious Band. I have heard and greev'd 
-m curicd Athens, mindlefle of thy pets, 
orgetting thy great deeds, when Neighbour itates 
But for thy md and Forrnne trod upon them. 
T im, I preth:e beate thy Drum, and get thee gone. 
Alci. Iamtby Friend, and pitty thee deere T mon, 
Twm.How docſtthou pitry him whom thou doſt trou- 
I had rather be alone. ble, 
Alci. Why farethee well : 
Heere is ſome gold for thee. 
Tww. Keepe 1t,I cannot cat it. 
Alci, When 1 have laid proud Athens on a heape. 
Tw, Warr'tthon,gainſt Athens. 
Alci. 1 Trmen, and have cauſc. 
Tim. The gods confound them all inthy Conqueſt, 
And thee after, whenthou haſt Conquer'd. 
Ale* Why me, Timon? 
Tim, T hatby killing of Villaines 
Thou was't borne to conquer my Country. 
Put up thy Gold. Goon, heeres Gold, goc 013 
Be as a Plannetary plague, whom love 
Will ore ſome tieh-Vicd City, hang his poylon 
In the licke ayre : let not thy { word skip one . 
Pitty not honow'd Age for his white Beard, 
He 15 an Vſurer. Strike methe countertet Matrons 
Jt is her habite onely, that is bonelt, 
Her (clf:s a Bawd. Let notthe Virgins cheeke 
| Make ſoft thy trenchant Sword: for thoſe Mulke pappes 
That through the window Barne bore at mens eyCcs, 
Arc not within the Leafe of pitty writ, 
But ſet them down horrible T raitors.Spare notthe Babe 
W hoſe dimpled ſmiles from Fooles exbauſt their mercy; 
Thinke it a Baſtard, whom the Oracle - 
Hath doubttully pronounced, the throat ſhall cut, 
And mince it ſans remorſe. Sweare againſt Objects, 
Put Armour on thine cares, and on thine<yecs, 
Whole proofe, norycls of Mothers, Maides, nor Babes 
Nor ſight of Prieſts in holy Veſtments bleeding, 
Shall piercea jot. Theres Gold to pay thy Souldiers. 
Make large confuſion : and thy fury ipcnt, 
Counfounded be thy ſelfe. Speake nor, be gone. 
Alci. Haſtthougold yer, Ile takethe gold thou givelt 
me, not all thy Counſell. 
a Doſt thou or doſt thou not, Heavens curſc upon 
thee. 
Beth, Give us ſome Gold good Timen, haſt thou morc? 
Tim. Enough to make a W bore foriwcare her Trade, 
And to make Whores,a Bawd. Hold up you Sluts 
Your Aprons mountant ; you arc not Othadle, 
Although I know you'll , terribly ſweare 
Into ſtrong ſhudders, andto heavenly Agues 
Th'immorrall gods that heare you. Spare your Oathes: 
He truſt to your Cenditions, be whores {11l]. 
And he whoſe pious breath ſeekes to convert you, 
Be ftrong in W hore, allure him, burne him up, 
Let your cloſe fire predominate his ſmoke, 
And be noturne-coats : yet may your paines fix mouths 
Be quite contrary. AndT hatch 
Your thin Roofes withburthens of the dead, 
(Some that were hang'd) no matter : 


Times. Hang thee Monſter, 
Ales. Pardon him (weet Timaezdrs, for his wits 


\ Arc drown\dand loſt in his Calamites. 


Wearethem, betray withthem ; W hore ftill, 
Painttill a borſe may myre upon your face : 

A pox of wrinkles. 

þ Borb. Well, more Gold, what chen ? 


Bcleeve't | 


| 


| 


| 


vet 
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Be eeve'r that wee'l do any thing for Gold. By that which ha's undone thee; hindge thy knee, 
Tim. Conlumptions ſowe And let his very breath whom thou'le obſerve 
In hollow bones of man, ſtrike their ſharpe ſhinnes, Blow of thy Cap : praiſe his molt vicious ſtraine, 


And warre mens ſpurring-Cracke the Lawyers voyce, 
1 hit he may never more falſe Title pleade, 

Nor {ound his Quillets ſhrilly ; Hoare the Flamen, 
That ſcold'it againſt the quality of fleſh, 


| Aud not beleeves himſclfe. Downe withthe Noſe, 


Downe with it ſtat, take the Bridge quite away 
Ot him, that his particular to foreſee (bald 
Smel; trom the generall weale. Make curid'pate Rufhans 
Aud let the unſcarr*dBraggarts of the Warre 
Dcriue ſome paine from you. Plagveall, 
That your Activity may defeate and quell 
The {ourſe of all Eretion. There's more Gold. 
Do you damne others, and let this damne you, 
Andditches grave you all. 
beth. More counfeil with more Money , bounteous 
Tymon. | 
Tim. More w hore, more Miſcheefe firſt, I have given 
you earneſt. 
Alc. Strike up the Drum towardes Athens, farewell 
Timon ; if I thrive well, Ile uifit thee againe. 
Tww. It IThope well, Ile never {cethee more, 
eAlc. I never did the harme. 
Tim. Yes, thou ſpok'ſt well of me. 
Ale, Cell'it thou thatharme ? 
T 14a, Men dayly finde it,Gert thee away, 
And take thy Beagies withthee, 
Ale. We bur oftend him, firike. Exannt. 
Twn. That: Nature being ficke of mans unkindneſſe 
Should yet be hungry: Common Mother, thou 
W hoſe wombe vnmcatureable, and infinite breſt 
Teemes and feedsal!: whole (clfeſame Metrle 
Whercof thy proud Child (arrogant man) is puft, 
Engenders #he blacke T oad, and Adder blew, 
The gilded Newt, and eyeleſle venom'd Worme, 


| Withall th'abhorred Births below Criſpe Heaven, 


Whereon Hyperzone quickning fire doth ſhine: . 
Yeeld him,who ail the humane Sonnes do bate, 
From foorth thy plentious boſome,one poore roote: 
Enſcare thy Fertile and Conceptions wombe, 
Let ir no more bring out ingratefull man, 
Goe great with T ygers: Dragons, Wolues, and Beares, 
Tecme with new Monſters, whom thy upward face 
Ha:hro the Marbled Manſionall above 
Never preſcnted, O,a Root, deare thankes* |, 
Dry up thy Marrowes, V ines, and Plough-torne Leas, 
W heroof ingratefull man with Licourith draughts 
And Morlels Vntious, greaſes his pure minde, 
That from it all Confideration flippes———— , 
Enter eApemanti, 
More man ? Plague, plague. 
Ape. I was directed hither. Men t, 
Thou doſt atfe& my Manners, and doſt uſe them. 


. Tim. 'Tis then, becauſe thou doſt not keepe a dogge 


Whom I would imirate, Conſumption catchthee. 


Ape. This is intheea Nature but infected, 
A pooreunmanly Melancholy 1 | | 
From change of future, Why this Spadezthis place? 


This Slave like Habit, and theſe lookesof Care? = 
Th; Flatterers yer weare Silke, drinke W inc, lye ſofy, 
Hugge their diſcaled Perfumes, and have forgot 
That ever 7 «mon was. Shame not theſe Woods,” 

By putting onthe cunning of a Carper. 


Bethou a Flatterer now, and ſeeke rothrive 


——. 


——_— 


1 


And call it excilent : thou waſt told thus : 
Thou gav'ſt thine eares (like Tapſters, that bid welcome) 
To Knaves, and all approachers: Tis molt uſt 
That thou turne Raſcall, had'(tthou wealth againe, 
Raſcalls ſhould have't, Do not aſſume my likencfle, 
Tims, Where I like thee, I'de throw away my ſelfe. 
eApe. Thou halt caſt away thy ſelfe,being like thy ſelfe 
A Madman fo long, now a Foole: whac think it 
That the bleake ayre, thy boyſterous Chamberlaine 
Will putthy ſhict on warme? Will theſe moylt Trees, 
Thar —_ out-liv'd the Eagle, page thy heeles 
And skip when thou point'ſt our? Will the cold brooke 
Candicd with Ice, Cawdle thy Morning taſte 
To curethy o're-nights ſurfer? Callthe Creatures, 
W hoſe naked Natures live in all thefſpight 
Of wrekefull Heaven,whoſc bare anbouſed Trunkes, 
Tothe conflicting Elements expos'd 
Anſwer meere Nature : bid them flatter thee. 


| O thou ſhalt finde. 


Tm. A Foole of thee : depart. 

Ape. 1 lovethe better now, then cre I did. 

Tw. late thee wore, 

eApe. Why? 

Tim. Thou flatter'ſt miſery. 

Ape. 1 flatter nor,but {ay cthou arta Caytiffe+ 

Tim. Why do'ſt thou tceke me out # 

Ape. Tovex thee. 

Tim, Alwaicsa Villaines Othce, or a Fooles, 
Dolt pleaſe tby ſeltein't ? | 

Ape. I. 

' Tow. What, a Knaveroo?  - 

eMpe. If thou did'(t putthis ſowrecold habit oh 
To caltigate thy pride, twere well : butzhou 
Doſt ir enforcedly : Thou'dit Countier be againe 
Wert thou not Beggar: willing milcry 
Our-lives : in certaine pompe, 15 crown'd before : 
The one is filling ſtil, never compleat : 
The other, at high wiſh : belt ſtate Contentleſle, 
Hath's diſtfatedand moſt wretched being, 
Worſe then the worſt, Content. 
Thouſhonld'ſtdchie todye, being miſerable. 

Tim, Not by his breath, that is more miſcrable. 
Thou art a Slave, whom Fortunes tenderarme 
With favour never claſpt : bur bred a Dogge. 
Had'ſt thou like us from our firſt ſwath proceeded, 
The {weert degrees that this breefe world affords, 
To ſuch as may the pallive drugges of it 


Freely command'(t : thou would'ſt have plung'd thy ſafe 


In generall Rior, melted downe thy youth 
In different beqs of Luſt, and never learn'd 

The lcie precepts of reſpect, bur followed 
Tye gugred game before thee. Bur my eltc, 

Who had the world as my ConfeRionary, = 

The mouthes, the rongues, theeyes,and bearts of men, 

At duty more then I could frame employments 4 

That numberleſſe upon the ſtucke, as leaves 

Doon the Oake, have with one Winters bro 

Fell from their boughes, and left'me open bare, | 
For every ſtorme that blowes.f to beure this, - 

That never knew bur better, isſutne burthery's' 1+ 

Hath made the hard in't. W hy ſhould'ſt they hate Men? 
They never flatter'd thee. whe | tat thou given? 
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Timon of eA thens. 


If thou wilt curſe: thy Father(that poore ragge) 
Muſt be thy ſubie& ; who in tpighe put ftufte 
To ſome ſhee-Begger, and compounded thee 
Poore Rogve,hbereditary, Hence be gone, 
If thou hadſt not beene borne the worſt of men, 
Thou hadiſt bene a Knave and Flatterer: 

Ape. Art thou proud yer ? 

Tim, I, that Iam not the. 

Ape. 1, that I wasno Prodigall, 

T7 ww, 1, that I am onenow. 

Wereall the wealth I have ſhut up iathee, 
I'd give the leave to hange it, Get the gone : 
That the whole life of Athens were in this, 
Thus would I cate it. 

Ape. Heerc, I will mend thy feaſt. 

Timm. Firſt mend thy company, takeaway thy ſelfe, 

Ape. $0 I ſhall mend mine owne, by th'iacke of thine 

Tim. 'Tis not well mended fo, it is but botche; 

If not, I would it were. | 

Ape. W hat would'ſt thou have to Athens ? 

Tim. Thee thither in a whirlewind : if thou wilt, 
Tell them there I have Gold, looke, ſo I have. 

Ape. Heereis nouſe for Gold. 

Tim. The beſt, and trueſt : 

For here it ſlcepes,and do's no hyred harme. 

Ape. Where lyeſt a nights 7smon ? 

Tim. Vnder that's above me. 

W here feedit thou a- dayes Apemantnu ? 

Ape. Where wy ſtomacke hndes mcate, or rather 
where Tecate ir. : 

Tim. Would poyſon were obcdient,and knew my mind 

Ape. Where would'it thou ſend it ? 

Tam. To ſawce thy diſhes. 

Ape. The middle of Humanity thou never kneweſt, 
| but the extremity of both ends. When thou waſt inthy 
Gilt, and thy Perfume , they mockt thee for too much 
Curioſity : in thy Ragges thou knowelt none, butart de- 
ſpis'd for the contrary. Ther's a medler for thee, cate it. 

Tim, On what I hare, I feed not. 

Ape. Do'ſt hate aMedicr ? 
Tn, I,though itlooke likethce. 

Ape. And th'hadſt hated Medlers ſooner,thou ſhould'ſt 
have loved thy ſelfe better now. What mandiddſt thou | 
ever know unthrift, that was beloved after his meanes ? 

Tim. Who without thoſe mcanes thou talk'ſt of, didſt 
thou ever know belov'd ? | 

Ape. My (elfe. 

Tim. I underſtand thee : thou had'lt ſome meanesto 
keepe a Dogge. 

Ap:m. What things in the world canſt thou neereſt 
compare tothy Flatterers ? 

Tim. Women neereſt, but men: mcn are the things 
themſelves, What would'ſt thou do with the world 4- 
wif it lay inthy power ? 

Ape. Give itthe Beaſts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim, Would'ſt thou have thy (clfc fall in the confuſion 
of men, and remaine a Beaſt with the Beaſts. 

Ape. I T emon. + 

Tim, A bealtly Ambition, which the Goddes grant 
thee Cattaine to, If thou wert the Lyon, the Fox would 
beguile thee : if thou wertthe the Foxe would 
cate thee : ifrhou wert the Fox, the Lion would ſulpet 
thee, when peradventure thou wert accus'd by the Aſc : 
If thou wert the Aſﬀe, thy dulneſſe would torment thee : 
and ſtill thou liu'dſt but as a Breakefaſt rothe Wolfe.. jf 
thou wert the Woltfe, thy greedinefſe would afflitthee, 


— 


i. 


———_ 


and oft thou ſhold'ſt hazard thy life for thy dinner, Wert 
thou the Vnicorne, pride and wrath would confound 
thee, and make thine owne ſelfe the conqueſt of thy fury, 
Wert thou a Beare, thou would'ft be kill'd by the Horſe; 
wert thou a Horſe, thou would'ſt be ſcaz'd by the Leo- 
rd ; wertthou a d, thou wert Germane totke 
-on, and the ſpotres of thy Kindred, were Iurors on thy 
life. All thy ſafety were remotion, andthy defenceab- 
ſence. What Beaſt could'ſt thou bee, that were not ſub- 


— 


— _—_—_— 


jet toa Beaſt * and what a Beaſt art thou already , that 
{eclt notthy loſle in transformation. 
Ape, It thou could'ſt pleaſe me 
With ſpeaking rome thou might'ſt 
Have hit upon it heere. 
The Common wealthof Athens, is become 
A Forreſt of Bealts* 
Tim. How ha's the Aſſe broke the wall, that thou art 
out of the City, 
Ape. Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter - 
The plague of Company light upou thee: 
I will feare tocatch it, and give way- 
W hen I know not what elſe to do, 
Ile ſce the againe. 


Tim. When thereis nothing living but thee, 
Thou ſhalt be welcome. 
T had rather be a Beggers Dogge, 
Then eApemantne. 
Ape. Thou artthe Cap 
Ofall the Fooles alive. 
Tsm, Wouid thou wert cleane enough 
To ſpit upon. 
Ape. A plague on thee, 
Thouart too bad tocuries 
Tm. All Villaines 
That do ſtand by thee are pure, 
Ape. There isno Leproſic, 
But what thou ſpeak'ſt, 
Twm. If I name thee, Ile beate thee; 
Bar 1 ſhould _ my hands. 
eſpe. 1 would my tongue 
Could rotthem oft. oe 
Tim. Away thouiſlue of a mangy dogge- 
Coller docs k1'l me, _ 
That thou art alive, I ſwoond to ſee thee, 
Ape, Would thou would" ſt burft, 
Tim, Away thoutcedious Rogue, I am ſorry I ſhall lofe 
a ſtone by thee, 
Ape. Bealt. 
Tun, Slave. 
Ape. Toad. 
» Tim, Rogue, Rogue,Rogue- 
I am ſicke of this Falſe v Sand will love nought 
But wen the meere neceſſities upon't : 
Then Timon preſently prepare thy grave : 
| Lye where the light Fome of the Sea may beatc 
Thy grave-ſtone dayly, make chinc Epitaph, 
That death in me, at others lives may laugh. 
O thov ſweete King-killer, and deare divorce 
Twixt naturall Sunneand fire; thou bright defiler 
of Himes bed, thou valiant Mars, 
Thou ever, you ,loved,and delicate wooer, 
Whoſe bluſh doth thawe the conſecrated Snow 
That lies on Dians 
Thou viſible God, 
Thar ſouldreſt cloſe Impoſlibilities. 


And mal''ſt them kifſe ; that ſpeak'ſt with every , 
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Timon of eA'thens. 


Toevery © ; O thou touch of hearts, 
Thinke ve-man rebels, and by thy vertue 
Set them iato confounding oddes, that 
May have the world in Empire. 
Ap?» Would'twere fo, 
But not till I am dead, 1lefayrth'haſt Gold : 
Thou wilt be throng'd too ſhortly. 
Tim. Throng'd too ? 
Ape. I: 
Tim. Thy backe I prythee, 
Ape. Live, and love thy miſery, 


a 


Tum. live ſo,and ſogye, 1 am quit. - 
Ape. Mothings like m 
Eate Timon, and abhorre then. Exit Apeman 
Enter the Bandetti. 


I Where ſhould he have this Gold? It is ſome poore 
Fragment, ſome ſlender Ort of his remainder : the meerc 
want of Gold, and the falling from of his Friendes, drove 
him into this Melancholly. 

2 Icisnoisd 
He hoth a maſſe of Treaſure, | 

3 Let us make the aſſay upon hitn, if he care net for't, 
be will ſupply us eafily : if he couetouſly reſerueit, how 
ſhall 's ger it # 

2 True: for he beares it notabour him : 

Tis hid. 

1 Is not this hee ? 

All, Where ? 

2 Tis his deſeription. 

3 He? Iknowhim. 
All. Save thee Timon, 
Tim. Now Theeves. 
All, Soldiers, not Theeves. 
Tim. Both too,and womens Sons. 
eAll, Wearenot Theeves, but men 
That much do want. | 
Tim. Your greateſt want is, you wont muchof meat : 
Why ſhould you want? Behold, rhe Earth hath Rootes : 
Wrhin this Mile breake forth a hundred Springs: 
The Oakes beare Maſt, the Briers Scarlet Hips, 
The bounteous Huſwife Nature, on cach buſh, 
Layes her full Mefle beforc you. Want? why Want? 
1 Wecannot live on Graſſe, on Berries, Water, 
As Beaſts,and Birds,and Fiſhes. , 
Ti. Nor on the Beaſts them(clves, the Birds and Fiſhes, 
You muſt cate men. Yet thankes I muſt youcon, 
That youare Theeves profeſt : that you worke not 
In holier ſhapes : Forthereis boundlefſe Theft 
In limited Profeſſions. Raſcall Theeves 
Heere's Gold. Go, ſucke the ſubtle blood o'th Grape, 
Till the high Feavour feeth your blood to froth, 
And fo ſcape hanging- Truſt nor the Phyfitian, 
His Antidores are poyſon, and he ſlayes 
Moe then you Rob : Take wealth, and live together, 
Do. Villaine do, fince youproteſt to doo. 
Like Workemen, Ile example you with Theevery : 
The Sunnes a Theefe, and with his great attraQtion. 
Robbes the valte Sea, The Moones anarrant Theefe. 
And her pale fre, ſhe ſnatches from the Sunne. 
The Seas a Theefe, whoſe liquid Surge, reſolues 
The Moone into Salt teares. The Earth's a Theefe, 
That feeds and breeds by a compoſture ſtolne 
From gen'rall excrement : each think's a Theefe. 
The Lawes, your curbe and whip, in theirrongh power 


—— 


| What vilder thing 


Ha's uncheck'd Theft. Lovenot your ſelves,away, 
Robone another, there's more Gold, curthroates, 
All that you mecte are Theeves : to Athens go, 
Breake open ſho nothing can you ſtealc 
Buc T heeves do looſe it : ſteale lefle, for this I give yoa 
And Gold confound you howſoere : Amen. 

3 Has almoſt charm'd mefrom my P:ofcflion, by per- 
{wading me to it. ; 

1 'Tisin the malice of mankinde, that he thus adviſes 
vsnetto have vs thrive inour myltery, 

2 le beleeve him as an Enemy, 
And give over my Trade. : 

1 Letvs firſt ſee peace in Athens, there is no time 
miſerable but a man may be true. E xeunt T beeves, 


Enter the Seer d t6 Timon. 


Srv. Oh you Gods ! 
Is yon'ddiſpis'd and ruinous man my Lord ? 
Full of decay and fayling? Oh Monument 
And wonder of good deeds, evilly beftow's ! 
What analteration of Honor has dcip'rate want made ? 
the carth, hc: Friends, 
Who can bring Nobleſt mindes,to baſeſt ends, 
How rarely doesit meete with this times guiic, 
When man was wiſhttolove his Enemies : 
GrantI may ever love, and rather woo 8; 
Thoſe that would miſcreete me, po that doo. 
Has caught me in his eye, I will preſent my honelt griefe 
unto him; and as my Lord, ſtill ſerve him with my life, 
My deereſt Maſter. 

Tim. Away : what art thou? 

Stew. Have you torgot me-Sir ? 

Tim. Why doſt aske that? I haue forgot all men. 


Then ifthou grunt'ſt th'art a man, { 


I have forgot thee. | 
Stew, An honeſt ſeruant of yours. 
Tim. Then I know thee not : 
I never had honeſt man about me,1 all, . 
I kepr were Knayes, to ſerve in meate to Villnes, 
Stew, The Gods are witnefle, 
Nev'r did poore Steward weare a truer greefe 
For his undone Lord, then mine eyes tor you« 
Tim, What doſt thou weepe ? 
Come necrer. thenlI love thee 
Becanſethouart a woman, and diſclaim'ſt 
_ mankinde: wholceyes donever give, 
Butt Luſt and Laughrer : pittie's ſleeping : (ping. 
Strange times that weepe with laughing, not with wee- 
Srow. I of you to know me, good my Lord, 
T'accept my greefe, and whilſt this poore wealth laſts, 


To entertaine me as your Steward (till, | 


Tim, Had aSteward | 


| Sorrue, ſo iuſt, and now ſo comfortable ? 


Ir almoſt turnes my daungerous Nature wild. 

Let me behold thy face : Surely, this man 

borneof wy je PL 
ive my generall, and exceptlefſe 

You - ſober Gods. I doproclaime 

One man : Miſtake me nor, but one : 

No more I pray, and hee's a Steward. 

How faine wouid Ihave hated all mankinde, 

And thou redeem'(t thy ſelfe. Butall fave thee, 

I fell with Curſes, - + | 

Methinkes thou art more honeſt now then wiſe : 


tt. 


ww 


For, by oppreſſingand berraying mee, | 
: Rs Thon 
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Timon of «Athens. | 


4. _— 
Ne ———— 


Thou tnight'ft have ſooner got another Service : 
For maay, ſo arrive at ſecond Maſters, 
Vpon thee firlt Lords necke. But tell me true, 
(For I a;ſt ever doubt, though ne're ſo lure) 
Isnotthy kindneſſe ſubtle, couctous, | 
If not aVſurirg kiudnefſe, and as rich men deale Guitts, 
ExpeRting in returne twenty for one? 
Stew No wy moſt worthy Maſtcr,in whoſe breſt 
Doubt, and fuſpet (alas) are plac'd tolate : _ 
You ſhould have fear'd falſe times, when you did Feaſt. 
SuſpeR (till comes where an cltate 1s | 
That which I ſhew, Heaven knowes, is mcerely Love, 
Duty,and Zeale, to your unmarched minde; 
Care of your Food and Living, and belceve it, 
My molt honovr'd Lord, 
For any benefit that pointsto mee, 
Either In hope, or preſent, I'de exchange 
For this one wiſh, that you had powerand wealth 
To requite me, by making rich your ſeltc. 
Tim. Looke the 'tis ſo : thou ſingly boneſt man, 
Heere take : theGods outof my miſery 
Ha's {cnt the Treaſure. Go, liverich and happy: 
But tkuscondition'd : Thou ſhalt build from men: 
Rate all,curſc all, ſhew Charity tonone, 
But let the famiſht fleſh flide from the bone, 
Ere thou releeve the Begger, Give to dogges | 
W hat thou denyeſt to men. Let Priſons ſwallow cm, 
Debts wither'em to nothing, be men like blaſted woods 
And may Dilcaſcs licke vp their falſe bloods, 
And ſo farewell, and thrive. 
Stew, O let me ſtay and comfort you my Maſter; 
Tim. If thou hat'ſt Curſes 
Stay not: flye, whil't thou art bleſtand free : 
Ne're ſee thou man,aud let me ne're ler thee. Exit, 
Enter Poet, and Painter, 
Pain. As I tooke note of the place, it cannot be farre 
Where he abides, | 
Poet. What'sto be thought of him ? 
Does the Rumor hold for true, 
That hee's fo full of Gold? 
Painter. Certaine. 
Alcubiades it : Phriniaand Timandra 
Had Gold of him, he likewiſe enrich'd _ 
Poore ſragling Soldiers, with great quantity. 
'Tisfaide, he gave unto his Steward 


A mighty ſumme. 


Poet. Then this breaking ofhis. 
Ha's beene but a try for his Fricnds ? 

Painter, Nothing elſe : , 
Youſhall ſee him a Palme in Athens againe, 
And flovriſh with the higheſt: . 

, 'e15 not amiſle, we tender our loves 

To him, in this 'ddiſtreſſc of his : 
It will ſhew y in us, 
And is very likely,to loade our purpoſes 
_ _ they travailefor, - ; 
If tbeaiu true report, that gocs > 
Of his having. 

Poet W hat have you now 
To preſent umohim ? 

Painter. Nothing at this time | 
But my Viſitation : onely I will promiſe him 
Anexc-llent Peece. 

Poet. | muſt ſcrue him ſo too; 


Tell him of an intent that's comming toward him. 


— 


| Painter, Good as the beſt 

Promiſing, is the very Ayre o'th'Time ; 
It openstheeyes of ExpeRati 
And b REES |» co-pr 

nd butint impler ki 
The deede of Saying is wine of uſe. I 
To promiſe, is molt Gourtly and faſhionable ; 
Performance, isa kind of Will or Teſtament 
Which argues a great ſickeneſſc in his iudgement 
That makes it. 


comm as bu Cave 


Timex. Excellent Workeman, 
Thou canſt not paint a man ſo badde 
As 1s thy ſclfe. 
Poet, I am thinking 
W hat I ſhall ſay I have provided for him : 
It muſt be a perſonating of himſelfe: 
A Satyre againſt the ſottneſſe of Proſperity, 
| With a Diicov cry of the infinite Flattcrics 
That follow yourk and opulency+ 
| Timon. Naitthou ncedes 
| Stand for a Villainc inthine owne Worke ? 
{ Wilethou whip thine owne faults inother men ? 
Do fo, I have Gold for thee, 
Poet. Naylet'sſecke him, 
Then do we finne againſt our owne eſtate, 
When we may profit meete, and come too late, 
Painter, True : 
W hen the day ſerues before blacke-corner'd night ; 
Finde what thou want'ſt, by tree and offer's light. 
Come, 
.. Tow, Ile meete you at the turne : 
What a Gods Gold, that he is worſhipt 
In a baſer Temple, then where Swine feede ? 
'Tisrhou that rigg*ft the Barke,and plow'ſt the Fome, 
Serleſt admired reverence in a Slave, 
Tothee be worſhipt, and thy Saints for aye : 
Be crown'd with Plagues, that thee alone obay. 
Fit I mcete them. 
Poet. Haile worthy Timon, 
Pain. Ourlate Noble Maſter. 
Timon. Have I once liv'd 
Toſce two honeſt men ? 
Poet, Sir: 
Having often of your open Bounty teſted, 
Hearing you were retyr'd, your Friends falne off, 
| Whole thankeleſſe Natures(O abhorred Spirits) 
Notall the W hippes of Heaven,arc large cnough, 
What,to you, 
Whoſe Starre-like Nobleneſſe gave life and influence 
Totheir whole being ? I am rapt, and cannot cover 
The monſtrus bulke of this Ingratitude 
| With any ſize of words. 
Timon, Letit go, 
Yeacher eel yor are 
Youthart arc ing what yov are, 
Make them beft m_—_ knowne. 
Le carats in one of your gut 
e travail 'd in your guifts, 
And ſweetly felt it. wy 
Timen, I, you are honeſt men. 
P ainet. We are hither come 
To offer you onr ievice. 


i 


Times. Moſt honeſt men: 


_ DA... nt nm ——_—_—— 4 


Why | 
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Why how ſhall I requite yu ? 
Can you cate Roots, and drinke cold water, no? 
Both. What.wecan do, 
\Vee't do to do you {eruice. 
7im. Y'are honeſt men, 
Yhave heard that I have Gold, 
Iam ſure you have, ſpeake truth, y'are honeſt men, 

Pain, $0 it is ſaid my Noble Lord, but theretore 
Came not my Friend, nor 1. 

Timon, Good honeſt man : Thou draw'{t a countertet 
Belt in all Athens, th'art indeed the beſt, 
Thou counterfer'!t moſt lively. 

Pam, So,ſo,my Lord, 

Tim. E'ne ſo fir as I ſay. And for thy fiction, 
Why thy Verſe ſwels with ſtuffc ſo fine and ſmcoth, 
That thou art even Natursliin thine Art. 

Bur for ail this (my honeſt Natur'd friends) 

I muſt needs (ay you havea little fault, 
Marry 'tis not mon{treus in you, neither wiſh I 
You take much painestomend. 

Both, Beſleech your Honour 
To make it knowne tous. 

Tim. You'l rake it ill. - 

Both. Moſt thankefully, my Lord- 

Timon, Will you indeed? 

Both. Doubtitnot worthy Lord- 

Tim, There's never a one of you but truſts 2 Knave, 
That mightily deceives you. 

Forth, Do we, my Lord ? 

T wm. I,and you hearc him cogge, 
Sce him diflemble, 
Know his groſle patchery, love bim, feede him, 
Keepe in your boſome, yer rewaine aſlur 
That he's a made-up-V illaine. 

Pain, 1 know nonc ſuch, my Lord. 

Port. Nor lh. 
' Tim. Looke you, 
| Hoveyon well, lic give you Gold | 
| Rid me theſe Villaines from. your companics ; 
| Hangthcm, or ſtab them, Crowne them indranght, 
| Contound them by ſome courſe, and come to me, 
| lle give you Gold enough. 
| Bath. Namethem my Lord, let's know them- 
| Tim. Youthat way, and you this : 
Bur ewo in company : 
Exch mana part, all ſingle,and alone, 
Yer an arch Villaine keepes him company : 
If wbere thou art, two Villaines ſhallnotbe, _ 
Come not neere him, If thou would'ſt not recide 
But where one Villaine is, then him abandon. 
Hence, packe, there's Gold, yecawe for Gold ye ſlaves: 
You have worke for me , there's payment, thence, 
You are an Alcumiſt, make Gold of thart : 
Out Ralſcall dogges. 


Enter Steward, and two Senators, 


Stew. It is vaine that you would ſpeake with Timen : 
For he is ſet ſo onely to himſelfe, 
That nothing but himiclfc, which lookes like man, 
isfriendly with him. 

1.5, Bring usto his Cave, 
It is Our part and promiſe to rh'Athenians 
To ſpeake with T:wmen. 

2,5ex. Atall times alike 


| Toward thee, forgetfulneſſe roo generall 


m_—_— = 


-_ - — —"— 


— —— OR 


Exemnnt, 


Thatfram'd him thus. Time with his fairer hand, 
Offering the Fortunes of his former daycs, 
The former man may make him: bring us to bim 
And chanc'c itas it may, 

Stew. Heere is his Cave: 
Peace and content be hcere- Timon,T zmon, 
Looke out, and ſpcake to Friends : T h' Athenians 
By two of their moſt reverend S:nate greet thee : 
Speake to them Noble /imon. 


Emer T in:on ont of his Cave. 


Tim, Thou Sunne that comfort burne, 
Speake and be hang'd : 
For each true word, a bliſter, and each falſe 
Be asa Catherizing to the root o'th'Tougue, 
Conſuming tt with ſpeaking. 
1 Worthy Timon. 
Tim. Ot none but ſuch as you, 
And you of Timon. | 
I lhe Senators of Athens,greet thee Timon. 
Tim. I thanke them, 
And would (end them backethe plague, 
Could 1 but catch it for them. 
r O forget 
W hat we are ſorry for our ſelves in thee : 
The Senators, with one conſent of love, 
Intreate thee backe to Athens, who have thought 
Oa !peciall Dignittes, which vacantlye 
For thy beſt uſe and wearing. 
2 They confefle 
groſſe; 
W hich now the publike Body, which doth fildome 
Play the re-canter, feeling in u (elte 
A lacke of Timonrayde, bath ſince withall 
Of it owne fall,reſtrainirg ayde to Twmen, 
And end torth us,to make their forrowed render, 
Together, with a recompence more fruitfuil 
Then their offence can weigh downe by the Dramme, 
I evenſuch heapes and ſummes of Love and Wealth, 
As hall tothee blot out, what wrongs weretheirs, 
And write in thee the figures of their love, 
Ever to read them thine. 
Tim, You witch mcin ic ; 


| Surprize meto the very brinkeof teares; 


Lend me a Fovles hear, and a womans eyes, 
Andlle beweepe thelc comforts, worthy Senatorse 

1 Thercfore fo pleaſe thee to returne with us, 
And uf our Athens, thine and curs to take 
T he Captaineſhip, thou ſhalt be met with thankes, 
Allowed with abſolute power ayd thy good name 
Live with Authority : fo ſoone we ſhall drive backe 


| Of Alcibiades Napproaches wilde 


Who likea Boare too ſavage, doth root up 
H1s Countries peace. 

2 And ſhakes his threatning Sword 
Againſt the walls of Athens, 

1 Therefore Timon. 

Tim. Well fir, I will: thereforeI will fir thus: 
If Alcubiades kill my Countrymen, 
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 
That Tiz9n cares not, Bur if he facke faire Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by*ch'Bcards, 
Giving our holy Virginsto the (taine 


| Of contumelious, beaſtly, mad-brain'd warre : 


Men are not ſtill the ſame : *twas Time and Greefes | Then let him know, andrell = Timon(peakesit. : 
2 E 1 ny” 


— 
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'n pitty of our aged, and our youth, . | 
[ canotchooſe but rellhim that I care not, 
And lec hiatak't at worſt : For their Knives care not, 
W hue you have throats roanſwer. For my (cite, 
There's not a whittle, in th'unruly Campe, 
But I do prize it at my love. betore 
The reverendſt Throat in Athens. So I leave you 
To the protetion of the proſperous Gods, 
As Theeves to Keepers. 
Stew. Stay not, all*s in vaince ; 
Twm, Why I was writing of my Epitaph, 
It will be leene tomorrow, My long {ickn-ſle 
Of Realth, and Living, now beginsto mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live ſtill, 
Be eAlcibiades your plague ; you his, 
And laſt ſolong enough. 
1 We ſpeake in vaine, 
Tum. _—_— I love my Country, and am not 
One thar rcioyces inthe common wracke, 
As comman bruitedoch put it« 
1 That's well ſpoke. en Cunt 
Tim. Commend me to my ioving oun cn. 
1 Theſe words becowe your lippes as they paſie rhorow 
them, : 
2 Andenter in our cares, like great Triumphers 
In their —_—_— gates. 
Tim. Commend me tothem, : 
And tell them, that to caſe them of their greefes, 
Their feares of Hoſtile ſtrokes, their Aches loſles, 
Their pangs of Loue, with other incident throwes 
That Natures fragile Veſſell doth ſuitaine 
In lifes uncertaine vo age, I will tome kindnes do them» 
Le teach them to prevent wilde Alcbrades wrath. 
x 1likethis well, ke wili returne againe. 
Tim. I have a Tree which growes heere in my Cloſe, 
That mine owneuſe inuites me to cur downe, 
And ſhortly muſt I fl it. Teil my Fricnds, 
Teli Athens, in the trequence of degree, 
From highto low throughout, tht who ſo pleaſc 
To {top AMi&ion, let him take his baſte ; 
Come hither cre my Tree hath felrthe Axe, 
And hang himſclfe. I pray you do my greeting. 
Stew. Trouble him no further, thus you ſtill 
Finde him. 
Tim. Come not to me againe, but ſay to Athens, 
Times hath made his cucrlaſting Manſion 
Vpon the Beached Verge of the ſalt Flood, 
Which once a day with his emboſſed Froth 
The turbnlent Surge ſhall cover ; thither come, 
Andlct my grave-ſtone be your Oracle : 
Lippes, let foure words go by, and Languageend : 
W hat is amiſſe, Plague and Infection mend. 
Graves onely be mens workes,and Deaththeir gaine; 
Sunne, hide thy Beames, Times hath done his Raigne, 
Exut T zmon. 
1 His diſcontents are unremoveably coupled to Na- 
res 
2 Our hopein him isdead: let usreturne, 
And ſtraine what other meanes 1s left unto us 
Tn our deere perill. 
x lt requires ſwift foot. £:xemm. 
Enter two other Senators, with a Meſſenger, 


1 Thou haſt pzicfully diſcover'd : are his Files 
As full as they report ? 


M—_ 


| As ſlept withinthe ſhadow of your power 


OMe. 1 have ipokethe leaſt. 
Beſides his expedition promiles preſent approach. 

2 We much hazard, if they bring not Trmoy, 
E... _ 4 Cu one mine ancient Friend, 

omt in gen we were oppos'd 

Yct our old love = bot force, ; 
And made us ſpeake like Friends. This man was riding 
From 4lcibiader to Timons Cave, w 
With Letters of intreaty, which imported 
His Fellowſhip i'th'caute againſt your City, 
In part for his lake moy'd. 


Enter the other Senators. 
I = come our Brothers. 
$ Notaike of 7 won, nothing of him expeR, 
The Encmics Drumme is heardand feargfull ſcouring 
Doth choake the aye yyith duſt : In, andprepare, . 
Ours 15 the fall | teare,our Foes the Snare. Exenn, 


Enter a Soldier in the Woods ſeekmyg Timon, 

Sel. By all deſeriptionthis ſhould be the place. 
Whos hcere ? &pcake hoa. Noanſwer ? W hat is this ? 
T ymen is dead, who hath our-ſtretcht bis ſpan, 
Some Bea{t reade this ; There do's nolive a Man, 
Dead ſure, and this his Grave, what'son this Tomb, 
I cannot read : the Charracter He take with wax, 
Our Captaine hathin every Figure skill , 
An ag'd [nterpreter, though yong indayes : 
Bctore proud Athens hee's ſet downe by this, 
Whole fail the marke of his ambiticn is. 


Exit 


T rumpets ſound. Enter Alcibiades with bu Powers 
be! ore Athens . 


*Alc. Sound to this Coward and laſcivious Towne, 
Ourterrille approach. 
Sounds a Party, 
: The Senatore e pon the wals. 
Till now you have gone 0n, and filid the time 
Withall Liccntious meaſure, making your willes 
The ſcope of Iuftice. Tillnow my {clfe and ſuch 


Have wander'd wich our traverſt Armes, and breath'd 
Our {uffcrance vainly . Now the time isfluſh, 
W hen crouching Marrow iu the bearer ſtrong 
Cries (of it ſelte) no more:Now breathlefſe wrong, 
Shall tit and pant inyour great Chaires of eaſe, 
And purL. c Inſolence ſhall breake his winde 
With tcare and horrid flight, 

I. Sex. Nobleand young ; 
When thy firltgreefes were but a meere conceit, 
Ere thou had'ſt power, or we had cauſe to feare, 
Welenr to thee, to give thy rages Balme, 
To wipe out our Ingratitude, with Loves 
Above their quanrity, 

2 So did we wooe 
Transformed Timento our Cittics love 
By humble Meſſage, and by promiſt meanes : 
We were nor all unkinde, nor all deſcrve 
The common ſtroke of warre, 

t Theſe walles of ours, 
Were not erected by their hands,from whom 
You have receiv'd your greefe : Nor are they ſuch, 
Thattheſe great Towres, Trophees,& Schools ſhould fall 
For private faults in them. 

2 Nor arethey living 
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Who were the motives that you firſt went out, Thoſe Enemics of Timons, and mine owne 
Shame (that they wanted cynning in exceſlc) ' * | Whom you yourſelves ſhall fet our for reproofe, 
Hath broke their bearts, Martch, Noble Lord, Fall and no more; and to atrone your feares 
Into our City with thy Banners ſpred, | With my more Noble meaning, not a man 
By decimation and a tythed death ; Shall paſſe his quarter, or offend the ſtreame 
if thy Revenges hunger tor that Food * Of Regular Iuſtice in your Citties bounds, 
Which Nature loathes, take thou the deſtin'd tenth, But ſhall be remedicd by your publique Lawes 
And by the hazard of the ſported dye, Atheavieſt anſwer. 
Let dye the ſported. Both. "Tis molt Nobly ſpoken. 
1 All have not offended: _ Ale.Deſcend, and keepe your words. 
For thoſe that were, it is not ſquate to take, | Emer a Meſſenger. 
On thoſe that are, Revenge : Crimes, like Lands «MI. My Noble Generall, Trzvon is dead, 
Are not inherited, then deere Countryman, Entomb'd wpon the very hemme o'rh'Sca, 
Bring in thy rankes, bur leave without thy rage, And on his Graveſtone, this Infculpture which 
Spare thy Athenian Cradle, and thoſe Kin With wax I brought away: whoſe (oft Impreſſion 
Which 1n the bluſter of thy wrath muſt fall Interprets for my poore ignorance. 
With thoſe that have offended, like a Shepheard, 
Approch the Fold, and cull th'infeRted forth, Alcibiaderreades the Epitaph, 
But kill not ai rogether, Heere lies a wretched { varſe, of wretched Soule bereft, 

2 Whatthou wil, Seek not my name: A F lague conſume you, Catif+ left: 

Thou rather ſhalt inforce it with thy ſmile, Heere bye 1 Timon, whe all [sving men did hate, 
Then berv too'r, with thy Sword. P aſſe by, and curſethy fil, but itay not here thy gate. 

1 Setbat thy foot Theſe well exprefſe in thee thy latter ſpirits: 
Againit our rampyr'd gates, and they ſhall ope : Though thou abhorrd'ſt in vs our humane greifes, 
So rh ou wilt ſend thy gentle heart before, Scornd'ſt our Braines flow,and thoſe our droplets, which | 
ſo fay thou't enter Friendly. From niggard Nature fall; yer Rich Conceit 

2 Throw thy Glove, T aught thee ro make vaſt Neptune weepe for aye 
Or any Token of thine Honour elſe, On thy low Grave: on faults forgiven. Dead 
That thou wiltuſe the warresasthy redreſſc, Is Noble Timon, of whoſe Memory - - 

And notas our Confuſion : All thy Powers Heereafter more. Bring me into your Citty, 

Shali make their harbour ia our Towne till wee And I will uſe the Olive with my Sword : 

Have fcal'd (iy full deſire. ; Make war breed peace;make peace ftint war, make each 
Ale, Then there's my Glove, Preſcribe to other, as each others Leach. 

Deſcend and open your uncharged Ports, Let our Drummes ſtrike. Exennt, | 


4 


7 And 

6d Lucullus,two Flattering Lords, 
Appemantus,a Churlith Philoſopher. 
Sempronius another flattering Lord, 
Alcibiades,an Athenian Capraine, 

Poet, 

Painter. 

leweller. 

Merchant. 

Cerraine Senatours. 

Certaine Maskers. 

Certaine Theeves. 


— + W—_ 


Flaminjus,one of T ymons Seryants, 
Servilius,another, 

Cam, *? 
Varro, | 
Philo. 
Titus. 
Lucius, 
Horrenſ1us. 
Ventidius, one of Tymons falſe Friends, 
Cupid. 
Sempronius, 

With divers other Servants, * 

And Atrendants. 


>Severall Servants to Vſuters, 
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Enter Flavins, Mwrellus and certame Commoners 
owner the Stages 


Flaws. 


Ence ; home you idle Creatures, get you home: 
Is this a Holiday ? W hat, know you not 
(Being Mcchanicall) you ought not walke 
Vpona hbouring day, without the ſigne 
Of your Profeſſion ? Speake, what Trade art thou ? 

Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter. 

AMwr. Where is thy Leather Apron,and thy Rule? 
What doſt thou with thy beſt Apparrell on? 

You fir what Trade are you ? 

Cobl. Truely Sir, in reſpec ofa fine Workeman, I am 
but as you would ſay, a Cobler. ; 

Mar, But what Trade art thou ? Anſwer me direRtly. 

Cob. A Trade Sir, that 1 hope I may uſe with, a (ate 
Conſcience, which is indeed Sir, a Mender of bad ſoules. 

Fla. What Trade thou knave ? Thou naughty knave, 
what Trade? | : 

Cobl. Nay I beſeech you Sir, be not out with me: yet 
if you be out Sir I can mend yous 

Mer, What mean'ſt thou by that? Mend mee, thou 
ſawcy Fellow ? 

(*. Why fir Cobble you. 

Fla. Thou arta Cobler art thou? 

Cob, Trucly fir, all that I live by , is withthe Anle : I 
meddle with no Tradeſmans matters, nor woraans mat- 
ters; but withall I am indeed Sir, a Surgeon to old ſhooes: 
when they are ingreat danger, I recover them. Aspro- 
per men asever trod upon Neates Leather; have gone up- 
on my handy worke. | -+&F 

Fla. But wherefore art not in thy Shop' to day? 

Why do'lt thou leads theſe men about the ſtreers ? | 

Cob, Traly fir, to weare out their ſhooes , toget my 
leife into more worke. But indeede fir we make Holy- 
day to ſee Ceſar,and to reioyce in his Triumph, 

Mawr. Wheretorereroyce ? 

What Conqueſt brings he home? 

What Tributaries follow himto Rome, - 

Togracein Captive bonds his Chariot Wheeles* _ 
You Blockes, you ſtones, you worle then ſenſlefle things: 
O you hard hearts, you cruell men of Rome, 

Knew you not Pompey many a time and oft ? 

Have you climb'd up to Walles and Battlements, 

To Towres and Windowes? Yea, to Chimney tops, 

Your Infants in your Armes, and there have fate 


The live-long day, with patient eypeRation, 


—— 


To ce great P ompey paſle the ſtreets of Rome : 


And when you ſaw his Chariot but appeare, 
Have you not made an Vniverſall ſhout, 
That Tyber trembled underneath her bankes 
To heare the replication of your ſounds, 
Made in her Concave Shotes ? 

And do you now put on your beſt attyre ? 

| And do you now cull out a Holyday 

And do you now ftrew Flowers in his way, 
That comes in Triumphover Pompey's blood? 
Be gone, 

Runane to your houſes, fall » our knees, 
Pray to the Gods to ination 

That needs mult light on this Ingratitude. 

Fla, Go,go, good COLE and for this fault 
Aſſembleall the _— men of your ſort ; | 
Draw them to T yber bankes, and weepe your teares 
Intothe Channell, till the loweſt ſtreame 
Do kifſe the moſt exalted Shores of all. 

E ment all the (ommoner;. 


| See where their baſeſt mettle be notmou'd, 


*1 They vaniſh rongue-tycd in their guiltineſle : 


Go you downethat way towards the Capitoll, 
This way will I : Difrobe the Images, 
| If you do finde them deckt with Ceremonies, 
Mmnur. May we doſo? 
You know itis the Feaſt of Lupercall, 
Fla, It is no matter, let on Images 
| Be with the Ce/&:Trophees : Ile about, 
And drive away the Vulgar trom the fireers ; 
= you too, where you we them thicke. 
egro Feathers, pluckt from Ceſars wi 
| Will Sk flye an ordinary pitch, — 
Whoelſe would foare above the view of men. 
And keepe us allin ſervile fearefulneſſe, Exe, 


Enter ("eſar, Antony for the Courſe, Calphurnia, Portia, De- 
cis, ('cero, Brute, Caſſins, (aha, a Sootbſayer :af- 
ter them ( Mupellics and Fla tim. 
Ceſ. ( alpburnia. 
(««k. Peace ho, Ceſar ſpeakes. 
(ef, Calphurnia. 
Calp. Heere my Lord-- 
Cef. Stand you directly in Antonio's way, 
When he 5 run his courſe, Antonio. 
_= bt «ſar, my Lord. head 4 
«ſ. Forget not in your none, 
Torouch Ca/pbarnis ; for our Elders ſay, 
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The Barren touched in this holy chace, 
Shake off their ſterrile curſe. 
Ant. 1 ſhallremember, 
When (ſar ſayes Do this ;ivis perform'd. 
Ce/. Set on, andleaveno Ceremony out. 

$#2:b. ( </ av, 

Cf. Ha? Who calles? | 

Cack. Bid every noyſe be ſtill : peace yet againe» 
Ceſ. Who is itinthe preſſe, harcalles on me? 

T kearea Tongue ſhrillerthen ail che Muſicke 
Cry, (ſar :Speake, Ceſar 15 turn'd to heare. 
Sooth. Beware the Ides of March, 
Ce. What man is that ? 

Br, ASooth-ſayer bids you beware the Ides of March 
Cef. Set him before me, les me {ce his face. 

Caffi. Ecilow,come from the thcong,1>oke opon C <ſar, 
{*f. What ſayſtthou to me now ? >peake once agane. 
Sooth. Beware the Ides of March. 

Ceſ, He is a Dreamer let us leave him : Paſſe. 

Sennet. Exeunt, Manent Prut. & Caſſ. 
Caſſi. Will you goe ſee the order of the courle ? 
Srut, Notl. 
Caſſi. 1 pray you doe* 
Brut. 1 am not Gameſom : I do lacke ſome part. 
Ofthat quicke Spirit that is in eFntony : 
Let me not hinder (/ius your deſires; 
Ie leave you. 

(ſi. Brut, I doe obſcrue you now of late: 
I hare not from your eyes, that gentleneſle 
And ſhew of Love, asI was wontrto have : 
You bearetoo ſtubborne,andtoo ſtrange a hand 
Over your Friends, that Loves you. 

Bru, Caſſius. - 
Be notdeceiv'd : If 1 have veyl'd my looke, 
I turne the trouble of my Countenance 
Mecerely upon wy ſelfe. Vexed Iam 
Of late, with paſſions of ſome difference, 
Conceptions onely proper to my ſelfe, 
Which give ſome {oyle (perhaps) to my Behaviours : 
But letnottherefore my good Friends be greev'd 
(Among which number Caſſius be you one) 
Neorconſtrue auy further my neglet, 
Then'that poore Brmts with himſclfe at warre, 
Forgets the ſhewesof Love to other men. 

Caſſi. Then Brarw,1 have much miſtooke your paſſion, 
By meanes whereof, this Breſt of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy Cogitations. 
Tell me good Brzrus, Can you ſee your face ? 
Brutus, No (aſſine : 
For theeye ſees not himſclfe but by refletion, 
By ſome other things. 

Caſſize. Tis tult, 

And it is very much lamented Bratw, 
That you have no ſuch Mirrors, as will turne 
Your hidden worthineſle into your cyc, 
That yon might ſee your ſhadowy : 
I have heard, ; 
Where many of the beſt reſpect in Rome, 
(Except irumortall Ceſ@) ſpeaking of Brutus, 
And groaning vnderneath this ay yoake, 
Have wiſh'd, that Noble Bratz had his cyes. 

Brs. Into what daungers would you 
Leade me Caſſius ? 
That you would have me ſeeke into my ſelfe, 
For that which isnot in me ? 

Caf. Therefore good Brutxs, be prepat'd to heare: 


And lince you know you cannot ſce your ſelfe 
So well as by Reſletion; I your Glaſſe, 

Will mod y diſconer to your ſclfe 

Thar of your ſelfe, which you yetkuow not of, 
And be not icalous on me, gencle Bratws - 
Where I a common ,or did uſe 
Toſtale with — s my love 

To every new Proteſter : if youkuow, 

That I do fawne on men, and hugge them hard, 
And after ſcandallthem : or if you know, 

That I proteſſe 1m Banquetting 

To allthe Rout, then hold me dangerous. 


Flenriſh , and Shout. 


Bre. W hat meanesthis Showting? 
Ido feare,the People choole («ſar 
For their King. 
Caſſi. 1 do you feare it ? 
Then muſt I thinke you would not have it ſo. 
Bru, I would not Casfims, yet I love him well: 
But wheretore do you hold me here ſo long? 
What is it, that you would impart to me ? 
If it be ought toward the generall good, 
Set Honour in one eye, and Deathi'th other, 
AvdI will looke on both indifferently : 
For letthe Gods ſo ſpeed mee;as I love 
The name of Honour, more then I feare death. 
({ «fi. 1 know that vertueto be in you Bratw, 
As wecllas I do know ourward fayour, 
Well, Honor 1s the ubieQotmy Story ; 
t cannot tell, what you and other men 
Thiake of this life : But my ſingle ſelfe, 
I had as licfe not be, as liveto be 
| Inawe of ſuch a T hing, as 1 my ſelfe. 
I was borne free as Ceſar, ſo were you 
We both have fedas well, and we can both 
Endure the Winters*cold, as well as hee. 
For 0'ce. upon a Rawe and Gulty day, 
The troubled Tyber,chaſing with kerShores, 
Ceſar lates to me, Dar'ſt thou Caſſie now 
Leape in with mc into this angry Flood, 
And\wim to yonder Point? Vpon the word, 
Accounted as I was, I plunged in, 
And bad him follow : ſo indeed he did. 
The Torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it 
With luſty Sinewes, throwingit aſide, 
And ſtemming it with hearts of Controverſic. 
But ere we coo'd arriverhe Point propos'd, 
Caſ@.cride. Helpe me {afſixs, or 1 ſinke. 
I (as e/£neas, our great anceſtor, 
Did from the Flames of Troy, upon his ſhoulder 
The old Anchiſe: beare)ſo,from the waves of Tyber 
Did I the tyred Ca/@& ;And this Man, 
Is now become a God,and Caſſie is 
A wretched Creature,and muſt bend his body, 
If Ceſar careleſly but nod on him. 
"He had a Feaher when he was in Spaine, 
And when the Fit was on him, I did marke 
How he did ſhake:Tistrue,this God did ſhake, 
His Coward lipes did from their colour fiye, 
And that ſame eye, whoſe benddoth awe the World, 
Did loo{c his Luſtre: I did heare him _ 
I, and that Tongue of his, that bad the Romans 
Marke him, and write his Spcechesin their Bookes, 
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Asa ficke Girle: Ye Gods,it doth amaze me, _ crolt in Conterence,by ſome Senators, 
A man of ſucha feeble temper ſhould ſi. (ke will tell us what the matter is. 
Fo ger the ſtart of the Maieſticke world, Ce/. Antonio. 
beare the Palme alone. Ant. («far, 
Shout, Flowriſh, C/. Ler me have men about me thar are far, 
Bre. Another genarall ſhour ? Sleeke-headed men, and fuch as fleepe a-nights : 
[ doe belceve, that theſe applauſcs are Yond (aſſius has a leane and hungry looke, 
For ſome new Honors, thatare heap'd on ('2ſar, He thinkes too much : ſuch men are daungerous. 
Caſſi. Why man, hedoth beſtride the narrow world | eAnr. Feare him not (ſar, he's not daungerous, 
Likea Colofſas, aud we petty men He 1s a Noble Roman, and well given. 
Walke under his huge legges, and peepe about Cef. Would he were fatter; But I feare him not: 
To tinde our ſelves diſhonourable Graves. Yetif my namewere lyable to teare, 
Men at ſometime, arc Maſters of their Fates. I'de not know the man 1 ſhould avoyd 
The fault (deere Brut») is not in our Starres, $0 ſoone as that ſpare (ſins. He reades much, 
But in our Selves, that we are underlings. He is a gicat obſerver, and he lookes 
Brutus and Ceſar : What ſhould be in that Ceſar ? Quite through the Deedes of men. He lovesno Playes, 
Why ſhould thatname be ſounded morethen yours As thou doſt Antony : he heares no Mulicke : 
Write then together: Yours, is as faire a Name: Soldome he ſmiles, and ſmiles in ſucha fort 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth alwell. As if he mock'd himlielfe, and ſcorn his ſpirit 
Weigh them, it is as heavy : Coniure with'em, T hat could be mov'd roſmile at any thing. 
Brutus will ſtart a Spirit as ſoone 3s (ſar, Such men as he, be never ar hearts calc, 
Now in the names of all the Gods at once, Whiles they bet old a greater thenthem(clyes, 
Vpon what meatedoth this our Ceſar feede, And therefore arc they very daugerous. 
Tlat be is growne ſo great? Age, thou art tham'd. I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd; | 
Rome, thou haſt loſt the breed of Noble Bloods. Then what 1 feare : for alwayesI am C</ar 
When went there by an Age, ſince the great Flood, Come on my right hand, for this care is deafe, 
But it was fam'd with more then with one man ? And rell me truely, what thou think'ſt of him, 
When could they fay (till now ) that talk'd of Rome, Sennit, | 
That her wide Walkes in compaſlt bur one man ? Ex-unt Ceſar and his Trae, | 
Now is it Rome indeed, and Roome enough Ca;k, You pul'd mie by the cloake, would you ſpeake 
When there is in it but one onely man. | with me ? | 
Olyou and I, have heard our Fathers ſay, Bre. I Cha, tcll us what hath chanc'd today 
There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd That Cz/ar lookes ſo fad. 
Tteternall Divell to keepe his State in Rome, Caik, Why you were with him, were you not ? 
As ealily asa King. Brs. 1 ſhould not then aske Caske what had chanc'd. |} 
Bry, That you do love me, I am nothing icalous : Cask, Why there was a Crowne offer'd him ; and being 
| What you would worke me to, I have ſome ayme : offer'd him, he pur it by with the backe of his hand thus, 
' How I have thoughot this,and of theſe times andth en the people fell a ſhouting. 
| Ifhall recount heereafrer. For this preſent, Brw. W hat was the ſecond noyſe for ? 
| Iwould nor ſo (with love I might intreat you) (ks Why for that too, | T 
| Beany further moov'd: W hat you have ſaid, Caf. They ſhouted thrice : what wasthe laſt cry for ? 
| Iwill conſider: what you have to ſay Caik, Why for that too, 
| Iwill with paricnce heare and finde a time Bru. Wasthe Crowne offer'd him thrice ? 
Both meet to heare, and anſwer ſuch high thinges. («4.1 marry was't, and hee pur it by thrice , every time 
Tillthen my Noble Friend, chew upon'this : gentler then other; and at every putcing by , mine honeſt 
Brutus had rather be a Villager, Neighbors ſhowted. 
Then to repute” himſelfe a Sonne of Rome Caf. Who offer'd him the Crowne? 
Vnder theſe hard Conditions, as this time Cakes Why Amony. F | 
[slike to lay upon us. Bre. Tcll us the manner of it,gentle { 414. 
Caſſi, Tam glad that my weake words Caika, 1canas well bee hang'd as tell the manner of it: 
Have ſtrucke but thus much ſhew of tire from Brains. It were meere Foeliry, 1 did not marke it. I ſawe ak 
Antony offer him a Crowne, yet 'twas nota Crowne 
Enter Ctſar and his Tr ainz. ther, 'twas one of theſe Coroners : and asLtold you, 
| hee put it by once : bur for all that, romy thinking, he 
Bru, The Gamesare done, would faine have had it. Then he offered itto bim againe: 
And (eſa> is returning» then hee pur it by againe : but to my thinking 5. he was 
Caſſi. Asthey peek, very loath to lay his fingers off it, And then he offered 
Plucke Caska by theSleeve, | it the third time ; he pur it the third time by # and ill 
And he will (after his ſowre faſhion) tell you as he refus'd ir, the rabblement bowed, . and clapp'd 
What hath proceeded worthy note to day. their chopt hands , and threw uppe ther ſweaty Night- 
Brs. 1 will doo : but looke you Caſſiwe, cappes, and uttered ſuch a deale of itinking breath, 
The angry ſpot doth blow on Ceſ@r brow, becauſe (ſar refus'd the Crowne, that it had (al- 
Andall the reſt looke like achidden Traine; moſt ) choaked Ceſar :. for hee ſwoonded , and fell 
Calphwrnia's Cheeke is pale, and Cicero downeatit : And for minz owne part, Idurſt not laugh, 
Lookes with ſnch Ferret, and ſuch fiery eyes for feare of opening my Lippes, and receiving'the bad. 
Arwe haveſcene him inthe Capiroll | Ayre. ; t 
ad. 4J/ts 
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Caſſi. But ſoft I pray you : what, did Ceſ@r {wound ? | 

Cack, He fell downe inthe Market-place, and foam'd 
at mouth, and was ipcechlefle. | 

Brat* *Tisvery like he hath the Falling ſickeneſſe. 

Caſſi. No, (eſar hath irnot: bur you, and I, 

And honelt Ca&ks,we havethe falling ſickeneſle. 

Cath, I know not what yuu mcane by that, but 1 am 
ſure Ca/ar fell downe. If the tag-ragge people did not 
clap him, and hifſe him, according as he pleas'd, and diſ- 
pleas dthem, as they uſe to doe the Players in the Thea- 
tre, Iam notrue man. 

Brut. What ſaid, he when he came unto himſelfc? 

Cak. Mary, before he fellwowne, when he perceiv'd 
the common Heard was glad he retus'd the Crowne, he 
pluckt me ope his Dovblct, and offer'd them his Throat 
to cut : and I had beene a man of'any Occupation, it I 
would not have taken him at a word , 1 would I might 

oe to Hell among the Rogues, and ſo hee fell. When 

came to himlelte againe, he ſaid, If. = had done, or 
faid any thing awiſle, he defir'd their worſhips to thinke 
it was his infirmity. Three or foure Wenches where I 
ſtood, crycd, Alaſſe good Soule, and forgave him with 
all their hearts : But there's bed to betaken of them z if 
o_ had tabl'd their Mothers, they would have done no 
leflc, 

Brut, And after that, he came thus {ad away» 

(ak. |. 

(ffi. Did (cero ſay any thing ? 

Cack, 1, he ſpoke Greeke. 

Caſſi. To whatcſleR? 

Cack, Nay, and I tell you that, Ile ne're looke you 
i'th'face againe. But thoſe that underſtood him, {mil'd , 
at one anothcr, and ſhooke their heads : but for mine 
owne part, it was Greeke to me. I could tell you more 
newes too : Adwreiiu and Flavins, for pulling Scarffes 
off Caeſars Imagy, are put to (ilence. Fare you well. There 
was more Foolery yet , if Icould remember it. 

Caſſi. Will you ſuppe with metouight, Caks? 

Cack, No, | am promis'd forth. 

Caſſi. Will you Dine with me to morrow ? 

| Cack. I, if i bealtze, and your mind hold, and your 
Dinner worththe cating. 
Caſſi. Good, 1 will expeR you. 
Cak. Dor fo 3 farewell both 


Exit. 
Bru. What a blunt fellow is this growne to be ? 
He was quicke Mcttle, when he went to Schoole. 
Caſſi. So is he now, in execution 
Of any bould or Noble Enteprize, 
How-ever he putson this tardy forme : 
This Ruden*ſle is a Sawce to his good Wit, 
Which gives men ſtomacke todiſgeſt his words 
With better Appetites 
Brat, And foitis : 
For this time I willleave you: | 
Tomorrow if yon plcale toſpeake with with me, 
I will come home to you : or if you will, 
| Come heme to me, and I will wait for.you. 
| (ffi. Iwilldoeſo: till then , thinke of the world. 
Exit 'Brutas. 
Well Bratus, thouart: Noble yet I ſee, 
Thy houourable Mettall may be wrought 
| From that it is diſtpos'd, therefore tis meet, 
| That Noble mindes keepe ever with their likes: 
For whoſo firme , that cannot be ſeduc'd ? 
| Ceſar doth beare me hard, bnt he loves Brutas. 


IF I were Bratxs now,and he were Caſſius, 
He ſhould not humor me. 1 will this Night, 
In ſeverall hands, in at his Windowes throw, 
= if they came _ —_ Citizens, 

rittings, allrendingto t topinion 
That Rome holds off his  bereio obſcurely 
C eſars Ambition ſhall be at. 
And after this, let Ceſar {cat him ſure, 
For wee will ſhake him, or worſe dayes endure. 

Exu, 


Thunder, and Lightning. Enter Caiks, 
and Crcero. 


Cic. Good even, Carks: brought you Ceſar home? 
W byare you breathlefſe, and why ſtare youlſo ? 
Cark, Arenot you mov'd, when all the ſway of Earth 
Shakes, like athing untirme ? O Cicero, 
I have feene Jempetts, whenrhe ſcolding Winds 
Have riu'd the knotty Oakes, aud | have tcene 
Th'ambirious Occan {well, and rage, and toame, 
To teexalted with the threatning Clouds ; 
But never till to Night, never till now, 
Did | goe througha Tempelt-dropping-firc. 
Eyther there isa Civill {trife in Heaven, 
Orelſethe World, too fawcy with the Gods, 
Inccnſes them to tenddeſtrution. 
(*., Why, ſaw you any thing wore wonderfull ? 
Caik. A common ſlave, you know him well by ſight, 
Held up his lcft haud, which did flame and burne 
Like twenty Torches ioyn'd; and yer his band, 
Not i{enfible of fire, remain'd unſcorch'd. 
Beſides, I ka'not fince put up my Sword, 
Againſt the Capitoll 1 met a Lyon, 
W hoglaz'd upon me, and went ſurely by, 
Without annoying me. there were drawne 
Vpon a heape, a bundred gaſily Women, 
Transformed withtheir feare,whoſworc, they ſaw 
Men, all in fire, walke up and downe the ſtreexcs» 
And yeltcrday, the Bird of N.ght did Gr, 
Evenat Noone day, upon the Market place, 
Howrting,and ſhreeking. When theſe Prodigies 
Doe fo contoyntly meer, let not men ſay, 
hele aretheir Reaſons they are Naturall : 
For | beleeve, theyare portentous things 
Vato!the Cly mate, that they pointupon. 
(ic. Indeed, itis a dip rime ; 
But men may coultrye __ er their faſhion, 
Cleane from the p e of the things themlclves. 
Comes («ſar to the Capitoll to morrow ? 
(«k; He doth : forhe did bid Antonio 
Send word to you, he would bethere tomorrow. 
Cic. Good-nighrtthen,Carks:; 
This diſturbed Skie is not to walke in. 
Cack, Farewell Cicero. 


Enter LMS « 

{afſi. Who's there? (f 

('4:k, A Romane. 

C aſſi, Casks, by your Voyce. 

Caikh, Your Eare is 
bs what Nightis this? . 

Caſſi. Avery Nightto honeſt men. 

(atk, Who Anno ks menace ſo? 
pf Thoſc that have knowne the Earth ſo full of 

ts. 
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For my part,I have walk'd about the ſtreers, 
Submucting me unto the periilovs Night; 
And thus unbraced,Carhs,as you ice, 
Have bar'd my Boſome to the Thunder-ſtone: 
And when the croſſe blew Lightning ſeem'd toopen 
] he Breſt of Heaven, I did preſent my ſelfe 
Even in the ayme,and very flaſh of it. (uens? 
Cark. But wherefore did you ſo much temptthe Hea- 
It is the part of men,to feare and tremble, 
W hentke moſt mighty Gods,by tokens ſend 
Such dreadfull Heraulds,toaſtoniſh us. 
Caſſi. You are dull, (aka: ' 
And thoſe fparkes ot Life that ſhould be ina Roman, 
You doe want or Elſe you uſg not, 
You looke pale and gaze and put onfeare, 
And caſt your felfe in wonder, 
To ſee the ſtrange jmpatience of the Heavens: 
But if you would conſider thetrue cauſe, 
Why all theſe Fires,why all theſe gliding Ghoſts, 
Why Birds ard Beaſts,from quality and kinde, 
Why Old men, Fooles,and Children calculate, 
\W hy all theſe things change from their Ordinance, 
Their Natures,and pre-formed Faculties, ' 
Tomonttrousquality;why you ſhall finde, 
That Heaven hath infus'd chem with theſe Spirits, 
To make them Initrments of feare,and warning, 
Vnto ſome monſtrous Stare. 
Now couldI(C««ka)name to thee a man, 
Moſt like this dreadtull Night, 
| That Thunders, Lightens,opens Graves,and teares, 
As doth the Lyon 1n the Capitoll: 
A man no mightier then thy felfe,or me, 
[n perſonall a&tion;yet prodigious growne, 
And fearefull,as theſcr vg. eruptions are, 
| (ak, Tis Ceſar that you meane: 
[s1t not, C:ſſms? 
Caf. Let it be who it is:for Romans now 
Have Thewes,andLimbes,like to their Anceſtors; 
But woe the while ,our Fathers mindesare dead, 
And we are govern'd with our Mot hers ſpirits, 
Our yoake,and ſufferance,thew us Womaniſh, 
Ca. Indeed,they fay,the Senators to morrow 
Meane to eſtabliſh Ceſar as a King: | 
And he ſha!l weare hisCrowne by Sea,and Land, 
In every place,ſave herein Iraly. 
Caf. I know where I will weare this Dagger then; 
{aſſms from Bondage will deliver (afſias: 
Therein, yee Gods,you make the weake moſt}ſtrong; 
Therein , yee Gods, you Tyrants doc defeat. 
Nor Stony Tower, nor Walls of beaten Brafle, 
Nor ayre-lefſe Dungeon,nor ſtrong Linkes of Iron, 
Can be retentive to the ſtrength of ſpirit; 
But Life being weary of theſe worldly Barres, 
Never lackg power to diſmiſle it ſelfe. 
If T know this, know all the World beſides, 
That part of Tyranny that I doe beare, 
I can ſhake off at pleaſure. T bunder ſtill. 
(ak. SocanT : 
Soevery Bond-martin his owne hand beares 
The power to cancell his Captivity. 
('s. And why ſhould Ceſ@be a Tyrant then? 
Poore man,l know be would not be a Wolfe, 
But that he ſces the Romans are bur Sheepe: 
He were no |. yon,were not Romans Hindes. 
Thoſe that with haſte will make a mighty fire, + 
Begin it with weake Strawes. W hat traſh isRome? 


— 


| There”stwo or three of us have ſcene ſtrange ſights. 
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What Rubbiſh,and what Offall > when it ſerves 
For the baſe marter,to illuminate 

So vile a thing as Ceſar. But oh Griefgy 

Where haſt thou led mc?1(perhaps)ſpeake this 
Before a willing Bond-man:then I know 

My anſwere muſt be made. Bur I am arm'd, 

And dangersare to me indifferent. 

Ck, You ſpeake 1&Carke,and to ſuch a man, 
That is noflearing Tell-tale, Hold, my Hand : 
Be fatious for reddrefle of all theſe Griefes, 
AndI will fet this foot of mineas farre, 

As who goes fartheſt, _ . 

Caf. There's a Bargaine made, 

Now know you,{«k4,| have mov'd already 
Some certaine of the Nobleſt minded Romans 
To under-goe,with me,an Enterprize, 

Ot Honourable dangerousconſequence; 

And | doe know by this,they ſtay for me 

In Pompeyes Porch:for now this fearefull Night, 
There isno ſtirre,or walking in the ſtreetes; 
And the Complexion of the Element 

Is Favors,like the Worke we have in hand, 
Moſt bloody,ficry,and moſtterrible, 


Enter (oma, 
Sacks Stand cloſe a while , for heere come9one in 
e 


Caf. Tis Cinna,l doe know him by his Gate, 
He is a friend. (5s, where haſte you ſo? 

(ms. To tinde out you : Who's that , CHrellns 
Cymber? 

Caf. No, it is Caska,onec incorporate 
. Am 1 not (tay'd for,Cinna? 

Cin. I —_— on't. 
Whar a fearefull Night? 


(sf. Am I not flay'd for?tell me. 
Cim.Yes,you are, O {aſtine, 
If you could but winne the Noble Bratw 
To our party 
Caf. Be you content. Good Cinna take this Paper, 
Andlookeyoulay it inthe Pretors Chayre, 
Where Brutxs may bur finde it:and throw this 
In at his Window; ſet this up with Waxe 
Vpon old Bras Statue allchis done, ; 
Repaire to Pompe3es Porch, where you ſhall finde us, 
Is Decins Brutus and Trebonuws there? 
Cin. All,but Metelins and hee's gone 
To fecke you at your houſe, Well, I will hie, 
And ſo beſtow theſe Papers as you bad me. 
Caf. That done,repayre to Pormpeyes Theater, 
Exit Cinna. 
Come Caha,you and I will yet,cre day, 
See Brat at his houſe:three parts of hi 
Is ours already,and the man entire 
Vpon the next encounter, yeelds him ours. 
Cask, O,be (its high inall the Peoples hearrs: 
And that which woold ap Offence invs, 
His Countenance,like richeſt Alchymie, 
Will change to Vertue, and ro Worthineſſe, 
Caf: Him,and his worth,and ourgreat need of him, 
You haveright well conceited:ler us goe, 


For it isafter Mid-night,and cre 
We will awake him,and be — 
Exennt. 
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Emtey Brutus in his Orchard, 


Bru. W hat Lacins, hoe? 

I cannot,by the progreſle of the Starres, 

Give gucfſc how neere to day=- Lucins, I ſay? 

I would it were my fault to ſleepe {o ſoundly. 

W hen Lacins,whentawake,I lay: what Lucinr? 

Enter Lucins. 
Luc, Call'd you,my Lord? 
Bra, Get me a Taper in my Study, Lucins: 

W hen it 1slighted,come and call me herc, | 
Luc. | will, my Lord. Exit, 
Bru, It muſt be by his death:and for my part, 

I know no perlonall cauſe,to ſpurne at him, 

But for the generail. He would be crown'd: 

How that might change his nature , there's the queſtion? 

It is the bright day, that brings forth the Adder, 

And that craves wary walking:Crowne him that, 

And then | graunt we put a Sting in him, 

That at his wili he may doc danger with. 

Thabuſe of Greatneſle,is, when it dis- joynes 

Remorſe from Power: And to ſpeake truth of Ceſar, 

I have not knowne, when his Aﬀetions ſway'd 

More then his Reaſon, But tis a common proofe, 

That Lowlyneſſe1s young Ambitions Ladder, 


| Whereto the Climber upward turnes his Face: 


But when he onceattaines the upmolt Round, 
Hethen unto the Ladder turnes his Backe. 
Lookes inthe Clouds,ſcorningthe baſe degrees 
By which he did aſcend:{o Ceſar may; 
Then leſt he may.prevent.And ſince the Quarrell 
Will beare no colour,fcr the thing he 1s, 
Faſhion it thus;taat what he is, augmented, 
Would runne to theſe,and theſe extremities: 
And therfore thinke him as a Serpents egge, 
Which hatch'd,would as his kinde grow auiſchicyous; 
And kill him in the ſhell. 
Enter Lucas. 

Lac. The Taper burneth inyour Cloſct,Sir: 
Searching the Window for a Flint,I found 
This Paper,thus ſcal'Fup,and Iam ſure 
It did not [ye there when I went to Bed. 

Gives bim the Letter, 
Brw. Get you to Bed againc,it is not day: 

Is not to morrow(Boy )the firſt of March? 

Lac, I know not, S1r. 

Bra. Looke inthe Calender,and bring me word. 

Luc, 1 will,Sir. Exit. 

Brs. The exhalations,whizzing in the ayre, 
Give ſo muchlight, that I may reade by them. 

Opens the Letter ,and reader. 

Brutns thou fleep'ft;awake,and ſee thy ſeife: 
Shall Rome,&c. ſpeake ftrihe,y edreſſe. 
Brutus thou fleep it: awake. 
Such inſtigations have beene often dropt, 


| Where I have tooke them up: 


Shall Rowe cc. Thus mult I picce it out: 

Shall Rome ſtand under one mansawe? W hat Rome? 
| My Anceſtors did from the ſtreetes of Rome +» 
The Targuin drive,when he was call'da King. 


Speaks, ftrike yedreſſe. Am Ientreated 
| 


Y 


| 


To ſpeake,and ſtrike?O Rome, I make the promile, 
It the redrefle will follow, thou receiveſt 
Thy full Petition at the hand of Breews, 
; Enter Lucius. 
Zac. Sir, March is waſted fiftecne dayes. 
| Knocke within. 
Brm. Tis good, Gotothe Gate, ſome body knocks: 
Since (aſ7s firſt did whet me againſt Ceſar, 
| have not ſlept. 
Bctweene the ating of a dreadfull thing, 
And the firſt mocion,all the /nrerim is 
Like a Phanta/ma,ora hideous Dreame: 
The Genws,and the mortall Iuſtruments 
Are then in councell;and thg ſtate of man, 
Liketoa little Kingdome,ſuffers then 
The nature of an Inſurretion. 


: Enter Lucius, 
Enc.Sir,tis your Brother Ca/zins at the Doore, 
Whodoth delire to ſee you, 
Bru. |s he alone? 
Lxec. NoySir,thereare moe with him," 
Eru. Doe you know them? 
£uc. NogSir,their Hats are pluckt about their Eares, 
, And halte their ' aces buried in their Cloathes, 
That by no meanes I maydiſcover them, 
By anv mark e of favour. 
Era. Let'ementer: 
They are the Faction, O Confpiracic, 
Sham {t thou to ſhew thy dang'rous Brow by Night, 
When cvills arc moſt free?O then, by day 
Where wilt thou finde a Caverne darke enough, 
To maske thy monſtrous Viſage?Secke none Conlpiraci, 
Hide it in Swiles,and Aﬀability: : 
For it thou path,thy native ſemblance on, 
Not Erebus it {cl'e were dimme enough, 
To hige thi « from prevention. 


Enter the ( on ſpiraters,{aſtins, Cacka,Decins, 
Cuna, Metellws,and Trebonns. 


Caf. 1 thinke we are too bold upon your Reſt: 
Good morrow Zratxs,doc we trouble you? 
Zr. | have becre up this howre,awake all Night; 
Know I theſe men, that come along with you? 
Caf. Y es,cvery man of them;and no man here 
But honors you:andevery one doth wiſh, 
You had but thatopinion of your ſelfe, 
W hich every Noble Roman beares of you. 
This 15 Trebonns. 
Bru. He is welcome hither. 
Caſ.This, Decins Brutus, 
Brnu. He 1s welcome too. 
Caſe This, (aka ; this (ima 3 and this , Herein: 
C 1mber. 


Bra. They are all welcome. 
What watchfull Cares doe interpoſe themſelves 
Betwixt your Eyes,and Night? 


Ca/. Shall I intreata wo.d? T bey whiſpers 
Dec. Here yes the Eaſt:doth not the Day breake heere? 
C ak, No. 


Cn. O pardon, Sir,it doth;and yon grey Lines, 
That fret the Clouds,are Meſſengers of Day- : 
| Catk, You ſhall confeſle,that you are both deceiv'd: 
Heere,as I point my Sword,the Sunne ariſes, 


| 


| 


W hich isa great way growing onthe South, Weigh- 
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Weighing the yourhfall Seaſon of the yeare. 
Some two moneths hence,up higher toward the North 
He ficlt preſents his ftre andthe bigh Ealt 
Stands as the Capitol, diredly heere, 
Bre. Give me your hands all over,one by one. 
Cs. Andlet us {weare our Reſolution. 
Zrx. No,notan Oath-if notthe Face of men, 
The ſufferance of our Soules,the times Abule; 
If theſe be Motives weake,breake off betimes, 
And every man hence;to his idle bed: 
$0 [ct high-ſighted-Tyranny range on, 
Till cach man drop by Lottery. But it thete 
(As Iam ſure they do) beare fire enough 
To kindle Cowardsand to ſtecle with valour 
The melting Spirits of women; Then Countrymen, 
What neede we aty ſpurre,put our owne caule 
Topricke us to redrefſe?W hat other Bond, 
Then ſecret Romans,that have ſpokethe word, 
And will not palter? And what ocher Oath, 
Then Honeſty to Honeſty ingag'd, 
That this ſhall be,or we will fall tor it, 
Siyeare Prieſts and Cowards,and men Cautclous 
Old feeble Carrions,and ſuch ſuffering Soules 
That welcome wrongs: V nto bad cauſes, 1 weare 
Such Creatures as men doubt;but donot ſtaine 
The even vertue of our Enterprize, 
Nor th'in{uprefiive Mettle of our Spirits, 
Tothinkezthat or our Cauſe,or our Performance » 
Did ncede an Oath. When every drop of blood -; 
That every Roman beares,and Nobly O nk 
Is guilty of a ſeverall Baſtardy, 
If hedo breake the ſmalleſt Particle _ ," 8 
Of any promiſe that hath paſt from him. x 
Caf. But what of Cicer?Shall we ſound him? 
[ thinke he will Rand very ſtrong with us. 
Cak. Let us notleave him out. t 
Cin. No,by no meanes. | 
Met. O let us have him,for his Silver haires |. 
Will purchaſe usagood opimon: 
Aud buy mens voyces,to commend our deeds: 
Ie (hall befayd,his judgement rul'd our bands, 
Our youths,and wildenefle, ſhall no whit appeare, 
But all be boried in his Gravity. | 
Bru. O name him not;iet us not breake with him, 
For he will never-follow any thing 
That other men &egin. 
{af. Then leave him out. 
Cak.Indced,he isnot fit. 
Dec. Shall no man elſe be roucht,bat onely Ceſar? 
(af. Decins well urg'd:1 thinke it is not mect, 
Marke Amtony,{o well belov'd of Ceſar, 
Should out-live Ceſ@,we ſhall finde ot him 
| A ſhrewd Contriver. And you knowgbis meanes 
If hz improve them, may well (tretchto farre 
| ASto annoy us all:which to prevent, 
| Let Antony and (eſar tall together 
Br. Our courſe will ſceme too bloody, (aii'Caſſine, 
| Tocut the Head cf,and then hacke the Limbes: / 
Like Wrath in death,and Envy afterwards: 
| For Antexy,is but a Limbe of Ceſar; *- 
| Let's be Sacrificers, bat not Butchers Caiws: 
| Weall ſtand up againſt the ſpirit of Cefer, 
| And in the Spirit of men;there 1s no blaod: 
| Othat wethenconld come by:Coſ@2 Spirits, 
| An4not diſmember Coſ@ | Bat(alavY”  - 
| Ce/@ muſt bleed for-its And gentle Friefids, 


— 


| Quite from the'maine Opinion he held once, 


| mm 2? 


| Let's kill him Boldly,bur not Wrathfully: 
Let's carve him,as a Diſh fit forthe Gods, 

Not hew him as a Carkafſe fit for Hounds; 

And ler our Hearts,as ſubtle Maiſters do, 

Stirre up their Servants to an ate of Rage, 

And ater ſecme to chide,em- This ſhall make 

Our purpoſe Neceflary,and not Envious. 

W bich ſo appearing to the common eyes, 

We ſhall be call'd Purgers not Murderers. | 

And tor CMarke Antoay,thinke not of him; 

For he can dono more then (eſars Arme, 

When Ceſ«r head is off, 

{ Caf. Yetl feare him, 

For inthe ingraftcd love he bearesto Ceſar. 
Brx. Alas,good «ſ1ins,do not thinke of him: 

If he love (e/ar,all that he can do 

Is to himſfelte,take thought,and dye for Ceſar. 

And that were much he thould:for he is given 

Toſports,to wildeneſſe,and much company. 
Treb, There is no feare in him;let him not dye, 

For be will live,and laugh atthis hereafter. 


Clocks ſtriker. 
Bru. Peace,count the Clecke. _ 
Ca/. The Clocke hath ſtricken three. 
Treb, Tis timeto part. 
Caf. But it 1s doubrfull yer, 
Whether (ſar will come forth to day,or no: 
For hes Superſtitious growne of late, 


Of Fantaſic;of Dreames,and Ceremonies: 
Itmay be,theſcapparanc Prodigies, 
The unzccuſtom'd Terror ofthis night, 
And the perſiwaſion of his Augurers, 
May hold him from the' Capitoll today. 
Dee. Never feare that: If be beſo reſolv'd, 
I can ore-{way him:for he loves to heare, 
That Vnicornes may be betray'd with Trees, 
And Beares with Glaſſes, Elephants with Holes, 
Lyons with Toiles, and men with Flatterers. 
Bur, when I tell him, hchates Flatterers, 
He ayes, he does;bcing then moſt flattered. 
| Let me worke: 
For I can givehis humour the true bent; 
AndI will bring hith'to the Capitoll, 
Caf. Nay,we will allofus,be there to fetch him; 
Bra. By the cight houre.1s that the uttermoſt? 
Cin. Be that the attermoſt and failenotthen. 
Alet. Cams Lrgarins doth beare Ce/ar hatred, 
Whorated him tor ſpeaking well of Pompey, 
I wonder none of you havethought of him. 
Brs. Now Mere!ter goalong by him: 
| He loves me well, and 1 have given him Reaſons, 
| Send him but hither and Ile faſhion him. 
Caf. The morning comes upot!'s: 
Wee'l leave you Brat, 
And friends difperſe your ſclves;but all remember 
What you have faid,and ſhew your ſelves true Romans. 
Bru. Good Gentlemen, looke freſh and merrily, 
Let not our lookes pur on our purpoſes, 
But beare it as our Roman Ators do, 
With uncyr'd Spirits, and formall Conſtaticy, 
And ſo good morrow to you every one.  Exenne, 
Alanet BYoitng 
Boy:Lacizs ; Falt aſleepe?Ir isno matter, 
Enjoy the hony-heavy-Dew of Humber: 
| Thou haſt no Figures,nor no Fantaſies, 
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Which buſie care drawes , inthe braines of men ; 

Thereforc thou ſleep'lt fo found. 

Emer Portia, 

Por, Brutus, my Lord. 
| #ru.Portia, W hat mcane you? wherfore riſe you now? 
It is not for your health, thus ro commit 
Your weake condition, tothe raw cold morning. 
Por. Nor for yours acither. Y*have ungently Zratus 
Stole from my bed : and yeſternightat Supper 
You ſedainly aroſc, and walk'd about, 
Muſing, and tigling, with your armesa-crofle : 
And when I ask'd you what the matter was, 
You ſtar'd upon me, with ungentle lookes. 
I urg'd you further, then you ſcratch'd your head, 
And too 1mpaticntly ſtampt with your toote : 
Yet I inſiſted, yet you an{wer'd not, 
But with an angry waf:cr of your hand 
Gave ſigne for metoleave you ; So 1 did, 
Fearing to ſtrengthen that impatience 
W hich ſeem'd too much inkindled; and withall; 
Hoping it was but an effect of Humor, 
Which ſometime hath his houce with every man. 
It will not let you eate, nor talke, nor fleepe; 
And could it workeſo much vpon your ſhape, 
As it hath much prevail'd on your Condition, 
I ſhould not know you Brat, Deare my Lord, 
Make ms acquainted with your caule of greefe, 
Brs, I am no: well in health, and that 15 all, 
Por. Brutus is Wile, and were he not in health, 
He would embrace the mcanes to come by its, , - 
Bru. Why lo I do: good Portia go to bed. 
"Por. Is Bratws ſicke? And is it Phyficall 
To walke unbraced, and ſacke up the humors 
Of the darke Morning ? W hat, 1s Bratas {icke ? 
And will he fteale out of his wholeſome bed 
To dare the vile contagion of the Night 2 
And tempt the Rhewmy, and unpurged Ayre, 
ToadJe unto his ſickneſle * No my Brutwe, 
You have ſome ſicke Offence within your minde, 
Which by the Rightand Vertue of my place 
I ought to know of : Aud upon my knees, 
I charme you, by my once commended Beauty, 
By all your vowes of Love, and that great Vew 
W hich did incorporate and make as one, 
That you unfold ro me, your ſelfe ; your halfe; 
Why youarec heavy, and what men tonight 
Have had reſortto you: for heere have beene 
| Some ſixcor ſeven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkneſlc, 

, Bre. Knceelc not gentle Portsa. 

Por. Iſhould notneede, if you were gentle Brazw, 

Withinthe Bond of Marriage, tell me Brarws, 
Is it excepted, I ſhould know no Secrets 
That appertaine to you? Am I your Sclfe, 
But as it were in ſort, or limitation ? 
To keepe with you at Meals, comfort your Bed, 


A Woman well reputed : Care's Daughter. 


Thinke you, Iam no thenmy Sex 
Being ſo Father'd, od imbanded? 

Tell me your Counſels, I will not diſcloſe 'em : 
I have made ſtrong proofe of my Conſtancic, 
Giving my ſelfea vol wound 

Heere, in the Thigh : Can 

And not my Husbands Secrets ? 


Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. 
Hearke,hearke, one knockes: Portia go in a while, 
And by and by thy boſome ſhall partake 
Thelſccrets of my Heart. . 

All my 
All the CharaQtery ot my ſad browes : 
Leave me with haſt, 


Luci, who's that knockes. 
Boy, ſtand aſide. Caine Ligarnu, how ? 


To weare a Kerchiefe ? Would you were not licke, 


beare that with patience, 


Bru. O yeGods ! 
_ Knocks. 


engagements, I will conſtrue tothee, 
Exit Portia. 
Enter Lucius and Ligarine. 


Luc. Heere isa ſicke man that would ſpeake with you, 
Bru. Cains Ligarine, that Meteliws ſpake of, 


(45. Vouchlafe good morrow from a feeble tongue. 
Bru. O what atime have you choſe out brave Caim 


(4s, Iam not ficke, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of Honor. 
ire. Suchan exploit have I in band Ligarine, 
Had you @ healthfull eare to heare of it. 
Cai. By all the Gods that Romans bow before, 
I heere diſcard my fickneſſe. Soule of Rome, 
Brave Sonne, deriv'd from Honourable Loincs, 
Thou like an Exorciſt, haſt conjur'd up 
My mortified Spirit. Now bid me runne, 
And [ will ſtrive withthiogs impoſlible, 
Yea get the better of them. Whar'sto do ? 
Bru. A pcece of worke, 
Thar will make ſicke men whole. 
{ «i. But are not ſome wholezthat we muſt make ſicke? 
Bru. That muſt we alſo, Whatit is wy Cam, 
I ſhall unfold to thee , as we arc going, 
To whom 1t muſt bedone. 
(as. Set on your foote, 
And with a heart new-fir'd, I follow you, 
Todo I know not what : burit ſuhiceth 
That Byw'*« leads me on. 
Bru, Follow me then, 


Thunder and Lightning. 
Enter Julius Caſar in hu N_ught-gowne, 


{ «ſar. Nor Heaven, nor Earth, a 
Have beene at peaceto night : 
Thrice hath Ca/phwrnia,in her ſleepe cryed our; 
Helpe,ho : They murther Ceſar. Who's within? 
Emtey a Ser var. 


T hander. 
E xewt. 


| 


| 
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And talke to you ſometimes ? Dwell I but in the Suburbs Ser, My Lord. 
Of your good pleaſure ? If it be nv» more, Ceſ. Go bid the Prieſts do preſent Sacrifice, 
Portia is BrmincHarlor, not his Wife. And bring me their opinions cefle. 
Bru. Youare my true and honourable Wife, Ser. I will my Lord. Exit. 
| As decreto me,asatethe ruddy droppes Emer Calphurms. 
| Thar viſit my fad heart, | Cal. What meane you Ceſ@? Think you to walke forth? 
Por. If this were true, then ſhould I know this ſecret. | You ſhal not ſtirreout ofyour houle to day, 
| I graunt 1 ama Woman but withall, | C(/. («ſer (hall forth ; the things that threaten'd we, 
A Woman that Lord Bratwtooketo Wife: Ne're look'd but on my backe : n they ſhallſec 
I graunt I ama Woman; but withall, | The face of Ceſar, they are vaniſbed. p 
| 4 vxe MW a: «p: | 


—— — —OO——  — 


_—_——_— 


The Tragedy of Fulins Ceſar. 


137 


Calp. Ceſar,l never ſtood on Ceremonies, 


| Yer now they fright me:There is one within, 
| Beſides the thi 


that we have heard and ſeen, 
Recounts moſt horrid ſights ſcene by the Watch. 
A Lionefſe hath wheipee in the ſtreets, 
And Graves have yawn'd,and yeeldedup their dead; 
Fierce fiery Warriours tight upon the Clouds 
[n Rankesand Squadrons,and right torme of Warre 
Which drize'd bloud upon the Capitoll: 
The noiſe of Battell hurried in the Ayre: 
Horfcs did neigh, and dying men did grone, 
And Ghoſts did ſhrieke and ſqueale «bout the [treets. 
O Ceſar,theſle things are beyond all uſe, 
AndI do feare them, 

Ceſ. What can be avoyded 
W hoſe end is purpos' by the mighty Gods? 
Yet («ſar ſhalt go forth: for theſe Prediions 
Areto the world in generall,as to Ceſar. 

(lp. When Beggersdye,there are no Comets ſcene, 
The Heavens themttlves blaze forth the death of Princes 

(*/. Cowards dye many rimes before their deaths, 
The valiant never taſte of death bur orice: 
Of allthe Wonders that I yet have heard, 
It ſceemesto me nwlt flrange that men ſhould feare, 
Seeing that death,a ncceflary end 
Will come,when it will come. 

Emer a Servant, 
What faythe Augnrers? 
Ser. Taey would not have you to ſtirre forth today. 
Plucking the intrailes of an Offering forth, 
They could not finde a hcare within the beaſt. 
Cef. The Gods do this in ſhame of Cowardice: 
Ceſar ſhould be a Beafi without « heart 
If he ſhould ſtay at home to day for feare: 
No,Cefar ſhall not;Danger knowes full well 
That Ceſar is more dangerous then he. 
We heare two Lyons licter'd in one day, 
And I theeldcr and more terrible, 
And Ceſarſhall go forth. 
Cal. Alas my Lord, 


| Your wiſedome is confum'd int confidence: 


Do not go forth to day:Call it my feare, 
That keepes you in the houſc,and not your owne. 
Wee'l ſend Iarke «nrory to the Senate houte, 
And he ſhall fay,youare not wellro day: 
Let nie upon my knee, prevaile:in this. 

Ceſ. Marke «Antony (hall ſay I am not well, 
And for thy bumor,1 will ftay at home. 

Emer Decivs, 

Heere's Decins Bratz he ſhail tel them (o. 

Dec. (*eſar,all haile:Good morrow worthy Ceſar, 
I cometo fetch you tothe Senate bouſe. 

Ceſ. And you are come very happy ume, 
To beare my greeting tothe Senacors, 
And tell them that I willnot come today: 
Cannot,is falſe:and that I dare nor,falfer: 
I will not come to day,tell them fo Decins, 

Cal. Say he is ſicke, 

C/.Shll Ceſar ſenda Lye? 
Have 1 in Conqueſt ſtretcht mine Armeto farre, 
Tobe afear'd to tell Gray-beards the trurh: 
Decins,qo tell them,Ceſar will not come. 

Dee. Moſt mighty Ceſw let the know ſome cauſe, 


——<—— 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| She dream't to nigh, ſhe ſaw my Statue, 


OO 


Bur for your private ſatisfation, 
Becauſe [ love you, will ket you know. | 
Calphurnia heere wy wife, ſtayes meat home: | 


Which like a fomeine, with ar hundred ſpouts: 
Did run pure blood:and many lulty Romans | 
Came imiling,anddid bathe their hands in it; 
And thele docs ſhe apply, for warnings and portents, | 
Audevilsimminent;and on her kriee l 
Hath begg'd,chat 1 will ſtay at home to day. 
Dec. t his dreame is all amuſſeinterpreted, 
[t was a viſion, faire and fortunate: 
Your Statue ſpouting blood in many pipes, 
In which fo many imiling Romans bath'd, 
Signities,thar from you great Rome ſhall ſacke 
Reviving blood,and that great men-ſhall prefle 
For Tia-tures,Staines, Reliques,and-Cognifance. 
This by Calphurna's Dreame is figmfied. 
Cef. And this way have you well expounded it. 
Dec. I have, when you have heard what 1 can fay: 
And know 1t now,the Senate have concluded 
Togive this day,a Crowneto mighty Ceſar, 
If you ſhall ſend chem word you willnot come, 
Their mindes may change. Beſides,it were a mocke 
Apt to be renGer'd, for ſome one to ſay, 
Breakeup the Senate, till another time, 
W hen Ceſars wife ſhall meete with better Dreames: 
If Ceſar hide himfelte, ſhall they not whiſper 
Loe Cefar is affraid? 
Pardon ae { <ſar,for my deere deere love 
To your proceeding bids me tell you this; 
And reaſon to my love is liable. 
Ceſ How toohſh do your tears feeme now Calpharniat 
[ amaſhamedI1 did yeeld to them.” 
Give me my Rove, tor 1 will go, 


——————___c@ GW. AM 


Enter Brutrs, Ligariur, Metelnr,Cacka,Tre- 
bomns,Cmmna,and Publius. 

And loske where Publzs 15 comerto fetch me. 

Pub. Good morrov Ceſar. 

Cf, Welcome Publius, 
W hat Brut, arc you {tirr'd ſo carelytoo? 
Good morrow Carka:Cains Ligarics, 
Ceſar was ne*'re ſo much your enemy, 
As that ſame Ague which hathmade you leane; 
What is'ta Clocke? 

Bra. Ceſar,tis {trucken eight. 

Cef. I thanke you for your paines and curteſie, 

nter eAntony. 

Set, Antony that Revels long a-nights 
Is notwithttanding up. Good morrow eAmony., 

Ant. So to molt Noble Ceſar | 

(«/- Bid them prepare within: 
I am too blame to be thus waited for, 
Now (ynne,now AMetelins: what Treboniug, 
I have an houres talke in ſtore for you: 
Remember that you call on me to day: 
Be necre me,that I may remember you, 

Treb. Ceſar I will;and ſonecre will Lbe, 
Thar your beit Friends ſball with I had beene further. 

(**/. Good Fricnds goin, andraſte ſome wine with mc 
And weſlike Friends )wall ſtraight way go together. 
Bru. T hat every like is not the ſame,O Ceſar, 


Leſt | be laughtat when I tell themſo. The heart of By«tzs carnes to thinke upon, Exenm. 
Ceſ. The cauic is in my Will, 1 will not come, Enter eArtemidorns. 
Thar is enough to ſatisfic the Senate. Ceſar ,brware of Brutus take herde of Caſrint;coms not 
—_ —_ _ ES —— _mim 3 "A neere? 
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werre Caika have an eye to Cynnatruft not Trebenins,marks 
well etellus CymberDecins Brutus loves thee not : Thou 
haſt wrong d Caius Ligarins. T here is but one minde in all 
theſe men,and it ir bent againſt Ceſar: If thou beeft not Immor- 
tall, looks about you : Security giues way to Conſpirac)- The 


mighty Gods defend thee. | 
Thy Lover eArtemiderns. 


Heere will I ſtand,till Ceſar paſle along, 

And asa Sutor will I give him this: 

My heart laments,that Vertue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of Emulation, 

If thou reade this, O Ceſar,thou mayeſt live; 


Ifnot,the Fgtes with Traitors do contriue. 


Enter Portia and Lucins, 
Por. I prythee Boy,runto the Senatc-houſe, 
Stay not toan{ wer me, but get thee gone. 
Why doelt thou Ray? 
Luc. Toknow my errand Madam. 
Por. I would have had thce there and heereagen 
Ere I can tell thee what thou ſhould'ſt do there: 
O Conſtancy, be ſtrong upon my ſide, 
Sct a huge Mountaine *tweene my Heart and Tongue: 
I have a mans minde,but a womans might; 
How hard it is for women to keepe counſcll. 
Artthou heere yet? 
Luc. Madam,what ſhould I do? 
Run tothe Capitoll,and nothing clſc? 
And ſo returne to you,and nothing elſe? 
Por. Yes,bring me word Boy , if thy Lord looke well, 
For he went ſickly forth:and rake good note 
What Ce/ar doth, what Sutors preſle to him, 
Hearke Boy,what noiſe is that? 
Lac. 1 heare none Madam. 
Por. Prythee liſten well: 
T hcearda buſsling Rumor like a Fray, 
And the winde brings it from the Capitoll. 
Luc. Sooth Madam,I heare nothing. 
Emter the Sootbſager. 
Por. Come hither Fellow,w hich way haſt thou bin? 
Sooth. At minc owne houſe,good Lady. 
Por. W hat is't a clocke? 
Sooth. Abour the ninth houre Lady, 
Por. Is Ceſer yet gone tothe Capitoll? 
Seeth. Madam not yet,l go totake my ſtand, 
Toſce him paſſc on to the Capitoll, 
Por. Thou haſt ſome ſuite to (ſar, haſt thou nor? 
Sooth, T hat I have Lady,if it will pleaſe Ceſar 
Tobeſo good to Ceſar as to heare me: 
I ſhall beſcechhim to befricnd himſelfe. 
Por, Why know'lt thou any harme's intended to- 
wards hin? 
Sooth. None that I know will be, 
Much that I feare may chance; 
Good morrow to youtheere the ſtreet is narrow: 
The throng that followes Ceſar at the heeles, 
Of Senators,of Prxtors,common Sutors, 
Will crowd a feeble man(alinoſt )to death: 
Te get me toa place more voyd,and there 
Speake to great Ceſar as he comes along. Exit. 
Por. I muſt goin: _ 
Aye me | How weake a thing 
The heart of woman is? O Bratar, 
The Heavens ſpeede thee in thine enterprize. 


| Sure the Boy heard me: Brares hath a ſuite 


That (ſer will aot grant. O, I grow faint: 
Run Lacixs, and commend me to my Lord, 


Py _ 
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Say I am merry; Come to me againe | 
And bring me word what hedoth ſay to thee. 


oA us Tertius . 


Flowriſs. 
Enter Ceſar Brutas, Caſſins,(acha, Decins, Manelns, Tre- 
bonius, Cynna, Ant Lepidus, Artemiderns, Popi- 
l1n1,and the Soothſayer. 


Ceſ.The Ides of Marchare come- 

Sooth. I {«ſar, but not gone. 

Art. Haile Ceſar:Read this Scedule. 

Dec. Trebonius doth deſire you to orc-read 
(Ar your beſt leiſure)this his humble ſuite. 

eArt, O Ceſar,rcade mine firſt:for minc's a ſuite 
That touches (2ſar necrer. Read it great Ceſar- 

Ce. What touches us our ſelfe,thall be laſt ſerv'd. 

Art. Delay not Ceſar,read it inſtantly. 

C </- What, is the fellow mad? 

Pub. Sirra,give place. 

Caf. W har,urge you your Petitions in the ſtreet? 
Come to the Capitoll. 

Pep. 1 wiſh your enterprize to day may thrive. 

Caſ. W hat enterprize Popilms? 

Pop. Fare you well. 

Br. \W hat ſaid Popilims Lena? ; ; 

Caſ. He wiſht to day our enterprize might thrive: 
I feare our purpole is diſcover:d. 

Bru. Looke how he makes to Ceſer:marke him. 


Caſe. Cacka be ſodaine,for we feare prevention. 
Brutus what ſhall be done?If this be knowne, 
(aſſixs or Ceſar never ſhall turne backe, | | 
For I will ſly my ſeife. 
Bru, ( aſsins be conſtants ] 


Popilins Lenaſpcakcs not of our purpoſes, 
For locke he {miles,and Ceſar doth not change. 

(*f. Treboniusknowes his time:for look you Brutus 
He drawes CMarke Antony out of the way. 

Dec, W here is Mezellus Cimber, let him go, 


And preſently preferre his ſuite to (<@. c 
Bk. Heis addreſtzpreſſe neere,and iccond him. 


Cin. Caska,you are the firſt that reares your hand. 
Ceſ. Are we all ready? What isnow amilſlc, 


FF wd 


| 


| 


That Ce and his Senate mult redreſle? 
Auel. Moſt high,moſt mighty,and moſt puiſant ({@ R 
Metellus Cimber throwes tby Scate 
An humble hcarr. P 
Ceſ; I muſt prevent thee Cymber: 
Theſe couchings, and theſe lowly courteſics 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men, 


And turne pre-Ordinance, and firſt Decrec, 

Into the hs Children, Be not fond. n 
Tothinke that Ceſar beares ſuch Rebell blood 

That will be thaw'd from the true quality TI 
Withthar which melteth Fooles,] meane ſweet words, [ A 
Low-crooked- curtfies,and baſe Spanicll fawning: 

Thy Brother by decree is baniſhed: C: 
If thou doeſt bend,and pray,and fawne for him, - 


I ſpurne theelike a Curre outof my way: So 

Know, Ceſ«r doth not wrong,nor without cauſe Hi 

Will hebe ſatisfied. An 

Mes. Is there no voice more worthy — | Ve 
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To ſound more ſweetly in great («ſar care, 
For the repealing of my baniſh'd Brother? 
Brs, 1 kitſe thy but not in flattery (ur: 
Deſiring thee,that Pablins Cimber may 
Have an immediate freedome of repeale. 
Ceſ. What Brutus? 
Caf. Pardon Ceſar: Ceſar pardon: 
As loveas to thy foote doth Cafſin fall, 
To begge infranchiſcment for Publius Cimber. 
Ce/. 1 could be well mov dit 1 were as you, 
If I could pray to moove,Prayers would moove me: 
| But I am conſtant as the Northerne Starre, 
Of whoſe true fixt,and reſting quality, 
There is no fellow in the Firmament, 
The Skies are painted with unnumbred ſparkes, 
They are all Firc,and every one doth ſhine: 
But,there's but one in all doth hold his place. 
So,in the World; Tis furniſh'd well with Men, 
And Menare Fleſh and Blood,and apprehenſive; 
Yetinthenumber,I do know but One 
Thar unaſſayleable holds on hus Ranke, 
Vnſhak'd of metion:and that I am he, 
Let me a little ſhew ir,cven in this: 
That I wasconſiant Cymber ſhould be baniſh'd, 
And conſtant doremaine to keepe him ſo. - 
{m. O Ceſar. 
Ceſ. Hence: Wilt thou lifr up Olympus? 
Dec. Great Ceſar. 
Ceſ. Donot Brutws bootleſle kneele? 


Cak, Speake hands for me. 


Ceſ. Et Tin Bruttevmmmmmes Then fall { ears 
Cm.Liberty, Freedome; Tyranny is dead, 
Run hence,proclaime, cry it about the Streets. 
Caf. Some tothe common Pulpits,and cry out 
Liberty, Freedome,and Enfrachilement. . 
Brw. Pcople and Senacors,be not affrighted: 
Fly not, ſtand ſtill: Ambiriens debt is paid. 
(ak. Go tothe Pulpit Brutwe. 
Dec, And Caſrins t00., 
Eru, Where's P ublins? 
Cm. Heere,quite confounded with this mutiny. 
Mer. Stand faſt rogether , leſt ſome Friend of Ceſar: 
Should chance | 
Bra. Talke not of ſtanding. Pnblins good cheere, 
There is no harme intended to your perſon, 
Nor to no Roman elſe:ſo tell them Pwblins. 
Caf. And leave us Publixs, leſt that the people 
Ruſhingon us,ſhould do your Age ſome miſchicte, 
Br». Do (o,and let no man abide this deede, 
But we the Doers. 
Enter Trebonins, 
Caſ. Where is «Anthony? 
Treb. Fled to his Houſe amaz'd: 
Men, Wives,and Children,ſtare,cry out,and run, 
As it were Doomelſday. 
Bru, Faces, we will know your pleaſures: 
That we ſhall dye we know,tis butthe time 
{ And drawing dayes out,that men ſtand upon. 
(«k. Why herthat cuts off twenty yeares of life, 
Curs off ſo many yeares of fearing death. 
” Bra, Grant that,and then is Death a Benefit: 
So are we (eſars Friends,that have abridg'd 
His time of tearing death. Stoope 
And let us bathe our hands in Ceſar: blood 
Vp to the Elbowes, and beſmcare our Swords: 


| 
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| 


| Then walke we forth,even to the Market pace, 
And waving our red Weapons O're our heads, 
Let's all cry Peace, Freedome,and Liberty. 
Caf. Stoop then,and waſh. How many Ages hence 
Shall this our lofty Scene be ated over, 
In States unborne,and Accents yet unknowne? 
Bru. How many times ſhall Ceſar blecd in ſport, 
That now on Fowpeyes Baſis lycs along, 
No worthier then the duſt? 
Caf. So oft as that ſhall be, 
So often fhall the knot of us be call'd, 
The Men that gave their Country liberty. 
Dec. What, ſhall we forth? 
Ca/-I every man away. 
Bratz (hall leade,and we will grace his heeles 
W 1th che moſt boldeſt,and belt hearts of Rome. 
Enter a Servant, 
Bra. Sofc,who comes heere?A friend of eAntonyes, — 
Ser. Thus 3rats,did my Maiter bid me kneele; 
Thus did Marke Amony bid me fall downe, 
And being proſtrate,thus he bad me lay, 
Bratns is Noble, Wie, Valiant,and Honeſt, 
Ceſar was Mighty, Bold, Royal, and Loving: 
Say,l love &rntzs,and I honour him; 
Say, | fear'd Ceſar, honour'd himand lov'd him. 
If Bram wili vouchiafe,that Antony 
May ately come to him,and be reſolv'd 
How (<«/ar hath deſerv'd tolye in death, 
CMark Antony, (hall not love Ceſar dead 
So well as Braexsliving;but will follow 
The Fortunes and Aﬀaires of Noble Brutus, 
Thoroughthe hazards of this uncrod State, 
Withall true Faith. Soſayes my Maſter Antony. 
Bra. Thy Maſter isa Wiſc and Valiant Romane, 
I never thought him worſe: 
Tellhim,ſo pleaſe him come unto this place 
He ſhall be {atisficd:and by my Honor 
Depart untouch'd. 
Ser. Ile tetch him preſently, Exit Servant. 
Brs, I know that we ſhall have him well to Friend, 
(of. I wiſh we may:Bur yet have la minde 
Thar feares him much:and my miſgiving (till 
Falles ſhrewdly to the purpoſe, 
Enter Antony. 
Bru, But hcere comes Avtony: 
Welcome CMHark Antony, 
ent. O mighty ( <ſar | Doſt thoulye ſo, low? 
Are all thy Conquelts,Glories, Triumphes,Spoiles, 
Shrunke tothis little Meaſure? Fare thee well. 
I know not Gentlemen what you intend, 
Whoelſc mult belet blood,who clic is rankes 
If | my fclfe,there is no houre (o fir | 
As Ceſars deaths houre;znor no Inſtrument 
Of halfe that worth, as thoſe your Swords;made rich 
With the molt Noble blood of allthis World. 
I do beſcech yec,if you beare me bard, 


Fulfill your pleaſure. Live a thouſand yecres, 
I ſhall nor finde my ſclfe ſo apt todye. 

No place will pleaſe me ſo,no meane of death, 
As heere by (</@, and by you cutoff, 


| The Choice and Maſter Spirits of this Age. 


Bru. O Antony ) Begge not your death of us: 


Though now we muſt appeare bloody and cruell, 


Asby our hands,and this our preſent AR 
You ſee we do: Yerſce you but our hands, 


_ 
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Now, whilſt your purpled hands do recke and ſmoake | 
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| And this, the bleeding buſineſle they have done: 
| Our hearts you ſee nor,they are pitrifull: 

And pitty to the generall wrong of Rome, 

| As firedrives our fire,ſo pitty,pitty, 

| Hath done this deed on Ceſar. For your part, 


' Our Armes in ſtrength of malice,and our Hearts 
Of Brothers temper,do receive you in, 
With all kinde love,good thoughts, and reverence. 
Caf. Your voyce ſhall be as ſtrong asany mans, 

In the diſpoſing of new Dignities. | 

Bra. Oaely be patient,till wc have appeas'd 
The Multitude,beſide themſelves with feare, 
And then,we will deliver you the cauſe, 
Why I,that did love Ceſar when I ſtrooke him 
Have thus procecded. 
| Ant. I doubtnot of yout Wiſcdome: 
| Leteach manrender me his bloody hand. 
Firſt Marcos Bratns will I ſhake with you; 
| Next Caius Caſſius do I take your hand; 
Now Decins Brutus yours,now yours Metellng; 
Yours {1ma;and my valiant Catha, yours; 
Though laſt,not leaft in love,yours good Treboxins, 
Gentlemen all: Alas, what ſhall I ſay, 
My credit now ſtands on ſuch ſlippery ground, 
That one of two bad wayes you mult conceit me, 
Either a Coward,or a Fl:tterer. 
That I did love thee Ceſar,O ns true: 
If then thy Spirit looke upon us now, 
Shall it not grgeve thee deerer then thy death, 
Toſee thy Antony making his peace, 
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy Foes? 
| Moſt Noble,in the preſencevfthy Coarſe, 
Had I as many eyes,as thou haſt wounds, 
Weeping as faſt asthey ſtreame forth thy blood, -' 
It would become me berter,then toclole 
In tearmes of Friendſhip with thine enemies. 
Pardon me /utins,hecre was'tthoubay'd brave Heart, 
Heere did'ſt thou fall,and hecre thy Hunters ſtand 
Sign'd in thy Spoyle,and Crimſon'd in thy Lethe. * 
O World!thou walt the Forreſt tothis Bart, 
And this indeed,O World,the Hart of thee, 
How like a Deere,[tricken by mary Princes, 
Doſt thou heere lyc? 

{ aſ. Marke Antony. 
Ant.Pardon me Cains (aſrius: 

The Enemies of (ſar,ſhall fay this: 
Then,ins Friend,it is cold Modeſty. 

Caſ. I blame you not for praiſing (ſar ſo, 

But what compat mcane you to have with us? 
Will you beprick'd innumber of our Friends, 
Or ſhall we on; and not depend on you? 

Ant. Therefore I tooke your hands,but was indeed 
Sway'd from the point,by looking downe on (ſar. 
| Friendsam I with you all, ard love youall, 
| Vpon this hope,that you ſhall give me Reaſons, 

'. Why,and whercin, Ceſar was dangerous. 
Bru, Occl(e were thisa ſavage Spectacle: 
Our Reaſonsare ſo full of good regard, 
| That were you Antony, the Sonne of { «ſar, 
You ſhoud be ſatisfied. 

Ant. That's all I ſeeke, 

And am moreover\utor,thatI may 

Produce hisbody te the Markert-place, 

And in the Pulpitas becomes a Fricnd, 
peake in the Order of his Funerall, 
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* Toyou,our Swords have leaden points Marke eAmtony; 


Bru, You ſhall Mfarke Antony. 
Caf. Brutws, a word with yo: 
You know not what you dozDo not conſent 
That Antony ſpeake in his Funerall: 
Know you how much the may be mov'd 
By thatwhich he will utter. 
Bru, By your pardon: 
I will my {clfe into the Pulpit firſt, 
And ſhew the reaſon of our Ceſarsdeath. 
W hat Antony ſhall ſpeake,I will proteſt 
He ſpeakes by leave,and by permiſsion: 
And that we are contented (ſar ſhall 
Havyeall true Rites,and lawtull Ceremonies, 
It ſhalladvantage more,then do us wrong. 
C*/- 1 know not what may fall,I like it not. 
Bru. Marks Antoxy,heere take you Ceſars body; 
You ſhall notin your Funerall ſpeech blame us, 
But ſpcake all good you can deviſe of { «ſar, 
And ſay you doo't by onr permiſsion: 
Elſe ſhall you not have any hand at all 
About his Funerall. And you ſhall ſpeake 
Inthe ſame Pulpit whereto Iam going, 
After my ſpecch is cnded. 
Ant, Be ut ſo: n 
I do deſire no more. 


IManet Antony. 
O pardon me,thou bleeding peece of Earth: 
That1 am mecke and gentle with theſe Butchers. 
; Thouartthe Ruines of the Nobleſt man 
That ever lived in the Tide of Times. 
Woe tothe hand that ſhed this coſtly Blood. 
Ouer thy wounds,now dolI Propheſie, 
(which like dumbe mouthes do ope their Ruby lips, 
To begge the voyce and utterance of my Tongue) 
A Curlc ſhall light uponthelimbes of men; 
Domeſticke Fury,and fierce Civill,ſtrife, 
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy: 
Blood and deſttution ſhall be ſo in uſe, 
And dreadfull ObjeRts ſo familiar, 
That Mothers ſhall but ſmile, when they behald 
Their infants quartered with the hands of Warre: 
All pitty choak'd withcuſtome of fell deeds, 
And CeſarsSpirit ranging for Revenge, 
With #re by his ſide,come hot from Hell, 
| Shall inthe{e Confines, with a Monarkes voyce, 
Cry havocke,andlet flip the D of Warre, 
That this foule deede, ſhall ſmell above the carth 
With Carrion men,groaning for Buriall. 
Enter Oftavie's Servant, 

Youſerve Oflavizs Ceſar,do younot? 

Ser, I do CMarks Antony. 

eAnt. ( «ſar did write for himto come Rome. 

Ser, He did reccive his Letrers,and is comming, 
And bid me ſay to you by word of mouth 
O (ſar ! \'s w 

Ant. Thy heart is bigge:getthee a-part and weepe: 
Paſsion I {ce is catchmg, for mineeyes, 
Secing thoſc Beads of forrow ſtand in thine, 
Beganto water, Is thy Maſter comming? 

Ser. Heliesto night within ſeven Leagues of Rome. 

A ut, Poſt backe with {i 
And tell kim what hathchanc'd: 


Heere is a mourning Rome,a dan#crous Rome, 
No Rome of ſafety for Ofavinr yet 


Hic bence,and tell him ſo. Yer ſtay a-while, 


Tr. Prepare the body then,and follow us. Exennt, 
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Thou ſhalt not backe, till I bave borne this courſe | Shall be Crown'd in Bratzs. 
Into the market place ; There ſhall I try I. Wee'l bring him to his Houſe, 
1n my Oration, how the People take With Showts and Clamors. 
The cruell iſſue of theſe bloody men, Brs. My Coantry-men, 
According tothe which, thou ſhalt diſcourſe 2. Peace, lilence, Brutm ſpeakes+ 
Toyoung Oftavins of the ſtate of things. 1. Peacc ho. | 
Lend me your hand, Exennt | Bru. Good Countrymen, let me depart alone, 
And (for my fake) ſtay heere with Antony: 
Enter Brutus and goes into the Pulpit, and Caſſi- Do grace to Ceſars Cor pe$, and grace bis Speech 
. mw with the Plebrians, Tending to CeſarsGlories, which Aarke Antony 
( By our permiſſion) is allow'd to make. 
Phe. We willbe {atisfed : letusbe fatisfied, I do intreat you, nota man depart. 
Bru, Then follow me, and give me Audience friends. | Save I alone, till Antony have ſpoke. Exit, 
Caſſins go you intothe other ſtreete, 1 Stay ho,and ietus heare Marke Antony, 
And partthe Numbers : 3 Lethim go up intothepublike Chaire, 
Thole that will heate me ſpeake, let em ſtay heere ; Wee'l heare him : Noble Antony go u 
Thoſe that will follow Cſi«s, go with him, Ant. For Brains (ake,I am beholding to you, 
And publike Reaſons ſhall be rendred. 4 What does It {ay of Brutus? 
Of {ears death. 3 He fayes for Bratw lake 
I Phe. Y will heare Brares ſpeake, : He tindes himfelfe beholding to us all. 
2. I will hcare Caſſius, and compare their Reaſons, 4 Twere belt ſpeake no harme of Bratws heere ? 
W hen ſeverally we beare them rendred. 1 This Ceſar was a Tyrant, 
3- The Noble Sratw is aſcended : Silence. 3 Nay thats certaine : 
Bru, Be patienttill the lalt. Weareglad that Rome is rid of him. 
Romans, Countrey-men, and Lovers, heare mce for my | 2 Peace, let us heare what Antony can ſay: 
cauſe,and be lilent, that you may heare. Beleeve mce for | eur, you gentle Romans. | 
mine Honor, and have reſpe&t to mine Honor, that you All. Peace hoe, let ns heare him. 
may beleeve. Cenſure me in your Wiledome, and awake | 4», Friends, Romans,Countrymen, lend me your ears: 
your Senſcs, that you may the better Iudge. If there bee | I cometo bury Caſar, not to praiſe him: 
any in this Aſſembly, any deere Friend of {«/#r7, tothem | Theevillthat men do, lives after them, 
I ſay, that Brutzs love to Ceſar, was nolefſe then his. If | The good 1s oft enterred with their bones, 
then, that Friend demand, why Brmtws roſcagainlſt Ceſar, | So let it be with Ceſar. The Noble Brume, 
this is my anſwer : Not that I lov'd Ce{ar leiſe, but | Hathtold you Ceſar was Ambitious: 
that Tlov'd Rome more. Had you rather Ceſar were li- | If it were fo, it was a greevous Fault, 
ving, and dye all Slaves; rhenthat Ceſar were dead, to | And greevouſly hath Ceſar anſwer'd it 
live all Free. men? As Ceſar lov'd mee, I weepe for him#| Heereunder leave of Braree, and the reſt, 
as he was Fortunate, I rejoyce atit ; as he was Valiant, I | (For Brarws is an Honourable man, 
konour him : But,as he was Ambtious, I flew him. There | Soarethey all, all Honourable men ) 
is Teares, for his Love: Toy , for his Fortune : Honor,tor | Come I toſpeake in (eſars Funerall. 
his Valour : and death for his Ambition, Who 1s heere | He was my Friend, faithfull, and juſtto me; 
ſo baſe, that would bea Bondman # If any, ſpeak, for him | But ®r«zxs ſayes, he was Ambitious, 
have | offended. Whois heere ſo rude, that would not | And Brutxs is an Honourable man. 
be a Roman ? If any, ſpeak, for him have | offended. Who | He hath brought many Captives hometoRome, 
is heereſo vile, that will not love his Countrey ? If any, | Whoſe Ranſomes, did the generall Coffers fill : 
ſpeake, for him have I offended. I paulc tor a Reply. Did this in Ceſar ſeeme Ambitious ? 
All. None Bratus, none. W hen thar the poore have cry'de, Caſ# hath wept : 
Brutus, Then none have I offended. I have done no | Ambition ſhould be made of tterner ſtuffe, 
more to Ceſ#, then you ſhall do ro Brurxs, The Quelti- | Yet Brat layes, he was Ambitious 3 
on of his death, is inroll'd inthe Capitoll : his Glory not | And Bratz: is an Honourable man. 
extenuated, wherein he was worthy z nor his offences en- | You all did ſee, that on the cal, 
forc'd, for which he ſuff-red death; I thrice preſented him a Kingly Crowne,  . 
W hich he did thrice refuſe, Was this Ambition ? 
Enter Mark Antony, with ( eſars body. Yet Brutus (ayes, he was Ambirious : 
And ſure heis an Honourable man, 
Heere comes his Body, mourn'd by Marks «Antony, who | I ſpeake not to diſprave what Brutns (j poke, 
though he had no hand in his death, ſhall receive the be- | But heere I am, to ſpeake what I do know ; 
nefit of his dying,a place in the Commonwealth,as which | You all did loye him once, not without cauſe; 
of you ſhallnot. With this 1 depart, that as I ewe my | What cauſe with-holds you then, tomourne for him ? 
beſt 1 Lever for the good of Rome, I havetke ſame Dag- | O Indgement ! thou art fled to brutiſh Beaſts, 
ger for my ſelfe, when it ſhall pleaſe my Country toneed | And Men have loſt their Reaſon, Beare with me 
my death, My heart is inthe Coffinthere with {eſar. | 
eAll, Live Brutmflive, live, And I muſt pawſetill it come backe to me. | 
7, Bring him with Triumph home unto his kouſe, 1 Methinkes there is much reaſon in his fayings- | 
2, Give him a Statue with his Anceſtors, If thou conſider rightly of the matter, 
3. Ler him be Ceſar, Ceſar ha's had great WTONg» isplace, | 
4, Cars better parts, 3 Ha's he Maſters? I feare there will a worſe conc in | 
4+ Marke\ 
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4 Mark'd ye his words? he would not 'take 5 Crowne, 
Therefore tis certaine,he was not Ambitions. 
1 If it be found ſo,ſome will decreabide it. 
2 Poore ſoulc,his eyes are red asfire with weeping, 
| 3 There's not a Nobler man in Romethen Antony. 
4 Now mark ec him, he begins againe to ſpeake. 
Ant. But yeſterday,the word ot Ceſar might 
Have ſtood againſt the World:Now lics hethcre, 
And none ſo poore todo him reuerence. 
O Maiſters 11f I were diſpos'd to ſtirre 
Your hearts and mindes to Mutiny and Rage, 
I ſhoald doc Brutus wrong-and Caſſizs wrong: 
who(you all know)are Honourable mens 
I will not dothem wrong:I rather chooſe 
To wrong the dead,to wrong my {clfe 2nd you, 
Then I will wrong ſuch Honourable men. 
But hcere'sa Parchment,with the Scale of Ceſar, 
I found it in his Cloſſetytis his Wall: 
Let bur the Commons heare this Teſtament: 
(W hich pardon me )Ido nor meaneto reade, 
And they would go and kille dead (ears wounds, 
And dip their Napkins ia his Sacred Blood; 
Yea,begge a haire of him for Mcmory, 
And dying,mention it within their W iiles, 
Bequeathing it as a rich Legacy 
Vnto their iflue, 
4 Wee'l heare the Will,reade it Marks Antony. 
Alt. The Will;the Will;we will heare Ceſers Will. 
Ant. Have patience gent!* Friends, I muſt not rcad it. 
It is not meet you know how Ceſar loy'd you: 
You are not Wood, you are not Stones, but men: 
And being men,hearing the Will of (ſar, 
It will inflame you,it will make you mad; 
Tis good you know not that you are his Herres, 
For if you ſhould,O i hat would come of ut? 
4 Read the Will, weei heare ut Antony; 
You ſhall read» ns the will, Ceſars Will, 
Ant. Will you be Patient? Will you ſtay a while? 
I have o're ſhot my ſclfe to tell you of it, 
I feare I wrong the Honourable men, 
W hoſe Daggers have ſtabb'd Ceſar: 1 do feare it. 
4 They were Trairors:Honourable men? 
All. | he Will,the Teltament. 
2 They were Villaines, Murderers:the Will,reade the 
Will. 
Ant, Y ou will compell me then to read the Will; 
Then makea Ringabout the Corpesof Ceſar, 
And let me ſhew you him that made the Will: 
Shall I deſcend? Ard will you give me leave? 
All. Come downte. 
2 Deſcend. 
3 Youſhall hare leave. 
4 A Ring,ſtand rounJ. | 
1 Stand from tie Hearſe,ſtand fi om the Body. 
2 Roome for Antoxy,molt Noble Antony. | 
| eAm. Nay preſſe notſo upon me, ſtand farre off. 
e AM. Stand backe;roome,beare backe, 
Ant. If you havetcares,prepare to ſhed them now. 
: | Youaildo know this Mantle, I remember 
| The firſttime ever (ſar put it on, 
* { Twason a Summers Eveningin his Tent, 
| That day he overcame the Nerv). 
Lookegin-this place ran (//i" Dagger through; 
Sec what a rent the envious C «ha made: 
Through this,the welbeloved Brarw ſtabb'd, 
| Andas hepluck'd his curſed Steele away: 


| 


| 


Marke how the blood of Ceſar followed it, 
As ruſhing out of doores,to be re{olv'd 

It Bratws 10 unkindely knock*d,or no: 

For Brutzs,as you know,was Ceſars Angel. 
Tudge,O you Gods, how deerely - loy'd him: 
This was the moſt unkindeſt cut of all. 

For when the Noble Ceſar law him ſtab, 
Ingratitude,more ſtrong then Traitors armes, 
Quite vanquiſh'd him:then burſt his Mighty heart, 
And in his Martle,muffling up his face, 

Even at the Baſe of Pompeyes Statue 

(Which allthe while ran blood)great Caſs (ell. 

O what afall was there, my Countrymen? 

Then L,andyou,and all of as felldowne, 

Whilſt bloody Treaſon flouriſh'd over us. 

O now you weepe,and I perceive you feele 

The dint of pitty:1 hete aregracious droppes- 
Kinde Soules, what weepe you,when you bur behold 
Our Ceſars Veſture wou Look you heere, 
Heere is Himſclfe,marr'd as you ſee with Traitors, 

I O pitteous ſpectacle! 
2 O Noble (eſar! 


3 O wotfull day! 

4 O Trattors, Villaines! 

I O moſt bloody figl! 

2 We willbereveng'd:Revenge 
Abour,ſecke,burne,fire,kill,flay, 
Let nota Traitor live. 

ene. Stay Country-men. 

1 Peace there, heare the Noble e-fntony, 

2 Wee'l heare him, wee'l follow him , wee1dy with 
him. (you up 
Ant. Good Friends,ſweet Friends,let me not ſtirre 

To ſuch a {odaine Flood of Mutiny: 

They that have done this Deede,are honourable, 

» W hart private greefes they have,alas I know not, 

That made them do it:They are Wiſc,and Honourable, 


—_—— 


And will no doubt with Reaſons aniwer you. 

; 1 come not(Fricnds)to ſtealeaway your hearts; 

| Tamno Orator,as Brautws is; 

| But (as you know meall)a plaine blunt man 

' Thatlove my Friend.and that they know tull well, 

That give me publicke leave to ſpeake ot him: 

For I have neither wit nor words,nor worth, 

AQtion,nor Vrtterance,nor the power of Speech, 

Toſtirre mens Blood. I onely ipeake right ov: 

I rell you that, which you your ſelves do know, 

Shew you {ſweet (<ſars wounds,poor poor dum mouths 

And bid them ſpeake for me:But were 1 Brat»s, 

And Bratzs Anteny,there were an Antony 

Would ruffle up your Spirirs,and put a Tongue 

In every Wound of Ceſ«r,that ſhould move 

The ſtones of Rome,toriſe and Mutiny. 

All. Wee'l Mutiny. 
1 Wee'l burne the houſe of Brurxs. 
. 3 Away then,come ſecke the Conſpirators. 
- «Amt. Yct heare me Countrymen,yet heare me ſpeake 
 eAll. Peace hoe, heare Antony,moitt Noble Antony. 
Ant. W hy Fricnds,you goto do you know not what. 

W herein hath {eſ@ thus deſerv'd your loves? 

Alas you know not, muſttell you then: 

You have forgot the Will I told you of. | 
All. Moſt true,the Will, let's ſtay and heare the Wil. 
Am. Heere is the Will,and under (ſer: Scalc: 

Toevery Roman Citizen he gives, 

To every ſeverall man, ſeventy five Drachmacs- Fa 

2 Ple, 
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2 Pls. Moſt Noble Ceſar,wee'l revenge his death. {| 
3 Ple. O Royall (ſar. | 
Axt. Heare me with patience. 
All. Peace hoe 
eAnt. Moreover, he hath left you all his Walkes, 
His private Arbors,andnew-planted Orchards, 
Onthis ſide Tyber, he hath lett them you 
And te ou heyres for cuer:common pleaſures 
To walke abroad,and recreate your ſelves. 
Heere was a( e/@:when comes ſuch another? 
1 Ple, Never,never:come,away,auway: 
Wee'lburne his body in the holy place, 
And with the Brands fire all the Traitors houſes. 
Take up the body- 
2 Pls, Go fetch fire. 
2 Ple.Plucke downe Benches. 
4 Phe. Plucke downe Formes, Windowes any thing, 
Exaennt Phibriang, 
Am, Now let it worke:Miſcheefc thou art a-foot, 
| Take thou what courſe thou wilt. 
How now Fellow? 
Emer Servant. 
Ser, Sir, Otavins is already come to Rome, 
«Ant. Where is hee? 
Ser, He and Lepides are at Ceſar houſe. 


| . 
| out of his heart, and turne him going. 


| Who is your Siſters ſonne, Afarks Amory. 


Ant. And thither will I firaight,to viſit him: 
He comes vpon a wiſh. Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us any thing. | 
Ser, I heard him ſay, Bratzws and Caſſmws 
Are rid like Madmen through the Gates of Rome. 
Ant. Belike they had ſome notice of the people 
How I had moved them. Bring me to Oltann, Exennt, 


Enter Cinna the Poet aud afier him the Plebeians. 


Cin. 1 dreamt to night,that 1 did feaſt with Ceſar, 

And things unluckily charge my Fantalie: 
[ have no will to wander forth of doores, 
Yet ſomething leads me forth. 

1 What 1s your name? 

2 Whether are you going? 

3 Where do you dwell? 

4 Are youa married man,or a Batchellor? 

2 Anſwer every man directly, 

I I,and breeſely. 

4 I and wiſely. 

3 1, and truly,you were bcit, 

{ im. What is my name? W hecheram I going 2 Where 
do I dwell>Am 1 a married man, or a Batchcllour ? Then 
to anſwer every man , directly and breefely , wiſely and 
truly:wiſcly | fay, lam a Batchcllor- | 

2 Thar'sas much astofay , they are fooles that mar- 
ry : you'l beare mea bang for that | feare : proceede di- 
rely, 

(wm, Diretly I am going to ( ſar: Funerall. 

1 Asa Friend,or an Enemy? 

Cin. Asa friend. 

2 That matter isanſwereddiredtly, 

4 For your dwelling:breetely. 

(nm. Breefely,1 dwell by the Capitoll. 

3 Yourname ſir,truly, 

Can, Truly, my name 1s Cimna., 

1 Teare him to peeces,bee's a Confpirator. 

Cin, I am ( ina the Poct, I am Cinna the Poet- 

4 Tearce him for hisbad verſcs,tcare him for his bad 


Verſes. | 


Cx. Tam not {ana the Confpirator. 
4 It is no matrer, his name's Cinna,pluck bur hisname | 


3 Teare him gteare him;Come Brands hoe, Firebrands: 
to Brums,to Caſrins,burne all.Some to Decins Houlcsand 
lometo {@ks's,fome t6 Ligariur: Away,g0. 

Ex: unt all the Plebeians, 
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Emer Antony ,Oftavinr,and Lepidus. 
Ant.Thelſe many then ſhall diegtheir names are prikt , 
O#. Your Brother too mult dye:content you Lepidas? 
Lep. 1 doconlcnt. 
Get. Pricke hin downe eAntoxy. 
Lep. V pon condition Publms (hall not live, 


Ant, He (hall not live;looke,with a ſpot I dam him. 
But Zepidur,g0 you ro Ceſars houſe: 
Fetch the Will hither,and we ſhall determine 
How to cut off foe charge in Legacies, 
 Lep, What?ſhall I inde you heere? 
07, Or heere,or at the Capitol]. 
eAnt.This isa (light unmeritable man, 
Mect to be ſent on Errands:is it fit 
The three-fold World divided, he ſhonld ſand 
One of the three to ſhare it? 
Ot. So you thought him, 
And tooke his voyce who ſhould bepricktto die 
In our blacke Sentence and Proſcription. 
Ant. Oftavws,l have ſcene more ayes then you; 
And though welay theſe Honours on this man, 
To caſe ourſelves of divers (land rous loads, 
He ſhall but beare them,as the Aﬀe deares Gold, 
To groane and ſweat under the Buſineſle, 
Either led or driven,as we prinethe way: 
And having brought our Treaſure,where we will, 
Then rake we downe his Load,and turne him of 
(Like ro the empty Alle)to thake his eares, 
And graze in Commons- 
O#. You may do your will: 
Buthec's a tried, and valiant Souldicr. 
fant. SOis my Horſe Oftavias,and for that 
I doappoint him ſtore of Provender. 
Ic is a Creature that 1 reach to fight, 
To winde,to ſtop,torun diretly on: 
His corporall Motion,govern'd by my Spirit, 
And in ſome taſte,is Lepidws bat fo; 
He muſt be raught,andtrain'd,and bid go forth; 
A barren ſpirited Fellow;one that feeds 
On ObjeRs, Arts,and Imitations. 
Which our of vſc,and fal'de by other men 
Begin his faſhion. Donotralke of him, 
Burt as a property:and now Oftaving, 
Liſten great things. Brurxs and { aſiins 
Are levying Powers; We mult (traighe make head; 
Therefore let our Alliance be combin'd, 
Our beſt Friends made and our beſt meanes ftretchtour, 
Andlert us preſently go fit in Coauncell, 
How covert matters may be belt diſclos'd, 
And open Perils ſureſt anſwered. 
OR. Letusdo ſo:for weare atthe ſtake, 


Exu Lepidus, 


And 
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And bayed about with many Enemies, | C«{- That you have wrong'd me,doth appear inthis: 
And {ome that ſmile have inthcir hearts I feare You have condemn'd,and noted Luci: P els 
Millions of Miſcheefes. Exe. | For taking Bribes heere of the Sardians; 
Wherein my Letter, praying on his ſide, 
| Drum. Fnter Brutus, Lucilius and the Army. Tuwins | Becauſe I knew the need oft. 
and Pindarns mectte them. Brw. You wrong'd your ſelfe to write in ſuch a caſc. 
Bru, Stand ho, C4/.In ſuch atime asthis,it is not mect 
Loc. Give the word ho,and Stand. That every nice offence ſhould beare his Comment. 
Bru. What now Lacilis, is Caſrins neere? Bra, Let me tell you Caſrims,you your ſelfe. 
Lue, He is at hand,and Pindarw iscome Are much condemn'd to have an itching Palme, 
Todo you falutation from his Maſter. To ſell,and Mart your Oihces tor Gold 
Bru. He greets me well, Your Maſter Pinderm To Vndeſervers. 
In his ownechange,or by ill Ozhcers, Caſ.I,an itching Palme? 
Hath given me ſoine worthy cauſe to wiſh You know that you are Brarws that ſpeakes this, 
| Things done,undone:But if he be at hand, Or by the Gods,this ſpeech were elſe your laſt, 
I ſhall be ſatisfied. + Bru. T he name of Ceſans Honors this corruption, 
Pn. I do not doubt . | And Chaſticement doth therefore hide his head. 
But that my Noble Maſter will appeare Caſ.Chaſticement? 
Such as he 15,full of regard,and Honour. Bru.Remember March,the Ides of March remember: 
Bru. He is not ted. A word Lucida: Did not great /nhs blecde for Iuſtice lake? 
How he recciv'd you:let me be refolv'd. W hat Villaine touch'd his body,that did ab, 
Lac. With courtefie,and with reſpet enough, | And not for Tuſtice?Whar,Shall one of V's, 
But not with ſuch familiar inſtances, T hat ſtrucke the Formoſt manot all this World, 
Nor with ſuch free and fricndly Conference But for ſupporting Robbers:ſhall we now, 
As he hath us'd of old. | Contaminate cur tingers, with baſe Bribes? 
Brw. Thou haſt deſcrib'd | Andſell the mighty ſpace of our large Honors 
A hot Friend, cooling;Ever note Zuciling, For {o much traſh,as may be graſped rhus? 
When Love begins to ſicken and decay * I hed rather be a Dogge,and baite the Moone, 
It uſeth an enforc:d Ceremony. Then ſuch a Roman, 
There are no trickes,in plaine and ſimple Faith: Caſ. Brmss, baite not me, 
But hollow acn,like Horſes hot at hand, Ile not 1ndure it:you forget your ſclfe 
Make gallant ſhew,and promuſe of their Mettle: To hedge mein,l ama ier,l, 
Low March within. | Older in pratice, Ablerthen your ſelfc 
But when they ſhould endure the bloody Spurre, To make Conditions, | 
They fall their Creſt,and like deccifull Iades Bru, Go to: youare not Caſcins. 
Sinke in the Triall.Comes his Army on? ({. I am, 
Luc. They meane this night in Sardisto be quarter'd: Bru | fay,you are not- 
The greater part,the Horſe in general Caſ. Vrge me no more, TI ſhall forget my ſelfe: 
Are come with Caſams. | Have minde upon your health:Tempt me no farther. 
Enter Caſuins and hit Power 5. Bru. Away light man. 
Brs. Hearke,he is arriv'd: Caf: 1s't poſſible? | 
Martch gently on to meete him, Bru, Heate me;,for I will ſpeake. 
| Caſ. Stand ho. Mult 1 give way,and roome to your raſh Choler ? 
Bru. Stand ho,ſpeake the word along, Shall I be frighted, whena Madman ſtares ? 
Stand. Caſ. O ye Gods, ye Gods, Mult I endure all this? 
Stand. Bra, All this?I more, Fret till your proud heart break, 
Stand. Go ſhew your Slaves how Cholericke you are, 
Caf. Moſt Noble Brother; you have done me wroug, | And make your Bondmentremble. Muſt I boudge? 
Bru. ludge mc you Gods; wrong I mine Enemies? Muſt I obſerve you? Muſt I ſtand and crouch 
And if not{o, how ſhould I wrong a Brother. | | Vnder your Teſtic Humour?By the Gods, 
Caf. Brutx:,thistober forme of yours, hides wrongs, | You ſhall di geſt the Venom of your Spleenc 
And when you do them Thought ir doSplit you. For from this day forth, 
Bru. Caſais,be content, Ie vie you for my Mirth,yeafor my Laughter 
Speake your greefes foftly,I do know you well. W hen you are Waſpiſh. 
Bcforethe eyes of both our Armics heere Caſ. Is it come tothis? 
| (Which fhould perceive nothing but Love from us) Bru. You ſay,youare a better Souldier: 
Let usnot wrangle. Bid them move away: Let it appearc ſo;make your vaunting true, 
Then in my Tent (afniss enlarge your Greefes And it ſhall pleaſe me well. For mine owne part, 
And 1 will give you Audience. I ſhall be glad to learne of Noble men. 
Caſts. Pindarns, | Caf. You wrong meevery way: 
Bid our Commanders leade their Charges of You wrong me Bratus: 
A little from this ground. | I faide,an Elder Souldier,nota Better. 
Brn. Lucshas,do you the like,and let no man Did I ſay Better? 
Come to our Tent,till we have dooc our Conference. Brs. If you did,I care not. (me. 
Let Luciws and Titimins guard our doore. Exennt, | Caf. When (ee liv'd, he durſt not thus have mov'd 
Manent Brutus and Caſtius, Brn.Peace,peace , youdurſt hor ſo have tempted him- 
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(afſi. I durſt nor, 

Bru. No. 

Caſſi. What? durſt nottempt him ? 

Bre. For your life you durit nor. 

Ca//i» Doe nor preſume too mnch upon my Love, 
I may doe that | ſhall be ſorry tor. 
| Br, You have done that you ſhould be ſorry for. 

There is no terror Caſſiwvin your threats, 

_e Iam _ ſo ſtrong — 

That they by me, as the idle winde, 

Which1 reſpe& not. 1didſend to you 

For certaine ſummes of Gold.which youdeny'de me, 
For I can raiſe no money by vile meanes : 

By heaven, I had rather Coyne ay heart, 

And drop my blood for Drachmacs, then to wring 
From the hard hands of Pcazants, their vile traſh 

By any indirection, I did ſend 
To you for Gold topay my Legions, 
Which you deny'd me : was that done like Caſſine ? 
Should I have anfwer'd Cam ( affine fo ? 

When MH arews Brutrs growes 10 Covetous, 

To locke ſuch Raſcall Counters from his fricnds, 
Beready gods with all your Thunder-bolts, 
Diſh him to peeces. 

Caſſi. I den 'de you not. 

Bru, You did. 

(aſſi. Idid not. He was but a Foole , 
That brought my anſwer back. Brutus hath riu'd my hart 
A friend ſhould bearc his tricnds infirmityes , 

But Bracus makes mine greater then they are. 
Br. 1doe not, tull you practice them on me- 
Caſſi, Youu love me not. 
Brs. 1 doe not like your faults. | 
{aſſi. A friendly eye could never ſee ſuch faults. 
Brut: A — would not, though they doappeare 
As huge as hi £. 

Caſs Come and yong Ottavins come, 

Revenge your ſelves alone on Caſſius, 

For («ſſins is a-weary of the World : 

Hated by one he loves, brau'd by his brother, 
Check'd like a bondman, all his faults obſerv'd, 
Set in a Note-booke, learn'd, and con'd by rome 
To caſt intomy Teeth. OI could weepe | 
My Spirit from mine eyes: There is my Dagger, 
And heere my naked Breaſt; Within, a heart 
Deerer then Plat#'s Mine: Richerthen gold : 
Ifthat thou beeſt a Rogan, take it forth. 

I that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart : 
Strike as thou diditat {ſar for I know, — 
W hen thou didſt hate him worſt,thou lovedſt him better 
Then ever thou lovedlſt (oſſim. 

BErx, Shcath your Dagger : 

Be angry when you will, it ſhall have ſcope : 

Doe what yau will, diſhonor, ſhall be humour. 

O Caſfins, you are yoaked with a Lambe 

T hat carries Anger, as the Flint bcares fire, 

W ho much inforced, ſhewes a haſty ſparke, 

And ſtraite is cold agen. 

Caſſi. Hach Cafſiwsliv'd | 

To be but Mirth and to his Bratw, 
When griefe and blood ulltemper'd, vexcrh him ? 


, Welcome good Meſſals : 
| Andcall in queſtion our neceſſities. 


Cofſi. Have not you love enough to beare with me, 
When that raſh humour which my Mother gave nie 
Makes me forgetfulls? 

Bru. Yes (aſſes, and from henceforth 
When you are over-carneſt with your Bruzwe, 

Hee'l thinke your Mother chides, and leaye you ſo. 


Emer a Poet. 

Poet, Let me goe into ſee the Generals, ' 
There is ſome grudge berweene em, tisnor meete 
They be alone. - 

Exc. You ſhallnot come to them. ; 

Poes, Nothing but Geath ſhall ſtay me. 

(fi. How now ? Whats the matrer ? 

Poet, For ſhame you Generals? what doe you meanc? 
Love, and be friends, as two ſuch men ſhould be, 

For I have fcenc more yeeres Ime lure then yee. 

Cafe. Ha, ha, how vildely doth this Cynicke rime ; 

Bre. Get you hence firrah : Sawcy fellow, hence. 

Cai. Beare with him Bram, tis his faſhion, 

Frm. llc know his humour,when he knowes his time: 
W hat ſhould the Warres doe with theſe ligging fooles? 
Companion, hence. 

{ «51. Away, away be gone. Exit Poet. 

Bru, _— _ Titin bid the C—_—_— 
Prepare to lodge their Companies tonight. 
«f.And come your ſelves,& bring Mfeſſal with you 
Immediately to us. 

Bru. Lucius, abowle of Wine. | 

C«ſ. I did not thinke you could haye bin ſo angry, 

Brs. © Caſſie, 1 aca ſicke of many griefes. 

Caſſi. Of your Philoſophy you make no uſc, 

If you give place to acci evills. 

'Brxs, No man beares ſorrow better. Portis is dead, 

Caſs, Ha ? Portia ? 

Brs. She is dead. 

Casfr. How ſcap'd I killing, when I croſt you ſo? 

O inſupportable, and touching loſle ! 
Vpon what fickneſle ? 

Bru. [mpaticntof my abſence. 
And griete, that yong Oftavim with Marke e Antony, 
Have made themſelves fo ſtrong : For with her deach 
That dings came. With this ſhe fell diſtract, 
And (her Attendantsabſent) ſwallow'd fire. 

Cart. Anddy'd ſo? { 

Bru. Even fo. 

Car. O ye immortall gods! 

Emer Boy with Wine, and T apers. 
Bru.Speake no more of her : Give me a bowle of wine 
In this I bury all unkindneffe Cefſime. Drinkgs. 
Caſſi. My heart is thirſty for that Noble pledge, 
Fill Zacixe, till che Wine ore- ſwell the Cup : 
I cannot drinke too muchof Brarws love, 


Enter Titiniza, nd Me [als, 
Brut. Come in Titinins : 


— 


Now fit we cloſe about this Taper heere, | 
Caſſi. Portia, art thou gone? 


Bru, When I ſpoke that, I was ill temper'dtoo..  . | Bru. Nomere I pray you. 

(*«/i. Doe you conteſſe ſo much?Give me your hand, | MHeſſals, I have here received Letters, | 

Bru. And my heart too, That yong O&evine, and Marky eAutony | 

(aſſi. O Bratwl Come douwne upen us with a mighty power, | 
| Bru, Whatsthe matter? Bending their Expedition toward Phlopps, | 
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CMeſſe!My (elfe have Letters of the ſelfc-lame Tenure. 
Brs. With what Addition, 
Meſ. That by proſcription, and billes of Outlary, 
Oftarme, Antony and Lepidus, 
| Have put to dcath, an hundred Senators. 
Bru. Thercin our Letters doc not well agree : 
Mine ſpeake of {eventy Senators, that dy'de 
By their proſcriptions, Cicero being one. 
Caſſi. Cibero one ? 
Meſſ«.(icero is dead, and by that order of proſcription 
Had you your Letters from your wife, my Lord? 
Bru. No Meſcals, 
Meſſa. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her ? 
Bru. Nothing Meſſala. 
Meſſa. That me thinkes is ſtrange. 
Bru. Why aske you ? 
Heare you ought of her, in yours ? 
Meſſa. No\my Lord. 
Bru. Now as youare a Romantell me true. 
Meſſ, Then like a Roman, beare the truth I tell, 
For certaine ſhe is dead, and by ſtrange manuer. 
Bro. {hy farewell Portia : We muſt dyc Meſſala: 
With meditating that ſhe muſt dye once, 
I have the patience to endure it now. 
Meſſa, Evenſo great men, great loſſes ſhould indure, 
| Caſſi. I haveas muchof this in Art as yous 
But yet my Nature coul4 not beare it {0. 
Brs, ___ our _ alive. Whatdoe you thinke 
Of marching to Philspi preſently, 
Ceſſi. 1doenotthinke it good. 
Br. Your teaſon? 
aſſi. Thisit is: 
Tis better that the Enemy ſeeke us, 
So ſhall he waſte his mcanes, weary his Souldiers, 
Doing himſclfe offence, whilſt we lying ttill, 
Are full cf reſt, defence, and nimbleneſic. 
Bru, Good reaſons mult of force give place to better: 
The peopletwixt Pbulipps, and this ground 
Doe ftand but in a forc'd affection : 
For they have grug'd us Contribution. 
The Enemy, marching along by them, 
By them ſhall make a tuller namber up, 
Come on refreſht, new added, andencourag'd ; 
From which advantage ſhall we cut him off. 
If at Philspps we dos face him there, 
Theſe people at our backe, 
Caſſi. Heare me good brother, 
Brw, Vnder your pardon. You muſt note beſide, 
That we have triage the utmoſt of our tricnds ; 
Our Legionsare brim full, our caulc is ripe, 
Fhe Encmy encreaſcth every day, 
| We at the height, are ready todecline. 
* There isa Tide intheaffarres of men, 
Which taken atthe Flood, leades on to Fortune x 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life, 
Is bound in Shallowes, and in Miſcrics. 
On ſuch a full Sea are we now a-float, | 
And we mult take the current when it ſerves, 


How ill this Taper burnes. Ha 1 Who comes heere ? 
Or looſe our Ventures, I thinke it is the weakeneſſe of mine eyes 
Caſſi. Then with your will goe on: well along That ſhapesthis monſtrous tion. 
Our ſelves, and meet them at Phulspps. It comes upon me : Artthou any thing ? 
Bru, The dcepe of night is crept upon our talke, Artthou ſome god, ſome ,or ſome Divell, 
| And Nature mult obey Neceſlity, That mak'ſt my blood cold, and my haire to flare? 
W hich we will uggard witha lurtle reſt: Speake to me, what thou art, 
There is no moreto ſay. Gheft. Thy cvill Spirit Brutws 
| Caffi. No more, good night, | Bru. Why comſtthou ? Cheb. 
% =_ A 


Early to morrow will we riſe, and hence. 
Emter Lucins. 
Bru. Lucius my Gowne : farewell good Meſſals, 
Good night 7 tins: Noble, Noble (@/imv, 
Good night, and goodrepole. 
Caſſi, O ny deerc brother : 
This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Never come ſuch diviſion tweene our ſoules : 
Let it not Srautw. 
Emer Lucins with the Gowne, 
Bru. Every thing is well. 
Caſſi. Good night my Lord. 
Zru. Good night good brother. 
Tit, Meſſa, Good night Lord Bratws. 
Bra. Farewell every one. Extumt, 
Give me the Gowne. Where is thy inſtrument ? 
Lac. Heere in the Tent. 
Bru. W hatthou ſpeak'ſt drowfily ? 
Poore knave I blame thee art, thou art ore-watch'd. 
Call (audio, and ſome other of my men, 
Ile have them flcepe on Cuſhions in my Tent. 
Lace Varrus, and ( lavdio. 
Emer Varrus and Claudio. 
Var. Calls my Lord? | 
Bre. I pray you firs, lye in wy Tent and fleepe, 
Ir may be 1 ſhall raiſe you by and by 
On bulineſle to my brother Caſſime. 
Yar. Soplcatc you, we wili itand, 
And watch your pleaſure. 
Brx, I will net have it ſo: Lye downe good firs, 
It may be I ſhall otherwiſe bethinke me- 
Louke Zacis, hecresthe booke I fought for ſo ; 
I purit 10 the pocket of my Gowne. 
Zac. I wzs {ure your Lordſhip did not give it me. 
Brx. Ecare with me good Boy, 1 am much forgerfull, 
Canſt thou hold upthy in(trument a ftraine or twos., 
And touch thy heavy eyes a-whilc, 
Luc. 1 my Lord, an't pleaſe you. 
Bru, It does my Boy; 
I trouble thee too —_ but thou art willing. 
Lac. Iris my duty Sir. 
Bru. I ſhould noturge thy duty paſt thy mighs, 
I know yong blouds looke for a time of reit. 
£xc. | have ſlept my Lord already. 
Brs. lt was welldone, and thou ſhalt ſlcepe againe ; 
I will not hold thee long. 1FI doe live, | 
I will be goodto thee, 
CHMuſicke, and « Song, | 
This is a ſleepy Tune 3 O Murdrousflumbler | 


Layeſt thou thy Leaden Mace my Boy, 
That playes thee Muſicke? Gentle knave good night : | 
I will not doe thee ſo much to wake thee ; 


If thou doſt nod, thou break'ſtthy inſtrument, 
Ile take it from thee, and (good Boy ) good night, | 
Let me ſee, let me ſee? is not the Leafe turn'd downe | 
Where 1 left reading ? Heere it is I thinke, 

Enter the Gbo#t of Ceſar. 


The Tragedy of Fulins ( 2ſar. tay | 
Gho#t. Totelltheethou ſhalt ſee me at Philippe. Make forth, the generalls would have ſome words. 
Brut. Well : then I ſhall ſee thee againe ? ., Ota, Stirre not untill the Signall. 
Gho#t. I, at Phalipps. Brx. Words before blowes : isic ſo Countrymen ? 
Bru, Why I willice thee ar Philipps then : Ota. Not that we love words better, as you doe. 
Now I have taken heart, thou vaniſheſt. Bra.Good words are better then bad ſtrokes Oftavues 
111 Spirit, I would hold moretalke with thee, Amt.Inyour bad ſtrokes Brnrmw,you give good words 
Boy, Lucixs, Varrits, (landio, Sirs; awake - Witneſle the hole you made in Ceſars heart, | 
Clandio, Crying long live, haile (ſar. 
Luci. The ſtrings my Lord are falſe. (afſi. Antony, 
Bru. Hethinkes he till is at lus 1n(trument. The poſture of your blowes are yet unknowne ; 
Lucie, awake, But tor your words. they rob the H:/a bees, 
Luci. My Lord. And leave them Hony-lefſe, 
Bru. Didſt thou dreame Lucixe, thit thou ſo cryedſt | eAnr. Nor ſtinglelle too. | 
out ? Bree. Oyes, and ſoundleſſe too : 
Lac. My Lord, I doe not know that I did cry. _ have (tolnc their buzzing Antony, 
Bre. Yes that thou didſt ; Didft thou ſce any thing? | And very wiſely threat before you ſting. 
Lac. Nothing my Lord, Ant. Villaines: you didnot to, when your vile daggers 
Bru. Sleepe againe Lucims : Sirra {laudio, fellow, Hack: one another in the ſides of Ceſar : 
Thou : Awake. You ſhew'd your tecthes like Apes, 
Var. My Lord, And fawn'd like hounds, | 
{lav. My Lord. And bow'd like Bondmen, kiffing Ceſar: feete : 
Bra, Whydid you ſocry out firs in your fleepe? Whilſt damned (aches, like a Curre, behind 
Both, Did we my Lord ? Strooke {ſar on the necke. O you gatterers- 
Bre, I : (aw you any thing ? Caſſi, Flatterers? Now Braew thanke your ſelfe, 
Var. No my Lord, I ſaw nothing. This tongue had not offended fo to day, 
Claw. Nor I my Lord. If Caſſinzs might have ruld, 
Bru, Goe, and commend meto my brother (aſius : Ota, Come, come, the cauſe. Ifarguing make usſwer, 
' Bid him ſet on his Powres berimes before, The proofe of it will turne to redder drops : 
' And we will follow. Looke, I draw a Sword againft Confpirators, 
Both, It ſhall bedone my Lord. £xennt, | When thinke you that the Sword goes up againe ? 


Never till Ceſars:hree andthirty wounds 
hou — | Be wellaveng'd ; ortill anothec Ceſar 


. Haveadded {laughter tothe Sword of Traytors. 
eA us (uint Hs. Bru, ( «far, thou can{t not dye by Traytors hands,) 


Vnleſle thou bringſt them withthee. 


—_—— 


| ET. >... Rs Oita, SoT hope: 
Enter Ofkaviuu, Antony, and their Army. I wasnot borne todye on Bratws Sword,” 
Ota. Now eAntony, our hopes are anſwered, Br#. O it thon wert the Nobleſt of thy Straine, 
You faid the Enemy would not come downe, Yong-man, thou couldſt notdyemore honorable. 
But keepe the hilles and upper Regions : Caſſi, A peeviſh Schoole-boy, worthiesof ſuch honor 
le proves not ſo : their batrailes are at hand, Ioyn'd with a Masker, and a Reveller. 
They meane to warne us at Phubpps here : Ant. Old Caſs (hill, 
Anſwering betore we doe demand of them. Ota. Come Antony : away : 
ext. lut 1 am intheir boſomes, and I know ] Defiance Traitors ,hurle we in your teeth. 
Wherefore they doc it : They could be content If you dare fight today, come tothe ficld ; 
To viſit other places, and come downe If not, when you have (tomackes, 
With feareftull bravery : thinking by this face Exu Ottavins, Antony, and Army, 
Tofaſten in our thoughts that they have Courage : Cari, Why now blow winde, {well billow, 
But tis not (0, And {wimme Barke : 
 Emter a Meſſenger. The Scorme is up, and all is on the hazard. 
Meſſ. Prepare you Generals, Bru, Ho Luci, hearke, a word with you. 
The Enemy comes on in gallant ſhew : Lucillin, and Meſjala ftand forth, 
Their bloody ſigneof Barrell is hung out, Lec. My Lord, 
And ſomething to be done immediately. (ufi. Meſſala. 
| eAnt. Oftavi,leade your Battaile {oftly on Meſſa. Wharfayes my generall ? 
Vpon the left hand of the even field, Casſi. Meſſala, this is my Birth-day : as this very day 


Os. Vpon the right hand I, keepethon the left, Was Caſſius borne. Give me thy hand Aleſſas : 
Ant. Why doe you croſſe me in this exigent. Be thou my witneſle, that againſt my will, 
| Os. Idoenot croſſe you: but I will doe ſo. Match. ( As Pompey was) am I compell'd to ſet 


Vpon one Battell all our Liberties. 
Drums. Enter Brutus, Caſſins, and their Army. You know, that 1 held Epicurus ſtrong, 
And his opinion: Now | change my minde, 
Bru. They ſtand, and would have parley- And partly credit things that doe preſage. 


Caſſi. Stand faſt Titinius, we muſt outand talke, Comming from Serdw, on our former Enfigne 

Ota, Marks Antony, (hall we give ſigne of Battaile? | Tyo mighty Eagles fell, and there they = 

Ant. No Ceſar, we will anſwer on their Charge. Gorgiog and feeding from our Souldiers hands, 
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The Trapedy of Fulius (ſar. 


Who to Philipps here conſorted us : 
This Morning are they fled away, and gone, 
And ir: their ſteeds, doe Ravens, Crowes, and Kites 
| Flye ore our heads, and downward looke on us 


As we were ſickely pr6y ; their ſhadowes ſecme 
| A Canopy molt fatall, under which 
Our Army lyes,ready to give up the Ghoſt, 
Meſſa. Belcevenot {o. 
Caſſe. I but beleeve it partly, 
For l am freſh of ſpirit, and reſolv'd 
To mect all peril, very conſtantly. 
Br. Even fo Lacillue. 
Caſſi. Now molt Noble EYrutw, 
The gods to day ſtand friendly, that we may 
Lovers inpeace, lcade on our dayes toage- 
But ſince the affayres of men relts1till incertaine, 
Lets reaſon with the worſt that may befall. 
If we doc loſe this Battaile,then isthis 
The very laſt time we ſhall ſpeake together : 
Whar are youthen determined todo ? 
Brs. Even by the rule of that Philoſophy, 
Be which I did blame (aro, for the death 
Which he did give himſelte, I know not how : 
But I doe find it Cowardly, and vile, 
For feare of what might fall, ſoto prevent 
The time of life, arming my ſ(elfe with patience, 
To ſtay the providence of fome high Powers, 
That governe us below. 
Caſſi, Then, if we looſe this Battaile, 
| Youarecontented to be led in Triumph 
Thorow the ſtreets of Rome. 
| Brgy. No Caſſins,no : 
Thinke not thou Noble Romance, 
Thar ever Brut will goc bound to Rome, 
He bearcs too great a minde, But this ſame day 
Muſt end that worke, that Ides of March begun. 
And whether we ſhall meete againe, I know not ; 
Therefore our everlaſting, farewell take : 
For ever, and for ever, farewell Cafſius, 
If wedoe meete againe, why we ſhall ſmile : 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 
Caſſi. Forever, and for ever, farewell Bynew : 
If wedoe mecte againe, we'll ſmile indeed ; 
If nor, tis true, this parting was well made. 
Bru. Why then leade on, O that a man might know 
The end of this dayes buſineſle, ere it come : 
But it ſujticeth, that the day will end, 


Alarum. Emer Eratua aud Meſſala. 


Bru, Ride, ride Meſſala, ride and give theſe Billes 
Vnto the Legions, on the other ſide. 


Let them ſet on at once : for I perceive 
Bur cold demeanor in Oftavso's wing : 
And ſodaine puſh gives them the overthrony : 


Alarums. Emter Caſſins and T itiniva.,) 
Caſſi. Olooke Titenins, looke, the Villaines flye : 
My {elfe have to mine owne turn'd Enemy : 

| This Enfigne heere of mine was turning backe,' 

I llewthe Coward, and did take it from him. 
Titin. O Caſſie, Brutw gave the word tooearly, 


| — 


And then the end is knowne. Come ho, away. Exevar. 


Lowd Alarum. 


Ride, ride CHeſala, let themall come downe. Enennt. 


_—_— 


Who having ſome advantage on Oftevirs 
Tooke it too eagerly : his Souldiers fell to ſpoyle, 
Whilſt we by Antony are all inclos'd. 


Enter Pumdarns. 


Pod. Flye further off my Lord : fiye further off, 
Marke «Antony is in your Tents my Lord : 
Flye therefore Noble Cafſins, flye farre off. 
Caſt. This hill is farre enough. Looke, looke Titinixi 
Are thoſe my Tents wherel perceive the fire ? 
Tit. They are, my Lord. 
Caſſi. Titmins, if thou loveſt me, 
Mount thou my horſe, and hide thy ſpurres in him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder Troopes 
And here againe, that I may reſt aſſurd 
Whether yond Troopes, are friend or Enemy. 
Ti, 1 willbe heereagaine, even with a thought. Exit, 
Cafſſi. Goe Pinderns, getthither on that hill, 
My ſight was ever thicke : regard T gjniws, 
And tell me whatthou notſt about the field. 
This day Ibrcathed firſt, time is come round, 
And where | did begin, there ſhall lend, 
My life 1s run hiscompaſſe. Sirra, what newes? 
Pind,. Abene, O my Lord, 
(ſi. What newes? 
Find, Titans is encloſed round about 
With horſemen, that maketo him on the Spurre, 
Yetheſpurres on, Now they are almoſt on him : 
Now T*inw, Now ſome light : O he lights too. 
Hestane, Showt 
And hearke, they ſhout for joy. 
Cſ/i, Come downe, behold no more ; 
O CowardthatI am, roliveſolong, 
To lee my beſt friend tane before my face 
Enter Pindarus. 
Come hither ſirrah ; In Parthia did I take thee Priſoner, 
And then I ſwore thee, ſaving of thy life, 
That whatſoever Idid bid thee doe, 
Thou ſhouldſt attempt it.Come now, keepe thine oath, 
Now bea free-man, and with this good Sword 
That ranthrough ('e/@rs bowels, ſearch this boſome. 
Stand not to anſwer : Heere, take thouthe Hilts, 
And when my face is cover'd,as tis now, 
Guide thou the Sword=——— Ceſe, thou art reveng'd, 
Even with the Sword that kill'd thee. Kills him. 
Pin. So, I am free, 
Yet would not ſo have beene 
Durſt I have done my will. O Caſſivs, 
Farre from this Country Pindarw ſhall run, 


| Yy here never Roman ſhall take note of him- 


Enter Titinin«, and Meſſala. 
Meſſa. It is butc Tutimnms : tor Oftavins 
Is overthrowne by Noble Brews power, 
As («fine Legions are by Antony. 
Tim. Theletydings will well comfort Ca/ſime, 
Tum, All diſconſolate, 
With Pinder bis Bondman, on this hill. 
HMeſſa, Is not that hethat lyes upon the ground? 
Titi. Helyes not likethe Living. O my heart ! 
Meſſa. Is notthathe? 
Titm, No, this was he CMeſſala, 
But Ca//i@ is no more. O ſetting Sunne 2 


As inthy red Rayes thoudoeft ſinke to nighe ; 
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$o in his red blood Caſſizs day it ſet. | Brutns my Countries friend : Know me for Brutss, 
The Sonne of Rome is (et. Our day is gone, Luc. O yongand Noble (ae, art thou downe ? | 
Clowds,Dewes,and Dangers come; our deeds are done: | Why now thou dyeſt, as bravely as T itinins, 
Miſtruſt of my luccefle hath done this deed. And may'ſt be honour'd, being (ato'sSonnes 
CMeſſa. Miltruſt of good ſucceſſe hath done this deed. | Sold. Yecld, or thou dyeſt. 
O hatefull Error, Melancholies Childe : Luc. Onely I yeeld todye : 
Why do'{tthou ſhew to the apt thoughts of men There is ſo much,chat thou wilt kill me ſtraight t 
The things that are not ? O Error ſoone conceyu'd, Kill Brarzs, and be honor din hisdearh, 
Thon never com'ſt untoa happy byrth, Sold. We mult not ; a Noble Priſoner. 
Burt kilſt the Mother that engendred thee. 
Tit. What Pindars ? Where art thou Pindarus ? Enter Antony. 
Meſſa. Sceke bim Titi 96, whullt I goc tO meet 2 So/d. Roome hoe: tell Antovy, Brutus 1s tance, 
The Noble Brat, thrulting this report t Sold. Tic tell thee newes. Heere comes the Generall, 
Into his cares ; I may lay thruſting it : Bruns is tane, Brutus is tance my Lord. 
For picrcing Steele, and Darts invenomed, ent, Where is he ? | 
Shall be as welcome to the cares of Bram, * Zac. Safe Antony, Brutws is fafe enough : 
As tydings of this ſight. I dare afſure thee, that no Enemy 
Ti. Hyc you Meſſala, Shall ever take alive the Noble Brutus: 
And I will ſecke for Pinderw the while : The gods detend him from(ſo great a ſhame, 
Why did(t thou ſend me forth brave (ſims ? W hen you doe finde him, or a live, or dead, 
Did Inot meet thy friends, and did not they He will be found ike Bratzs, like himſclfe. 
Put on my browes this wreath of Victory, : Ant. T his is not Bras: friend, but I aſſure you, 
And bid me give it thee? Didlt thou not heare theit A prize noleſle in worth keepethis man fafe, E 
Alas, thou haſt miſconſtrued every thing. (ſhowts? | Gave him all kindneſſe. 1 had rather have 
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow, Such men my friends, then Enemies. Goe on, 
Thy Brutus bid megiueitthee, and I And ſee where Bruzws be alive or dead, 
Will doe his bidding. BYwts, come apace, And bring us, unto Ofavin Tent , 
And ſee how I regarded Caine Caſſine : How every thing is chanc'd. Exemnt. 
By your leave gods: This isa Romans part, | 
Come Caſ/iz Sword, and find Titimiuu heart, Dyes, Enter Brutns, Dardanins, Clitns, Strato, 
and Volummmns. 
eAlarum. Enter Brutms, Meſſala youg Cato, | Bra. Come poore remains of friends , reſt on this 
Stratos, Volunonina, and Lucilline. Rocke. 
Bru, Where, where Meſſala, doth his body lye? Chr. Statifins hew'd the Torch-light, but m y Lord: 
Meſſa. Loe yonder, and T itinizs mourning it He came not backe : he is or tane, or {laine. : 
Bru, Titinies face is upward. Brw. Sitthee downe, ( litws : {laying is theword,' 
Cato. Heis flaine. It isa decd infaſhion. Hearke thee, Clitns. 
Bru, O lulins Ceſar,thou art mighty yet, Cit. What, my Lord? No, nor for allthe World. 
Thy ſpirit wa'kes abroad, and turnes our Swords Bru. Pcacethen, no words. 
In our owne proper Entrailes. Low Alarums. Clit. Ie rather kill my ſelfe. | 
Cato. Brave Tum, Bro. Hearke thee, Dardaxins. 
Looke where he have not crown'd dead Caſſine. Dard. Shall I doe ſuch a deed ? 
Bru, Are yet two Romans living ſuchas theſe ? Clit. O Dardanizs, 
The laſt of all the Romans, fare thee well : Dar. O (litus. 
[t is itopoſlible, that ever Rome Clit. What ill requeſt did Pratus make tothee ? 
Should breed thy fellow : tricods I owe moteares Derd. To kill hia, (tvs : looke he meditates. 
To this dead man, then you ſhall (ce me pay. (5. Now isthat Noble Veſſcll tull of griefe, 
I ſhail find time, Caſſius : 1 ſhall find time. | That it runnes over evenat his eyes. ; 
Come therefore, and to 7 harſns (end his body, Bru. Come hither. good Yolunemins, liſt 2 word. 
His funerals ſhall not be in our Campe, Volum. \W hat ſayes my Lord? 
Leaſt ir diſcomfort us. Lacillews come, Bru. Why this, Volumnins : 
| And c:me yong Cars, let us tothe held, The Ghoſt of Ceſar hath appear'd to me 
Labio and Flavins (et our Battailes on : Two ſeverall times by Night ; at Sardis, once; 
Tis three a clocke, and Romans yet ere night, And this laſt Night, here in Philippi fields : 
| We (hall cry fortune inaſecond fight. Exexnt, | I know my houre is come. 
| Volum. Not (0, my Lord. 
Alarum, Enter Brutus, Meſſals, Cato, Lucilins, ' Bru. Nay,l amfſure itis, Volwmnins. 
and Flaws. Thou ſceſtthe world, Yolunmins, how it goes, 
Brx. Yet Country men : O yet, hold up your heads. | Our Enemucs haye beat us tothe Pir : Low Alarum. 
| (azo, What Baſtard doth not? who will goe with me? | It is more worthy, to leape in our ſelves, 
I will proclaime wy name about the Field, Thentarry till they puſh us. Good Volunmins, 
Iam ; Sonne of Afarcxs Cato, hoe. { Thou knowlt, that we rwo wene toSchoole together : 
A Foe to Tyrants, and my Countries friend. | Even for that our love of old ,1 prethee 
I am the Sonne of Aarens (ato, hoe. | Hold thou my Sword Hilts, whileſt I runne on it. 
Enter Semldiers, and fight. Vol. Thats not an Office for a friend, my Lord. 
And I am Brutus, Marcus Brmins, 1. Alarum ſtil, 
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Ch. Fly, flye my Lord,there is no tarrying heere. 
Bra. Farewell to you, and you, and you Yolumnu« 
Strato, thou haſt bin all this while a ſleepe : 
Farewell to thee, to Srrato, Countrymen : 
My heart doth joy, that yct all my life, 
I tound no man, but he was truc to me. 
I ſhall have glory by this looſing day 
More then Oftavins, and Harke eAntory, 
By this vile Conqueſt ſhall attaine unto. 
So farcyouwell at once, for Brutw tongue 
Hathalmoſt cnJed his lives Hiſtory : 
Night hangs upon mine eyes, my Bones would reſt, 
That heve but labour'd, to attaine this houre, 


Alarnm. Cry within, Flje, Je. 
Chy. Fly my Lord, flye, ts 
Bru. Hence : I will follow : 
I prethce Strato, ſtay thou by thy Lord, 
Thou art a fellow of a good reſpett : 
Thy life hath had ſome {match of honor init. 
Hold then my Sword, and turne away thy face,” 
While 1 doe run upon it. Wilt thou Strate ? 


Stra. Give me your hand firſt. Fare you well my Lord. 
(ſer, now be (till, 
Dyes. 


Bra, Farewell good Strate. 
I kill'd not thee with halfe ſo good a will. 


Alarum, Retreat. Enter Amtony, Oflavins, Meſſala, 
Lacillins, and the eArmy. 
Ota. What man is that ? 


__— OO” 


AMeſſa. My maſters man.Strats, where is thy Maſter? 
Srra. Free from the Bondage you arc 1n CMeſſals, 
The Conquerors can but make a fire of him: 
For Brutus onely overcame himlclte, 
And no man<clſc hath honor by his death. 
Laci. So Brutus ſhould be found. I thanke thee Brazw 
T har thou haſt prov'd Lacilline ſaying truce. 
Ota. All that ferv'd Brarze, I will entertaine them, 
Fellow, wile thou beſtow thy time with me e 
Stra. 1, it Meſſela will preterre me to you. 
Ota. Doe to,good Heſſala, 
Meſſa. How dycd my Strato. 
Stra. I held the Sword, and he did run on it. 
Meſſa, Ottavics, thentake him to tollow thee, 
Thar d1d th: lateſt tervice to my Malter, 
Ant. This was the Nobleſt Roman of them all : 
All the Con{pirators fave onely he, 
Did that they did , in envy of great Ceſ# : 
He, onely 1n 2 generall honeſt thought, 
And commou g5o0d roall, made one of them. 
His lite wasgentlc,and the Elements 
Somixtin hum, that Nature might ſtand up, 
And fay to all the world ; This was a man. 
Ofta. According to his VYertue, let us uſc him 
W ithall re{ped, and ritesof Buriall. 
Within my Tent his bones to night ſhall Iyc, 
Moſt like a Souldier ordered honorably : 
Socall th: ficld toreſt, andlets away, 
Ta part the glories of this happy day. 


E xemnt omne:s. 
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Thunder, and Lightning. Enter three Witches. 


Hen ſhall we three meet againe ? 
In Thunder, Lightning, or in Raine ? 
2 Whenthe Hurley-burleys done, 
W hen the Barttailes lolt and wonne + 
3 That will be ererhe cr of Sunne, 
1 Where theplace? 
2 Vpon the Heath, 
2 Thereto mect —_—— 
1 I come, Gray-Maikm. i 
| All Pit, ts anon: faire is foule, and foule is faire, 
| Hover through the fogge and hilthy ayre. Exeunt, 


— 
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Scena Secunda, 
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Alarum within, Enter King, CMalcolme, Donat- 
baine, Lenox, with attendants, meeting 


a bleeding Captarne. 


King, What bloody man is that? he can report, 
Asſecmeth by his plight, of the Revole 
| The neweſt itate, 

Meal. This is the Serjcant, 
Who like a 200d and hardy Souldicr fought 
Gainſt my Captivity: Haile : haile brave friend ; 
Say to the King, the knowledge of the vroyle, 
As thoudidit leave 1t, 

Cap. Doubtful it {to0d, 
As two ſpent Swimmers, that doecling together, 
And choake their Art : The mercilefle CMacdonnel 
(Worthy to be a Rebell, for to that 
The awltiplying Viilaines of Nature 
Doe ſwarme upon him) fromthe Weſterne Iftes 
Of Kernes and Gallow glaſſes 1s ſupply'd, 
' And Fortune on his damned Quarry {miling, 
Shew'd like a Rebells Whore : but al's too weake ; 
For brave Macbeth(well he deſerves that Name) 
Diſdayning Fortune, with his brandiſht Steele, 
W hich ſmoak'd with bloody execution 
(Like Valours Minion) carv'd out bis paſſage, 
Till he fac'd the Slave : 
W hichneu'r ſhooke lands, nor bad farewell to him, 
Til he unſeam'd him fromthe Nave toth'Chops, 
And fix'd his head upon our Battlements. 


aa _ — _— _— -_ ——_— » —_—— 


Scena Prima, 


2 ITE — — 


— > —_— _____  —_—  — 


Kwng. O valiant Couſin, worthy Gentleman, 

(4p As whence the Sunne gins his reſteion, 
Shipwrecking S:ozmes, and dirctull Thunders breaking 
SO from that ſpring, whence comfort ſeem'd to come, 
| Diſcomtfort ſivells : Marke King of Scotland, marke, 
| Nolooner juſticc had, with Valour arm'd, 

Compell'd theſe skipping Kernes totrult their heeles, 
But che Norweyan Lord, ſurveying vantage, 

With furbuſht Armes, and new ſ{upplyes of men, 
Began a freſh aſſault. 

King, Diſmaid not this our Captaines, Aſacbeth and 
Banguoh ? 

Cap. Yes, as Sparrowes Eagles ; 

Or the Hare, the Lyon ; 

IfI fay footh, I mult report they were 

As Cannons over-charg'd with double Crackes 
So they doubly redoubled ſtroakes on the Foe : 
Except they meantto bathe inrecking Wounds, 
Or memorize another Golgothe, 

I cannot tell : but I am faint, 

My Gathes cry tor heipe. 

King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds 
They 1macke of Honor both : Goe get him Surgeons. 


Emer Reſſe and Angue, 

Whocomes here? 

Mat. The worthy Thane of Rofle. 

Lenox, What halt lookes through his eyes? 
So ſhould he looke, that ſecmes to tpeake things ſtrange. 

Koſſe. God ſavethe King, 

King, Whence cam'it thou, worthy Thane ? 

Roſe, From Fife, great King, 
Wrerethe Norweyan Bannars flowt the Sky, 
And fanne our people cold. 
Norway t;:mſclte, with terrible numbers, 
Alliſted by that moſt diſloyall Traytor, 
The Thane of Cawdor, begana dimall Confiidt,' 
Tillthat Bc{224's Bridegroome, lapt in proofe, 
Confronted him with competen 
Pointagain(t Point, rebellious Arme gainſt Arme, 
Curbing his laviſh ſpirit : androconcluds, 
The Victory fel! on us, 

King. Great happinelle. 

Roſſe. That now Swere, the Norwayes King, 
Crayes compolition : 
Nor would we deigne him buriall of his men, 
Till he disburſed, at Saint Celmes-bill, 
Ten thouſand Dollars, to our generall uſe. 


—— 
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King, No more that Thane of Cawdor ſhall deceive 
Our Boſome intereſt ; Goe pronounce his po death, 
And with his former Title great 7 acbeth. 

Roſe. Ile ſee it done, 

King. W hat he hath loſt, Noble Macbeth hath _ 

Xennte 


— 


Scena Terta. 
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Thunder, Enter the three Witches, 


1 Where haſt thou been, Siſter ? 
2 Killing Swine. 
3 Siſter, where thou ? 
1 A Saylors Wife had Cheſtnuts in her Lappe, 
And mounchrt,and mouncht, and mouncht : 
Give me, quoth I. 
Aroynt thee, Witch,the rumpe-fed Ronyon cryes, 
Her husbandsto Aleppo gone, Maſter oth Toger : 
But ina Syve lle thither ſayle, 
Andlikea Rat without atayle, 
Le doe, Ile doe, and Ile doe. 
2 llegivethee a Wind. 
2 Th'art kind. 
3 And I another. 
1 I my ſelfc have allthe other, 
And the very Ports they blow, 
All the Quarters that they know. 
Ith' Ship-mans Card. 
Tle him dry as Hay : . 
Slcepe ſhall neither Night nor day 
Hang upon bis Pent-houſe Lid : 
He livea man forbid : 
Weary Seu'nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peake, and pine ; 
h his Barkecannot beloſt, 

Yet it ſhall be Tempeſt-tolt. 
Looke what I have, 

2 Shew me, ſhew me. 

I Here I have a Pilots Thumbe, 
Wrackt, as homeward he did come. 

A Drumme, a Drumme : 
Macbeth doth come. 

eAz. The wey ward Siſters, handin hand, 

Poſters of the Sca and Land. 

Thus doe goe, about, about, 

Thice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice againe, to make up nine. 
Peace, the Charme's wound up. 


Enter Macbeth and Banquo. 


Mach. So foule and faire a day I have not ſcene. 
Bang. How farre is't call'd to Soris > What are theſe, 
So wither d, and {o wilde in — 
+» 5 ve "Earth, 
yetareon't? Live you, or are you aughe 
DH may _ ſleeme to tend me, 
each at once her choppy finger laying 
Vpon her skinny Lips : you ſhould be Women, 
And yet your Beards forbid me to interpret 
That you arc ſo. 


Drum with. 


_ — 


— 


Arac. Speake if you can ; whatare you ? 
. 1 All haile Mt haile tothee T have of Glamis 
2 All haile CHacbeth, haile to thee Thee of Cawdor. 
3 All baile Macbeth, that ſhalt be King hereafter. 
Bang. Good fir, why doe you ſtart,and ſceme to feare | 
Things that doe ſound 1o faire? ith' name of truth 
Are ye fantaſticall, or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye ſhew > My Noble Partner 
You greet with preſent Grace, and great prediction 
Of Noble having, and of Royall hope, 
That he ſeemes wrapt withall ; tome you ſpeake not, 
If you can looke intothe Seedes of Time, 
And fay, which Graine will grow, and which willnot. 
Speake then to me, who neither begge, nor teare 
Your favors, nor your hate. 
s Hayle. 
2 Hayle, 
3 Hayle. 
1 Leſſer then Macbeth, and greater. 
2 Not ſo happy, yet much happyer. 
3 Thou ſhalt ger Kings,though thou be none : 
So all haile CMacherb, and Ban 
1 Banguo, and Macheth,all haile. 
Macb. Stay you imperfect Speakers,tellme more; 
By Smells death, I know I am Thaxe of Glamis, 
But how, of Cawdor ? the Thane of Cawdor lives 
A proſperous Gentleman : And to be Ki 
Stands not within the proſpe& of belicfe, 
No more then to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this ſtrange Intelligence, or why 
Vpon this blaſted heath you ſtop our way 
With ſuch Prophetique greeting ? 
Speake, | charge you. Witches vanyh, 
Bang. Theearth hath bubbles, as the Water has, 
And thelearcof them: whetherare rhey vaniſh'd ? 
Mach. Into the Ayre : and what ſecm'd corporall, 
Mcltcd, as breath into the Wiude. 
Would they had ſtaid. 
Bang. Were ſuch things here, as we doe ſpeake about? 
Or have we caten on the inſane Root, 
That takes the Reaſon Priſoner ? 
CMacb. Your Children ſhall be Kings. 
Baxq. You ſhall be King. 
CMach, And Thane of Cawdor too : went it not (o ? 
Bang. Toth' ſelfe-ſame tune, and words: whos here 


Enter Roſſe, and Angus. 


Roſſe. The King hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth,” 
The newes of thy Lee | when he reades 
Thy perſonall Venture in the Rebels fight, 
His wonders and his Praiſesdoe contend, 
W hich ſhould be thine, or his : ſilenc'd withthar, 
In viewing ore thereſt o'th'ſelfe-ſame day, 
He findes thee in the ſtout Norweyan Rankes, | 
Nothing a feard of what thy ſelte didſt make 
Strange Images of death, as thicke as Talc 
_ poſt with poſt, —_— one _— 
Thy prayſes in his Ki ence, 
And powr'd them downe before him. 
Ang. Weare ſent, 
Togivethee from our Royall Maſter thankes, 
Onely to herrald thee into his ſight, 
Not pay thee. 
Roſe And for anearneſt of a greater honor, 
He bad me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor ; ; 
UN! 
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In which addition, baile moſt worthy Thave, 
For it is thine. 
Bang, What can the Devill ſpeake true ? 
Macb. The Thane of Cawdor lives: 
Why doe youdreſle tne in his borrowed Robes? 
»g. Who was the Thaxe, lives yer, 

But under heavy judgement bearcs thatlife, 

W hich he deſerves tolooſe. 

Whether he was combin'd with thoſe of Norway, 

Or elſe did lyne the Rebell with hidden helpe, 

And vantage ; or that with both he labour'd 

In his Countryes wracke, I know not : 

But Treaſons Capitall, confe{s'd,and prou'd, 

Have overthrowne him. 

Macb. Glamis, and Than: of Cawdor : 

The greateſt is behind. Thankes for your paines. 

Doe you not hope your Children ſhall be Kings, 

When thoſe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me, 

Promis'd no lefle to them. 

Bang. That truſted home, 

Might yet enkindle yonunto the Crowne, 

Belides the Theneol Cawdor. But tis [trange : 

And oftentimes, to winne us to our harme, 

The In{truments of Darkneſſe tell us Truths, 

__ - = honeſt Trifles, to betrays 

Indeepelt co nce. 

Couſins, a __ yous 
Mach. Twortruths are told, 

As happy Prologues to the ſwelling Ate 

Ofthe imperiallTheame. I chanke you Gentlemen : 

This ſupernatural ſollieiting 

Cannot be ill ; cannot be good. 

If ill > why hath it given mecarneſt of ſucceſle, 

Commencing in a Truth ? 1 am Thaexe of Cawdor. 

If good ? why doe I yeeld to that ſuggeſtion, 

Whoſe horrid Image doth unfixe my heire/ 

And make my ſeated Heart knockeat my Ribbes, 

Againſt the uſe of nature? Preſent Feares 

Areleſſethen horrible imaginings : 

My thought, whole Murther yet is but fantaſticall, 

Shakes ſo my kngle ſtate of Man, 

That fun10n is {mother'd in ſurmuſe, 

And nethingis, but what is not. 

Bang. Looke how our Partnersrapts 
Mach. If chance will have me King, 
Why Chance may Crowne me, 
Without my ftirre. 
Bang. New honors come upon him 
Like our ſtrange Garments, cleavenot totheir mould, 
But with the aid of uſe. 
Mach. Come what come may, 

Time, and the houre, runs through the rougheſt _ 
Bang. Worthy Macbeth, we (tay upon your leylure. 
Mach, Give me your favour : 

My dull Braine was wrought withthings forgotten» 

Kind Gentlemen, your painesare regiltred, 

Whereevery day I turne the Leafe, 

Toreade them. 

Let us toward the King ; thinke upon 

W hat hath chanc'd : and at more time, 

The /nterim having weigh'd it, let us ſpeake 

Our free hearts eachto other. 

Bang. Very gladly, 
Mach. Till then enough : 

Come friends, _ 

Extmnt. 


1 


Scena Quarta. 


Flouriſh, Enter King, Lenox, Malcolme, 
Donalbame, and Attendants. 


Ring. Is execution done on Cawdor ? 
Are not thoſe in Commillion yet return'd ? 

Ca, My Liege, they are not yet come backe. 
But I bave ſpoke with one that ſaw him dye : 
Who did report, that very frankly he 
Confeſs'd his Treaſons, implor'd your Highneflc Pardon 
And ſet forth a deepe Repentance : 
Nothing in his Lite became him, 
Like the leaving it. He dy'de, 
As one that had beene itudied in his death, 
Tothrow away the deareſt thing ht ow'd, 
Astwere a careleſſe Trifle. 

King. Theres no Art, 
To finde the mindes conſtruction inthe face : 
He was aGentleman, on whom I built 
An abſolute Truſt. 

Emer Macbeth, B » and Ang, 

D wenkyef Centia, ——— 
The ſinne of my ingratitude even wow 
Was heavy on me. Thouart fofarre before, 
That ſwifteſt Wine of Reco is flow: 
Toovertakethee. Would thou hadlt lefſe deſerv'd, 
That the proportion both of thankes, and payment, 
Might have becne mine : onely I have left to ſay, 
More is thy due,then morethen all can pay. 

CMacb, The ſervice, atd the loyalty I owe, 
In doing it payes it ſelfe. 
Your highneſle part, isto receive our Duties : 
And our Durtiesare to your Throne, and State, 
Children, and Servants ; whichdoe but what they ſhould 
By doing every thing ſafe toward your Love 
And honor, 

King, Welcome hither : | 

I have begun to plantthee, and will labour 
To make thee full of gro ving. Noble Banque, 
That haſt noleſſe be ay muſt be knowne 
Noleſſe to bave done fo : Letme cnfold thee, 
And hold thee to my heart, 

Bang. There if Igrow,” 
The Harveſt is your owne- 

King. My plenteous joyes, 
Wanton in fulneſle, ſceke to hide themſelves 
ly drops of ſorrow. Sonnes, Kinſman, Thener, 
And you whole places are the veareſt, know, 
We will eſtabliſh our Eſtate upon 
Our eldeſt, CMacolme, whom we name heareafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland : which honor mult 
Nor unaccompained, inveſt him onely. 
But ſignes of Nobleneſle, like Starres ſhall ſhine 
On all deſervers. From hence to Envernes, 
And bind us further to you. 

Mac. The Reſt islabour, which isnotus'd for you ; 
Ile be my ſelfe the Herbenger, and make joyfull 
The hearing of my Wife, with your approach : 

So humbly rake my leave. 
King. My worthy Cawdor, 
eMach. The Prince of Cumberland: that is 2 ſiep, 


——— 


On which Imuſt fall downe, or cife o're leape, | 
£ For \ 


—_— 


| 


_ 
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For in my way it lyes. Starres hide your fires, 

Let not Light ſee my blacke and deepe deſires; 

The eye winke at the hand : yet let that be, 

W hich the Eye feares, when it is doneto ſee. Exit, 
King. True, worthy Banguo : he is full ſo valiant, 

Andin his commendations, I am fed : 

It isa Banquet to me. Lets after him, 

W hoſe care is gone before, to bid us welcome: 


It is a peerelefle Kinſman, Exennt. 


_— 


Scena Quinta, 


— ———————— CH)" — - — = —— 


Enter Macheths Wife alone with 4 Letter. 


\ 

Lady. T hey met me in the day of ſucceſſe: and I have learn'd 
by the perfettſt report, they have more #n them, then mortall 
knowledge. When 1 burmt mn deſire 19 queſtion them furtber, 
they made themſelves Ayre, mto which tht y vamiſh'd. Whles 
I ſtood rapt in the wonder of it, came Miſſines from the King, 
who all hasl'd me Thane of Camdor by which Title before theſe 
weyward Sifters ſaluted me, and referr d me to the comming on 
of time, with haile King that ſhalt be. This bave [ thought 
good to deliver thee (my deareit Partner of Greatneſſe) that 
thow might' ft not looſe the dues of rejoycing by being ignorant 
of what Greatneſſe is prom d thee. Lay it to thy heart, and 
farewell. 
Glamisthou art, and Cawdor, and (halt be 
What thou art promig'd : yet doc I feare thy Nature,” 
It istoo full o'th' Milke of humane kindnefle, 
Tocatchthe neereſt way. Thou wouldſt be great, 
Art not without Ambition, but without 
The iilneſſe ſhould attend it, What thou wouldſt highly, 
That would thou holily : would({tnot play falſe, 
And yet wouldſt wrongly winne. 
Thould(t have, great Glamis, that which cryes, 
Thus thou mult doc, if thou have it ; 
And that which rather thou dot teare to doe, 
Then wiſheſt ſhould be undone. High thee hither,” 
That I may powre my Spirits in thine Eare, 
And chaſtiſe with the valour of my Tongue 
All thatthee hinders from the Golden Round, 
Which Fate and Metaphy ficall ayde doth ſeeme 
To have thee crown'd withall, Enter Meſſenger, 
W hat is your tidings ? 

Meſſe The King comes here to Night. 

Lady. Thou'rt mad to fay it, 
Is not thy Maſter with him? who, wer't ſo, 
Would have inform'd for preparation. 

Meſſ. So pleaſe you, it 1s true : our Theve is comming 

One of my feilowes had the ſpeed of him ; 

Who aimoſt dead for breath, had ſcarcely more 

Then would makeup his Meſlage. 
Lady. Give him tending, 

He brings great newes. 

The Raven himſelfe 1s hoarſe, 

| Thatcroakes the fatall entrance of Dancane 

Vnder my Battlements. Come you Spirits, 

Thattend on mortallthoughts, unſex me here, 

And fill me from the Crowneto the Toe, top-full 

Of direſt Cruelty : make thicke my blood, 

Stop up tl accefle and paſſage to Remorle, 

That no compunGous vititings of Nature 


Exu Meſſenger. 


Shake my fell purpole, nor k _ betweene 
Th'eſſe&, and hit. Come to = omans Breſts, 
And take my Milke for Gall, you murth'ring Miniſters, 
Wherc-ever, in your fightlefſe ſubſtances, 
You wait on Natures Miſchiefe, Come thicke Night, 
And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoake of hell, 
That my keene Knife ſee not the Wound it makes, 
Nor heaven peepe through the Blanket of the darke, 
To cry, hold, hold. Emer HMacberh, 
Great Glamis, worthy Cawdor, 
Greater then both, by the all-haile hereafter, 
Thy Letters have tranſported me beyond 
This ignorant preſent, and 1 feele now 
The future in the inſtant, 
Mach. My deareſt Love, 
Dmxcane comes here to Night. 
« Lady. And when goes hence ? 
eMacb. Tomorrow, as he purpoſes. 
Lady. O never, 
Shall Sunne that Morrow ſee. 
Your Face, my Thane, is asbooke, where men 
May reade ſtrange matters, to beguile the time. 
Looke like the time, beare welcome in your Eye, 
Your hand, your Tongue: looke like the innucent flower, 
But berhe Serpent under't. He thats comming, 
Muſt be provided for :ard you ſhall put 
This Nights great buſineſſe into my diſpatch, 
W hich ſhall toall our Nights, and Daycs to come, 
Give ſolely ſoveraigne ſway, and Maſtcrdome. 
Mach. We will ſpeake "ib 
Lady. Onely looke upcleare : 
To alter favor, ever is to feare : 
Leave all the reſt to mc. 


Scana Sexta, 


me 


” CCC 
—c 


A — 


Hoboyer, and Torches. Enter King, Malcolme, Donalbaine, 
Bangno, Lenox, Macduffe, Reſſe , 4ng1e, 
and Attenaams. 


« King. This Caſtle hath a pleaſant ſear, 
c ayre nimbly and ſweetly recommends it ſelfe 

Vnto our gentle ſences. 

Bang. This Gueſt of Summer, 
The Temple-haunting Barlet does approve, 
By his loued Manſonry, thatthe Heavens breath, 
Smells wooingly here :no lutty frieze, | 
Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage, but this Bird 
Hath made his pendant Bed, and procreaut Cradle, 
Wherethey muſt breed, and haunt ; I have obſery'd 
The ayre 1s delicate. Emter Lady. 

King. Sce, ſee, our honor'd Hoſteſle : 
Thelove that followes us, ſometime is our trouble, 
Which ſtill we thanke as Love. Herein I teach you, 
How you ſhall bid god-eyld us for your paines, 
And thanke us for your trouble. 

Lady. All our ſervice, 
In every point twicedone, and then done double, 
Were poore, and fingle Buſineſſe, to contend 
Againit thoſe honors deepe, and broad, 
W herewith your Majeſty loades our houſe : 
For thoſe of old, and the late Dignitics, 
Heap'd up to them, we reſt your Hermites. 


Xing: | 


— — 
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K ing. Wheres the Thane of Canrder ? Which thou eſtcem'ſt rhe Ornament of Life, | 
Wecourſt him at the heeles, and hada purpoſe Andlive a Coward in thine owne Eſteeme ? 
To be hisPurveyor : But he rides well, | LertingI darenor, wait upon I would, 
And his great Love (ſharpe at his Spurre)bath holpe him Like the poore Cat i'th'Addage. . 
To his home before us : Faire and Noble Holteſle Mach. Prethee peace : | 
We are your gueſt to night. I dare doe all chat may become a man, 
Lady. Y oer Servantsever, Who dares no more, is note» | 
Havetheirs, themſelves, and what is theirsin compt, Lady. What beaſt was'tthen 
To make their Audir at your higneſle pleaſure, That made you breakFthis enterprize to me ? 
Still to returne your owne. When you durſt doe it, then you were aman : 
King. Give me your hand : And to be morethen what you were, you would 
Conduct me to mine Hoſt we love him highly, Be ſomuch more the man, Nor time, nor 
And ſha'l continue, our Graces towards hims Did then adhere, and yet you would make both : 
By your leave Hoſteſle, Exeunt, | They have madethemfelves, and that their firneſſe now 


Do's unmake you. I have given Sucke, and know 
rn —_— ——_———— {Hoxtcndertistolove Sa Babe thar _— we, 
I would, while it was {myling in my face, 
Scena Septima . Have pluckt my Nipple Com his bonelefſe Gummes, 
And daſhe the Brancs out, had I but ſoſworne 


—_—_ 


wa I As you have doneto this. 
He-boyes. Torches. ; Mach. If we ſhould faile? 
Enter a Sewer, and divers Servants with Diſhes and Service | Tady, Wetaiie? | | 
over the Stage. Then enter Macbeth, But ſcrew your couragetothe —_—_— | 
Mach,If it were done, when tis donegthen twer well, | And we'll nor faile : when Dancenis afleepe, 
It were done quickly : if th' Aſſaſſination (W hereto the rather ſhall his dayes hard Iourney | 
Could trammellup the Conſequence, and catch Soundly invite him) his two Chamberlaines | 
With his ſurceaſe, Succeſlſe : that but this blow Will I with Wine, and Waſſell, ſo convince, 
Might be the be all, and the end all. Heere, That Memory, the Warder of the Braine, 
' Bur heere, upon this Banke and Schoole of time, » Þ} Shall bea Fuax, and the Receitof Reaſon 
| We'ld jumpethe life tocome. Bur in theſe Cales, A Lymbecke onely . when inSwiniſh fleepe, 
We {till have judgement heere, that we butteach Their drenched Natures lyeas ina Death, 
Bloudy inſtructions, which being taught, returne What cannot you and I performe upon 
To plague th'Ingredience of our poylon'd Challice Th'unguarded Duncen * What not put | 
| To our owne lips. Hes here in double truſt ; His ſpungy Orhicers ? who ſhall beare the guile 
Firſt, as I am his Kinſman, and his ſubzeR, Of our great quell. 
Strong both againſt the Deed : then, as his Hoſt, | CHMach. Bring forth Mey-Children onely x 
Who ſhould again{t his Murtherer (but the doore, Por thy undaunted Merttle ſhould compole 
Not bcarethe knife my ſelfe. Beſides, this Dancene Nothing but Males: Will it not be receiv'd, | | 
Hatch borne this Facultics ſo mecke : bath bin When we have mark'd with blood thoſe ſleepy two 
So cleere in his great Oilice, that his Vertucs Of his owne Chamber, and us'd their very Daggers, 
Will | _ like Angels, Truapet-tongu'd againſt Thatthey have don't ? 
1he deepe damnation of histaking oft : Lady. Who dares receive irother, 
And Pitty,like a naked Newborne-babe, As we ſhall make our Griefes and Clamor rore, | 
Striding che blaſt, or heavens Cherubin, hoxs'd Vpon his death ? 
Vponthe ſigh:leſſe Curciors of the Ayre, Mach. I am ſettled, andbend u 
Shall blow the horrid deed mn every eye, Each corporall Agent to this terrible Feat, | 
That teares ſhall drowne the wit.de. 1 have no Spurre | Away, and mocke the time with faireſt ſhow, 
Topricke the ſides of my intent, but onely Falſe Face muſt hide what the falſe heart doth kndw. 
Vaulting Ambition, which ore-kapes it ſelte, E xennt, 
And falles on th'other. Enter Lady. 


How now 2 What / ward ES WII 4 NTep i 
LaH , ? | . 
Ae Hoe Pr dey o ouketernechanber? | Altus Secuudus. Scana Prima, 

Lady. Know you not, he has ? : : I Gf 


| Mac. We will proceed no further in this Buſinefle : on ol 
| He hath honour'd me of late, and 1 have bought Emer Banquo, and Fleance, with «Torch 
Golden Opinions from all ſorts of people, before bi. 


Which would be worne now ia their neweſt gloſle, 


Nor caſt aſide ſo ſoone., | Bexq. How goes the Night, Boy ? 
Lady. Was the hope drunke, | | Fleance, The Moone is downe ; I havenot heard the 
Wherein you dreſt your ſelfe? hath it ſlept ſince ? | Clocke. | | 
And wakes it now to looke ſo greene, and pale, Bang. And ſhe goes downe at Twelve, 
At what it did ſo freely? Fromthis time, Fles. I take*t, tis later, Sir. 
Such I account thy love. Art thou affear'd Bang. Hold, take my Sword : 
| Tobe the ſame inthine owne AR, and Valour, There's Husbandry in Heavy 


cn, 
| Asthouart in deſire? Wouldt thou bavethat _ Candles are all out : take thee that too. | 
| | = bf by At 
t# —— > , 


—_ ne Wes ner tn ee ene nr 
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A heavy Summons lycs like Lead upon me, 

And yet I would not fleepe ; 

Mercifull Powers, reſtraine in me the curſed thoughts 
That Nature gives way to in repoſc. 


Emer Macbeth, and a Servant with aT orch. 


———— © 


Gives me my Sword: whos there ? 
Mach, A friend. | 
Bang. What Sir, not yet at reſt ? the Kingsabed. 
He hath beene in unuſuall pleaſure. 
And ſent forth a great Largeſle to your Oilices, 
This Diamond hegreers your Wite withall, 
By the name of moſt kind hoſteſle, 
=_ _ itup in wn" content, 
» Being unprepar'd, 
Our will became —_ todefeR, 
Whichelſe ſhould free have wrought. 
Baxq. Alls well. 
I dreampt laſt Night ofthe three weyward Siſters ; 
To youthey have ſhew'd ſome truth, 
AHacb, Ithinke not of them : 
Yetwhen we can intreat an houre to ſerve, | 
We would ſpend it in ſome words upon that Buſinefſe, 
If you would graunt the time. 
Ban. At your kindſt leylure 
CAMacb, If you ſhall cleave to my conſent, 
When tis, it ſhall make honor for you. 
Baxg. So Iloſe none, 
In ſeeking to augment it, but fill keepe 
My boſome franchis'd, and Allegeance cleare, 
I ſhall be counſail'd, 
Meacb. Good repoſe the while. 
Bang. ThankesSir : the like to yous Exit Banque: 
Mach. Goe bid thy Miſtreſſe, when my drinke is ready 


1 She ſtrike upon the Bell. Ger thee to bed, Exit, 
Is this adagger, which I ſee before me, .  ,,, * 
The handlc toward my hand ? Come, let me clutch thee: 
I have thee not, and yet 1 ſee thee ſtill, | 
Art thou not fatall Viſion, ſenſible 


To feeling, as to ſight ? or art thou but 

A Dagger of the Minde, a falſe Creation, 
Proceeding from the heat-oppreſſed Braine? 

I ſeethee yer, in forme as palpable, 

As this which now I draw. 

Thou marſhalſt me the way that I was going, 
And ſuch an inſtrument I was toule. 

Mine cyesare made the foales o'th'other Senſes, 
Orelſe worth all the reſt : 1 ſee thee ill; 
Andonthy blade, and Dugdgeon, Gouts of blood, 


—_ 


ich was not ſo before. There's no ſuch thing : 
f isthe bloody Buſineſle, which informes 


Thus to mingeyes, Now orethe one halfe World 
Nature ſecnfes dead, and wicked Dreames abuſc 

The Curtain'd : Witchcraft celebrates 

Pale Heccates Offrings: and wither'd Murther, 
Alarum'd by his Centinell, the Wolfe, 

Whoſe howles his Watch, thus with bis ſtcalthy pace, 
With Targuizsraviſhing ſides, towards hisdeſi 
Moves like a Gholt. Cm re ans ape die - h 
Heare not my ſteps, which they may walke, for fcare 
Thy very ſtonesprate of my = toon 

And take the preſent horrer from the time, 
Which now ſutes with it. Whiles I threat, he lives : 
Wordsto the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 


| | A Bek rings, 


| 


I goe, and it is done : the bell invites me. 
Hears it not, Dancene, for it is a Knell. 
That ſummons thee to heaven, or to hell, Exit, 


Scena Secunda, 


OR 


—} nn 


Enter Lady. 

La.That which hath madethem drunke, hath made me 
W hat hath quench'd them, hath given me fire. (bold : 
Hecarke, peace: it was the Owle that ſhrick'd, 

The fatall Bell-man,which gives the ſtern'ſt geod-night, 
He is about it, the Dooresare open : 
And the ſurfeted Gruomes doe mocke their charge 
With Snores. I haved dtheir Poſlets, 
That death and Nature doc contend a bout theen, 
Whether they live, ordyc. 

Emer Macbeth, 

Mach. Whosthere ? what hoe ? 

+ Alacke, 1am afraid they have awak'd, 
And tis not done : th'atremprt, and not the deed, 
Confounds us : hearke : I laid their Daggers ready, 
He could not mifſe em. Had he not reſembled 
My father as he ſlept, 1 had don't. 
My kusband? 

CMacb. I havedone thedeed : 

Didſt thou nor heare anoyſe? 

Ladz.l heard the Owle ichreame,andthe Crickets cry 

Did not you ſpcake ? 
CMacb. When? 
- Now. 
eh, As Ideſcended? 


Ladj. 1. 
Mach. Hearke, wholyes ittfſecond Chamber ? 
Lady. Donalbaine. 
Aeacb. This is a ſorry ſight, 
Lady. A fooliſhthought, to ſay a ſorry ſight. 
And one cry'd Murther,thatthey did wake cach other? 
I ſtood, and heard them: butthey did ſay their Prayers, 
And addreſt them againe to fleepe. 

Lady. There are two lodg'd together. 

Mach. One cry'd God blefſeus, and Amen the other, 
As they had ſcene me withtheſe hangmans hands : 

— ww feare, I could not ſay Amen, 
W hen they did ſay God bleſſe us. 

Lady. Conſider it |= pack 

Mach. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen ? 
I had moſt need ot blefſing,and Amen ſtuck in my throat 

Lady. Theſe deeds mutt notbe thought 
After theſe wayes : ſo, it will make us mad. 

 Macb.Me thought I hearda voyce cry, ſleepe no more: 
Macbeth does murther Sleepe, the innocent fleepe, 
Sleepe that knits up the ravel'd fleeveot Care, 
The death of cachdayes Life, fore Labors Bath, 
Balme of hurt Mindes, great Natures ſecond Courſe, 
_— — lifes feaſt. 
» W -meane ? 

CAMacd. Still it nd ees no more toall the houſe : 
Glam hath murtherd therefore Cawdor 
Shall flecpe no more : CHacherb ſhall ficepe no more. 

Lad.\W ho wasit, thatthuscry'd ? why worthy Then, 
You doe unbend your Noble ,to thinke 
So braine-fickly of things : Goe get ſome Water, 


En ——_—  Y” 


| — - 


ec: 


Lo 
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wW bring theſe Daggers from t 
They lyetherc : goe carry them, and ſmcare + 
The ſleepy Groomes with blood, 

CAMach. Ile goe no more : 
I am afraid, to thinke whar 1 have done : 
Looke on't againe, I dare not. 


Lady, Infirme of — ; 
Give me the Daggers the ſlceping, and the dead, 
Are bur as Pitures : 'tis the Eye of Child-hood, 
That fearesa painted Divell. Ifhe doc bleed, 
le guilde the Faces of the Groomes withall, 

K nocke within. 

Mach. Whence isthat knocking ? 
How is't with me, when every noyſlc me? 
W hat Hands arc here ? hab: they pl e out mine Eyes 
Will all great Ngptwnes Ocean waſh this blood 
Cleane from my Hand?no:this my Hand will rather 
The multitudinous Seas incarnardine, 
Making the Greene one, Red. 


Enter Lady. 
Lady. My hands are of your colour: but I ſhame 
To weare a heart ſo white. Knocke. 
: 


Seartury——— _ "coogg entry 
Retyre we to our : 


A little Water cleares us of this deed. 

How eaſfie is itthen ? your Conſtancie 

Hath left you unettended, Xnocke, 

Hearke, more knocking. 

Geron your Ni ne, leſt occaſioncall us, 

And ſhew vs to __ benox loſt 

So poorely in t ts. 
tech. To know my deed, Knecke. 

'Twere beſt not know my ſelfe. 

Wake Duncan with thy knocking : 


I would thou could'ſt. Exennt 


Scena Tertia, 


Emer 4 Porter. 


; Knocking within. 
Porter, Heere'sa knocking indeed: if a man were 
Porter of Hell Gate, hee ſhould have old ——— 
Key. Knocks, Knock, Knock, Knock. Who's there 
i'th'name of Belzebub ? Here's a Farmer, that hang'd 
| himaſelfe on th'expeRation of Plenty: Come in time, have 


k. Who'sthere in th'other Devils Name ? 
Faith here's an Equivocator, that could ſweare.in both 
the Scales,againſt Scale, who commitred Treaſon 
enough for Gods ſake, yer could not equivucate to Hea- 
venz ohcome in, Equivocator, Knock. Knock, 
Knock,Knock. . Who's there ? Faith here's an Engliſh 
| Taylor come hither , for ſtealing out of a French Hole : 
Comein Taylor, here you may roſt your Gooſe, Kneck, 
, Never atquict : What are you? but this 
place is toocold for Hell. Ic Devill-Porter it no further: 
I had thought to have let in ſome of all profeſſions, that 
goe the Primroſe way to th'everlaſting Bonfhre. Knock, 
| Anon, anon, I pray you remember the Porter. 


1B. 


DO ——— 


Napkins cnough about you, bere you'le tweat for't, Knock, | 
Knock,Knock 


Emer Mardeff, and Lenox. 


CAacd. Was it ſolace, friend, ere you wentto Bed, 
That you doelye folate ? 

Port. Faith Sir,we were carowſingtillthe ſecond Cock: 
And Drinke, Sir, is a great provoker of three things. 

Macd, What three things does Drinke eſpecially 
provoke ? 

Port, Marry, Sir, Noſe-painting, Sleepe, and Vrine. 
Lechery, Sir, it provokes, and unproyokes : it Provokes 
the defire, but it tak es away the performance. Therefore 
much Drinke may be ſaid to be an Equivecator with Le- 
C $ it makes him and it marres him ; it fers him on, 
and it takes himoff ; it perſwades him, and diſheartens 
him ; makes him ſtand to, and not ſtand to: in conclufion, 
—_— him ina ſleepe,and giving him the Lye,leaves 


CMacd. I bcleeve,Drinke gave thee the Lyclaſt Night. 
| Port. That it did, Sir, i'the very T hroat on me-; butI 
requited him for his Lye, and(I thinke)being too ſtrong 
for him, though he rooke up my Legges ſometime, yet I 
made a Shift rocaſt him. 
| Emer Macbeth. 
Macd. Is thy Maſter ſtirring ? 
Our knocking ha'sawak'd him;here he comes. 
Lenox, Good morrow, Noble Sir. 
Mach. Good morrow both. 
CMacd. Is the King ſtirring, worthy Thene ? 
Mach, Not yet. 
Aacd. He did command me to call timely on him, 
I have almoſt lip the howre. _ 
Mach. le bring you to him. 
Macd. I know this is a joyfulltrouble toyou ; 
Bur yer 'tis one« 
Aach. The labour we delight in, Phyficks paine : 
This is the Doore, 
AMacd. lc make ſo bold rocall, for 'tis my limited 
ſerv ICC. ExuHMacduſfe. 
Lenox, Goes the King hence today. 
CMacb. He does : he did appoint ſo, 
Lemex. The Night ha's beene vnruly : 
Where we lay, our Chimneys were blowne downe. 
And (as they fay) lamentings heard ith'Ayre ; 
StrangeSchreemes of Death, 
And Prophecying, with Accents terrible, 
Ofdyre Combultions and confus'd Events, 
New hatch'd toth'wofu!l time. 
The ob(cnre Bird clamor'd the live-long Night, 
Some ſay, the Earth was fevorous, 
And did ſhake. 
CMacb. 'Twasa rough Night. 
Lenox, My young remembrance cannot parallell 


A fellow tot. "_— 
. Emer . 
AMacd. O horror, horror, horror, 
Tongue nor Heart cannot conceive, nor name thee, 
Mach. and Lenox, What's the marter ? 
Macd. Contufion now hath made bis M:ſter-peece: 
Moſt facrilegious Murther hath broke 
The Lords anoynted Temple, and ſole thence 
The Life o'th'Building, 
Mach. W hat is't you ſay ? the Life ? 
Lenox, Mcane you his Maieſtic ? | 
Mach. Approchthe Chamber, and deſtroy your fight | 


—— 
—— 


| 


| 


With a new Gorgon, Doe not bid me ſpeake ; 
@S:.__ See. | 


— 
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TheT ragedie of e Macbeth. 


See, and then ſpeake your ſelycs : awake, awake, 
Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox 
Ring the Alarum Bell : Murthcr, and Treaſon, 
Banquo, and Donalbame : Malcolme awake, : 
Shake off this Downy ſlcepe, Deaths counterfeit, 
And looke on death ir ſelfe ; up, up, and fee 
The great Doomes Image : Malcolme, Bangud, 
As from your Gravesrile up, and walke like Sprights, 
To countcnance this horror, Ring the Bell. 
Bell Renas. E :ter Lady. 

Lady. What's the buſineſle ? 
Thar ivcha hideous Trumpct calls to parley 
Theſlcepers of the Houſe ? {peake, ſpeake, 

Macd. O gentle Lady, 
'Tis not for you to heare what T can ſpeake : 
The repetition in a Womans care, 
Would murther as it fell. 

Enter Banguo, 

O Banquo, Benque, Our Royall Malter's murther'd. 

Lady.. W oe, alas : 
W hat,in our houſe 2 

Ban, Too crutll, any where. 
Deare Duff, I prythec contract thy ſclfe , 
And ſay,t is not fo, 


Enter Macbeth, Lenox . and Roſſe. 


Macb. Had I but dy'd an houre before this chance, 
I had liv'd a bleficd time : for from this inſtant, 
There's nothing ſerious in Mortality : 
Allis bur Toycs: Renowne and Grace isdead, 
The Wine of Life is drawac, and the mcerc Les 
Isleft this Vault to brag of, 


Enter /Maicolme and Donalbaine. 


Donal. What isamiſſe? 
Mach. Youare and doe not know't : 
The Spring, the Head,the Fountaine of your Blood 
Is ſtopt; the very Source of it is ſtopt, | 
Macd, Your Royall Father's murther'd. 
Aal. Oh, by whom ? | 
Lenox. Thoſe of his Chamber, as it ſcem'd, had don't: 
Their Hands and Faces were all badg'd with blood,' -: 
So were their Daggers, whichunwip'd, we found _. 
Vpon their Pulowes : they ſtar'd, and were diſtracted, 
No mans life was to b2 truſted with them. 
Mach. O, yet I do repent me of my furie, 
That 1 did kiil them. 

Macd. Wuherctore did you ſo ? 

AMacb. Who canbe wile,amaz'd,temp'rate,& furious, 
Loyall,and Ncutrall, ina moment? Noman:; 
Threxpedition of my violent Love 
Out-ruv the pawſer, Reaſon, Herelay Duncen, 
HisSilver skinne, lac'd with his Golden Blood, 

And his gath'd Stabs, look'd like a Breach in Nature, 
For Rnines waſtfal: entrance :therethe Murtherers, 
Stcep'd inthe Colours of their Trade ; their Daggers 
Vnmannerly breech'd with gore : who could retraine, 
That hid a hcart to love, and in that heart, 
Couraze, tomake's love knowne ? 
Lady. Relpe me hence, hoa, 
Mad. Lookerothe Lady, 
Mat, Why do we hold our tongnes, 
That moſt may claime this argument for ours? 
Denal. W hat ſhould be ipoken here, 


W here our Fate hid within an augure hole, 
May ruſh, and ſe1zeus? Let's away, 
Our Teares are not yet brew'd. 
Afal. Nor our ſtrong Sorrow 
Vpon the foote of Motion, 
Barg. Looke tothe Lady : | 
And when we have our naked Frailtics hid, 
That ſuffer in expoſure ; letus meet, 
Ard queſtion this moſt bloody piece of worke, 
To know it further. Feares and ſcruples ſhake us 
In the great Hand of God I ſtand, and thence, 
Againit the undivulg'd pretence I fight 
Ot Treaſonous Malice, 
Macd. And fo doe I. 
All. So all, 
Macb, Let's breefely put on manly readineſſe, 
And meet 'th' Hall —_— 
All, Well contented, 
Aalt. What will you doe ? 
Let's not conſort with them : 
To ſhew anunfelt Sorrow, is an Othce 
W hich the falie man do's cafic. 
Iic to England. 
Don, \olreland,T : 
Our leperated fortune ſhall keepe us both the ater : 
Where we are,there's Daggers in mens Smiles ; 
The neere in blood, the ncerer bloody. 
Ac. This murtherousShafethat's ſhor, 
Hath not yet lighted : aad our ſatclt way, 
Is toavoid theayme., Thereforeto Houſe, 
And let us not be dainty of ieaye-raking, 
But ſhift away : there*s warrant in that Theft, 
W hich ſtcales it ſclfe, when there's no mercicleft. 
Exennt. 


E Xe#t, 


Scand Quarta. 


Enter Roſſe, with an Ofd man. 


Old mar. Threeſcore and ten I can remember well, 
Within the volume of which Time, 1 have ſcene | 
Houresdreadtull, and things ſtrange: but this ſore Night 
Hath trificd former know ings. 

Reſſe. Ha, good Father, 
Thou ſeeſt | he heavens, as troubled with mans AQ, 
Threatens bis bloody Stage ; by th* Clock tis Day, 
And yet darke Night ſtranglesthe travailing Lampe : 
Isr Nights predominance, or the Dayes ſhame, 
That darkencfle does the face of Earth intombe, 
W hen living Light ſhall kifle it? 
Oldman, *'Tis unnaturall, 
Evenlike the deed that's done : on Tueſday laſt, 
A Faulcontowring in her pride of place, | 
Was by a Mowſing Owle hawktat, and kill'd 
ofſe, And Dancans Horſes, 
(A thing moſt {trange, and certaine) 
Beaureous, and {wift, the Minions of their Race, 
Turn'd wildc in rature, broke their ſtalls, long out, 
Contending 'gaioſt Obedience, as they would 
Make warre with Mankinde, 
Old man, "Tis faid, they cate cach other, 
Roſſe. They didſo: 


_—— 
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I 


To th'amazement of mine eyes that look'd upon'ts _ 
Emer Macdafte. 
Heere comes the good Aſacanffe. 
| How goesthe world Sir, now ? 
Maecd. Why {ce you not * 
Roſſe. 1s't known who did this more then bloody deed? 
Aacd. Thoſe that Macbeth hath flaine. 
Rofſe. Alasthe day, 
W hat good could they pretend ? 
Aacd. They were fubborned, 
| c Maulcolme, and Donolbaine the Kings twoSonnes 
Arc ſtolne away and fled, which puts upon them 
Suſpition of the deed, 
Roſſe., 'Gaiaſt Nature ſtill, 
Thrittle ition, that will raven upon | 
Thine owne lives meanes : Then'tis moſt like, 
The Soveraignty will fall upon Macbeth. 
Macd. He is already nam'd, and gons to SCOne 
Tobc inveſted. 
Roſſe. Where is Duncans body ? 
Macd. Carried to Colmekill, , 
The Sacred Store-houſe of his Predeceſlors, 
And Guardian of their Bones. 
Roſe. Will youro Scone? 
AMacd. No Colin, - - Fife, 
| oe. Well, I will thither: : 
| p 0 ar) Well may you {ce things well done there: Adicu 
Leſt our old Robes ſit calier then our new» 
Roſſe. Farewell, Father. R : 
O14 M. Gods benylon go with you fir, and withthoſe 
That would make good of bad, and Friends of Foes. 


E xeunt omnes. 


| 


A lus T ertins. Scana Prima. 


D—— — ———— 


| 


Enter 'B anquo. 

Bang. Thou haſt itnow, King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 
As the weyward W omenpromis'd,and Ifcare 
Thou plaid'ſt moſt foully tor't : yet it was ſaid 
It ſhould notftand in thy Poſterity, 

But that my ſeife ſhould be the Roote, and Father 
Of many Kings. If there come truth from them, 
As upon thee Macbeth, their Speeches ſhine, 
Why by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my Orac'cs as well, 

And {ct me up in hope. But huſh, no more, 


Beni ſounded. Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Lenox, 
Roſſe, Lords, and Attendants. 


Mach. Heere's our chiete Gueſt. 
La. If he had beene forgotten, 
It had beeneasa gap in our great Feaſt, 
And all-things ynbecomming- | 
Mach. To night we hold alolemne Supper,fir, 
And lle requeſt your pretence | 
Bang. Let your Highnefle 
Command upon me, tothe which my dutics 
Are with a moſt indiffoluble tye 
Forever knit. + 
Mach. Ride you this afternoone ? 
Ban. I, my good Lord. 
Mach, We ſhould have cliedcſir'd your good advice 


ER 


( Which ſtill hath been both grave, andproſpcrous } 
In this daycs Counccll ; but wee'!e rake tomorrow, | 
Is farre you ride? 

Zan. Asfarrg, my Lord, as will fill up the time 
Twixt this, and Supper. Goe not my Horſe the better, 
I mult become a borrower of the Nighe, 

For adarke houre or twaine. 

Cl'acb. Haile not our Feaſt, 

Ban, My Lord, I will not. | 

(Alacb, We hcarc oar bloody Cozens are beſtow'd 
ln England, and in ireland, not confelling 
Their cruell Parricide, filling their hearers 
Withitrange inucn:ion. But of thatto morrow, 
When thc:ewithall we ſhall have cauſe of State, 
Craving usjoyntly. Hyc yowto horſe : 

Adicu, ull you rcturneat Night, 
Gocs Fleaxce with you? 
Ban. [, my good Lord : our time does call upon's. 


— 


Mach. | with your Hortes t\witft, and ſure of foot : | 
And toI doe commend you tothcir backs. 

Farwell, Exit Banquo: 
Let cvery m1 be maſter of histime, 

Till eavenat Night, to wake fociety * | 
The ſweeter welcome : | 


Oo 


We will keepe our ſclfctil!Supper timealone : 
Whilethen, God be with you. Exeunt Lords. | 
Sirrha, a word with you: Attend thoſe m%n 
Our pleaſure? ; | 
Fe Servant. They are, my Lord, without the Palace | 
ate, 
Masb. Bring them bctore us. Exit Sorvant« 
To be thus, is nothing , but to be ſafely thus : 
Our tcaresin Banque iticke deepe, 
And in his Royalty of Nature reignes that 
Which would be tcar'd. Tis wuch he dares, 


! Who's there ? 


| He hath a Wiſdome, that doth guide his Valour, 


| And bad them peake to him. Then Prophert-like, 


And to thatdauntlefſe remper of his Minde, 


To act in fatetie. There is nove but he, 
| Whoſe being I doc feare : and under him, 
| My Gemiws 1srebuk'd, as it is faid 
| HarkgAmbonies was by Ceſar, He chidthe Siſters, 
| When tu{t chey put the Naine of King upon me 


They hayld him Father to a Line of Kings. 
Vpon my hcadthey plac'd a fruitlefſe Crowne, 
And pur a barren Ecepter in my Gripe, 
Thenceto be wrenche with an unlincall Hand, 
No Sonne of mine ſucceeding ;if*t be fo, 
| For Banguo's Iſſue havel fil'd my Minde, 
Fot them, the gracious Dwrcan have I murther'd, 
Put Rancours mm the Veſlcll of my Peace 
Oacly for them, and mine erernall Iewell 
Giventothe common Enemy of Man, 
To make them Kings,the Secdes of Bangvuo Kings: 
Rarher then ſo,come Fate into the Lyſt, | 
nd champion metoth' utterance. 


Enter Servant, and two © Murtherers. 


Now goe to the Doore, and ftay there till we call, 
Exu Servant, 
Was itnot yeſterday we ſpoke together? 
Afurth. It was, lo plealc your Highneſſe. 
Mach. Well then, 
Neaiy have you conlider'd of my ſpecches ? 


ht. uu 
* On I "I 


LS III—_ ey | = 


00 2 K 


o — ">  -— = —_—_ w— 


————————_———_—— 


[| 160 


The Tragedieof «Macbeth. 


Know, that it was he, in the times paſt, 
Which held you ſounder ftorturne, 
W hich you thought had beene our innocent ſelfe, 
ThisI made good to you, inour laſt conference, 
Patt in probat1on with you : 
How you were borne in hand, hovw croſt : 
The Inſtruments ; who wrought withthem : 
Andall things elſe, that might 
To halfe a Soule, and to a Notion craz'd, 
Say, Thus did Banque. 

1. Aah. You made it knowne tous. 

Mach, I did {o » 
And went further, which is now 
Our pointof ſecond meeting. 
Doe yo! finde your patience ſo predominant, 
In your nature, that you can let this goe? 
Are you ſo Goſpell'd to pray for this good man, 
And for his Iſſue, whole heavic hand 
Hath bow'd you to the Grave,and begger'd 
Yours for ever? 

I. Murth, We are men, my Liege. 
Macb. I, in the Catalogne ye goc for men, 


Showghes, Water-Rugs, and Demy-Wolves are clipt 
All by che Name of Dogges : the valued file 
Diſtinguiſhes the ſwift, the ſlow, the ſubtle, 
The Houſc-xceper, the Hunter, every one 
According to the gift, which bountcous Nature. 
Hath in h1m clos'd : whereby he docs receive 
Particular addition, fr om the Bill, 
That ivrites them all alike : aid fo of men. 
Now, if you have a Ration in the file, 
Noti*th® worlt ran\.c of Manhood, fay't, 
AndI will put that Buſineſſe in your Boſomes, 
W hoſe execution takes your Enemie off, 
Grapples youtothe heart zand love of us, 
Who weare our Health bur ſickly in his Lite, 
Which in his Death were perfect. | 
2. Mwith, Tamone my Liege, 
| Whom the vile Bloivesand Buffets of the World 
Hath ſo.incens'd, that I am recklefle what I doe, 
To ſpight-the World. 
| 1. Mwrth. And1 another, 
So wearie with Diſaſters, rugg'd with Fortune, 
That 1 would ſet my Lite on any Chance, 
To mend it or be rid ont, 
Macd. Both of you know Banque was your Encmie. 
MWMurth. Truc, my Lord. 
Macb. So is he mine : aud in ſuch bloody diſtance, 
That every minute of his being, thrults 
Againſt my neer'ſt of Life: and though I could 
With bare-fac'd pow. cr {weepe him from my ſight, 
Andbid my willavouch it; yer I muſt nor, 
For certaine friends thatare both his, and mine, 
W hoſe loves I may not drop, but wayle his fall, 
| Whol my ſelfe ſtrucke downe: and thence it is, 
That Ito your aſſifiance doe make love, 


Masking the Buſinefſe from the common Eye, 
; For ſundry weightie Reaſons. 
2. Marth, We ſhall, my Lord, 
Performe what you command us« 
I.AMnrth, Though our Lives —— 
Macb. Your Spirits ſhine through you. 
Within-this houre, at mult, 
7 willadviſe you whereto plant yourſelves, 
Acquaint you with the perfeR Spy o'th' rime, 


As Hounds,and Grey houndes, Mungrels,Spanicls,Curres, 


| 


N 


— 


The moment or't, for't muſt be done to Night, 


And ſomething from the Palace 3 alwayes thought, 
That I require a cleareneſle ; and with him, 


Toleave no Rubsnor Botches inthe Worke : 
| Fleany, his Sonne, that keepes him companic, 


W hoſe abſence is noleſſe materiall to me, 
Thenis his Fathers, muſt embracethe fate 
Of that darke houre : reſolue your ſelves apart, 
Ile come to you anon. | 
AMeuerth, We are reſolu'd, my Lord. 
AMacb. lie call upon you firaight : abide within, 
It is concluded : Banguo, thy Soules flight, 


If it finde Heaven, muſt finde it out to Night. Zxeunt. 


— 


= 
Scena Secunda, 


_— 


Emer Macbeths Lady ,and 4 Servant, 


Lady, Is Banguo gone from Court? ; 
Servant, 1, Madame, but returnes againe to Nights 
Lady. Say tothe King, I would attend his leyſure, 
For a tew words. 
Servant. Madame, I will, 
Lady. Nought's had, all's ſpent, 
Where aur deſire is got without content : 
"Tis (ater, to be that which wedeftroy, 


Ex, 


Then by deliruction dwell in doubrfull joy. 


Emer Macbeth. 


| How now, my Lord, whydoe you keepe alone? 


Ot ſorryeſt Francies your Companions making, 
Viing thoſe Thoughts, which ſhould indeed have dy'd 
With them they thinke on: things without all remedic 
Should be without regard : what's done, 1s done+ 
Mach. We have icorch'd the Snake, not kill'd it : 
Shee'le cloſe, and be herlelfe, whileſt our puore Malice 
Remaines in danger of her former Tooth, 
Butler the frame of things diſ-joynt, 
Both the Worlds ſuffer, 
Ere we will cate our Mealc in feare, and fleepe 
In the affliction of theſe terrible Dreames, 
That Chake us Nightly : Better be with the dead, 
Whom we, to gayne our place , have ſent to peace: 
Then on the torture of the Minde tolye 
Inreſtleſle extaſie: 
Dancane is in his Grave : 
After Lifes fitfull Fever, he fleepes well, 
Treaſon ha's done his worlſt : nor Steele nor Poyſon, 
Malice domeſtique, forraine Levie,nothing, 
Can touch him further. 
Lady. Come on : 
Gentle my Lord, flecke o're your rugged Lookes, 
Be bright and Ioviall'mong your Gucits ro Night, 
AMacb, So ſhall I Love,ando I pray be you: 
Let your remembrance ſtill apply to Banguo, 
Preſent him Eminence,both with Eye and Tongue: 
Vaoſlafe the while, that we muſt lave 
Our Honors in theſe flattering ſtreames , 
And make our Faces Vizardsto our Hearts, 
Diſguiling what they are. X 
Lady. You multleavethis. : 
Mach, O, full of Scorpions is my Minde, deare Wife: 
Thou know'ſt, that Banguoand his Feaxs lives. 
Lady. But 
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Ladj. But inthem, Natures Coppic's not eterne» 

Mach, 1 here's comfort yer, they are aſſailcable, 
Then be thou jocund; ere the Bat hath flowne 
His Cloyfter'd flight, cre to blacke Heccars ſummons 
The ſhard-borne Beetle, with his drowſic hums, * 
Hath rung Nights yawmng Peale, 

There ſhall be done a deed of dreadfull note .' 

Lady. What's to be done ? 

Mach: Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt Chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed : Come, ſceling Night, 
Skarfe up the tender Eye of pittitull Day, 

And with thy bloody and inviſible Hand 

Cancell and teareto pieces that great Bond, 

Which keepes me pale. Light zhickens, 

And the Crow makes Wing toth' Rookie Wood: 
Good things of Day begin rodroope, and drow(ſe, 

W hiles nights black Agents to their Prey's dee rowſe, 
Thou marvell'ſt at my words : but hold thee ſtill, 
Things bad begun, make ſtrongtheml(elvesby ill : 

So prythee goe with me, ; Exemnt. 


Scena T ertia. 


Emer three murtherers. 


t- But who did bid thee joyne withus ? 
3* HMatbeth. 
2. Heneedes not our miſtruſt, ſince he delivers 
Our Oxfices, and what we have todoe, 
TothedireQtion juſt, = 
1, Then ſtand withus. 
The Welt yer _ with ſome ſtreakes of Day, 
Now ſpurres the lateſt Traveller apace, 
To gayne the timely Inne, and neere approches 
The-ſubjeR of our Watch. 

2. Hearke, I heare Horſes. . 

Banque within, Give us a Light there, hoa, 

2. Then tis hee : 
The reſt, that are within the note of expeRation, 
Already are i'th' Court. 

1. His Horſes goc about. 

3. Almoſt a mile: but he does uſually, 
' | So all men doe, from hence to th' Pallace Gate 
| Make it their Walke, 


. 
Enter Banque and Fleans, with a Torch, 


2. ALight, a Light. 
i * *Tis hee: 
1. Standtoo'r, 
Bas, It will be Rayne to Night. 
I. Let it comedowne- 
_ OC _ ! Ku 
Flye Pleans, flye, fiye, flye, 
Thowm 't revenge. O Slave ! 
'| 3+ Whodidftrike out the Light? 
1. -Was't notthe way ? 
3- There's but one downe : the Sonne is fled. 
| 2. We haveloſt 
Beſt balfe of our Aﬀaire. 
1. Well, let's away, and ſay how much is done: 
Exennt. 


be, —_ 


Scena Quarta. 


— 


Banquet 'prepar'd. Emter Macheth, Lady Roſſe, Lenox , 
Lor as, aud eAttendans, 


AMacb. You know your owne degrees ,lit downe: 

At firſt and laſt, the hearty welcome. 
Lords. Thankes to your Majclty. 

«Mach. Our ſelfe will mingle with Society, 
And play the humble Hoſt ; 
Our Hoſtefle keepes her State, but in the beſt time 
We will require her welcome. 

£4. Pronounce it for me Sir, toall our Friends, 
For my heart ſpeakes, they are welcome. 

Emer ſirſt Murtherer, 

Mach.See they encounter thee with their hearts thanks 
Both ſides are even : heere Ile fit i'th' mid'ſt, 
Belarge in mirth, anon wee'l drinke a Meaſure 
The Table round. There's blood uponthy facc. 

Aur. "Tis Banguo's then. 

Mach. 'Tis betrer thee without, then he within. 
Is he diſpatch'd? | 

Cour. My Lord his throat is cut, that Idid for hia: 

AMac Thou artthe beſt o'th' Cut-throats, 
Yet hee's gooud that did the like for Fleaxs : 


— 
—_— % 


| If thou did'it ir, thou arrthe Non-parcill. 


Ar. Molt Royall Sir 
Fleans is ſcap'd. 
Aach. Then comes my Fit againe : 
I had elſe beene perteR ; 
W hole as the Marble, founded as the Rocke, 
As broad, and generall, as the caſing Ayre ; 
But now I am cabin'd, crib'd, confin'd, bound in 
| Toſawcy doubts, and feares. But B s ſafe ? 
Mwr. I, my good Lord : ſafe ina ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gaſhes oa his head ; 
Theleaſt a Death to Nature. 
AMacb. Thankes tor that, 
There the growne Serpent lyes, the worme that's fled 
Hath Nature that in time will Venom breed, 
No teeth for th' preſent. Get thee gone, to morrow 
Wee'l heare our ſelves ”=_ Exis HMurderer, 
Lady. My Royall Lord, 
You donot give the Cheere, the Feaſt is ſold 
That is not often vouch, while tismak.ing : 
Tis given, with welcome : to feede were belt at home: 
From thence, the ſawce to meate is Ceremony, 
Meeting werebare without it. 


Enter the Gho#t of Banquo,and fittin ©Macherhs place. 


Mach. _ Remembrancer : 
Now igeſtion waite on Appetite 
pre feare mfr | ey 
Lenox, —_ your Highneſle ſit, 
Mach. Here had we now our Countries Honer,roof'd, 
Were the grac'd perſon of vur Banque preſent ; 
Who may I rather challenge tor minke . 
Then pitty for Miſchance. 
Roſſe. His abſence (Sir) | 
Layes blame upon his promile,. Pleas't yonr highneſſc 


To grace us with your Royall Company ? 
OS 3 


—_ 


—_— 


mem 


Mach. 


] 


| 


| 


—I_ 
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Mach. The Table's full. 
Lenox, Here is a place reſerv'd Sir. 
CHacb, Where ? 
Lenox. Hecre my good Lord. 
What s'tthat moves your Highneſſe ? 
AHMacb. Which of you have done this? 
Lordi, What, my good Lord? 
Mach, Thou canſt not ſay I did it;never ſhake 
Thy goary lockcs at me, 
Roſſe. Gentlemen riſe, his Highneſle is not well, 
Lady. Sit worthy Friends: my Lord is oftenthus, 
And hath becne from his youth, Pray you keepe Scat, 
The fit is momentany , upon a thought 
He will againe be well. If much you note him 
You ſhall offend him, and extend his Paſſion, 
Feed, and regard him not, Are youa man? 
Mach. 1,and a bold une, that darelooke on that 
Which might appall the Divell, 
La, O proper ſtuffe : 
This is the very painting of your fears: 
This is the Ayre-drawne-Dagger which you ſaid 
Led you to Duncas. O, thcle flawes 2nd ſtarts 
(lmpoſters to true feare) would well become 
A womans ſtory ata Winters fire 
Authoriz'd by bar Grandam : ſhame irſelfe, 
Why do you make ſuch faces > When all*s done 
You looke but on a ſtoole, 
Mach. Prythee (ce there : * 
Behold, looke, loc, how ſay you : 
Why what care I, if thou canſi nod, ſpeake too, 
If Charnell houſes, and eur Graves mult ſcad 
Thoſethat we bury, backe; our Monuments 
Shall be the Mawes of Kyres. Exit Gho#t, 
La. What ? quite unmann'd in folly. 
Mach, It 1 ftand heere, Ifaw him. 
La. Fic for ſhame. 
Mach, Blood hath bene ſhed ere now, i'th' olden time 
Ere humane Statute purg'dthe gentle Weale ; 
I, and ſince too, Murthers have bene perform'd 
Too terrible for the care. The times have beene, 
That when the Braines were out, the man would dye, 
And there an end :$ But now they riſe againe 
Withtwenty mortall murthers on their crownes, * 
And puſh us from our ſtooles. This is more ſtrange 
Then ſuch a murther 1s. 
La. My worthy Lord 
Your Noble Friends dolacke you. 
Mach, I do forget : 
Do not mule at me my moſt worthy Friends, 
I have a ſtrange infirmity, which is nothing * 
Tothoſethat know me, Come, love and health to all, 
Then lle fit downe : Give me ſome Wine, fill full: 
Enter Ghoſt. + 
I drinke toth' generall joy o'th* whole Table, 
And toour deere Friend Banquo, whom we miſle : 
Would he were heerc : to all;and'him we thirſt, 
And all toall. 
Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 
Mac. Auant, & quir my (ight,let the earth hide thee; 
Thy bones are marrowlefle, thy blood 1s cold : 


| Thou haft no ſpecularien inthoſe cycs 


Which thou doſt glare with. 
La. Thinke of this good Pceres 
But as athing of Cuſtome :*'Tisno other, 
Onely it ſpoylesthe pleaſure of the time. 
Mach. Whatman dare, | dare ; 


| 


| Eventothe diſpoſition that I owe, 


Approach thoulike the rugged Ruſſian Beare, 

Thearm'd Rhinoceros, or th'Hircan Tiger, 

Take any ſhape but that, and my firme Nerves 

Shall never tremble, Or be alive againc, 

And dare meto the Deſart withthy Sword : 

If trembling I inhabit ,then proteſt me 

The Baby of a Girle. -Hence horrible ſhadow, Ex. 

Varcall mock*ry hence. Why fo, being gone 

Iam a man againe : pray you fit ſtill, 
[4, You have diſplac'd the mirth, 

Broke the good meeting , with moſt admir'd diſorder. 
Mach. Can ſuch things be, 

And overcome us Jike a Summers Clowd, 

W ithour our ſpeciall wonder ? You make me ſtrange 


W hen now 1 thinke you can bebold ſuch fights, 
And keepe the naturall Rubie of your Checkes, 
W hen mine is blanchd with feare, 
Roſſe. What ſignes. my Lord ? 
La. Ipray you {peakenor ; hegrowes worſe & worſe, 
Queſtionenrages him : atonce, geodnight. 
Scand not upon the order of your going, 
Bur go at once, 
Len. Good night, and better health 
Ar: cnd his Majcſty. 
La. A kinde goodnight to all, Exeunt Lords: 
Macb. it wili have blood they fay : 
Blood = have Blood : 
Stones have beene knowne to meve.$& Trees to ike. 
Augures, and underſtood rs yg 
By Maggot Pyes, & Choughes, & Rookes brought forth 
T he (ecrerſt man of blood. Whatisthe night ? 
La. Alaoſt :t oddes with ing, which is which. 
WMacb How ayſthouy that Macs denics his perſon 
At our great biddin 
La. Did you ſend to him Sir? 
Mach. 1 heare it by the way : But I will ſend ; 
There's not a one of them but in his houſe 
I keepe a Servant Feed, I will ro morrow 
(And betimes I will) tothe wizard Siſters. 
More ſhall they ſpeake: for now I am bentto know 
By the worſt meanes, the worſt, for mine owne good, 
All cauſes ſhall give way, I am in blood 
Spentinfo farre, that ſhould I wade no more, 
Returning wereas tedious as go ore: 
Strange thingsI have in head, that will to hand, 
W hich mult be acted, ere they may be ſcand, 
La. iy lackertc ſcaſon of all Natures, ——_ 
Mach. Come, weelgo M c & ſclf-abuſe 
Is the initiate feare, Cs "x 
Weare yet but young indeed. Exenm. 


pe ES 
—— 


Scena Quinta. 


T bunder. Enter the three Witches, meering 
Heeas. 


1. Why bow now Heeat, you looke angerly? 
Hee. Have I not reaſon (Beidams) as you are ? 
Sawcy, and over-bold, how did you dare 
To Trade, and Traiticke with Macbeth, 
In Riddles, and Afaires of death ; 


—_— _—_——_— 
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And I the Miſtris of your Charmes, * 
The cloſe contriver of all harmes, 
Was never call'd ts beare my parc, 
Or ſhew the glory of our Art ? 
And which is worſe, all you have done 
Hath beene but for a way ward Sonne, 
Spightfull, and wrathfull, who (as others do) 
Loves for his owne ends, not for you. 
Bur make amends now : Get you gon, 
And at the pit of Acheron 
Meete me i'th' Morning : thither he 
Will come, to know his Deſtinie, 
Your Veſlels, and your Spels provide, 
Your Charmes, and every thing beſide ; 
I am for th' Ayre : This night Ile ſpend 
Vnrto a diſmall, and a Fatall end. 
Great buſineſſe muſt be wroughtere Noone. 
Vpon the Corner of the Moone, 
There hangs a vap'rous drop,profound, 
Le catch it ere it come toground ; 
And that diſtill'd by Magicke flights, 
Shall riſe ſuch Artificiall Sprighes, 
As by the {trength of their illuſion, 
Shall draw him on ts his Confuſion. 
He ſhall ſpurne Fate, ſcorne Death,and beare 
His hopes 'bove Wiſedome, Grace, and Feare : 
| And youall know, Security 
Ismortals cheefeſt Enemic, 
"= HMuſicke, and 4 Song. 
Hearke, I am call'd : my little Spirit fee 
Sits in a Foggy cloud, and ſtayes for mc. 
Smg within, Come away come away, oc. 
x Come, let's make haſt, ſhee'l ſoone be 


Backe aginec . E xexnt. 


ScanaSexta, 
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Enter Lenox, and another Lord, 


Lenex. My former Specches, 
Have but hit your Thoughts 
Which can interpret farther ; Onely I ſay 
Things have bin ſtrangely borne, The gracious Duncan 
Was pittied of Macbeth ; ryarry he was dead : 
And the right valiant Banque walk'd too late, 
Whom you may ſay (if't pleaſe you) Flans kill 'd, . 
For Fleans fled : Men muſt not walke too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monſtrous 
It was for Aalcolwe, and for Donalbane 
To kill their gracious Father ? Damned Fa, 
How it did greeve CMacberb 7 Did he not ſtraight 
In pious rage. the two delinquents teare, 
That were the Slaves of drinke, and thralles of ſleepe ? 
Was not that Nobly done ? I, and wiſely too ; : 
For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive 
To heare the men deny't, So that I ſay, 
He ha's borne all things well , and 1 do thinke, 
That had he Dancer; Sonnes under the Key, 
(As and'r pleaſe Heaven he ſhall not) they ſhall finde 
Whart *twere to kill a Father : So ſhould Fleas, 
But peace; for from broad words, and cauſe he fayl'd 
His preſence at the Tyrants Feaſt; I heare 


Macdvffe lives indiſgrace, Sir, can you tell 


—— 
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- | Eye of Newt, and Toc of Frogge: 


'Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble; 


Where he beſtowes himlelfe? 

Lord, The Sonnes of Dancane = 
(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth ) 
Livein the Engliſh Court, and is receyy'd 
Ofthe moſt Pious Edward, with ſuch grace, 

That the malevolence of Fortune, nothing 
Takes from his high reſpe&t, Thither Macdsfſe 
Is gone, to pray the Holy King, upon hisayd 
To wake Northumberland , and warlike Seyward, 
That by the helpe of theſe (with him above 
To ratthe the Worke) we may againe 
Giveto our Tables meate, ſleepero our Nights : 
Free from our Fealts, and Banquers bloody knives z 
Do faithfull Homage, and receive free Honors, 
All which we pine tor now. And this report 
Hath fo exaſperate their King, that hee 
Prepares for ſome attempt of Warre, 

« Sent he to CMacduffe ? 

Lord. He did:and with anabſolute,Sir, nor T, 
Theclowdy Meſlcnger turnes me his backe, 

And hums; as who ſhould ſay, you'l rue the time 
That clogges me with this Anſwers 

Lenox, Agd that well might | 
Adviſe himToa Caution,t'hold what diſtarice 
His wiſedome can provide, Some holy Angell 
Flye to the Court of Englaud, and unfold 
His Meſlage cre he come, that a ſwift bleſſing 
May ſoone returne to this our ſuffering Country, 
Vuder a hand accurs'd. x 

Zrrd. Ile ſend my Prayers with him, 


— 


E xennt 


Aus Quintus. Scena Prima, 


— —— -— — _———— 
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T han by. Entey the three Witches. 


1 Thricethe brinded Cat hath mew'd, 
2 Thrice, and once the Hedges P igge whin'd.' 
3 Haipier crics, 'tis time, *as time, 
. I Roundaboutthe Caldron go : 
Inthe poylond Entrailes throw 
Toad, that under cold ftone, 
Dayes and Nights, ha'sthirty one : 
Sweltred Venom ſleeping got, 
Boyle theu firſt i'th* charmed pot, 
eAl. Double, double, toile and trouble ; 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 
2 Fillet of a Fenny Snake, 
In the Cauldron boyle and bake : 


Wooall of Bat,and Tongue of Dogge : 
ders Forke, and Blinde-wormes Sting, 
ards legge, and Howlets wing : 
For a Charme of powerfull trouble, 
Like a Hell-broth, boyle and bubble. 
eAl. Double, double, toyle and trouble, 


3 Scalc of Dragon, Toothof Wolfe, 
Witches Mummy, Maw, and Gulfe 
Of the ravin'd falrSca ſharke 3 
Roote of Hemlocke, digg*di'th darke : 

Liver of Blaſpheminglew. 
Gall of Goate, and Slippes of Yew, . | 
Sliver'd in the Moones Eccliples 


— — 


— 
— 


_— 
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Noſe of Tarke, and Tartars lips : 
Finger of Birth-ſtrangled Babe, 
Diuch-deliver'd by a Drab, 
Make the Grwell thicke, and lab. 
Adde theretoa Tigars Chawdron, 
For th' Ingredience of our Cawdron, 

All. Double, double, toyle and trouble, 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble, 

2 Coole it with a Baboones blood, 

Then the Charme is firme and good. 


Enter Hecat, and the other three Witches. 


Hee. O well done: I commend your paines, 
And every ane ſhall ſhare i'th' gaines : 
And now about the Cauldron ſing 
Like Eivesand Fairiesina Ring, 
Inchanting all that you put in. 
Hmſichs and a Song. Blicks Spirits, Cc 
2 By the pricking of my Thumbes, 
Something wicked this way comes: 
Open Lockes, whoever knockes, 
Enter Macbeth. 
AMacb. How now you lecret, black,8 might Hags? 
W hat is't you do ? 
All A dced withouta name. 
Mach. 1 conjure you, by that which you Profeſle, 
(How ere you come to know it) anſwer me : 
Though you untye the- Windes, and let them hight 
Againſt the Churches : Though the yeſty Waves 
Confound and ſwallow Navigation up : 
Though bladed Corne be lodg'd, & Trees blown downe, 
Though Caltles topple on their Wardecs hegds : 
Though Palaces, and Pyramids do {lope 
Their heads to their Foundations : Though the treaſure 
Of Natures Germaine,tumblec altogether, 
Even tilldeſtruQtion ſicken ; Anlwere me 
To what I aske you, 
1 Speake. 
2 Demand. 
2 Wee lanſwer. 
1 Say, ifth* hadſt rather 
Or from our Maſters. 
Mach. Call*'em: let me ſee *em. 
1 Powre in Sowes blocd, that hath eaten 
Her nine Farrow : Greace that's {weaten 
From the Murthercrs Gibbct, throw 
Into the Flame, 
eAll. Come high orlow : 
Thy Selfe and Othce deaftly ſhow, Thunder. 
I. Apparation, an Armed Head. 
Mach. Tell me thouunknowne power. 
x He knowes thy thought : 
Heare his ſpeech, but rap, an nought. 
1 Appar. Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth: 
Beware Macdwuffe, 
Beware the Thane of Fife : diſmiſſe me. Enough. 
He Deſcends. 
AHach, W hat ere thou art, for thy good caution,thanks 
Thou haſt harp'd my feare aright, But one word mere. 
1 Hewill not be commanded : heerc's another 
Mare potent then the firſt. T bander 
2 Apparition, a Bloody Childe. 
| 2<Apper. Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth, | 
Mach. Had | threeeares, 11'd heare thee. 
| 2 Appar, Be bloody, bold, aud reſolute ; 


heare it from our mouthes,. 


—_— 
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Laugh toſcorne 

The power of man : For none of gyoman borne 

Shall harme Macbeth. Deſcends. 
Mac. Thenlive Macduffe 2 what need I feare of thee ? 

Bur yct Ile make aſſurance , doubleſure, 

And take a Bond of Fate : thou ſhalt notlive. 

That 1 way ccll palc-hearted Feare, it lies ; 

And ſleepe in (pight of Thunder. T bundey. 

3 eApparation,a Childe Crowned, with a Tree 1» bus band, 

W hat isth1s, that riſes ike the 1ſſue of a King, 

And wear« s;pon his Baby-brow, the round 

And top of Sovcraigrty 2 

All. Liſten, but {peake nottoo't, 

3 eApper. Bc Lyon metled, proud, and take nocarez 
Whochafes, v. bo frets, or where Conſpirers are : 
Aach:th (hall never vanquiſh'd be, untill 
Great Byrnam W oed, to high Dunſinanc Hill 
Shall come again(t him. 

Macb. That will never be : 
Whd can impreſſe the Forreſt, bid the Tree 
Vofixe his carth-bound Root? Sweet boadments, gogd: 
Re-elious dead,rife never tillthe Wood 
Ot Byruarn riſe, and our highplac'd Macbeth 
Shaii!iverle Leaſc of Nature, pay bis breath 
To ume, and mortali Cultome. Yet my heart 
T hrobs to know one thing : Tell me, if your Art 
Can tel! ſo much : Shal. Bangse's iſlue ever 
Rergnc in this Kingdome ? 

All. Secke roknow no more, | 

Cab, I willbe ſatisfied, Deny methis, 

And an cte:nall Curſe fall on you ; Let me know. | 
Why ſinkes that Caldron ? & what noyſcis this ? Hoboyes 
I, Shew, 
2 Shew. 
3 Sew, 
ell. Shew his Eyes, andgreeve his Heart, 
Come like ſhadowes,1o 
&/ ſhew of eight K:ngs, and Banquolaft, with a glaſſe 
1 hi hand. 
| Mach. Thouarttoolike theSpirit of Banguo : Down 3 
Thy Crowne do's ſcare mine Eye-bals. And thy haire 
| Thou other Gold-bound-brow, is like the firſt: 
| Athird, is like the former, Filthy Hagges, 
Why do zou ſhew me this? »— A fourth ? Starteyel | 
W hat will the Line ſtretch out to'th* cracke of Doome? 
Another yer ? A-ſeaventh?1le ſee nomore : 
And yet the cightkppears, who beares a glaſle, | 
W hich ſhewes me many more : and ſome 1 ſe,” 
That two-fo!d Balles, and trebble Scepters carry. 
Horrible ſight : Now I ſee tis true, 
For ric Blood-bolter'd Banguo\ſmiles upon me, 
And poirts atthem for his. Whatisthis fo ? 

1 15Sir,allthisisſ6. But why 
Stands Macberb thus amazedly ? | 
Come Siſters, cheere wevp his ſprigs, | 
And [hew the belt of our delights. | 
He Charme the Ayretogivea ſound, 

W hile you performe your Antique round : 

T hat this great King may kindly ſay, 

Our durics, did his welcome pay. eMuſecks. 
The Witches Dance, and vaniſh. 

CHacb.Whereare they > Gone? 
Let this pernicious houre, 

Stand aye accurſcd in the Kalender. 
Come in, withoutthere, 
Lenox. W hat's your Graces will, 


Deſcend ; 


Enter Lenex- 


Mach. 
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bt 


% 


hs —_—_—— 


— 


: 
. 


| His light was madneſſe : when our Ations donor, 
; Our fearesdo make us Traitors, 


| 


| 
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HMacb. Saw you the Wizard Sihers ? 
Lenox. No my Lord. 
Macb. Came they not by you? 
Lenox. No indeed my Lord. 
Mach. Infeted be the Ayre whereon tbey ride, 
And damn'd all thoſe that trult them. 1 did heare 
The gallopping of Horſe, Who was't came by ? 
Len, 'Tistwo or three my Lord, that bring you word ; 
Macdvff is fled to England. 
Mach. Fledto England ? 
Len. 1, my good Lord. 
Mach. Time; thou anticipat'ſt my dread exploits: 
The flighty purpoſe never 1s o're-tooke 
Vnleſle the go with it, From this moment, 
The very firſtling of my hears ſhall be 
The firttlings of my hand. And even now 
To Crown my thoughts with Acts: be it thought & done: 
The Caltle of CHacdeff, I will ſurprize. 
Scize upon Fife ; give to th' edge o'th* Sword 
His Wife, his Babes, and all untortunate Soules 
That trace him in his Line. No boaſting likea Foole, 
Thisdeed Ile do, before this purpoſe coole, 
But no more ſights. Where are theſe Gentlemen ? 
Come bring me where they are, Exeunt, 


- 
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Emer Macdaſſer Wife, her Son, and Roſſe 


Wife. What had hee done, to make him fly the Land ? 
Roſſe, You muſt have patience Madam. 
Wife. He had none : 


Roſſe, You know not 
Whether it was his wiledome, or his fearc. 
&ife. Wiſedom? to leave his wife, to leave his Babes, 
His Manſion, and his Titles, ina place 
From whence himiclfc does fiyc? He loves us not. 
He wants the naturall tcuch. tor the poore Wren 
(Themoſt diminiuiveof Birds) will tight, 
Her young ones in her Neſt, againſt rhe Owle : 
All is the Feare, and nothing is the Love; 
As little is the Wiſcdome, where the fiight 
Sorunnes againſt all reaſon, 4 


Roſſe. My deereſt Coor, ; 
[ pray you {choole your {elfe, But for your Husband, 
He is Noble, Wiſe, Iudicious, and belt knowes 
The firs o'th* Seaſon. I dare not ſpeake much further, 
But cruell are the times, when we are Traitors 
And do not know our ſelves: when we hold Rumor 
From what we feare,yet know not what we feare, 
Bur floate upona wilde and violent Sea 
Each way, and move. I take ryy leave of you: 
Shall not be long bur Ile be here againe: 
Things at the worlt will ceaſe, or elſeclimbe upward, 
To what they were before, My pretty Coline, 
Bl:\fin upon you, 

Wife.Father'd be is, 
And yet hee's Fatherlefle. 

Reſſe. I am ſo mucha Foole,ſhould I ſtay longer 
[t would be my diſgrace, and your dilcomfort, 
| take my leaveat once , Exit Roſſe, 


| To ſay I had done no harme? 


| Run away I pray you. 


"at Sirra, your Fathers dead, 
what will you donow ? How will you live ? 

Son, As Birds do Mother. 

Fife. What with Wormes, and Flyes? 

Sov. With what I get, and ſo dothey, 

Wife. P oore bird, | 
Thoud'ſt never Feare the Net,nor Line, ' 

The Pitfall, nor the Gin. 
Sev, Why ſhould 1 Mother ? 
Poore Birds they are not ler for : 
My Father is not dead for all your faying- 
Wiſe, Yes, ke is dead : 
How wilt thou doe for a Father ? 

Son. Nay how will you doc for a husband'? 

Wife, Why I can buy me twenty at any Market, 

Sou. Then you'l by *em:o (ell againe, 

Wife, T houtpeak'it with all thy wit, 

And yet I'faith with wit enough for thee, 

Sox, Was my Father a Traitor, Mether ? 

Wife, I, that he was. 

Son, What is a Traitor ? 

Wife, Why one that ſweares, and lyes, £ 

Son. Arid be a'l Traytors, that doe fo. 

Wife, Every one that do's fo, isa Traitor, 

And muſt be hang'd. 

Ser. And mult they all be hang'd, that ſwear and ye ? 

Wife, Every one. * 

Son. V Vho mult hang them ? 

Wife. V Vhy, the honeſt men, 

Son, Then the Liars and Swearersart# Fools: for there 
are Lyars and Swearersenow, tobeate the honeſt men, 
and hang upthem, 

Wife. Now God helpe thee, poore Monkie : 

But how wilt thou doe fora Father ? 

Sen, If hee were dead, youl'd weepe for him : if you 
would not it were a good figne, that I ſhould quickely 
have a new Father. 

Sox, Poore pratler, how thoutalk'it ? 

Enter a Meſſenger, 

AMef. Bleſie you faire Dame; I am not to you knowne, 
Theugh in your (tate of hononr 1 am perfect; 
| doubt ſome danger does approach you ncerely. 

If you will takca homely mansadvice, ws 

Be not found heere : hence with your little ones : 

To fright you thus, Methinkes t am to lavage : 

To do worſe to you, were fell Cruelty, 

VV hich is roo nic your perſan. Heauen pref:rve you, 

I dareabide no longer, _ Exu Meſſenger. 

Wife. Whither ſhould I flye? 
I have done no harme, But I remember now 
I aminthis carthly world ; where to doe harme 
Is often laudable, to doe good ſometime 
Accounted dangerous folly. Why thcn (alas) 

Doc I put up'thac womanly defence, 


What are theſe faces? 
Enter Muntherers. 

AMnr. Where is your husband? 

wife. 1 inno place ſounſancified, 
Where ſuch as thou maylt find hiar. 

AMur. He's a Traitor. 

Sor, Thou lyſt thou ſhagge-car'd Villaine, 

CAur, What you Egee ? 
Yong fry of Treachery ? 

Son, He has killd me Mother, 


Exyi crying Oorther, 


Sex%s | 
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OS 7 | That when they ſhall be open'd, blacke Afacberb 
| Will ſeeme as pure as Snow, and the poore Statc 


| Eſtecme him as 2 Lambe, being compar'd 


Scena Tertia. 


| 


—__ —_—_—— — — —— 


Enter Malcolme and Macduſfe. 


Mal. Lertus ſeeke out ſome deſolate ſhade, & there 

Weepe our ſad bolomes empty. 

CMacd. Letus rather 
Hold falt the mortall Sword : and like good men, 
Beſtride our downfall Birthdome : cach new Morne, 
New Widdowes howle,new Orphans cry, new forowes 
Strike Heaven on the tace, that it refounds 
As it it felt with Scotland, and yell'd our 
Like Syllable of Doiour, 

Mal. What beleeve, le waile ; 
W hat know, beleeve ; and what I can redreſle, 
As 1 ſhall findechetime to friend , I will. 
What you have ſpoke; it may be ſo perchance. 
This Tyrant, whole ſole name bliſters our rongues, 
Was onggthought honeſt : you have lov'd him well, _ 
He baba rouch'd you yet, I am young, but ſomething 
You may diſccrne of him through me, and wiſedome 
To offer up a weake, poore innocent Lambe 
Tappealcan angry God. 

Macd. I am not treacherous. 

Malc. But Macbeth is. 
A good and vertuous Nature may recoyle 
In an Imperiall charge. But 1 ſhall crave your pardon : 
Thar which you are, my thoughts cannot tranſpoſe ; 
Angels are bright ſtill, chough the brighrell fell. 
Though all things foule , would wear the brows of grace 
Yer Grace muſt {till looke ſo. 

Macd. I have loſt my Hopes. 

Hale, Perchance even there 
Where I did finde my doubts 
Why in that rawn&fle left you Wife,and Children? 
Thoſe precious Motives, thoſe ſtrong knots of Love, 
Without leave-:aking. I pray you, 
Let notmy lealoulics, be your Diſhonors, = 
But mine vwne Safeties : you may be rightly juſt, 
W hat ever I ſhail thinke. | 

Macd. Biced, bleed poore Country, 

Great Tyrany , lay thou thy ba''s ſure, | . 
For goodneſlc dare not check thee : weareY thy wrongs 
The Title is affcar'd. Farethee well Lord, 
I would not be the Villaine that thou think'ſt, 
For the whole Space that's in the Tyrants Graſpe, 
And the rich Eaſt to boot, 

Meal. Be not offended : 
I ſpeake not as in abſolute feare of you : 
I chinke our Country ſinkes beneath the yoake, 
It weepes, it blecds, and each new day a gaſh 
Is added to her wounds, 1 thinke withall, 
There would be hands uplifted in my right 


| And here from gracious England have l offer 
Of goodly thouſands. Burt for all this, 


When I {hall tread upon the Tyrants head, 
Or weare it on my Sword ; yet my poore Country 
Shall have murc vices then it had before, 
More ſuffer, and more {undry wayes then ever, 
By him that ſhall ſucceede. 

Maca. What ſhould he be ? 

Mat. It ismy ſelte I mezne . in whom I know 
All the particularsof Vice ſo grafted, 

o 


—r— 


With my confinelefle harmes. 

Macd, Not inthe Legions 
Of horrid Hell, can come a Divell more damn'd 
Incvils, to trop Macbeth. 

Macb, 1 grant him Bloody, 
Luxurious, Auaricious, Falſe, Deceitfull, 
Sodaine, Malicious, {moak ing of cvery ſinne 
Thar kha's a natne. But there's no bottome,none 
In my Voluptuouſneſſe : Your Wives, your Daughters, 
Your Matrons, and your Maides, could not fill up 
The Ceſterne of my Luſt, and wy Defire 


{ All continent Impediments would ore-beare 


That did oppote my will. Better Afacherh, 
Then ſuch an one to reigne. 

AMacd. Boundictic incemperance 
In Nature is a Tyranny : Ir hath beene 
Th untimely emptying of the happy Throne, 
And fall of many Kings. But teare not yet 
Totake upon you whatis yours : you may 
Convey your pleaſures in a ſpacious plenty, 
And yet ſecme cold: The time you may fo hoodwhhke : 
We have willing Dames enough : there cannot be 
Thar Vulture in you, to deyoure ſo many 
As will to Greatntfice dedicatethemiclves, 
Finding it {o inclinde. 

Mat. Withrthis, there growes 
In my moſt il|-compoy'd Aﬀection, ſuch 
A ltanchleſſe Aua: ice, tha! were | King, 
I ſhould cur off the Nobles for their Lands, 
Deſire his lewels, and this others Houſe, 
And my inore-having,would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that 1 ſhould torge 
Quarrels unjult againit the Good and Loyall, 


; Dcltroying them for wealth. 


HMacd. This Auarice 
ſtickes deeper ; growes with more pernicious roote 
Then Summer-ſecmins Luſt : and it bath bin 
TheSword of our flainc Kings : yet do not feare, 
Scotland hath Foyſonsto fill up your will 
Of your meere Owne. Allthele are portable, 
With other Graces weigh'd. 

Mal. But I have none. The King-becoming Graces, 
As lultice, Verity, Temp'rance, Stableneſlc, 
Bounty, Perſeverance, Mercy, Lowlincfle, 
Devotion, Paticnce, Courage, fortitude, 

have no reliſh of them, but abound 

3 the diviſion of cach ſeverall Crime, 

Afting it many wayes. Nay had i power I ſhould 
Ponre the {weet Milkeof Concord, into Hell, 
Vprore the univerſall peace, confound 
All unity onearth. 

CAMacd. O Scotland, Scotland. 

Mat. It ſuch a one be fitto governe, ſpcake : 
Iam as | haveſpoken, 

Mac.Fit to govern? Nonottolive.O Nation miſcrablc! 
With an untitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred, 
W hen ſhalt thou ſce thy wholſome dayes againe ? 
Since that the truelt Iſſue ofrhy Throne 
By his owne Interdiction tands accurſt, 
And do's blaſpheme his breed ? Thy Royall Father 
Was a moſt Sainted-King : the Queene that bore thee, 
Oftner upon her knees, then on her ter, 
Dy de every day ſheliv'd. Fare thee well, mw 
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Theſe Evils thou repeat'i!t apon thy (elfe, Are made, not mark'd z Where violentforrow teemes. ,: | 
Hath baniſht me from Scotland, O my Breſt, A Moderne extafie : The Deadmans knell, 
Thy hope cnds beere- Isthere ſcarie ask'd for who, and good menslives , | 
Mad. Macduff,this Noble paſlion Expire befoye the Flowers incheir Caps, | 
Childe of integrity, hath from my ſoule Dy1ng,or ere they (ickens FEY 
Wip'dthe blacke Scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts Macd. Ohrelation ; too nice, and yet tootrue. ., ,. | 
Tothy good Truth, and Honor. Divelliſh HMacherh, CHMate. What's the newelt griete ? ; 
By many of theſe traines, hath ſought to win me Roſſe. Thar of an houeres age,doth hiſle the ſpeaker, 
Into his power: and modeſt Wiſedome pluckes me Each iinuceteemes a new Ones 
From over-credulous haſt : but God above Aaca. How does my Waite? | 
Deale betweene thee and me ; For even now Roſſe, Why well. | 
| [ pnt my ſelfe to thy direRtion, and : Mecd. Andali my Children? 
Vnſpeake mine owne detration. Heere abiure = Roſe, Well too. 
The taints, and blames I laid upon my ſclte, |  Atacd. The Tyrant has not batter'd at their peace? 
For ſtrangersromy Nature, I am yet Rofſe.No,they were well a: peace when | did leave 'em. 
Vnknowne to women,never was forſwore, CMacd. Be not aniggardot 9 How gov'r ? 
Scarſely have coveted what was mine owne , Roſe. When I came hither to tranſport the I angs 
At no time broke av Faith, would not betray Which I have heavily borne, there ran a Rumour 
The Divell to his Fe low,and delight ? Of many worthy Fellowes, that were out, 
No lefle in truth then life. My fictt falle ſpeaking Which was to my beleefe witneſt che rather, 
Was this upon my ſeife, what Iam cruly For that I ſaw the Tyrants Power a-foot, 
Istbine, and my poore Countries to command z Now isthe time of helpe : your eye in Scotland 
Whither indeed, before thy heere approach, Would create Soidiours, make our women fight, 
Old Seyward with ten thouſand warlike men To dofte their dire diltrefſes. 
Already at a point, was ſetting foorth ? Cale. Ber't cheir comfort | 
Now wee'l together, and the chance of goodneſle _ | Weare comming thuher : Gracious England hath 
Belike our warranted Quarrell. Why are you filent ? 3- | Lent us good Serwerd, and renrboutand men, 
| HMacd. Such welcome, and unwelcome thingsat once | An older and a betier Seuldier,none 
| Tis hard to reconcile. That Chr ilteadome olves our. 
| Enter a Doltor, Rofſe. Would I could anfwer 
| Atal. Well, more anori. Comes the King forth This comfort with the like. But I have words 
I pray you ? That would be howl'd out in the deſertayre, 
De#F. 1 Sir : there are acrew of wretched Soules Where hearing ſhouldnot latchthems 
Thar ſtay his Cure : their azalady convinces CMWacd, What concerne they, 
The great aſſay of Art. Bur at histouch, The generall caue, or is it a Fee-gricfe 
Such ſanctity hath Heaven given his hand, - Due to ſome ſingle brett ? 
They preſently amend. Exit, Roſe. No minde that's honeſt 
Mat. 1 thanke you Door. But in it ſhares ſome woe, though the maine part 
CHMacd. \V har's the Ditcale he meanes ? Pertaines to you alone. 
Mal. Tis cal'd the Evill, Macd. It it be mine 
| A moſt miraculous worke in thisgood King, Keepe it not trom ime , quickly let me have it. 
Which oſten fince my heere remaine in England, '| Koſſe. Let not your earcsdeſpiſi. my tongue for ever, 
I have ſcene hia doe : How heſolicites keaven Which ſhall poſkſie them wich the heavielt tound 
Himſelfe beſt knowes ; but ftrangely viſited people Thar ever yet they hcard. 
| All f\wolne and VIcerous, pittitull to the cye, CMacd. Humh: i gueſſe at it, 
The meere delpaire of Surgery, kecurcs, Roſſe. Your Caſtle 13 turptiz'd 2 your Wife, and Babcs | 
Hanging a golden ſtampe about their neckes, Savagely ſlaughter'd : To reia:e the manner 
Put on wich holy Prayers, and 'tis ſpoken Were on the Quarry of theic murther'd Deere 
Tothe ſucceeding Royalty he leaves To adde the death of you. 
The healing Benedition. with this ſtrange vertue, ” Male. Mercifull Heaven : 
He hatha heavenly gift of Prophefie, W hat man, ne*re pull your hatupon your browes : 
And ſondry Bleſſings hang about his Throne, Give ſorrow words; the griefethat do's nor ſpeake, 
Thar ſpeake him full of Grace. Whilpers the o're-fraughe kcart, and bids it breake, 
| Emer Roſſe. | CMacd. MyChildrentoo ? 
| Macd. Se whocomes hecre. Ro, Wife, Children, Servants,all that could be found. 
Male. My Countryman : but yet I know hig not, AMeacd. And I myſt be from thence? My wite kil'd too? | 
Macd. My cuer gentle Cozen , welcome hither. Roſſe. 1 have ſaid. 
Male. I know him now. Good God betimes remoue Male. Be comforted, 
The meanes,the meanes that makes us ſtrangers, { Let's make us Med cinesof our great Revenge, 
Roſſ, Sir. Amen. To care this deadly greefe. 
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did? Macd. He ha's no Children. All my pretty ones? 
Reſſ. Alas poore Country, Did you ſay All? Oh Hell-Kite 1 All? | 
Almoſt affraid to know it ſelfe. It cannot What , All my pretty Chickens,and their Damme 
Be calld our Mother, but our Grave; where nothing | At onefell {woope ? 
But who knowes nothing is once ſcene to (mile : Mate. Diſpute it like a man» | 
| W here ſighes, and groancs, and ſhricks that rentthe ayre | fac. I ſhall doſo: N 
"= W £ | ut! 
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Burt I'muſt alſo feele it as a wan ; 
I cannot but remember ſuch things were 
That were moſt precious to me : Did heaven looke on, 
And wouid not take their part ? Sinfull Macdafee, 
They were all itrooke for thee : Naught that I am, 
Not fortheir ownedemerits, bur for mine 
Fell laughter on their ſoules : Heaven reſt them now. 
Hal. Be thisthe Whetſtone of your ſword, let griefc 
Convert toanger : blunt not the heart, enrage it. 
Macd, OI could play the woman with migecyes, 
And Braggart with my tongue. But gentle Heavens, 
Cut ſhorr all intermiſſion : Front to Front, 
Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland , and my ſelte 
Within my Swords length ſer him, if be ſcape 
Heaven forgivehim too, 
Mal. Thistimegoes manly : 
Come go we to the King, our Power is ready, 
Our lacke is nothing but our leave. CMacberb 
Is ripe for ſhaking,and the Powers abouc 
Pur on their Inſtruments:Recciue what cheere you may, 
The night is long that never findes the Day. ZExemnr, 


eA tus Quintus. Scana Prima. 


— 


Enter 4 Doltor of Phyficke, and a Wanting 
Gentlewoman, 

De, I have two Nights watch'd with you, but can 
perceiveno truth in your report, When was it ſhe laſt 
walk'd ? 

Gent. Since his Majeſty went into the Ficld, I have 
ſcene her riſe from her bed, throw her Night-Gown up- 
on her , unlocke her cloſlet, rake foorth paper, folde it, 
write upon't, read it, afterwards ſeale it, and againe rc- 
turne to bed ; yet all chis while in a molt taſt leepe, 

Doft. A great perturbation 1n Nature , to receive at 
once the benefit of ſleepe and dothe effects of watching. 
Inthis Qumbry agitation, beſides her walking, and other 
atuall performances, what (atany time) have you heard 
her ſay ? 

Goes That Sir, which I will not report after her. 

Dott, You may co me, and 'tis molt meet you ſhould. 

Gent. Neither to you,nor any one, having no witneſſe 
to confirme my ſpeech. Emer Ladywith a Taper. 


| Lo you, here ſhe comes: Thisis her very guilc, and ap- 


on my life faſt aſlcepe; obſerve her, cloſe. 

Dott. How came ſhe by that light? 

Gert, Why it ſtood by her : ſhe ha's light by her con- 
tinually, 'tis her commands 

Def. You ſee her eyes are open. 

Gent, T buttkeir ſenſe are ſhut. 

Dof#. What is it ſhe do's now ? 

Looke how ſhe rubbes her bands. 

Gent. It is an accuſtom'd ation with her, to ſeeme 
thus waſhing her hands - I have knowne her continue in 
this a ofan houre. 

Yet heere's a ſpot. 

DeZ. Heark,ſhe ſpcakes, I will ſet downe what comes 
from her, to ſatisfic my remembrance the more itrongly., 

£4. Our daraned ſpot : out 1 fay. One: Two: Why 
then 'tis time rodoo't : Hellis murky. Fye,my Lord, fie, 
a Souldicr, and affcar*d? what need we feare? who knows 
it, when none cancall our power to accompt : yet who 


would have thought the olde man to bave had lomuch 
blood in him. 

Dol. Do you marke that ? 

Lad. The Thane of Fife, had a wife: where is ſhe now? 
W hart will theſe hands neere becleane ? No more o'that 
my Lord, no more o'thatz you marre all with fat. 
ting. 

Doit. Goto, goto: 

You have knowne what you ſhould nor. 

Gent. She ha's ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, I am ſure 
of rhat : Heaven knowes what ſhe ha's knowne. 

Le. Here's the ſmell of the blood ſtill : all the per- 
fumes of Arabia will not ſweeten this little hand. 

Oh, oh, oh, 

Dett, Whata ſigh 

Gent. I would not have ſuch a hcart in wy boſome, 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Dott. Well, well, well. 

Gent. Pray God it be fir. 

Dott, This diſeaſe is beyond my praftiſe: yet I have 
knowne thoſe which have walkt in their fleep,who have 
dyed holily intheir beds. 

Lad. Waſh your hands, put on your Night-Gowne, 
looke not ſo pale : Itell you yet againe Baxgquo's buried ; 
he cannot come out on's graves 

Dott. Evenſo ? 

Lady. Tobed, to bed : there's knocking at the gate ; 
Come, come, come, come, give me your hand : What's 
done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed, 


Exit L aaj. 

Dot, Will ſhe go now to bed ? 

Gent, DireAly. 

Deit, Foule whiſp'ringsare abroad : unnaturall deeds - 
Do breed uanatarall troubles ; infefted mindes 
Totheir deafe pillowes willdiſcharge their Secrets: 
More needes ſhe the Divine, then the Phyſitian ; 
God, God forgive usall. Looke after her, 
___ from ber the a—_— all annoyance, 
And ſtill keepe eyes her : So goodnight; 
My minde eh ha's moed,cod amaz'd my fight. 
I thinke, but dare not ipeake. 

Gent, Good night good Doftor. 


- OT ———— 


Scena Secunda. 


Exennt. 
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Drum and Colours, Emter Monteth, Cathnes, 


Ange, Lonx, Souldiers. 


| 
Met. The Engliſh power is necre, led on by Malcolm, 
His Vnkle Seward, and the good Aacaeff. 
Revenges burne inthem'+for their deere cauſes 
Excite the mortified man. 
Ang. Neere Byrnan wood 
Shall we well meet them, that way are they cn— 
Cath. Whoknowes if Donalbane be with his brother ? 
Len. For certaine Sir, heisnot : Ihhavea File 
Of all the Gentry ; there is Sgwerd: Sonne, 
And many unruffe that evennow 
Proteſt their firſt of 
Aent. W hat do's the Tyrant. 
Cath. Great Dunſinanc he Fortifics , 
Some ſay hee's mad : Others, that hate him) 
Do call it valiant Fury, but for certaine 
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isthere? The heart is ſorely charg'd | 


—  —— — 
—— — 


| 


| Death of thy ſoule,thoſe linnen cheekes of thine 


| Which the poore heart would fainedeny ,anddare not. 


| Zac, Ile Fght,till from my bones,my 
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He cannot buckle his diſtemper'd.caule 
Within the velt of Rule. 
Ang. Now doe's he feele 
His ſecret Murthers ſticking on his hands, 
Now minutely Revolts upbraid his faith-breach z 
Thoſc he commands,move onely in command, 
Nothing in love: Now doe's he feele his Title 
Hang 190{e about bim,like a Giants Robe 
Vpona Dwarfiſh Theete. 
Ment. Who then ſhall blame 

Hispeſter'd Senſes to recoyle,and fart, 
When all that is within him,doe's condemne 
lt ſelte, for being there. 

Cath. Well,march weon, 
To give obedience where tis truely ow'd : 
Meet we the Med'cire of the ſickly Weale, 
And with him powre we in our Countries purge, 
Each drop of us. 

Lenex. Or ſo muchas itneeds, 
To dew the Soveraigne Flower,and drowne the Weeds 
Make we our March towards Birnam. Exe wne marching 


—_— _— 
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Scena T ertia. 


—— ——_—_—_— 


Enter Macheth,Dottor and Attendants, 


CC 


AMacb. Bring me no more Reports, letthem flyeall ; 
Till Byrnam Wood remove to Dunfinane, 
I cannot taint with Feare. Whars the Boy Aalceime? 
Was he not borne of woman ? | he Spirits that know 
All mortall Conſequences, have pronounc'd me thus : 
Feare not Macberh,vo man thac's borne of woman 
Shall ere have power upon thee. Then fly falle Thanes, 
And mingle with the Engiiſh Epicures, 
The minde I ſway by ,and the heart 1 beare, 
Shall never ſagge with doubr,nor ſhake with feare. 
"Emer Servant, 
The Divell damne thee blacke, thou cream-fac'd Loone : 
Where got'{t chou that Gooſe-looke. | 
Ser. There is ten thouſand. 
Mach, Geele Villaine ; 
Ser, Souldiers fir. 
Mach, Goe pricke thy face,and over-redthy feare | 
Thou Lilly-liver'd Boy. W hat Souldiers,Patch? 


Are Counfailoursto feare. W hat Souldicrs W hay-face? 
Ser, The Erg!iſh Force,ſo pleaſe you. 
Macb.Take thy face hence. Seyton,1 am ficke at heart, 

When I bchold : Seysox,] fay,this puſh 

Will cheere o1e ever,or diſcale me now. 

[ haye liv'd long enough : my way of life 

Is falne into the Seare,the yellow Leafe, 

And that which ſhould accompany Old Age, 

As honour, love,obedience, Troopes of Friends, 

I maſt not looks to have : but intheir ſtead, 

Curſes,not lowd but deepe, Mouth-honour, breath 


Seyton ? 
Enter Seyten. 
Sey. Whats your Gracious pleaſure ? 
ac. What newes more? 


Sey. Allis confirm'd my Lord,which was 


} Would ſcowre thele E 


fleſh is hackt. 


—— 


——_——— 


Give me my Armour, 
Sex. Tisnot needed yer. 
Mac. leputiton: 
Send out moe horſes,skirre the Countrey round, 
Hang thoſe that ſtand in feare.Give me mine Armor : 
How doe's your Patient, DoRtor ? 
Dot?, Not ſo ſicke my Lord, 
As (he is troubled with thicke-comming Fancics 
That keepe her from herreſt, 
AMacb. Cure her of that : 
Canſt chou not Miniſter to a minde diſcas'd, 
Plucke from the Memory a rooted Sorrow, 
Raze out the written troubles of the Braine, 
————_— {weet oblivious Antidote 
e the (tuft boſome, of that perillous ſtuffe 
W hich weighes upon the heart _ 
Dot, Therein the Patient | 
Muft Miniſter unto himſelfe, 
Mach, Throw Phyſicke to the Dogs, Tle none of it. 
- mat prone nm 
exron,{cnd out ; or,the Thanes flye me : 
Come ſir,dif o | 
The warer any Land,find her diſcaſe, 
And purge it to a ſound and priſtine Health, 
I would applaud thee to the very Eccho, 
That ſhuuld applandagaine, Pull*r off 1 fay, 
What Rubarb, Czny,or what Purgative d 


DoA. I my good Lord : your Royall eparation 
Makes us hevotkams hin. ht 

CAac, Bring it after me : 
I will no. be afraid of Dcachand Bane, 
Till Birnam Forreſt come to Dunſinare, 

Det. Wceel from Dunſinane away,and Cleare, 
Protit againe ſhould hardiy diaiy me here. 


—_— - ww — OO — 


Scena Quarta. 


— — 


—_— 


— 


Drum and Colours, Enter Malcolme, Seyward, © M/ac- 
dnffe Seywards Soune,Menteth,C athnes, Angus, 
and Souldiers Marching, 


Malc. ColinsI hope the dayes arc necreat hand 
That Chambers will be ſafe, 

CMent. We doubt itnothing. 

Seyw. What Wood is this before us ? 

Atent. The Wood of Byrnam. 

Male, Letevery Souldicr hew him downe a Bough, 
And bear't before him,thereby thall we ſhadow 
The numbers of our Hoaſt,and make dilcovery 
Erre in of us. 

Seyw. We lcarne noother,but the confident Tyrant, | 
Keepes ſtill in Dunſfinane,and will indure ; 
Our ſetting downe befor't. 

Mealc. Tis hismaine hope : 

For where there is advantage to be given, 

Both more and leſſe have given him the Revolt, | 
And none (erve with him, bur conſtrained things, 

Whoſe ncarts are abſent tog, | 

Me.cd. Let our beit Cenſures 
Before thetrue event.and put we on 


tch. If thou could'it DoRor,cat 


liih hence:hearſt thou of them? * 


£ xewnt.. t 


| 
| 
| 


PP 


— 
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_—_ Induſtrious | 
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Induſtrious Souldicrſhip. - 
Sep. The time approaches, 
That will with due deciſion make us know 
What we ſhall ſay we have,and what we owe : 
T houghts ſpeculative,their unſure hopes relate, 
Bur certaine iſſue,{trokes mult arbitrate, : 
Towards which, advance the warre, Exeunt marching. 


_Y 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Macbeth,Seyton,and Souldiers with 
Dram and Colours. 


G 
Macb. Hang out our Banners on the outward walls, 
The Cry is ſtill, they come : Our Caſtles ſtrer:geh 
Will laugh a Siege to {corne :; Here tet tl:em lye, 
| Till Famine and the Aguecate them up : 
Were they not forc'd with thoſe that ſhould be ours, 
We might have met them darctull,beard to beard, 
Andbcat them backeward home. W hart is that noyſc? 
A cry within of Women, 
Sey. It isthe cry of women,my good Lord, 
AMacb. I bavealmolt forgot the talte of Feares : 
The time has beene,my ſenſes wou}d have coof'd 
To heare a Night-ſhricke,and my Fell of haire 
Would at a diſimali Treatiſe rowze,and ſtirre 
As life were in't. 1 have ſupt full with horrors, 
Direneſlc tamiliar to my flaughterous thoughts 
Cannot once ſtart me. W hercfore was that cry ? 
Sey. The Quicene (my Lord)is dead. 
Hacb. She ſhould have dy'd herea'ter ; 
There would have been a time for ſuch a word ; 
To morrow,and to morrow,and tomorrow, 
Creepes in this petty ace from day today, 
To the laft Syllable of Recorded time x 
And ail our yelterdayes, have lighted Fooles 
The way to [tady death. Out,out, briefe Candle, 
Life's but a walking Shadow, a poore Player, 
That ſtruts and frets his houre upon the Stage, 
And then is heard no more. Ir isa Tale 
Told by an Ideot,full of ſound and fury 
Signifying nothing. Emer a Meſſen ger 
Thou com'ſt to uſe thy Tongue : thy ſtory quickly, 
Meſ, My Gracious Lord, 
I ſhould report that which I fay I ſaw, 
But know-not how to doo't. 
Macb. Well,lay firs 
Mefſ. As Idid ſtand my watch upon the hill 
Tlook't toward Byrnam,and anon me thought 
The Wood began to move. 
HMacb. Lyargand Slave. 
Meſ. Let me endure your wrath,ift benatfo ; 
Within this three mile may you ſce it comuing. 
I fay,a moving Grove. 
Marb, If thou ſpcak'ſt falſe, 
Vponthe next tree ſhalt thou hang alive 
Till Fawine cling thee : 1f thy ſpecch be ſooth 
I care not if thou dolt for me as much. s 
| T pull in Reſclution,and bepin 
Todoubt the Equivocarion of the Fiend, 
Thar lies 1ke truth. Fare not, till Byrnam Wood 
Doe come to Dunſinanc,and now a Wood 


— 


——_— 


| 


Comes toward Dunſinane, Arme,arme,and our, 

If this which he 2vouches doe's appeare, 

There is nor flying hence,nor tarrying here, 

I'gin to be a weary of the Sunne, 

And wiſh th'cſtate o*th'worla were now urcon, 

Ring the alarum Bell, blow Wind,come wracke, 

Art lealt weel dye with Harnefle on our backe. Exexnr, 


——. 


—- 


ScanaSexta, 


Drum and { olours. 
Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Mackduffe,and their Army, 
with Bonohes, 


Mal. Now neere enough : 

Your Leavy Screenes throw downe, 
And ſhew likethole you are : You( worthy Vncle) 
Shall with my Couſin, your right Noble ſonne, 
Liad our fi1 {t Battell. Worthy CHacdeffe aud we 
Shall tak. upon's w hat «lic remaines to doe - 
According to our order. 

Sey. Fare you well : 
Doe we but find the Tyrants power to night, 
Let us be beaten,if we cannot fight. (breath, 

AMacd. Make all our Trumpets ſpeake, give them all 
Thoſe clamourous Harbingers of blood,and death. Exex. 

Alarums continued, 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Macbeth, 
CMacb, They have tyed me to a ſtake,] cannot flye, 
But Beare-like 1 muſt tight the courſe. W hats he 
That was not borne of woman? Sucha one 
Am I to fcare,or none. 
Enter youg Seyward. 
| YT.Sey, Whartis thy name? 
e 1 acb. Thou'lr be afraid to heare it. 
T.Sey. No: though thou call'ft thy ſelfe a hotter name 
Than any isin hell. 
Mach. My name's CHacbetb, : 
T,Sey. The Divell himfelfe could not pronounce a Title 
More hatefu!l ro mine care, 
Mach. No; nor more fearefull. 
7.Sey.1houlicftrhou abhorced Tyrant, with my ſword 
lle prove thelye thou 7 raed " 
T1 ong Seyward [laines 
Mach. Thou waſt boo of _ 4 
But {words I \mileat, Weapons laugh to ſcorne, 
Brandiſh'd by manthat's of a Woman borne. Exit. 
eAlarums, Emer Macdaffe, 
Macd. That way the noyſcis : Tyrant ſhew thy tace, 
If thou beeſt {laine,and with ne ſtroake of mine, 
My Wife and Childrens Ghoſts will haunt me (till ; 
I cannot ſtrike at wretched Kernes,whoſe armes 
Are hyr'd to beare their Staves ; cither thou Macbeth, 
Orelle my ſword with an unbatterred edge | 
I ſheath againe undeeded. There thou ſhould'ſt be, 


| 


By this greatclatrer,one of greateſt note 
——_— Seemes 


_—— —— 


[ — 


— .c—_—_— 


_— — 


_— -_ 
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Scemes bruited. Let me finde him Fortune, 
And more I begnot- : Exit, eAlarums, 


Enter Malcolme and Sey ward. 


Seyw. This way my Lord,the Caltles peatly rendred: 
The Tyrants le,on both ſides doe fight, 
The Noble Thanesdoe bravely in the Warre, 
The day. almoſt it Klfe proteſſes yonrs, 
And little 1s to doe, 
Malc, We have met with Foes 
Thar ſtrike befide us, 
Seyw. Enter,Sir,the Caſtle, 
Enter (Macbeth, 
Mac. Why ſhould I play the Roman Foole,and dye 
On miac owne\{word? whiles E ſee lives,the gaſhes 
Doe better upon them. 
| Enter Macduffe. 
Afacd. Turne Hell-hound,turne. 
Mac. Of all men elſe I have avoyded thee : 
Bur ger thee backe,my ſoule is roo much charg'd 
With blood of thine alrcady. 
AMacd, I haveno words, : 
My voyce is in my Sword,thou bloodicr Villaine 
Than tcarmes can give thee out. Fight g Alarm, 
Macb. 1 hou loſeſt labour, 
As caſic may'lt rhou the intrenchant Ayre 
With thy keene Sword imprefle,as make me bleed : 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Creſts, 
[ beare a charmed life, which mult not yeeld 
To one of woman borne. 
Maca, Diſpaire thy Charme, 
And let the Angell whom thou {till haſt ſerv'd 
Tell thee; Macdaffe was from his Mothers wombe 
Vntimely ript. 
Mach. Accurſed be that tongue that tels meſq ; 
For it hath Cow'd my better part of man : 
And be theſe Iugling Fiends no more beleev'd, 
That palter with us 1n a double ſenſe, 
That -cepe the word of promiſe toour care, 
An4 breake it to our hope. Ilenot fight with thee. 
Aacd, Then yeeld thee Coward, 
And live to be the ſhew,and gaze oth'time. 
Wee'l have thee,as our Rarer Montters arc 
Painted upona Pole,and uncer-writ, 
Here may you ſee the Tyrant. 
Macb. I will got yeeld 
To kiſſe the ground before yong MHalcolmes feet, 
And to be baited with the Rabbles curſc, 
Though Byrnam Wood be come to Dunſinane, 
And thou oppos'd,being of no woman borne, 
YerI will try thelaſt. Before my body, 
I throw my warlike Shicld : Lay on CHacdaffe, 
And damn'd be him,thar firſt cryes hold;cnough 
Exeunt fpghting, Alarums, 


£Exeunt, eAlarum- 


-_ 


Enter Fi ghtin 0,and Macbeth ſla:ye. 


Retreat and Flouriſh, Enter with Dramme and C olowurs, | 


CHalcolme,Seyward,Rofſe,Thanes and Soldiers. 
Mal, 1 would the Friends we miſſe,were ſafe arriv'd. 
Sey. Some muſt goe off : and yer by thelc I ſee, 

So great a day as thisis cheapely bought, 
Mal. Macduffe is miſſing,and your noble Sonne- 
R»fſ. Your ſonne my Lord, ha's paid a Souldiers debt, 
He onely liv'd but till he wasa man, 
The which no ſooner had his Proweſle confirm'd 
Inthe unſhcinking ſtation where he fought, 
Burt like a man he dy'd. 
Sey, Then heisdead ? 
Rofſe.I,and brought off the Field:your cauſe of ſorrow 
Muſt not be mcaſiu'd by his woithyfor then 
It hath no end, 
Sey, Had he his hurts before, 
Reſſ. I, onthe Front, * 
Sey. Why then,Gods Souldier be he; 
Had I as many ſonnes,as I have haires, 
I would not wiſh them toa fairer death : 
And ſo his Knell is knoll'd. 
Mal. Hcee's worth more ſorrow, 
And that Ile ſpend for him. 
Sey. He's worth no more, 
They fay he parted well,and paid his ſcore, 
And ſo God be with him Here comesnewer c 
Enter Macdaffeqwith Macheths head, 
Macd, Haile King, tor fo thouart. 
Behold where ſtands 
Th'Vſurpers curſed head : therime is free ; 
I fee thes compaſt withthy Kingdomes Pearle, 
Thar ſpeake my falutationin their minds : 
Whole voyces I defire alowd with mine, 
Haile King of Scotland. 
Al. Haile King of Scotland, Flowiſh. 
Hal, We ſhall not ſpenda large expence of time, 
Before wereckon with your ſeverall loves, 
And make us even with you. My Thanes and Kinſmen 
Henceforth be Earles,the firſt that ever Scotland 
In ſuch an honor nam'd : Whats more to doe 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exil'd Friends abroad, 
That fled the Snares of watchfull tyranny, 
Producing forth the cruell Miniſters 
Ofthis dead Butcher,and his Fiend-like Queene ; 
Who(as 'tisthought)by ſelfe and violent hands, 
Tooke off her life, This,and what needfull elſe 
Thar cals upen us, by the Grace of Grace, 
We will performe in mealure,time,and place : 
Sothankes to all at once,and to each one, 
Whom we invite,to ſee us Crown'd at Scone, 
Flouriſh, Exennt omnes. 


omfort, 


— — 
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PP 3 


ES 
MS \ 


THE TRA 
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OF 


HA MLET, Prince of Denmarke. 


Aitus Primus, 


Scaena Prima, 


Enter Barnardo and Franciſco two Centinels, 


Mes your iclfe. 


Bar. Long live the King, 
Fran, 4 cent >] 
Bar. He. 


Fran. You come moſt carefully upon your houge, 
Bar.Tis now ſtruck twelve,get thee to bed Franciſco, 
Fran, For this reliefe much thankes : Tis bitrer cold, 
AndI am ficke at hearr. 
Barn. Have you had quiet Guard? 
Fran. Nota Moutc ftirring, 
Barn. Well,goodnight. 1t you doc meet Horatio and 
Marcelins, the Rivals ot my Watch,bid them make haſt. 
Emer Horatio and 1 arcellus, 
Fran, Ithinke I heare them. Stand: who's there ? 
Hor, Friends to this ground. 
AMar. And Licge-men tothe Dane. 
Fran, Give yoa good night. 
Mar.O farewel honeſt Soldier,who hath reliev'd you? 
Fra. Barnard? ha's my place : give you gool night, 
Exiu Franciſco. 
Mer. Holla Barnarde, 
Bar, Say,what is Horatio there ? 
Hor. A peece of him. | 
Bar. Welcome Horatio,welcome good CMarcelias. 
CIMar.What,ha's this thing appear'd againe to night, 
Bar. I have icene nothing. 
HMar. Horatio ſayesgtis but our phantaſie, 
And will not let belecefe take hold of him 
Touching this dreaded ſight twice ſeene of us, 
Therefore I have intreated him along 
With us,to watch the minutes of this night, 
That if againe this Apparition come, 
He may approve our eyes,and ſpeake to it, 
Hor, Tuſh,tuſh, twill notappeare. 
Bar. Sir downea while, 
| Andlert us once againe aſſaile your cares 2] 
Thatare ſo fortified againſt our Story, 
What we two nights have ſcene. 
Hor, We<ll,fit we downe, : 
And let us hcare Barmards ſpeake of this. 
Barn, Laſt night of all, 
W hon yond ſame Starre thats Weſtward from the Pole 
Had made his courlc t'illume that part of heaven 


| Hor. That can I, 


Where now it burnes,farcellws and my ſclfe, 
The Bell then beating one. 
Mar. Peace,breaks thee off 3 Enter the Ghoſt, 
Looke where it comes againe. : 
Bar. In the ſeme figure like the Kipg thats dead. 
Car, Thouart a Scholler ; {peake to it Horatio. 
Bar, Looke it not like the King ? Marke ut Horato, 


Hor. Molt like ; It haxrrowes me with feare and won- 


Bar, It would be ſpoke to. (der 
Mar, Queſtion it Horatio, 
Hor, What a-t thou that uſurp'ſt this time of night, 
Togcther with that faire and warlike forme 
In « hich the Majcſty of buried Denmarke 
L1d {ometimes march : By heaven I charge thee ſpeake, 
Mar. It is offended. 
Bar. Sce,it {talkes away. 
Hor, Stay : ſpeake ; ſpeake: I charge thee,ſpeake* 
Exu the Ghoſh, 
Mar. Tis gone,and willnot anſwer. 
Bar, How now Horatio ? You tremble & looke pale: 
Is not this ſomething more than phancaſic ? 
Whert thinke you on'r ? 
Hor, Bcfore my God I might nor this belceve 
Without the ten(:ble and true avouch 
Ot minc owne eyes. 
Mar, 1s it not like the King ? 
Hor. As thou artto thy ſelfe, 
Such was the Armour he hid on, 
When th'Ambitious Norway combarted : 
So trown'd he once,when in an angry parlc 
He {mot the {ledded Pollax on the Ice. 
Tis ſtrange. 
Car. Thus twice before,and juſt at this ſame houre, 
With Martiall ſtalke,hath he gone by our Watch, 
Hor.1n what particular thought ro worke,I know not; 
Bur 1n the grofle and ſcope of my opinion, 
This boads ſome it eruption to our State, 
Mar. Good now fit downe,and tell me he that knowes 
W hy this ſame ſtritand moſt obſervant Watch, 
So nightly toyles the ſubjzet of the Land, 
And why ſuch daily Caſt of Brazcn Cannon 
Aud forraigne Mart for Implements of Warre : 
Why ſuch unpreſle of Shipwrights,wheſc ſore Taske 
Do's not divide the Sunday fromthe wzeke, 
W har might be toward,that this ſweaty haſte 
Doth make the night joynt-lebourer with the day : 
Who is'r that can informe me ? 


—— 
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T he Tragedy of Hamlet. 


Atlealt the whiſper goes ſo : Our laſt King, 
W hoſe Image even but now appear'd to us, 
Was (as you know) by Fortinbras of Norway, 
( Thereto prick'd on by a moſt emulate pride) 
Dar'd to the Combarte, In which,our valiant Hamlet, 
( For ſo this ſide of ourknowne world cſteem'd bim ) 
Did (lay this Fortinbras 2 Who by a ſcal'd Compatt, 
Well ratified by Law,and Heraldry, 
Did forfeit (with his lifc)all thoſe his Lands 
W hich he ſtood ſeiz'd on,tothe Conqueror ; 
Againſt the which, a Moity competent 
Was gaged by our King : which had return'd 
To the Inheritance of Fortinbras, 
Had he bin Vanquiſher,as by the ſame Cov'nant 
And carriage of the Article deſign'd, 
His fell to Hamler. Now fir,yong Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle, hot and full, 
Hath in the skirts of Nurway, ere and there, 
Shark'd up a Litt of Landleſſc Reſolutes, 
For food and Dyer,to ſome Enterprize 
That hath a ſtomake in't ; whichis no other 
(And it doth well appeare unto our State) 
Bur to recover of us by ſtrong band 
And termes Compultſative,thole foreſaid Lands 
So by his father loſt : and this(l take ic ) 
Is the maine motive of our Preparations, 
The ſourle of this our Watch,and the chiefe head 
Of this poſt-haſte,and Romage in the Land, 
Enter Ghoſt againe. 
But ſoft,bchold : Loe,wheie it comes againe : 
Ile crofle it, though ir blaſt me. Stay Illuſion : 
It chou halt auy found,or uſe of voyce, 
Speake to me. If there be any good thing to be done, 
T hat may to thee doe caſc,and grace to me; ſpeake to me. 
If thou art privy tothy Countries Fate 
(Which happily forc knowing may avoyd)Oh ſpeake, 
Or,if rnou halt uphoordedin thy life . 
Extortcd Treaſure in the wombe of Earth, 
| (For which, they ſay,you ſpirits oft walke in death) 
| Speake of 1t. Stay,and ſpeake, Stop it Aarcelins, 
Altar. Shall I ſtrike at it with amy Partizan? 
Hor. Doe if it will not ſtand, | 
Barn, Tis here. 
Hor, Tis here, 
Mar. Tis gone. 
Wedoe it wrong,being ſo Majeſticall 
To offer it the ſhew of Violence, 
For it is as the Ayre,invulnerabl:, 
And our vaine blowes,malicious mockery, 
Barn. It was about to ſpeake,when the Cocke crew. 
Hor. And then it ſtarred, like a guilty thing 
Vpon a fearc fall Summons. I have heard, 
The Cocke thar is the Trumpet to the day, 
| Doth with his lofty and ſhrill-ſvunding throat 
| Awake the god of Day : andat his warning, 
Whether in Sca,or Fire,in Earth,or Ayre, 
Th'extravagant and erring {pirit,hyes 
| To his Contine, And of thetruth herein, 
; Thispreſent Obje& made probation, 
Mar, It faded on the crowing of the Cocke, 
| Some ſayes,that ever 'gainſt that ſeaſon comes 
| Wherein our Saviours Birth is celebrated, 
| The Bird of Dawning ſingethall night long : 
| Ard (they ſay)no ſpirit can walke abroad, 
| The nights are wholſom,then no Planets ſtrike, 
i 


—P — _  — = ——  — 


Exit Ghoſt. 


No Faicry talkes,nor Witch hath power to Charme : 


— 


_—_— 


&S @r_m_ 


| 


SO hallou *d and fo gracious isthe time. 

Hor. So have I heard,and due in part beleeve it, 
Bur ;ooke,the Morne in Rufſet Mantle clad, 
Waikes o're the Dew of yon high Eaſternce hill, 
Breake we our Watchup,and by my advice 
Let us iaipart what we have feeneto night 
Vnto yong Hamler. Forvpon my lite, 
This fpirit dumbe to us, will ſpeaketo him : 
Doe you conſent we ſhall acquaint kim with ir, 
As n-evfull in our Loves, ficting cur duty ? 

Aw. Ler'sdo't I pray,and I this morning know 

Where we ſhall finde him moſt conveniently. Evennt, 


_— 


Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Claudius, King of Denmarks , Gertrud rhe 
DL ueene, Hamlet, Polonins, Laertes and his Siſter 
Ophelia, Lords Attendants, 


King.Though yer of Hamlet our deare Brothersdeath, 
The memory ve greene : andthatit us befitted 
Tobearc our hcar:s in griefe,and our whole Kingdome 
To be contracted in one brow of woe : 

Yer fo farre hath Diſcretion fought with Nature, 

That we with wilclt forrow thinke on him, 

Together with remembrance of our ſelves. 

Therefore our {ometimes Stfter,now our Queene, 

Th'1mperiall loyntrefle of this warhike State, 

Have we,as twere,witha defeated joy, 

With one Auſpicious,and one Dropping eye, 

With mirth in Funcrall,and with Dirgein Marriage, 

In equall Scale weighing Delight and Dole 

Taken to wife ; nor have we herein barr'd 

Your better Wikedomes, which bave treely gone 

With this aftaire along, for all our Thankes. 

Now followes,that you know yong Fortinbras, 

Holding a weake ſuppotall of our worth ; 

Octhinking by our late deare Brothers death, 

Our State to be dilioynt,and cur of Frame, 

Colicagued withthe dreame of his Advantage ; 

He hath not faii*d to peſter us with Meſſage, 

Importing the ſurrender of thoſe lands 

Lolt by bis Father , withall Bondsof Law 

To our moſt valiant Brother. Somnchtor him- 

Enter Voltimanud and Cornelins, 

Now for our ſelfe,and for thistime of meeting 

Thus much the bufinefle is. We have here writ 

To Norway, V ncle of yong Fertinbras, 

Who impotent and bedrid, ſcarcely heares 

Of this his Nephewes purpoſe,toſuppreſſe 

His further gate herein, Inthat the Levies, * 

The Lilts,and full proportions arc all mado 

Our of his ſubject : and ve here difpatch 

Yougood Cornelins,and you Voltimand, 

For bearing ot this greeting to old Norway, 

Giving co you no further perſonalt power 

To baſineſic withthe King,more than the ſcope 

Of thele dilated Articles allow : 

Farewell,and kt your haits commend your duty. 
Vols. Inthat,andallthings,will we ſhew ourduty, 
King, We doubt it nothing, heartily farewell, 

Exit Voltimand and Corneling, 

And now Laertes whats the newes withyor ? 
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You told us of ſome ſuite, What is't Laertes? 
You cannot ſpeake of Reaſon to the Dane, 
And looſe your voyce. What wouldit thou beg Laertes, 
That ſhall not be my Offcr, not thy Asking ? 
The head 1snot more Nativeto the heart, 
The hand more inſtrumentallto the Mouth, 
Then is the Throne of Denmarke to thy father, 
What would(t thou have Laertes ? 
Laer, Dread my Lord, 
Yourleave and favour to returne to France, 
From whence, though willingly I came to Denmarke 
Toſhew my duty in your Coronation, 
Yet now I mult conteſle, that duty done, 
My thoughtsand wiſhes bend againe towards Fraxct, 
And bow them to your gractous leave and pardon. 
King. Have you your Fathers lcave ? 
W het faycs Polonus ? 
" Pol. Hc hathmy Lord : | 
I doe beſeech you give him lcave to goe. 
King. Take thy faire houre Leerres, time be thine, 
And thy bcſt graccs ſpend it at thy will : 
But now my Cofin Hamlet, and iny Sonne ? 
Ham. A little more then kin, and lefſe then kind. 
King. How is it"that the Clouds ſtill hang on you? 
Ham. Not ſo my Lord, Iam too much ith'Sun, 
Dnee. Good Hamlet caſt thy nightly colour off, 
Andict thine cye looke like a Friend on Denmarke. 
Doe not for evcr with thy veyled lids 
Secke for thy Noble Father inthe duſt ; 
Thou knowſt tis common, all that live mult dye, 
Paſſing threugh Natore, to Eternity. 
Ham. 1 Madam, It 15 COMMON 
One, If it be; 
Why ſcemes it fo particular with thee. 
Ham, Sceemcs Madam ? Nay, it is : I know not Seemes: 
Tis not alone my Inky Cloal.c (good Mother) 
Nor Cuſtowary ſuites of ſolemne Blacke, 
Nor windy ſuſpiration of forc'd breath, 
No,nor the truitfull River in the Eye, 
Nor the dejected haviour of the Vitage, 
Together with all Formes, Moods, ſhewcs of Griefe, 
That can denote me truly. Theſe indeed Seeme, 
For they ate actions that a man might play : 
But I have that Within, which paſlcth ſhow ; 
Theſe, but the Trappings, and the Suites of woe, 
King. Tis ſweet and commendable 
In your Nature Hamlet, 
To give theſe mourning gutics to your Father z 
Put you muſt know, your father loit a father, 
That father loſt, loſt his, and the Surviver bound 
In filiall Obligation, tor tome terme 
Todoe vbſcquious Sorrow. But to perſever 
In obſtinate Condolcment, 1s a com lc 
Of impious ſtubbornnefic. Tispnmanly gricfe, 
It ſhewes a will molt incorrect to Heaven, 
A heart unfortified, a Miud impatient, 
An Vnderſtanding ſimple, and unſchool'd : 
For, what we know muſt be, and is as common 
As any the moſt vulgar thingrto ſence, 
Why ſhould we in our peeviſh Oppoſition 
Take it to heart ? Fye, tisa faultto heaven, 
A fault 2gainſt the Dead, a fault to Nature, 
To Reaſon moſt abſur'd, whoſe common Theame 
Is death of Fathers, and who ſtill hath cryed, 
From the firſt Coarle,till he that dycd to day, 
This maſt be fo. We pray you throw to earth 


. Wouid have mourn'd longer) married with mine Vnkle, 


This unprevayling woe, acd thinke of us, 
As of a Father ; tor let the world take notes 
You are the moſt imincdiate to our Throne, 
And wich no leſſe Nobility of Love, 
Then that which deereſt Father beares bis Sonne, 
Doe I impart towards you. For your intent 
In going backe toSchoole in Wittenberg, 
It 1s molt retrogarde to our defire ; 
And we beſeech you, bend you toremaine 
Heere in the checre and comfort cf our eye, 
Our chcifc{t Courtier Colin, and our Sonne. 

Lue. Let not thy Mother loſe her Prayers Hamer ; 
I prethce ſtay with us, goe not to Wittenberg. 

Hem. I ſhall inall my teſt 
Obey you Madam. 

King. Why tis a loving, and a faire Reply, 
Be as our {clfe in Denmarke. Madam ccme, 
1hizgentleand unforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sitsſmiling tomy beart, ingrace whercof, 
No jocond health that Denmar ke drinkes to day, 
But the great Cannon to the Clowds ſhall tell, 
And the Kings Rouce, the heavens thall bruite againe, 
Reſpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away. Exeunt. 

Manet Hamlet. 

Ham. Oh that this too too ſolid Ficſh, would melt, 
Thaw, and reſolve it ſelfe into a Dew : 
Or that the Everlaſting had not fixt 
His Cannon gainſt iclfe-flaughter. O God, O God | 
How weary, ſtale, fiat, and unprofitable 
Secmes to meall the uſes of this world? 
Fyeon't? Oh fie, fie, tis anunweeded Garden 
That growesto Secd : things rank, and groſle in Nature 
Poſicfle it meerely. That it ſhould come to this ; 
Butrwo mcnthsdecad ; Nay, rot ſo much ; not two, 
So excellcnt a King, that was tothis 
Hyperion to a Saty1e : ſo toving to my Mother, 
That he might not betecne the wirides of heaven 
Vil her face tco roughly. Heaven ard Earth 
Muſt 1 remember : why ſhe would bang on him, 
Asitercreaſe of Appetite had growne 
By whatitfed on ; and yet within a month ? 
Let me notthinke on't : Frailty, thy name is woman! 
Alittle Month, or ere thoſe ſhooes were old, 
With which ſhe followed my poore Fathers body 
Like XN zobe, all teares. Why ſhe, even ſhe, 
(O heaven ! A beaſt that wants diſcourſe of Reaſon 


ee eu O OO—_—_ 


My fathers brother : but nomore like my father, 
Then Ito Herewles, Withina Month ? | 
Ere yet the ſalt of moſtunrighteous Teares | 
Had left the fluſhing of her gauled eyes, | 
She married. O moſt wicked ſpeed topoſt 
With ſuch dexterity toinceſtuous ſheets - 

It is nor, nor it cannot come to good. 

Bur breake my heart, for I mult hold my tongue. 


Enter Horatio, Barnard, and AMdarcellns, 


Her. Haileto your Lordſhip. 
Ham. 1am glad to ſee you well : 
Heratio, or 1 doe forget my lelfe. | 
Hor. The ſame my Lord, 
And your poore Servant ever. 
Ham. Sir my good friend, 
Ile change that name with you : 
And what make you from Wittenderg Horatio ? 
2 MarceIuse 
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Marcellus, 
Mar. My good Lord, 
Ham. Iam very glad toſee you : good even fir, 

But what in faith make you from Witrenberges 

Hor. A Truant diſpofition,good my Lord. 
Ham. I would not have your enemy ſay o ; 

Nor ſhall you doe mine care that violence, 

Totake ittruſter of your ownereport 

Againſt your felfe. I know you areno Truant : 

But what is your affaire in E/ſenowr ? 

Wee'lteach you todrinke deepe cre you depart. 
Hor. My Lord,I came toſce your Fathers Funerall. 
Ham, | prythee doenot mocke me(fellow Student) 

Ithinkeit was toſce my Mothers wedding. 

Hor. Indeed my Lord,it followeth hard upon. 
Ham,Thrift,thrift, Horatio: the Funerall Bak'd mcats, 

Did coldly furniſh forth the Marriage Tables ; 

Would | had m:t my deareſt Foe in heaven, 

Ere I had ever ſcene that day Horatio, 

My father,methinkes | ſee my fa. her. 

, Flr. Oh where my Lord? 

Ham, in my minds eye( Horatio.) 
Hor. 1 ſaw him once, he was a goodly King. 
Ham, He was a man,rake him tor all in all : 

I ſhould not looke upon his like againe. 

Her. My Lord,I thinke I ſaw him yeſternight. 
Ham, Saw? Who? 

Hor, My Lord,the King your Father. 

Ham, The King my father | 

Hor. Scaſon your admiration for a while 

Withan attent eare ; till I may deliver 

Vpon the witneſle ofthcle Gentlemen, 

This marvcll to you. 

Ham. For heavens love let me heare. 
Hor. Two nightsrog.ther,bad theſe Gentlemen 

( Marcellus and Barnardo )ontheir Watch 

Inthe dead waſte and middle of the night 

Beene thus encountred. A tigure like your father, 

Arm'd at ail pomts exactly,Cap 4 Pe, 

App: arcs betore them, and with folemne March 

Goes flaw and ltate'y : By them thrice he walkt, 

By their oppreſt and feare ſurprized eyes, 

Within his Trunchcons iengrh; whilſt they beſtill'd 

Almoſtto Iclly with the Att of fteare, 

Stand dumbe and (peake not to him. Thisto me 

Indreadfull {ecrecy unpart they did, 

And I with thcm the third night kept the Watch, 

Whereas they had deliver'd both in time, 

Forme of the thing ; cach word made true and good, 

The Apparition comes. 1 knew your Father : 

Theſe hands are not more like, 

Ham, But where was this ? 
Mar.My Lord upon the platforme where we watcher. 
Ham, Did you not ſpeake to it? 

| Hor. My Lord,l did ; 

| Butanſwer made it none : yet once me thought 

| It lifted up it head, and wid ad\lreffe 

It ſelfe to motion, like as it would ſpeake ! 

| Buteventhen, the morning Cocke crew lowd 

| And atthe ſound it ſhrunke in haſte away, 

| And vaniſht from our ſight, 

| Ham, Tisvery ſtrange, 

| Hor, A3 | doe live my honourable Lord 'tis true z 

' And we did thinke it wric downe in our duty 

| To let you know of it. 

| Ham. Indeed, indeed Sirs z but this troubles me, 


, Hold you the Watch to night ? 

Both. Wedor my Lord. 

Ham, Arm'd,tay you ? 

Both, Arm'd,my Lord. 

Ham, From top to toe ? 

Bath, My Lord, from head t» foote. 

Ham. Then faw you not his face? 

Hor. © yes my Lord,he wore h:s Beaver Ups 

Fam. What, lookt he frowniugly ? 

Hor. A countenance more in ſorrow than in anger. 

Ham. Palc,orred? 

Hor, Nay,very pale. 

Fam. And tixt hiseyes upon you? 

Hor. Molt conſtantly. 

Him, | would t hadbeene there. 

Hor, It would have much amaz'd you. 

Ham, Very like,very like : ſtaid it long? (dred. 

Hor. W hiic one with mod:rate haſte ought tella hun- 

All, Longer,longer. 

Flor. Not when | faw't- 

Ham, His Bcard was griſly? 

Hor, It was,as [ have {cence it in his life, 

A Sable Silver'd. (gaine, 
Ham, )le watch tonight ; perchance twill walke a- 
Hor, I warrant you it will. 

Ham. 1 it aſſume my noble fathers perſon, 
Ile ſpeake to it,though Fell it fe'fe ſhould gape 
Ard bid wc ho!d my peace, I jray you all, 

If you have hitherco conceald this fight ; 

Let itbe crebble 11 your filerice till - 

And whatſocver elſe ſhali hap ro night, 

Give it an underitandwg, but noror;gue ; 

I will require your loves; fo,tare ye well : 

Vpon the Plattorme twixt eleven and twelve, 

Levitityons 
«Fl. Our Cutyto your Honour. 

| Ham. Yourlove as mine to you: farewell, 

| My f:thers {piritin Armes 2 Allisnot well ; 

| I doubt ſome toule play : wonld the night were come ; 

| Til chen fit {till my ſoule; foule deeds will rife, 

| Thoughall the carth orewhelm them to mens eyes. Exit, 


Exeunt, 


| 
| on 
Scena Tertua, 


Enter Laertes and Oph:lia. 

Laer, My neceſſarics are imbatk't,tarewell ; 
And liſter,asthe Winds give benefit, 
And Convoy is alliſtant; doe not [{cepe, 
But let me heare from you, | 

Gphe, Doe you doubt that ? 

Laer, For Hamlet,and the trifling of his favours, 
Holdit a faſhion aad a toy in Bloud ; 
A Violet inthe yourb of Primy Nature 
Froward,not permanent ; {wect not laſting 
The ſuppliance ofa minute; No more. 

Ophe/. No more but fo. 

Laer, Thinke it no more : 
For nature creſlant docs not grow alone, 
In chewes and Bulke : but as his Temple waxes, 
The inward ſervice of the minde and toule 
Growes wide withall, Perhaps he loves you now, 
And now no foyle nor cautell doth belmerch 
The vertue of his feare : but you mult feare 


| 
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His greatneſſe weigh'd,his will is not his owne ; 
For he himſelfe is {ubje to his Birth ; 

He may not,as unvalucd perſons doe, 

Carve for himſclfe ; for,on his choyce depends 
The fanRity and kealch of the whole ſtate. 

And therefore muſt his choyce be circumſcrib'd 
Vnto the voyce and yeciding of that body, 

W hereof he is the head. Then if he ſayes he loves you, 
Ir fits your wiſedome ſo farre to belceve tt ; 

As he 1a his peculiar Set and force 

May give his ſaying decd ; which is no further, 
Than the maine voyce of Dezmarke goes withall, 
T hen weigh ryhat lofſe your honour may ſultaine;, 
If with two credent eare you liſt his Songs ; 

Or loſe your heart ; or your chaſte treaſure open 
To his unmaſtred importunity. 


'Feare it Ophelia,feare it my deare Siſter, 


And kcepe within the reare of your affection ; 
Out of the ſhot and danger of deſire, 

The charieſt Maid is prodigall cnough, 

If ſhe unmaske her beaty tothe Moone : 
Vertueit ſeife ſcapes not calumnious ſtroaks, 
The Canker galls the infant of the Spring 
Too oft beforc the Buttons be diſclos'd, 

And inthe morneand liquid dev of Youth, 
Contagious blaſtments arc moſt unminenr, 
Be wary than, beſt ſafety lies in feare ; 

Youth toit ſelfe rebcls,though none elſe neere. 

Ophe, 1 ſhall th'etfe& of this good Leſſon keepe, 
As watchmen to my hcart : but good my Brother 
Doe not as ſome ungracious Paſtors doe, 

Sher me the ſteepe and thorny way to heaven ; 
Whilſt like a puft and recklcſlc Libertine 
Himſelfe,the Primroſe path of dalliance treads, 
And reakes not hisownercade, 
Lacy. Oh,fcare me not. 
Enter Polonicn, 

[ ſtay too long ; but k:re my Father comes ; 
A double bleſling isa double grace ; 
Occation ſmiles upon a ſecond leave, 

Polon. Yetheore Laertes ? Aboord, aboord for ſhame, 
The wind fits i the ſhoulder cf your faile, 
Ard youare ſtaid forthzre : my bleſſing with you : 
And theſe few Precepts in thy memory, 
Sec thou Character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, + 
Nor any unproportion'd thoughThis AR :; | 
Bethou familiar ; but by no mcanes vulgar ; 
The friends thou haſt,and their adoption tride, 
Grapple them to thy {oule, with hoopes of Steele : 
But doe not dullthy palme, wich entcriainment 
Of cach urharch'rt,unfledg'd Comrade. Beware 
Ofentrance to a quarrell : but being in 
Bear't that th'oppoſed may beware of thee® \, * 
Giveevery man thine care ;but few thy voyce ; 
Take cach mans cenſure : but reſerve thy judgement : 
Coſtly thy habit as thy purſe can buy ; 
Bur not expreſtin fancy ; rich,not gaudy : 
For theapparell oft proclaimes the man, 
Andthey 1n France of the beſt ranke and Ration,” 
Are of a moſt ſcle& and generous cheffinthar. 
Neither a borrower,nor alender tc ; 
For Loane oft loſes both it ſelfe and friend : 
A borrowing duls the edge of Husbandry. 
This above all; to thine owne ſelfe betrue : . 
And it muſt follow,osthe Night the Day, 
Thou canſt not then be falſe ro any man, 


| 
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| Astogive wordsor 
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| Farewell : my blefling ſeaſon thisin thee, 


| Lacr, Moſt humbly doc I take my lcave,my Lord. 


Polox, The time invites you,goe,your ſervantstend, 
Lacey. Fare ell Ophelia,and remember well 
W hatI have ſaid to yous 
Ophe. 'Tisin my memory locker, 
And you your ſelte ſhallkeepe the Key of it. 
Laer. Farewell. Exit Laer, 
Polen. What iſt Ophelia,he hath ſaid to you ? 
Ophe.Soplcaſe you,ſomthing touching the L,Hamler, 
 Polon, Marry well bethought : 
Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you z and you your ſelfc 
Rave of your audierce beene moſt free and bounteous, 
If it beſo,asſotis put on me z 
And that in way of caution: I muſt tell you, 
You doe not underſtand your ſelfe fo clearely, 
Asitbehoves my Daughter,and your honour. 
What is betweene you,give me up the truth ? 
Ophe, He hath my Lord of late,made many tenders 
Of his affection to me. 
Pelon, Aﬀction,pub, You ſpeake like a greene Girle, 
Vnſitted in ſuch perillous circumſtance, 
Doe you belceve histenders,as you call them ? 
Ophe.1 doe not know,my Lord, what I ſhould thinke. 
Polon.Marrylle teach you; thinke your ſelfc a Baby, 
T hat you have tance histenders for true pay, 
W hich are not itarling, Tender your ſeife more dearcly ; 
Or not to cracke the wind of the poore Phraſe, 
Roaming it thus,ycu'l render me a foole. 
Ophe. My Lord,he hath importun'd me with love, 
In honourable faſhion, 
Polon. 1,faſhion you may call it,goe to,goe to, 
Ophe, And hath given countenance to his ſpeech, 
My Lord,with all the yowes of heaven. 
Polon, 1,Springes rocatch Woodcocks. I doe know 
W ken the blocd burnes, how prodigall the {0-le 
| Gives thetengue vowes : thele blazes, daughter, 
Giving more light than heat; extin in both, 
Even in thcir promiſe,asit isa making ; 
You muſt not take for fire. For thus time Daughter, 
Be ſomewhat ſ{cantcer of jour Maiden preſence, 
Sct your entreatmentsat a higher rate, 
Thena command to parley. For Lord Hamlet, 
Belceve ſo much in him,that he is yong, 
And wich larger tether may he walke, 
Then way be given you. In few,Ophel:a, 
Doe not beleeve his vowes; forthey are Broakers, 
Not of the eye,which their Inveſtments ſhew : 
Bur meere implorators ofunholy Sutes, 
Breathing like ſanRified and pious bonds, 
The better ro begaile, This is for all : 
I would not,in plaine termes,from this time forth, 
Have you ſoflancerany moment leiſure, 
ke with the Lord Hamlet ; 
Looke too't,I c you z come your way, 
Ophc. 1 ſhallobey my Lord. 


— 


E xennt. 


Emer Hamles, Horatio, Marcelins, 
ow. = Ayrebites —_ : is it vety cold? 
or.” Itis a ni an a 
Ham. What i. now ? _ 
Hor, I thinke it lackes of twelve. 
Mar, No\it is ſtrooke. (ſcaſon, 
Hor, Indeed I heard it not : then it drawes neere the 


| Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walke. 
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What dees this meane my Lord ? 
Ham. The King doth waketo night,andrakes his 
_ waſſcls,and the ſwaggering upſpring reeles, 
AnJas he dreines his draughts of Renith downe, 
The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
Thetriumph of his pledge. 
Hor. It is a cuſtome ? 
Ham, I marry is't : 
And to my mind,though I am vative here, 
Andto the manner borne : It isa cultome 
More honour'd in the breach,than the obſervance. 
Enter Ghoſt, 
Hor. Looke my Lord it comes. . 
Ham, Angels and Miniſters of defend us : 
Be thou a ſpirit of health,or Goblin damn'd, 
Bring with thee ayres from heaven,or blaſts from hell, 
Be thy events wicked or charitable, 
Thou com'ſt in ſucha queſtionable ſhape 
That I will ſpeake tothee. Ile call thee Hamer, 
King, Father, Royall Dane-: Oh,oh;antwer me, 
Let me not burſt in 1gnorance ; but tell 
Why thy Canoniz'd bones hearſed indeath, 
Have burſttheir Cearments, why the Sepulcher 
Wherein we ſaw thee quietly Inurn'd, 
Hath op'd his ponderous and Marble jawes, 
Tocalt thee up againe ? W hat may this meane ? 
That thou dead Coarſe againe in compleat ſteele, 
Revitſit{t thus the glimpſes of the Moone, 
Making night hideous ? And we fooles of Nature, 
So horridly to ſhake our diſpoſition, 
With thoughts beyond thee; reaches of our ſoales, 
Say,why is this, wherefore ? what ſhould we doe ? 
Ghoſt Beckens Hamlet . 
Hor. Itbeckens youto goe away with it, 
As if it ſome impartment did defire 
Toyou alone, 
Mar. Looke with what courteeus ation 
It wafts youtoa more removed ground : 
But doe not goe with it. 
Hor. Nogvy no meanes- 
Ham. It will noc ſpeake : then will I follow it. 
Hor, Doe not my Lord. 
Ham. Why,what ſhould bethe feare ? 
I doe not ſet my life at a.Pins fee ; 
And for my ſoule what canit doetothat ? 
Being a thing immoertall as it ſelfe : 
It waves me forth againe; Ile follow it. 
Her. What if it teinpt you toward the Floud my Lord ? 
Or to the dicadfull Sonnet of the Cliffe, 
That bectlcs o're his baſe into the Seca, 
And there aſſumes ſome other horrible forme, 
Which mighe deprive your Soveraignty of Reaſon, 
And draw you into madneſlc ? thinke of it. : 
Ham. It wafts me ſtill : goe on, lle follow thee. 
XMeary. You ſhallnotgoe my Lord, 
Ham, Hold off your hard. 
Her. Be rul'd,you ſhall not goe. 
Ham. My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty Artire in this body, 
As hardy as the Nemian Lions Nerve: 
Still am I call'd? Vnhand me Gentlemen; 
By heav'n,lle make a Ghoſt ofhim that lets me : 4» 
' I ſay away,goe on, lle follow thee. 
Exeunt Ghoſt and Hamlet. 
Hor. He waxes deſperate with imagination. 
Mar, Let's follow ; tis not fit thus to obey him. 


—C——— 
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Hor. Have after,to what ifſue will this come ? 
Afar. Something is rotten inthe State of Denmarke. 
Hor. Heaven will dire it, 
Afar. Nay,let's follow him. 
Enter Ghoſt and Hamlet. 
Ham. Where wilt thou leade me? ſpeake; Ile goe no 
Ghoft. Marke me, (turther. 
Ham, I will. 
Gbo. My honour isalmoſt come, 
W hen I to (fulphurous and rormenting Flames 
Mutt render up my lelfe. 
Ham, Alas poore Ghoſt. 
Ghof. Pitty me not bur lend thy ſerious hearing 
To what I ſhall unfold. 
Ham. $peake,1 am bound to heare. 
Gho, So ait thou to revenge,whenthou ſhalt heare. 
Ham. W hat? - 
GhoF. I am thy fathers ſpirit, 
Doom'd for a certaine terme to walke the night ; 
And for the day confin'd to faſt in fiers, 
Till the foule crimes done in my dayes of Nature, 
Are burnt and purg'd away ? But that I am forbid 
Totell the ſecrets of my Priſon-houſe ; 
I could a Tale unfold, whoſe lighteſt word 
Would harrow up thy ſoule,treeze thy y 
Make thy twoeyes kke Starres, ſtart from 
Thy knotty and combined lockes to part, 
And each particular haire to ſtand an end, 
Like Quills upou the trerfull Porpentine : | 
But ths Eternall blazon muſt not be 
To cares of Fielh and Blood; liſt Hamle,oh liſt, 
If thou didſt ever thy deare father love. 
Hams . Oh heaven |! 
Ghoſt. Revenge his fouleand moſt unnaturall Murther. 
Ham. Murther ? 
Ghoſt. Murther moſt foule,as inthe beſt it is; 
But this moſt foule,ſtrange,and unnacurall, 
Ham, Haſte,baſte me to know it, 
That I with wings as ſwifc 
As Meditation,or the thoughts of Loye, 
May {ſweepe to my Revenge. 
Gbop. | tindethee ap?, 
And duller ſhould'ft thou be than the fat weed 
That rots it ſelte in caſe, on Lethe W harfe, | 
Would'ſt thou not ſtirre in thiss Now Hamlet heare : 
It's given our,that ſlceping ia mine Orchard, 
A Serpei:t ſtung me ; ſorke whole care of Denmarke, 
Is by a forged proceſle of my death 
Rankly abus'd: Burt know thou noble youth, 
The Serpent that did ſting thy fathers lite, 
Now weares his Crowne, 
Ham, O my Prophetigke ſoule : mine Vncle? 
Ghoſt, I,that inceſtuous,that adulrerate Beaſt 
With witchratrt of his wits, bath traiterous gifts, 
Oh wicked wit,and gitts,that have the power 
So to ſeduce? Won tothis ſhametull Luk 
The wi'l of my moſt ſeeming vertuous Queene : 
Oh Hamler,what afalling off was there, 
From me, whoſe iove was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand,even with the Vow | 
I made to her in Marriage ; and to decline 
Vpona Wretch,wholc naturall gifts were peore 
To thoſe of mine. But Verrue, as it never will be moved, 
Though Lewdnefſe court it ina ſhape of heaven : | 
So Luſt,theugh to a radiant Angell link'd, | 
Will cate it ſclfe ina Celeſtial bed, and prey on Garbage, | 
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5ut foft, me thinks 1 ſcent the Mornings Ayrez 
Briefe ierme be : Sleeping within mine Orchard, 
My c:itome alwayes in the afternoone ; 

V poa my {ſecure howre thy Vncle ſtole 

VVuh juyce of curſed Hebenon ina Violl, 

And in the eorches of mine carcs did poure 

The leaperous Diſtilment ; whole effect 

Hoids fuchan enmity with bloud of Man, 

That {wift as Quick-filver it courſes through 
The naturall Gates and Allies of the body ; 

And with a (odaine vigour it doth poflet 

And curd, like Aygredroppings into Milke, 
The thin and whoilome blood : {o did 1t mine ; 
And a molt inſtant Tetter bak'd about, 

Moſt Lazar-like, with vileand loathiome cruſt, 
All my ſmooth body. 

Thus was I, ſleeping, by a Brothers hand, 

Of Life, of Crowne, and Queene at once diſpatcht : 
Cut oft evenin the bloſlumes of my Sinne, 
Vnhouzzicd, diſappointed, unnaneld, 

No reckoning made, but ſent to my account 
Withall my imperte&tions on my head , 

Oh, horrible, Oh horrible, moſt horrible : 

If thou haſt nature in thee beare it not ; 


| Lernotthe Royall Bed of Denmarke be 
| A Couch for Luxury and damned Inceſt, 


But howſoever thoupurſucſt this At, 
Taintnotthy mind ; nor let thy ſoule contrive 
Againſt thy Mother ought ; lcave her to heaven, 
And tothoſe Thornes that in her boſom=iodge, 
To pricke and ſting her. Fare thee well at once, 
The Glow-worme ſhowes the Matine tobe neere, 
And gins to pale his uneffecuall Fire : 
Adue, adne, Hamlet : remember me. Exit, 
Ham. Ohall you hoſt of heaven !Oh Earth; whatelſc? 
And ſhall I couple hell? Oh he : hold my heart ; 
And you my ſinnewes, grow not inſtant Old ; 
But beare me ſtiffely up : remember thee? 
1, thou poore Ghcit, while memory holds a ſeate 
In this diſtracted Globe : Remember thee ? 
Yea, from the Table of gy M : 
Ie wipe away all triviall fond Records, 
All awes of bookes, all formes, all preſſures paſt, 
That youth and obſervation coppicd there; 
And thy Commandment all alone ſhall live 
Within the booke and Volume of my braine, 
Vnmixt with baſer matter ; yes, yes, by heaven : 
Ohmoſt pernicious woman | 
Oh Villaine, Villaine, ſmiling damned Villaine | 
My Tables, my Tables: meet it is I ſetit downe, 
That one may ſmile, and ſmilc and be a Villaine ; 
Atleaſt I'm ſure it may be ſo in Denmark ; 
So Vnckle there you are : now to my word; 
It is; Adue, Adue, Remember me : I hsve {worn't. 
Her. © Mar. within. My Lord, my Lord. 
Emer Horatio and Marcelina, 
Mar, Lord Hamlet. 
Her. Heaven ſccure him. 
CAar. So beit. 
Her. 1llo, ho, ho, my Lord. 
Ham. Hillo,ho, ho, boy ; comebird, come. 
Mar. How ilt'tmy Noble Lord ? 
Hor. What newes, my Lord ? 
Ham, Oh wonderful: ! 
Hor. Good my Lord tell it. 
Ham. Noyou'll revcalc it, 


| 
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Hor. Not I,my Lord,by heaven. 
Mar, Nor I,my Lord, 
Ham, How ay you then, would heart of 
But you'l be ſecret ? * 
Both, 1,by heav'n,my Lord- 
Hars, There's nc'er a villaine dyclling in all Denmark 
But he's an arrant Knave. 
. Hor, There needs no Ghoſt my Lord, come from the 
Gravetotell us this. 
Ham, Why right,yeu are i'th'right ; 
And fo without more circumſtance at all, 
I hold it fic that we ſhake hands,and part : 
You,as your bufinefle and defires ſhall point you : 
For every man has buſineſle and deſire, 
Such as 1t is : and for mine owne poore part, 
Looke you,lle goe pray, 
Hor. Theſe are but wilde and hurling words,my Lord, 
Ham, I'm orry they offend you heartily : 
Yes faith, heartily, 
Hor, There's no offence wy Lord. 
Ham, Yes,by Saint Parricke,but there is my Lord, 
And much cffence too,touching this Viſion bere : 
It is an honeſt Ghoſt,that let me tell you : 
For your defire to know what is betweene us, 
Orc-maſter'tas you may. And now good friends, 
As you are Friends,Schollers,and Souldicrs, 
Give me one poore requeſt... 
Hor. What is't my Lorg? we will, 
Ham, Never make knowne what you have ſceneto 
Beth, My Lord,we will not. (night, 
Ham, Nay,but ſwear't, 
Hor. In faith my Lord,not 1, 
CMar. Norl my Lord : 1ntaith. 
Ham, Vpon my Sword, 
Mar, We have ſworne my Lord already, 
Ham, Indeed,upon my ſword, indeed, 
Gh»s, Sweare. Ghoſt cries wnder the Stage, 
Ham,. Ah ha boy,ſaycſt thou fo, Art thouthere rrue- 
penny? Come on ,you hearethis fellow 1n the ſelleridge. 
Conſent to ſweare. 
Her. Propoſethe oath my Lord, 
Ham. Never to ſpeake of thisthat you have ſcene, 


(thinke it? 
man Once 


| Sweare by my Sword, 


Ghe, Swearc, 
Ham, Hic & wvbique ? Then wee'l ſhift for ground, 
Come hither Gentlemen, 
Andlay your hands againeupon my ſword. 
Never toſpeake of this that you have heard : 
Sweare by my Sword. 
Ghoſt, SWcare. (faſt? 
Ham, Wellſaid old Mo'e,car'ſt worke ith'greund fo 
A worthy Pioner,once moreremove good friend. 
Hor. Oh day and night, butthis is wondrous ſtrange. 
Ham. Andtherefore as a ſtranger give it welcome. 
There are more things in heaven and carth Horatio, 
Than are dream't of in our Philoſophy, Burt come, 
Here as before,neverſo helpe you mercy, 
How ſtrange or oddeſoereT beare my ſelfe ; 
(AsI —_ hereafter ſhall thinke meer 
To put an Anticke diſpoſition on : ) 
That you at ſuch rime ſeeing me,never ſhall 
With Armes encombred thus,or thus, head ſhake ; 
Or by pronouncing of ſome doubtfull phraſc ; 
As well, we know,or we could,and if we would, 
Or if we liſt to ſpeake; or there beandif there might, 
Or ſuck ambiguousgiving out tonote, 
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That you know ought of we ; this not to doe : 
So grace and mercy at your moſt need helpe you : 
Swearc. | 

Soft + Sweare. 

am. Reſt,rz{t perturbed Spirit : ſo Gentlemen, 

With all my love commend meco you ; 
And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is, 
May doe t'expreſle his love and friending to you, 
God willing ſhall not lacke : let us goe in together, 
And ſtill your fingers on your lippes [ pray, 
The time is out of joynt : Oh curſed {pightr, 
That ever I was borne to {ct it right, 
Nay,come, lets goe together. Exeunt. 


oA tus Secundus, 


Enter Polonins and Reynoldo. 
Polen.Give him his money,and thoſe notes Reynolds. 
Reynold. I will my Lord, 
Pelton. You ſhall doe marvels wiſely : good Reynolde. 
Before you viſits him you make inquiry 
Of his behaviours 
Reyneld, My Lord, 1 did intend it. 
Pol2, Marry, well ſaid : 
Very well ſaid. Looke youlir, : 
Enquire me firſt what Danskers are in Paris ; 
And hew,and who; what meanes ; and where they keepe: 
What company,at what expence : and finding 
By this encompaſlement and drift of queſtion, 
That they doe know my ſonne : Come you more necre 
Than your particular demaunds will touch it, 
Take youas twere lome ditiant knowledge of him, 
And thus, I know his father and his friends, 
And in part him. Doe you marke this Reyna/do ? 
Reynold. 1, very well my Lord, 
Polom. And in part him,but you! may fay not well ; 
Bur if t be he I meane,hees very wilde;z 
Addicted fo and fo ; and there put on him 
W hat forgeries you pleaſe : marry,none ſo ranke, 
As may diſhonour him; take heed of that ; 
But Sir,ſuch wanton, wilde,and uſuall lips, 
Asare companions noted and moſt knowne 
To youth and liberty. 
Reynold. As gaming ey Lord. 
Polen, I,or drinking,tencing,ſ{wearing, 
Quarrelling,Drabbing, You may goe fo tarre. 
Rey. My Lord that would diſhoneur him. 
Polox. Faith no,as you may ſeaſon it in the charge z 
You muſt not put another ſcandall on him, 
That he is opento Incontinency ; | 
Thats not'my meaning;but breathe his faults ſo quaintly, 
That they may ſeemethe taints of liberty z 
The flaſh and out-breake ofa fiery minde, 
A ſavageneſſe in unreclaim'd blood of generall aſſault, 
Reynold, — good Lord, 
Polon, Wherefore ſhould you doe this ? 
Reynel. 1 my Lord,I would know that, 
Polon. Marry Sir,here's my drifr, 
And I belceve it is a t-tch of warrant : 
\ Youlaying theſe {.:ght ſulleyes on my Sonne, 
Astwere a thing a little ſoil'd i'th'working : (ſound, 


Having evcr ſcene. Inthe prenominate crimes, 


ens you your party in converſe ; him 'you would 
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The youth you breath ofguilty,be aſſu1'd 
He cloſes with you in this conſequence : 
Good fir,or {o,or friend,or Gentleman. 
According tothe Phraſe and the Addition, 
Of man and Countrey, 
Reynol. Very good my Lord. 
Polon. And then fir does he this ? 
He does : what was I about to ſay ? 
I was about toſay nothing : wheredidlT leave 
Reynel, Atcloſes inthe conſequence : 
At friend,or ſo,and Gentleman. 


— 
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Reynol, Arcloles inthe confequence,l marry, 
Hecloſes with you thus, I know the Gentleman, 


I ſaw him yeſterday,or tother day 3 


Orthen,or then,with ſuch and tuch,and as you ſay, 
There was he gaming, there o'retooke in's Rouſe, 


Their falling out at Tennis zor perchance, 
| ſaw him enter ſuch a houſe ot faile; 
Uideliet a Brothell,or fo forth.See you now ; 
Your bait of falſhood,takesthis Cape of truth 
And thus doe we of wiſedome and of reach 
With Windcleſſes,and with aſſayes of Byas, 
By indireions finde direions out : 
Soby my former Lecture and advice 
Shall you my ſonne ; you have me, have you not 
Reynel, My Lord I have. 
Polmn, God buy you ; fare you well. 
Reynol. Good my Lord. 


? 


Poon. Obſerve his inclination in your ſelfe. 


Reynol. 1 ſhall my Lord. 
Polon. And let him ply his Muſicke, 
Reynel, Well,my Lord. Exit, 


Exter Ophelia. 
Pol. Farewell : 
How now Ophelia,whats the matter ? 


Opbe. Alas my Lord, I havebeen ſo affrighted 


Pol, With what,in the Name of Heaven ? 


Ophe. My Lord,as I was towing in my Chamber, 


Lord Hamlet with his doublet all unbrac'd, 
No Hat upon his head, his — foul'd, 
Vngartter'd,and downe-gyved to his Ancle, 


Pale as his ſhirt,his knees knocking each other, 


And with a looke ſo pitreous in purport, 

AS if he had been looſe out of Hell, 

Taſpcake of horrors : he comes before me. 
Polos, Mad for thy Love ? 


Ophe, My Lord,I do not know:but truly I do feare it. 


Polon. What ſaid he ? 

Ophe. Hetooke me by the wriſt. 
Then goes he to the length of all his Arme ; 
And with his other hand,thus o're his brow, 
He fals to ſuch perufall of my face, 
As he would draw it. Long itaid he fo, 
Aclaſt,alittle ſhaking of my arme, 


And thrice his head thus waving up and downe, 


He rais'd a ſigh, ſo hideous and profound, 
That it did ſceme to ſhatter all his bulke, 
Andend his being. That doneghe lets goe, 
And with his head over his ſhoulders turn'd, 
Heſeem'd to find his way without his eyes, 
For out adores he went without their helpe; 
And to the laſt, bended their light, on me, 


Polon. Goe with me,l will goe ſceke the King, 


This is the very <xtafic ofLove, 
Whoſe violent propertie foredoes it ſelfe, 


i 
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And leads the will todeſperate Vndertakings, 

As oft as any pailion under heaven, 

That does affi&t our Natures, 1am ſorry, 

W hat have you given him any hard words of late ? 
Ophe. No my good Lord : but as youdid command, 

I did repell hi: Letters,and deny'd 

His acccſle to me. 
Pol. That hath made him mad. 

I am ſorry that with better ſpeed and judgement 

I hadnot quotcd him. I feare he did but trifle, 

And meantto wracke thee : but beſhrew my jealouſie : 

It ſecracs it 15 a5 proper to Our Age, 

To caſt beyond our {clvesin our epinions, 

Asit is common for the yonger ſort 


To lacke diſcretion, Come.goe we to the King, (move 
This wuſt beknowne , which being kept cioſe might 


Exenns. 


More griefeto hide,than hate to utter love. 
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Enter King, Qncene Roſincroſſe,and Guilden- 
ſtare Cumalys. 

King, Welcome dearc Rofincros and Guildenſtare. 
Marcover,that we much did long to ſee you, 
The necd we have to uſe you,did prevoke 
Our haſty ſending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlets transformation : 101 call it, 
Sincenot th'cxterior, nor the inward man 
Reſcmbles thar it was. What it ſhould be 
More than his tathers dearh,that thus hath put him 
So much from th'underſtanding of himſelte, 
Icannot deeme of. I intreat you both, 
That being of ſo yong dayes brought up with him z 
And fince ſo Neighbour'd to his youth,and humour, 
That you vouchfafc your reſt here in our Court 
Some little time :{o by your Companies 
To draw him onto picaſures,and to gather 


| So muchas from Occafions you may gleanc, 
| That open'd iics within our remedy, 


9, Good Gentlemen, he hath auch ralk'd of you, 
And ſure Fam,two men there are net livin 
To whom he more adheres. If it will pleafe you 
To ſhew us ſo much gentry and good will, 
As to expend your tice with us a while, 
For the tupply and profit of our HOPE, 
Your Viſitation ſhall reccive {uch thankes, 
As fits a Kings remembrance, 

Roſin. Both your Maicſties 
Might by the Soveraigne power you have of us, 
Put your dread plcaſures,more intro command 
Than to Entreaty. | 

Guil, We bothobey, _ 

And here give up our ſelves,in the fullbent, 
Tolay our Services freely at your feet, 
To be commanecd, 

Kin. Thankes Rofincros, and gentle Gaildenſftare, 

2%. Thankes Guildenſtare and gentle Roſineros, 
And Ibeſcech you inſtantly to viht 
My too-much changed {oune. 

Goe ſome of ye, 
And bring the Gentlemen where Hamler is. 
Guil. Heavens make our preſence id our pradtiſes, 


— 


| 


Exeunt. 
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DL meen. Amen. 
Enter Polonins, 


Pel. The Ambafladors from Norway, my good Lord, 


Are joyfully return'd, 
K:xg. Thou ſtill haſt bin thefather of good Newes, 
Pol. Have l,my Lord? Aſſure you,my gocd Licge, 

I hold my duty,as I hold my Soule, 

Both to my God,one tomy gracious King : 

And1I doe thinke,or elſe this braine of mine 

Hunts not the traile of Policy,ſo fure 

As 1 have us'd to doe , that I have found 

The very cauſe of Hamlets Lunacy. 
K1, Oh ſpeake of that,thart I doe long to heare. 
Pol, Give firſt admittancetoth'Ambaſſadors, 

My Newes ſhall be the Newes to that great Feaſt. 


King. Thy (elte doe gracetothem, and bring them in. 


Hetels me my ſweet Queene,that he hath found 
The head and fourſe of all your fonnes diſtemper. 
L#. 1 doubtit is no other,but the maine, 
His tathers death,and our ore-haſty Marriage. 
Enter Polonus,Voltimand . and Cornelina. 


Keng, Well,we ſhail ſift him. Welcome good Friends: 


Say F o/{rimand, what from our Brother Norway ? 

Felt. Moſt taire returne of Greetings,and Deſires. 
Vponour firſt,he ſent out to ſuppreſle 
His Nephewes Levies,which to him appear'd 
Tobe apreparation 'gainſt the P olak ; 

But betrer look'd intoghe truly found 

It wasagalult your Highnefle,whereat grieved, 
Tat fo his Sickneſſe, Age,and Impotence 

Was falſely borne in hand,ſcnds out Arrcfts 
On Fortinbr«,which he(in bricfe)obeyes, 
Receives rebuke from Norway : and in fine, 
Makes Vow before his Vncle,never more 
Togive th'aflay of Armesagainſt your Majeſty. 
Whereon old Norway,overcome with joy, 
Gives him three thouſand Crownes in Annuall Fee, 
Ard his Commnllionto imploy thoſe Seuldicrs 
So levicd as betore,agrinſt the Polak ; 

With an intreaty herein further ſhewne, 

That it might plealſc you to give quiet paſſe 
Through your Dominiens for his cnterprize, 
On ſuch regards of ſafety and allowance, 
Astherein are {cr downe. 

King. Itlikes us well; 

Andat our more conlider*dtime wee'l read, 
Anſwer,and thinke upon this Buſineſle. 

Meane time we thanke you,for your well-look't labour. 
Goe to your reſt, at night wee'l Feaſt together. 

Moſt welcome home, 

Pol. This buſinefſe is very well ended. 
My Liege and Madrm,toexpoſtulate 
What Majeſtic ſhould be, what Duty is, 
W hy day isday ; night,night ; and time is time, 
Were nothing but to walte Night,Day,and Time. 
Theretore,ſince Brevitie is the Soule of Wir, 

And tedioutneſle,the limbes and outward flouriſhes, 
I will be vricte, Your Noble Sonne is mad : 
Mad call 1 it ; for todefinetrue Madneſſe, 
What is'r, bucto be nothing cle but mad, 
Bur let that goc. | 
2x. More matter,with lefſe Art. 
Pol. Madam,l {weare I uſeno Art at all 
Thar he is mad *tistrue: T is true;tis pity, 
And pitty it is trove: A fooliſh figure, 
Bur farewell it : for I will uſe no Art. 


Exit eAmbaſ, 
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Mad lctus grant him then : and now remaines 
That we find out the the caule of this effeR, 
Or rather ſay, the cauſe of this detect ; 
For this effet defective, comes by caule, 
Thus it remaines; and the remainder thus. Perpend. 
I have adaughter ; have, whilſt ſhets mine, 
Who in her Duty and Obedience, marke, 
Hath giveu me this : now gather, and ſurmiſc. 
The Letter. 
T othe Celeftiall, and my Soules (dell, the moit beantified 0- 
ha, 
Fans an ill Phraſe, a vilde Phraſe, beautificd is a vilde 
Phraſe : but you ſhall heare thele in her excellent white 
bolome, theſe. 
Dnuee. Came this from Hamlet to her. 
Pol, Good Madam ſtay awhile, I will be faithfull. 
Donbt thou, the Starres are fire, 
Doubt, that the Sunne doth move : 
Donbt Truth to be a Lier, 
But never Doubt, I love. 
O deere Ophelia, [ am ill at theſe Number : 1 have not «Art 
to reckon my grones ; but that 1 love thee beft, oh mait Beft 
beleeve it, Adien. 
T hine evermore moſt deere Lady, whilſt this 
Machme ts to bim, Hamlet. 
This in Obedience hath my daughter ſhew'd mc: 
And more above hath his foliciting, _ 
| As they fell out by Time, by meancs, and place, 
| Allgiven tomine earc, | 
| King. Butbow hath ſhe receiv'd his Love? 
Pol, What doe you thinke of me? 
King. As of a man, faithfull and honorable. : 
Pet. would faine prove ſo.But what might you think? 
When I had ſeene this hotlove on the wing, | 
As | perceived it, I muſt tell you that 
| Before my daughter told me, what might you 
Or my deere Majeſty you Queene heere, thinke, 
It1 had playd the Deske or Table-booke, 
Or givcn wy hearta winking, mute and dumb, 
Or lovk'd upon this Love, with idle light, 
W hat might you thinke ? No, I went round to worke, 
And my yong Miftris thus 1 did beſpcake ; 
Lord Hamlet 18 a Prince out of thy Sphere, 
This muft not be: and then, I precepts gave her, 
That ſhe ſhould locke her ſelte trom his Reſort, 
Admit no Meſſengers , receive no Tokens : 
Which done, ſhe tooke the fruitesof my Advice, 
And he repulſed , a ſhort Tale to make, 
Fell into a Sadneſſe, then into a Faſt, 
Thence to a Watch, thence intoa Weakeneſle, 
Thence toa Lightnefle, and by thisdeclention 
Into the Madneſſe whereon now he raves, 
Andall we waile for, 
Kimg. Doe you thinketis this ? 
we. It may be very likely. h 
Pol. Hath there bene ſuch a time, Ide faine know thar, 
ThatI have poſitively ſaid ,tis ſo, 
When it prov*d otherwiſe ? 
King, Not that I know. 
= Takethis from this , if this be otherwiſe, 
If Circumſtances leade me, I will find | 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Center. 
; King. How may we try it further ? 
Pol. You know ſometimes 
| He walkes foure houres together, heere 


Take my leave of you. 


Inthe Lobby: 
nee. So he has indeed. = 
Pol. Atiuch a time Ile:looſe my Daughter to him, 
Be you and [ behinde an Arrasthen, 
Marke the encounter 3 Ithe love her not, 
And be not trom his reaſon falne thereon ; 
Let mc be no Aſſiſtant for a Stare, 
And keepe a Farme and Carters, 
King. Wewill wry it. 


Emer Ham'/et reading ov a Booke. 


« 


Lue, But looke where fadly the poore wretch 
Cones reading, 

Pol. Away 1 doe beſcech you, both away, 
Ile boord him preſently. -- Exit King and 2 ucene. 


Oh give mcleave. How does my good Lord Hamer. 

Ham. \V ell, ged-a-mercy-. 

Pol. Doe you know me, my Lord? 

Ham. Excellent, excellent well: y'are a- Fiſhmonger. 

Pol. Not 1 my Lord. 

Ham. Then 1 would you were fo honeſt a man. 

Pol. Honelt, my Lord? 

Ham. | fir,to be honeſt as this world goes, is to be 
oneman pick'd out of two thouſand, | 

Pol. Thars very true, my Lord. 

Ham. For it the Sun breed Magots in a dead dogge, 
being a good killing Carrion 
Have you a daughter ? 

Pol, I have my Lord. 

Ham. Let her not walke i'th Sunne : Co 100 1s 2 
bleſſing, but notas your daughter may conccive. Friend 
looke too't. 

Pel. How ſay you by that ?Still harping on my daugh- 
ter : yet he knew me not at firſt;he ſaid I was a Fiſhmon- 
ger 4 heis farre gone, farre gone z.aud truly inmy youth, 
1 ſuffred much extreamity tor love ; very neerc this. Ile 
ſpeake to him againe, Whar doe you read my Lord ? 

Ham. \V ords, words, viords. 

Pel. W hat is the matter, my Lord ? 

Ham. Bctweene whom ? | 

Pol, 1 meane the matter you meane, my Lord. 

Ham. $landers fir : tor the Satyricall ſlave ſayes here, 
that old men have gray Beards;that thcir taces are wrin- 
kled ; their eyes purging thicke Amber, or Plum-Tree 
Gumme : a:d that they have a plentifull locke of Wit, 
together with weake hammes. All whichSir, though I 
molt powertully, and patently belkeve, yer I hold it 
not Honeſty to have it thus fet downe : For you your 
ſelte Sir, ſhould be old as 1 am, if like a Crab you could 
goe backward. 

Pot. Though this be madneſle. 

Yetthere is Method in't x will you walke 
Out of the ayre my Lord ? | 

Ham. Into my Grave ? 

Pel. Indeedthat is out oth'Ayre : 

How pregnant (lometimes) his Replies are ? 
A happinefle, 

That often Madnefle hits on, 

Which Reaſon and Sanity could not 

So proſperouſly be deliver'd of, 

I will leave him, 

And ſodainely contrive the meancs of mecting 
Betweene'him, and wy daughter. 

My honorable Lord, I will moſt humbly 


00. Hon 4 


—_ —— ce. 


— 


wiil more willingly part withall, except my lite, my 


ſhe isa Strumpet. Whats the newes. 
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Ham. You cannot Sir take from me any thing, that I 


Polen. Fare you "wcll my Lord. 

Ham. Thele tedious old fools, 

| Polen, You goe toſecke my Lord Hewlet; there he 
18» 

Enter Roſincros and Guildenitar, 


Roſin, God ſave you Sir. 
Gmild. Mine honour'd Lord ? 
Roſin. My moſt deare Lord 3 
Ham, My excellent good friends ? How do'ſt thou 
— ? Oh, Roſincros, good Lads: How doe yee 
, | 

Reſin. As the indifferent Children of the earth. 

Guild. Happy, in that weare nor over-bappy: on For- 
tunes Cap, we are not the very Button. 

Ham. Nor the Soales of her Shooe ? 

Reſin. Neither my Lord. 

Ham. Then youlive about her waſte, or in the mid- 
dle of her favour ? 

Gwld. Faith, her privates, we. 

Ham. lnthe fecrer parts of Fortune ? Oh, moſt true : 


Roſin, None my Lords but that the Worlds growne 
honeſt. 

Ham, Thenis Doomeſday neere : But your newes is 
not true. Ler me queſtion more 1n particular; what have 
you m, good tricnds, deſerved atthe haads, of fortune, 
thac ſhe tends you to Priton hither ? 

Guild. Prifon, my Lu1d? 

Ham. Dexmark's a Prilon. 

Roſm, Then is the World one. | 

Ham, A goodly one, 1n which there are many Con- 
fines, Wards, and Dungeons ; Lenmarke being one o'th' 
werlt. | 

Rofin. Wethinke not ſo my Lord. 

Ham. Why then tis noneto you ; forthere is nothing 
cither good or bad, bur thiaking makes it ſo ;to me it 1s 
a priton, 

Roſmm, Why then your Ambition makes it one: tis 
to0 narrow for your minde, 

Ham. O God, I could be bounded in a nutſhell, and 
count my ſelfe a King of intinice [pace 3 were it not that 
I have bad dreames. 

Guild. Which dreames indeed are Ambition: for the 
very (abſtance of the Amvitious, is meerely the ſhadow 
of a Dreame. 

Ham, A dreame it (clfe is but a ſhadow, 

Roſin. Traucly, and I hold Ambition of fo ayry and 
light a quzlicy, that it is bura ſhadowes ſhadow. 

Ham. Then are our Beggers bodies ; and our Mo- 
narchs and out-ſtretcht Hcroe* the Beggers Shadowes : 


ſon? 

Both. We'll wait upon you» 

Ham. No ſuch matter. I will not ſort you with the 
reſt of my ſervants : for to ſpeake to you like an honelt | 
| am moſt dicadfully atcended ;but in the beaten 
way of friendſhip. W hat make you ar £/finooer ? 

Roſm. To vilit you my Lord, no other occalion. 

Ham. Bcgger that I am, 1 am even poore 1n thankes z 
but Ithinke you : and ſure deare friends my thankes 
are te0 deare a halfepeny ; were you not ſent for? Is it 
your ownre inclining ? Is ita free vifitation ? Come, 


ſhall we to th'Court : for, by my fey I cannot rea- | 


—_— 


deale juſtly with me : come, come; nay ſpeake, | 

Guild. What ſhould we ſay my Lord? 

Ham. Why any thing. Butto the purpoſe ; you were 
ſent for ; and thereisa kind confeſſion 1n your lookes; 
which your modeſiies have not craft enough to co- | 
lour, I know the good King and Queene have ſent for you, 
hoſin, To what end my Lord ? 
Ham, That you muſt teach me: but let me conjure 
you by the rights of our fellowſhip, by the conſonancy of 
our yourh,by the Obligation of our ever-preſerved love, 
and by what more deare, a better propoſer could charge 
you withall ; beevenand diret with me, whether you 
were ſcnt for or no. 

Rojin. W hat ſay you ? 

Ham. Nay then I have aneye of you ; if you love me 
hold not off, 

Gmild. My Lord, we were ſent for. 

Ham. I wi'l tellyou why; ſo ſhall my anticipation | 
prevent your diicovery of your ſecrecy to the King and 
Qucene : moult no feathey.1 ha«c of lare, but wherefore 
I know not, lolt all my mirth, forgone all cuſtome of ex- 
erciſe ;and indeed, it goes ſo veavenly with wy diſpoſi- 
tion ; tat this goodly trame the earth,, ſcemes to me a 
{tcrrill Promontoryzthis moſt excellent Canopy the Ayre 
looke you;this brave ore-hanginggthis Majctiicall Roofe, 
trerted withgolden fire: why,it appeared no orher thing 
to mr, then a ioule and pelient congregation of va- 
p=urs. What a piece of worke isa man ! How Noblein 
Reaton ? how infivite in faculty ? in forme and moving 
how expreſle and admirable? in Action, how like an An- 
gell? in appretenſion,how likea god ? the beauty of the 
world, tie Parragon of Animals; and yet to me, whatis 
this Q.inteſlence of Duſt ? Man delights not mee 3 no, 
nor Woman neither ; though by your imiling you ſee me 
toſay ſo. 

Reſin. My Lord, there was no ſuch ſtuffe in my 
thoughts, 

Ham. W hy did you laugh, when I ſaid, Man delights 
not me e 

R-fin. Tothinke, my Lord, if you delight not in Man, 
what Lenton «<ntertainment the Piayers ſhall receive 
from you : we coated them on the way, and hither, arc 
they comming to offer you Service. 

Ham, He that playes the King ſhall be welcome ; his 
Majeſty ſhall have Tribute ot me : the adventurous 
Knight ſhalluſe bis Foyle and Target: The Lover ſhall 
not ſigh gr«'#, the humorovs man ſhall end his part mn 
peace: the Clowne ſhall make thoſe laugh whoſe lungs 
are tickled ath' ſere: andthe Lady ſhail fay her mind 
trecly ; or theblanke Verſe ſhall bal for't; whatPlayers 
ace they ? | 

Reſin, Even thoſe you were wont to take delight inthe 
Tragedians of the City. 

| 


—J 


Ham. How chances it they travaile ? their reſi- 
dence both in reputation and profit was better both 
wayes. 

Rofin, I thinke their Inhibition comes by the meanes 
of the late innovation? | 

Hem. Doe they hold the ſame eſtimation they did 
when I was 1n the City ? Arc they (o tollow'd ? 

Roſin. No indeed, they arc nor. 

Ham. How comes it? doe they grow ruſty ? 

Refin. Nay, their indeavour keepes in the wonted 
pace; But there is Sir an ayry of Children, lit:ic 
Yaſes, that cry our on the top of queſtion ; and 
arc moſt tyrannically clapt fort : theſe are now the 


Wer? 


faſhion, { 


— EC OI _ 


rn 


. 


—_ a 


TheTragedy of Hamlet. 


283 | 


faſhion, and ſo be ratle the common Stages (ot hey 


Gooſe-quils, and dare (carſe come thirher. 

Ham, What are they Children? Who maintaines em? 
How are they c{coted ? Will they purſue the Quality no 
longer then they can ſing ? Willthey not fay atterwards 
it they ſhould grow themſelves ro common Players (as 
it 15 like moſt it their meanes are not betrer) their Wr1i. 
ters doethem wrong,to make themexclaim againſt their 
oOwne Succeſſion, 

Roſin. Faith there has been much to doe on both ſides: 
and the Nation holds it no finne, totarre them ro/Con- 
troverſic. There was for a while,no money bid for argu- 
ment. unkfle the Poet 2nd the Player went to Cuffcs in 
the Queſtion. 

Ham. Ist poſſible? 

Guild. Oh there has beene much throwing about of 
b1aines. 

Ham, Doe the Boyes carry it away ? 

Roſin, 1 chat they do my Lord, H rcules & his load too 
| Hum. It is not ſtrange for mine Vnck e is King of 
Denmarks, and thoſe that would make mowes at 
while my father lived ; give twenty, forty, «n hundred 
Ducates a peecc,for his picture in Little, There 15 fome- 
thing inthis more then Naturall, if Philoſophy could 


find it outs 
Flowriſh for the Players. 


Gus/d, There are the Players, 
Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to E!ſinover: your 
hands, come : The appartenance of Welcome,is Faſhion 
| and Ceremony. Let me comply with you in rhe Garde, 
leſt my extent to the Players ( which I cell you muſt ſhew 
fairely ourwasd) (ſhould more appearelike entertainment 
then yours. Youare welcome ; but my Vackle Father, 
and Aunt Mother are decciv'd. : 

Gu4d, In what my deere Lord ? 

Ham. 1 2m but mad North, North. Weſt : when the 
Winde is Southerly, 1 know a Hawke from a Handſaw- 

Enter Polonites, 

Polo, Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hcarke you Gmildenſtar, and you too: at each 
catea hearer ; that great Baby you ſee there, 1s not yer 
out of his ſwathing clouts. | 

Roſin, Happily hes the ſecond time come to them; for 
they fay,ai oid wan is twice a child. 

Ham, | will Propheſie, He comes to tel! me of the 
Players. Ma: ke it, you lay right Sir ; fora Monday mor» 
ning twss ſ< indeed. | 

Pol, My Lord, I have Newes to tell you. 

Ham, My Lord, ! have Newes totell you, 

When Koſcius an Ator in Rome 

Pot. The Actors are come hither my Lord, 

Ham. Buzze, buzze. 
{ Pol. Vpon mine honor. 

Ham. Thenca! each Actor on his Aſſe——— }. 

Folo. The beſt Ators in the world, cither for Trage- 
os Comedy, hiſtory , Paſtorall : Paſtoricall-Comical[- 

iſtoricall-Paſtorall : Tragicall-Hiſtoricall ; Tragicall- 

Comicall-Hiſtoricali-Paſtorall: Sczne indivible, or Po- 
| em unlimited. Sexeca cannot be too heavy, nor Plantw 
too light, for the law of Writ, and che Liberty. Theſe 
are the onely men. 
—_ O lephra ludge of Iſrael, what a Treaſure hadſt 
tnou ? 

Pol. What a Treaſure had he, my Lord? 
| Ham. Why one faire Daughter, and no more. 


call them) that many wearing Rapiers, are afraid of | 


—_— FC 


The which heloved paſſing well. 

Pot, Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am 1 not ith'right old /ephta ? 

Pol, It you call me /ephrtewy Lord, 1 have a daugh- 
ter that I lovepalling well. 

Ham. Nay tha: to.lowes not. 

Polo, W hat tollowesthen, my Lord ? 

Ham. WW by, as by lot,God wot ? and then you know, 
Ir came to paſle, as moſt iike & was : the firit rove of 
the Pans Chanſon will (hew you more, For looke where 
my Adri1dgetents come. 

Emer foure or five Players. 

Y'are welcome Maiters, welcome all. I am glad to fee 
thee well; Welcome good friends. O my old fricnd ? 
Thy face is valiant fince 1faw thee laſt : Comit thou to 
beard me in Denmarks ? What, wy yong Lady and M:- 
{tris ? Berlady your Ladiſhip is neerer heaven'then w hen 
I faw you laſt, by the altitude of a Chop; ine Pray God 
your vo! ce like a pecce of uncurrantgold be not crak'd 
within the ring. Malſters,you areall weicome: we'li e*ne 
tot like French Faulconers,flye at any thing we fee; well 
have a ſpeech ſtraight, Come give us a talt of your qua- 
lity : come, a paſſionate ſpecch. 

I Pley. What ſpeech, my Lord ? 

Hare. | heard thee ſpeake me a ſpeech once,but it was 
never Actcd : or if it was, notabove once, for rhe Play 1 
remember pleas'd notthe Million, twas Cautery to the 
Generall : butit was (as I received it, and others, u hoſe 
Judgement in ſuch matters, cryed1n the top of mine)an 
excellent Play ; welldigeſted inthe Scznes, ſet downe 
with as much modcſt } ,as cunning» | remember one ſaid, 
the. e was no Sallets in the linzs, to makethe matter fa- 
voury ; nor no matter inthe phraſe, thar might indue the 
Author of affe tation, but card it an honelt me hod. One 
chiefe ſpeechin it, I chieſely lov'd, twas e/£xcas {ale 
ro Dido and thereabout of it eſpecially,where hc i pea es 
of Priams (laughter, If it live 1n your memory, Þ<giun at 
this Line, let me (cc, let me ſee: The rugged Pyrrbe like 
th' 53rcexiam Beaſt. It isnor ſo: it begins with Pyrrbus 
The rugged Pyrrhiss, he whoſe Sable Armes 
Backe as he purpoſe, did the night iclemble 
When his lay couched in the Ominous Horſe, 

Hath now this dread and blacke Complexion ſmear'd 
With Heraldry more diſmall : hezd to foote 
Now is heto take Geulles, horridly Trick'd 
With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sonnes, 
Bak'd and impaſtcd with the parching ttreets, 
That lenda tyrannous, and damnedlight 
To their vilde Murthers, roaſted in wrath and fire, 
And thus o're-ſized with coagulate gore, 
With eyes like Carbuncles, the helliſh Pyrrb 
Old Grandfare Priam ſeckes. 
Pol, Fore God, my Lord, well ſpoken, with good ac_ 
cent,” and good diſcretion. R 

1 Play. Anon he findes him, 

Striking too ſhort at Greekes. Hisanticke Sword, 

Rebellious to his Arme, lyes where it falles 

Repugnant tocommand ; un-quall match, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives, in Rage [trikes wide x 

But with the whiffe and wind of his fell Sword, 

Th'unnerved father fails, Then ſenſclefle Hilium, 

Sceming to feele his blow. with faming op i 

Stoopes to his Bace, and witha hideous craſh 

Takes Priſoner Pyrrbw care. For loe, his Sword 

W bich was declining on the Milky head 

Ot Reverend /riam, ſeem'd ith*Ayreto ſlicke : 
quy 3 _— 
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But as we often ſec againſt ſome ſorme, 

A ſilegce in the heavens, the Racke ſtand ſtill, 

The bold windes ſpeechleſſe, and the Orbe below 
As tuſh as death: Anonghe dreadfull Thunder 
Dothrend the Region. So atter Pyrrhus paule, 
Arowſed Vengeance ſets him new a worke, 

And never did the Cyclops hamwers fall 

On Mars his Armours, forg'd tor proofe Eterne, 
With lefſe remorſe then Pyrrbus bleeding ſword 
Now falles on Priam, 

Out, out, thou Strumper-Fortune, all you gods, 
In generall Synod take away ber power : 

Breake all che Spokes and Fallies from her whecle, 
And boule the round Nave downethe hill of heaveny 
As low as tothe hiends, 

Pol. This is roo long: 

Ham. It ſhall ro'th Barbars, with your beard, Pre- 
thee ſay 0a: Hes for aligge, or a tale of Baudry, or be 
ſlcepes. Say on ; come to Hecuba, 

1 Play.But who,O who,had cen the Mobled Queene, 

Ham . The Moblcd Queene ? 

Pol, Thats good : Movicd Queene is good, 

1 Play. Run bare-foot up and downe, 

Threatning the fame 

With Biſſon Rbcuwe : A clout about that head, 
Where late the Diadem ſtood, and for a Robe 

About her lanke and all ore-teamed Loynes, 

A blanket in th' Alarum of fearecaught up. 

Who this had {ecne, with tongue in Venome ſteep'd, 
Gainſt fortunes State, woald Treaſon have pronounc'd? 
Butif the godsthemſelves did {ce her then, 

When ſhe ſaw Pyrrh:s make malicious ſport 

In mincing with his Sword hcr husbands limbes, 
The inſtant Burſt of C:amour that ſhe made 

(Vuleſfle things mortall move them not at all) 
Would have made milche the Burnisg cycsot heaven, 
And paſlion in thc Gods. 

Po). Looke where he has not turn'd his colour, and 
has tcarcs ins eycs. Pray you no more. 

Ham.Tis wcll, tle have thee ſpeake out the reſt, loone. 
Good my Lord, will you icethe Playcrs well beſtow 'd. 
Doe ye heare,etthem be well us'd : for they are the Ab- 
ſtratsand bricfe Chronicks of the time. After your 
death, you were better have a bad Epitaph, then their 
11] report*#hile you lived. 

Pot. My Lord, I will ulc them according to their Ce- 
ſart. 

Ham. Godsbodykins man, better. Vie every man 
after his deſart, and who ſhould ſcape whipping : uſe 
them after your owne Honor and dignity. The lefle they 
deſerve, the more merit is in your bounty. Teke them 
itt. 

Pol. Come lirs+ | Exit Polorims, 

Ham, Follow him friends : we'll heare a play to mor- 
row. Doſt thou hearc me old friend, can you play the 
murther of Gonzago? 

Play. I my Lord. . 

Ham. We'll ha'tto morrow night. You could for a 
h of ſome doſen or ſixteen lines,which 
I would {cr downe, and inſert int? Could yenot ? 

Pla. 1 my Lord. 


Ham. Very well. Follow that Lord, and looke you | King. Andcan you by no drift of circumſtance 
mocke him not, My good fricnds, Ile leave you till night | Get from him why heputs on this Contuſion 


you arc welcome to E{/anower ? 


aL 


{ For Hecnba? 


| Teares in his eyes, diſtrationins AlpeR, | 


—— — — _—— 


Rofin, Good my Lord, 
«Manet Hamlet, 

Ham, I ſo, god buy*ye: Now I am alone. 
Oh whar a Rogue and Peſant ſlave am I ? 
Is1tnot monſtrous that this Player hecre, | 
Butina Fiction, in a dreame of Paſſion, 
Could force his ſoule foto his whole conceir, | 
Ihatfrum her working, all his uiſage warm'd ; | 


A broken voyce, and his whole funRtion ſuiting 
With formes, to his conceit? And all for nothing ? 


W hats Hec«ba to him, or he to Heeuba, 

1 hat he ſhould weepe for her ? W hat would he doe, 
Had he the Motiveand the Cue for paſſion 

That IT have ? He wouis drowne the Stage with tearcs, 
And cleave the generall care with horrid ſpcech : 
Make mad the guilty, and apale the free. 

Contound the ignorant, and amaze indeed, 

The very faculty of eyes and Eares. Yet I, 

A dull and muddy-metled Raſcall, peake 

Like lohn a-dcames, unpregnant of my cauſe, 

And canſay noching: No,notfor a King, 

Vpon whole property, and moltdecre life, 

A damn'd defcate wasmade. Am 1 a Coward? 
Who calles me Villaine? breakes my pate a-crofſe ? 


_ hs _— "———— < O————— ——— 


| Pluckesoff my Beard, and blowes it in my face ? 


- —  — OO _ —— — - 


— — — 


| 


| 


Tweakes me byth'Note ? gives me the Lye ith'Throate, 
As deepeasto rhe Lungs Who dees methis ? 

Ha? Why I tnould take it : for it cannot be, 

But I am-Pigeon-Liver'd, and lacke Gall 

To make Oppreſlion bitter, or crethis, 

I ſhould have tated ali the Region Kites 

With this Slaves Offall, bloudy ; a Bawdy villaine, 
Remorſle#%, Treachcrous, Letchcrous, kindleſle villainc! 
On Vengeance ! 

Who? Whatan Aﬀe am T?I fare, this is moſt brave, 
Thac I, thc Sonne of the Deere murthered, 

Prompted to my Revenge by heaven,and hell, 

Mult (like a Whore) unpacke my heart with words, 
And fall a Curſing like a very Drab, 

A Scullion ? Fyc upoa't, Foh. About my Braine. 

I have heard, that guilty Creatures ſitting at a Play, 

Rave by the very cunning of the Sczne, 

beene {trooke to tothe foule, that preſently 

They have proclaiw'd their Malcfations. 

For Murther, though it have no tongue, will ſpeake 

% 1th inoſt myraculous Organ, Ile have theſe Players, 
Play fomething like the murder of my father, 

Betore nine Vnklc, Ne obſerve his lookes 

lie rent him tothe quicke : if hebut blench 

I know my couric. The Spirit that I have ſcene 

May be the dive!l, andthe divell hath power 

T'aſſume a plcating ſhape, yea and perhaps | 
Out ot my Weaknelile, _ my Mclancholly, 
As he 1s very potent with ſuch Spirits, 
A buſes me to damneme. Ile have grounds 
More Relative then this : The Plays the thing, 
Wherein Illecatch the Conſctence of the Kings 


Ext. i 


Emer King, meme, Polonins, Ophelia, Ro- | 
ſincro; , Gnildenitar, and Lords. | 


' 
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Grating ſo harſhly all his dayes of quict q 
With. 
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With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy. 

Roſin, He does confeſle he feeles him(elfe diſtrated, 
But from what cauſe he will by no mgancs ſpeake- 

Gil. Nor doe we find him forwardto be ſounded, 
But with acrafty Madneſle keepes aloote ; 

When we would bring him onto ſume Confeſſion 
Of his true ſtate, 

Luee. Did be receive you well ? 

Koſin. Moſt like a Gentleman. 

Gwild. But with much forcing of his diſpoſition, 

Roſin. Niggard of queltion, but of our demands 
Moſt freein his reply. 

Duce. Did youaſlay him to ary paſtime? 

Koſin. Matam, it ſo fell out, that certaine Players, 
We ore-:vrought onthe way : of theſe we told him, 
And there dis teemeia him a kindot joy 
To hcarc of it : They are about the Court, 

And (as I thinke) they havealready order 
This night toplay betore him. 

Pol. Tis moſt true ; ; 
And he bcſeech'd me to intreate your Majeſties 
To heare, and tfeethe matter. 

Kg, With all my heart,and it doth much content me 
To heare um fo inclin'd. Good Gentlemen, 

Give bir a further edge, and drive his purpoſe on 
Torhele delights. 

Koſin. Welſhall my Lord, 

King. Sv. cet Gertrude leave us toy. 

For we have cloſely ſent for Hemiet hither, 
That ke, as twere by accident, may there ; 
Aint Ophelia Her farher,and my ſelfe(lawfull cſpials) 
Wil; 6 Litow our ſelves, thar ſeeing unſcene 
Ve may of their encounter t1ankely judge, 
An gether by him, as he is behaved, 
lit {+ ith'affliction of his love, or no. 
1 har thus he _ 

#444. 1 ſhall you, 
A _ your part Ophelsa. I doe wiſh 
i tat /our good beautics be the bappy cauſe 
Of Ham/ers wilcnefle : fo ſhall I hope your Vertues 
Wil bring hin to his wonted way againe, 
To both your honours. 

Opbe. Madam, I wiſh it may-- 

Pl. Ophelia, walke you heere. Gracious ſo pleale ye 
We will beſtow our ſelves : Reade oa this booke, 
Thar (hew of ſuch anexerciſe may c ; 

Your lonelineſſy, We are ottroo blame in this 
Tis roo much prov'd, that with Devotions vilage, 
And pious Action, we doe ſurge ore 

The divell himſelte. 

King. Ohris true ; . 
How 1marta laſh that ſpeechdoth give my Conſcience ? 
The Harlots Cheeke beauticd with plaiſtring Art 
Is not more ugly to the thingthat helpes it, 

Then is my deede, tomy moſt painted word, 
| Oh heavy burthen | F 

Pol. 1 heare him comming, lets withdraw my Rane 

xXewnt 


Emer Hamlet. 
Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the Queſtion : 
Whether tis Nobler inthe mind to ſuffer 
The Slings and Arrowes of outragious Fortune, 
_ take Armes | — _— 
Andby oppoſin : todye, to 
rpc pr) aſleepe, toſay weend 


Exennt. 


The heart-ake, andthe naturall ſheckes 


— 


That fleſh is htireto ? Tisaconſummation 
Devoutly to be wiſh'd. Todye to lleepe, 
To flcepe, perckance to Dreame; | there's the rub, 
For in that ſleepe of death, what dreames may come, 
When he have ſhufflel'd off this mortall coile, 
Maſt give uspawſe. Theres the reſpe&t 
That makes ity of (o long lite : 
For who would beare the W hups and Scornes of time, 
The Oppreſſors wrong, the poore mans Contumely, 
The pangs of diſpriz'd Love,the Lawes delay, 
The inſolence of Otfice, and the Spurnes 
patient merit of the unworthy takes, 
When he himſelfe might his Zaierwe make 
With a bare Bodkin > Who would theſe Fardles beare 
Togrunt and fiyeat under a weary hife, 
But that the dread of ſomething after death, 
The undiſcovered Country, from whoſe Borne 
No Traveller rezurnes, Puzcls the will, 
And makes us rather beare thoſe illes we have, 
Then flye to others that we know not of. 
Thas Conſcience does make Cowards of us all, 
And thus the Native hew of Reſolution 
Is ficklied ore, withthe pale caſt of thought, | 
Andenterprizes of great pithand moment, 
With this regard their Currants turne away, 
And looſe the name of Ation. Soft you now, 
The faire Ophelia? Nimph,in thy Horizons 
Be all my finnesremembred. 
Ope. Good my Lord, 
How does your honor for this many a day? _ 

Ham, I humbly thanke you: well, well, well, 

Ophe. My Lord, I have Remembrances ef yours, 
That. I have longed long to redeliver. 

I pray you now, reccive them, 

Ham, No, no, I never gave you ought. 

Ophe. My honor'd Lord, 1 know right well you did, 
And with them words of ſo ſweet breath compos'd, 

As made the things morerich, then perfume left : 
_ _ againe, for to ou Noble mind 

ich gifts wax poore, whengivecs prove unkind. 
There my 2 thi 

Ham. Ha,ha: Are you honelt ? 

Ophe. My Lord . 

Ham. Are you faire ? 

Ophe. What meancs you Lordſhip? 

Ham, That if you be honeſt aud taire, your Honeſty 
ſhould admir no diſcourſe to your Beauty. 

Ophe. Could beauty my Lord, have better Comerce 
then your honeſty ? 

Haw, Itruely : for the power of beauty, will ſooner 
transfurme honeity from what it is, toa Bawd, then the 
force of honeſty can tranſlate Beauty into his likeneſle, 
This was ſometimea Paradox, but now the time gives it 
proofe. I did love you once. 

Ophe, Indeed my Lord, you made me beleeve (0. 

Ham. You ſhould not have beleeved ime. For vertue 
cannot ſo inocculate our old ſtocke, but we (hail celliſh 


- | of it. 1loved younot. 


Ophe. I was the more deceived. 

Get thee ro a Nunnery. Why wouuldſt thou 
be a breeder of Sinners? 1 am my ſelfe indifferent honeſt, 
but yer 1 could accuſe me of ſuch things, thatit were bet- 
ter my Mother had not borne me. Iamvery prowd, re- 
vengefull. Ambitious, with more offencesat my becke, 
then I have thoughts to putthem in imagj tiong0 gre 
them ſhape, or time to ate them in, V hat ſhould ſuch 
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Fellowes as I doe crawling betweene heaven and Earth. | 
We zre 2rrantKnaves all, beleeve none of us. Goe thy 


wayesroa Nunnery. W heres your father ? 
O-be. At home, my Lord. 


ED —o—  -——_— — 
ee De ee ww_—_— 


—— Oo ————_——_— - 


Enter Hamlet, and two or three of the Players, 


Ham, Spcake the SpeechT pray you, as I pronounc'd 


Han. Lctthe doores be ſhut upon him , that he may 
play the Foole no way, but ins owne houſe. Farewell. 

Ophe, O helpe him, you ſweet heavens® _ 

Ham. Ifrhou doeſt Marry, Ile give thee this Plague 
for thy Dowry. Bc thou as chaſte as Ice,as pure as SNOW, 
thou inzltnotefcape Calumny. Get theetoa Nuonery » 

{ Gor, farcuc!}, Or if thon wilt needs marry, marry 4 
| tooie ; fur Wiſe mcn know well enough,what monſters 
you make of them. Toa Nunnery gor,andquickly too. 

Farewell. 

Ophe. O heavenly Powersreſtore him. 

| Hem, 1 haveheard of your pratling too well enough- 
God has given you one pace, and you make your ſeltc an- 
othcr : you gidge,you 2mble,and you liſpe,and nickname 
Gods creatures, and make your Wantonneſle,'your igno- 
rance. Goe, ile no more on'c,it hath made me mac. 

ſay, we will have no more Marriages. Thoſe that are 
married already, all but one ſhall, the reſt ſhall keepe as 
they arc, Toa Nunnery, goe, Exit Hamlet, 

Ophe, O what a Noble minde is heere ore-throwne? 
The Courticrs, Soldiers,Schollers ? Eye, tongue, ſword, 
Th'expeRanſie and Role of the faire State, 

The glaſſc of faſhion, and the mould of forme, 
Th'obſerv'd of all Obſervers, quite, quite downe. 
Have 1 of Ladies moſt deject and wretched, 

That ſuck'd the Hony of his Muſicke Vowes : 

Now ſee that Noble, and molt Soveraigne Reſon, 
Likeſweet bels iangled out of tune, and barſh, 

That unmatch'd fortune and feature of blowne youth, 
Blaſted with extaſie. Oh woe is me, 

T'have fecne what I have ſeene : ſee what I ſee. 


Enter King, and Polonius. 
King. Love ? his affeRions doe not that way tend, 
Nor what he ipake, though it lack'd formealittle, 
Was notlike Madneſſe. I heres ſomething in his ſoule, 
Orc which his Melancholly fits on brood, 
And I doe doubt the hatch, and the diſcloſe 
Will be ſome danger, which to prevent 
I have in quicke determination 
Thus ſct it downe. He ſhall with ſpeed to England 
For the demand of our negleRed Tribute: 
Haply the Scas and Countries different 
With variable Objects, (hall expell 
This ſomethingſctled matter in hus heart : 
W hereon his braines ſtill beating, purs him thus 
From faſhion of himiclfe. What thinke you on't? 
Pol. It ſhall doe well. Bat yer doe I beleeve 

The Origin and Commencement of this griefe 
Sprung from negleRted love, How now Ophelia? 
Youneede not tell us, what Lord Hamlet ſaid, 
We heard itall. My Lord, doe as you pleaſc, 
But if you hold it fit after the Play, 
Let his Queene Mother allalone intreat him 
To ſhew his Griefes ; let her be round with him, 
And lle be plac'd fo, pleaſe you inthe care 
Of all their conference. If ſhe find him not, 
To England ſend him : Or confine him where ' 
Your wiſedome beſt ſhall thinke, 
| Kowg. It ſhall be fo : 

Madneſſe in great Ones, muſt notunwatch'd 
| 


| 


WY 


goes 
Exim. 


it to you trippingly onthe Tongue . Bur if you mouth it, | 
as many of your Players doe, 1 had as live the Towne- 
| Cryer had ſpckemy Lines;Nor doe not ſaw the Ayretoo 
| Much your hand thus, but uſe all gently ; for in the very 
| Torrent, Tempeſt, and (as I may {ay ) the W hirle-winde 
of paſſion, you muſt acquire and beget a Temperancethar 
may give it Smoothneſle. O it oftends me to the Soule, 
to {ce a robuſtions Pery-wig-partcd fellow, teare a Paſſi- 
on totatters, to very ragges, to ſplit the cares of the 
Groundlings : who (for the moſt part) are capeable of 
nothiog, bur inexplicable dumbe _— and noiſe : I 
could have ſucha tellow whipt for ore-doing Termagant: 
It out-He1 od; Herod. Pray you avoyd it, 

Player. I warrant your honor. 

Ham, Be not too tame neither : but let your owne 
Diſcretion be your Tutor. Sure the Action to the word, 
the word to the Aﬀtion, with this ſpeciall obſervance : 
That you ore-{top not the modeſty of Nature ; for an 
thing ſo over-done,ts from the purpoſe of Playing,whole 
end voth at the firſt and now, was and is,to hold as ewere 
the Mirrour up to Nature z to ſhew Vertue her owne 
Feature, Scorne her owne Image, and the very Age and 
Body cf the Time, his forme and preſſure. Now, this 
over-done, or come tardy cff, though i make the unskil- 
full laugh, cannot but make the judicious greive ; The 
cenſure of the which one, myſt in {your allowance ore- 
ſway a whole Theater of others. Oh, there be Players 
that I have ſeene Play, and herrd others praiſe, and that 
highly (not to ſpeake it prophanely ) that neither having 
the accent of Chriftians,nor the gate of Chriſtian,Pagan, 
or Norman, have fo ſtrurted and bellowed, that I have 
thought ſome of Natures Iouerney-men had made men, 
and not made them well, they imitated Humanity $o ab- 
hominably. 

4 I hope we have reform'd that indifferently with 
us, Sir. 

Ham. O reforme italtogether. And let thoſe that play 
your Clownes,fpeake no more then is ſet down for them. 
For there be of them,that will themſelves laugh, to ſet 
on ſome quantity of barren SpeRators to laugh too, 
though in the meane time, ſome neceſſary queſtion of 
the Play bethen ro be conſidered : thats Villanous, and 
ſbewesa mot pirtifull Ambition in the Foole that ules it + 
Goe make you ready. Exent Players. 


' 
: 


| 


Emer Polonia, Roſincror, and Guild:nitare. 


How now my Lord, 
Willthe King beare thispeece of 7 arke ? 

Pol. And the Queene too, and that preſently. 

Ham. Bid the Players make baſt. — Exit Polonine. 
Will you two helpe to'haſten them ? 

Both. We will my Lord. 

Emer Horatio. 

Ham, What hoa, Horatio ? 

Hora. Heere ſweet Lord, at your ſervice. 

Ham, Horatio, thou art eenc as jult a man 
Asecre my Convſeration coap'd withall, 

Hors, O my deere Lord. 

Ham. Nay, doe not thinke I flatter : 
For what advancement may I hopc from thee, 
That no Revennew haſt, but thy good ſpirits 
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To feed and cloath thee. Why ſhould the poore be flat- Ham. Nothing. 
No, let the Candiedtongue, like abſurd pompe, (terd | Ophe. Youare merry, my Lord? 


And crooke the pregnant Hindges of the knee, Ham. Who 1 ? 
Where thrift way follow faining ? Doſt thou hcare, Ophe. I my Lord. 
Since my deere Soule was Miltris of my choylſe, Ham. Oh God, your onely Tigge-maker : what ſhould 
And could of mendiſtinguiſh, hcrele&ion a man doe, but be merry. For looke you how cheereful- | 
Hath feal'd thee for her ſclfe. For thou haſt beene ly my Mother lookes, and my father dyed withig's two 
As one in ſuffering all,that ſuffers nothing. houres. 
A man that Fortunes buffets, and Rewards Ophe.- Nay, tistwice two moneths; ny Lord. 
Hath tane withequallthankes. And bleſtare thoſe, Ham, So long ? Nay thenlet the Divell weare blacke, 
Whoſe blood and Indgement are ſo well co-mingled, | for Ile hauca ſue of Sables. Oh heavens ! dye two mo» 
That they are nota Pipe for fortunes finger. neths agoc, and not forgotten yet? Then theres hope, a | 
Toſound what ſtop ſhe pleaſe. Give me that man, great mans Memoty, may out-live his life halfe a yeare : 
That is not Paſſions Slave, and I will weare him But berlady he muſt build Churches then : or elſe ſhall | 
In my hearts Core : 1, ia my heart of heart, he ſuffer not thinking on, withthe Hoby-horſle, whoſe 
As1 doe thee. Something too much of this. Epitaph is, for o, for 0,the Hoby-horſe 1s forgot. 
There isa Play tonight before the King, 
One Sczne cf it comes neere the Circumſtance; Hoboyes play, The dumbe ſbew enters. 
Which I baye told thee, of my Fathers death. Enter a King and © ueene,*1ery lovingly ; the 2 ucens ombr a- 
I prethee, when thou ſceſt that A a-foot, cing hum. She kneeles; and makes ſhew of Proteitation unto 
Even with the Comment of my foule him, He takes hey up and diclines his head upon ber neche. 
Obſerve mine Vokle : if his occulted guilt, Layes h m downe upon a Banke of Flowers. $he ſeeing him 
Doe not it felfeaunkennell in one ſpeech, 4-ſlrepe, leaves him. Anon comes in a fellow, takes off his | 
Itisa damned Ghoſt that we have ſcene; Crowne, kiſſes it, and powers poy(on in the Kings eres, and 
And my imaginations are as foule Exits. The 2 neene returner, findes the King (dead, and 
As Vulcans Styth. Give him needfullnote, makes paſſionate Ation, The Pojſoner, wich ſome two or 
For | mine eyes will rivet to his face? three Muter comes in againe, ſeeming to lament with her. 
And atter we will both our judgement joyne, The dead body is carried away : T he Poyſoner Wooes the 
To cenſure of his ſeeming. Lungene with Gifts, ſhe ſeemes loath and unwilling a while, 
Hora. Well my Lord. but in the end, accepts his loves Erennt, 
It he (teale ought the whilſt this Play is playing, 
And ſcape deteRting, I will pay the Thett. _ What meanes this, my Lord ? 
. Marry this is Miching Maiicho, that meanes 
Enter King , 2 neene, Polonins, Ophelia, Roſincros,; Miſchicte, 
Gwildenſtar, and other Lords attendant, with Ophe. Be like this ſhew imports the Argument of the | 
his Guard carrying Torches. Daniſh Play ? | 
 CHMarth. Sound a Flonriſh, Ham. We (hall know by thele fellowes : the Players 
\ cannot keepe counſcll, they'll te!lall. 
Ham, They arc comming to the Play : I muſt be idle, Ophe. Will they teil us what this ſkew meant? 
Get youa place. Ham, I, orany ſhew that you*.l ſhew him. Be not 
King. How fares our Colin Hanulet ? you aſham'd to ſhew, he'll not ſhame to tell you what it 


Ham. E xccllcnt ifaith, of the Camelions diſh :;I cate | meanes, 
the Ayre promi.c-cramm'd, you cannot feed Capons ſo. | Ophe. Youare naught, you are naught, Ile make the 
King. I have nothing with this anſwer Hamlet, theſe | Play. 


wordsare not mines Enter Prologue. | 
Ham. No, nor mine. Now my Lord, you plaid once For us, and for onr Tragedy, 
"ich"Vniverſity, you lay? Heere ilooping to your Clemency ; 
Polos. That I did my Lord, and was accounted a good We beg ge your hearing Patiently, 
Ator. Ham. Is thisa Prologue, or the Pocſicof a Ring ? 
Ham. And what did you enaQt? Ophe. Tisbricfe my Lord, 
Polo. Idid enaQt Inlins Ceſar, 1 was kill'd ith'Capitoll: | Ham. As Womans love. 
| Brutus Kill'd me. 
Haw. It wasa bruite part of him, tokull ſo Capirall a Enter King, and 14 Lucene, 
Calfe there. Be the Players ready ? King. Full thirty times hath Phcebus Cart gon round, 


Koſi. I my Lord, they ſtay upon your patience. Neptunes falt Waſh, and Telus Orbed ground : 

2 uee, Come hither my good Hamer, (it by me, And thirty dozen Moones with borrewed ſheene, 
Ham. No Mother, heres Metric more attraRive, | Aboutthe World have time, twelve thirties beene, 
Pole. Oh ho, doe you marke that ? Since love our hearts, and Hywendid our hands 


Ham. Lady, ſhall I lye in your Lap? Vnite comutuall, in moſt ſacred Bands. | 
Ophe. No my Lord. 2 nee. So many journies may the Sunne and Moone 
Ham. 1 meane, my head upon your Lap ? Make us againe count ore, ere love be done, 

Ophe, I my Lord. But woe is me, youare fo (icke of late, 
Ham. Doc youthinke I meant Country matters? So farre from cheere ,and from your former ſtate, 


Ophe. 1thinke nothing, my Lord. That I diſtruſt you : yet though 1 diſtruſt, 
Ham,Thats a faire ou tolye berween Maids legs | Diſcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muſt : 
Obpe. What is wy Lord? | For womens Feare and Love, holds quantity, 
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In neither ought, or in exrremiy : 
Now what my love is, proofc hath made you know, 
And as aiy Lovc is ſiz, my fcare is ſo, 

Ki. Faith I mult cave thee Love, and ſhortly too; 
My 0;1xecaat Powers my fun&ions leave to doe 
Ardthon ſhalt live in this faire word behind, 
Honor'd, beloy'd, and haply, one as kind. 

For husband ſhalt thou 

2ue., Oh confound the reſt : . 

Such Love, muſt needs be Treaſon in my breſt : 
In ſecond hasband, let me be accurſt, 
None wed theſecond, but who killd the firſt. 

Ham, Wormewood, Wormewood, 

Bnee, The inſtances that ſecond Marrage move, 
Are baſe reſpeRs of Trift, but none of Love. 

A ſecond time, I kill my husband dead, 
When ſecond husband kiſſes me inBed. 
King. Idoebeictve you.Thinke what now you ſpeake: 
But what we doe determine, oft we breake ; 
Purpoſc is but the flave to Memory, 
Of violenc Birth, but poore validity ; 
Which now like fruite unripe ſtickes on the Tree, 
Bur fall unſhaken, when they mclloww be. 
Moſt neccſlary tis, that we forget 
To pay our ſelves, what to our {clves is debt ; 
W hat to our ſelves in pailion we propoſe, 
The paſſion ending, doth the purpole loſe. 
The violence of other Gricfe or joy, 
Their owne enators with themlelyes deſtroy : 
Where Ioy moſt Revels, Gricte doth moſt lament ; 
Griefe joyes, loy greeves on lender accident, 
This world is not tor aye, nor tis not ſtrange 
That even our Loves ſhould with our Fortuneschange. 
For tisa queſtion left us yet toprove, 
Whether Love lead fortune, or cle fortune Love. 
The great man downe, you mirke his favourite fiyes, 
The poore aduanc'd makes ſriendsof Encmies : 
And hither to doth Love on fortune tend, 
For who not necds,ſhall never lackea friend ? 
And who in want a hollow fricnd doth try, 
DireRiy ſeaſons him his Enemy. 
But orderly to end, where I begun, 
Our Wiles and Fares doe fo contrary run, 
That our Devices ſtill are overthrowne, 
Our thoughtes are ours, their ends none of our owne, 
So thinke thou wilt no ſecond husband wed, 
But dyethy thoughts, when thy firſt Lord is dead. 
2xee. Nor Earch to give me food, nor heaven light, 
Sporc and repoſe locke from me day and night: 
Each oppoſite thatblankesthe face of joy, 
Mcet = I would have well, and it deſtroy ; 
Both heere, and hence, purſue me laſting ſtrife, 
If once a Widdow, ever I be Wife. 
Ham. If ſhe ſhould breake it now. 
K img. Tis deepely tworne ; 
Sweet, leave mc _ _ 
My ſpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The 20A day with ſleepe, 

Lee. Sleepe rocke thy braine, 

And never come miſchance berweene us twaine, 

Ham. Madam,how like you the Play ? 

De, The Lady proteſts too much methinkes. 

Haw. Oh but ſhe'll keepe her word, 
| King. Have you heard the Argument, is thereno OF. 

fence in't? 


Ham. No, no, they doebut jeſt, poyſonin jeſt, no Of- 


Sleeper. 
Exit, 


| 


_— 


| fence ith'world. 


| 


King, What doe you call the Play ? * 
Ham. The me : Marry how ? Tropically: 
geo | 


Tous Play is the ima a murder done in Ciewmne ; Gon. 
z4g0is the Dukes name, his wife Baprif7s: you ſhall ſce 


anon: tis a knaviſh peece of worke: Butwhat o'thar ? 
Your Majeſty, and we that have free ſoulcs, it touches 
us not:let the gall'd jade winch: our withers arc unrupg, 
Emer Lucianww. 

This is one Lucianw nephew to the King. 

Ophe, You area good Chorus. my Lord. 

Ham. 1 could interpret betweene you and your love : 
if I could fee the Puppets dallying. 

Ophe. Youarc keene my Lord, you are keene. 
Ham. It would coſt you a groaning, to take off my 


_ edge. 


Ophe. Still better and worſe. 
Hum. So you miſtake husbands. 
Begin Murderer. Pox, leave thy damnable Faces, and 
begin. Come, the croaking Raven doth bellow for Re- 
venge. 
Lucian. Thonghts blacke, hands apt, 
Druggcs ht, and Tune agreeing * 
Contederate ſeaſon, elſe no Creature ſeeing : 
Thou mixtwe1anke, of Midmght-W ecds colletted, 
With Heca:s Ban, thrice blaſted, thrice inteted, 
Thy naturall Magicke, and dire property, 
Ou wholſome life, uſurpe immediately. 
Powres the poyſon in his eaves. 
Ham, He poyſons him i'th' Garden fors eſtate z His 
namcs Gonz.ags: the Story is extant and Writ in choyce 
Italian. You ſhall ſeeanon how the MurthCrer gers the 
love of Gonzagos wite, 
Ophe. T he King riſes. 
Ham, W har, trighted with falſe fire. 
Omee, How fares my Lord ? 
Pol. Give Ore the Play. 
Kwg. Giue me ſome Light. Away; 
All. Lights, Lights, Lights. 
HManet Hamlet and Horatio, 
Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere goe weepe, 
The Heart ungalled play 2 
For ſum. muit watch, while ſome mult flcepe? 
So runnes the world away» 
Would not this Sir, anda Forreſt of Feathers, if the reſt 
of my fortunes turne Turke with me ; with rwo Provin- 


ciall Roſes on my rac'd Shooes, get mc a Fellowſhip in 
a cry of Players firs 


Hor. Halfe a ſhare, 
Ham. A whole oneT, 
For thou doſt know z Oh Damondeere, 
This Realme diſmantled was of Iove himſelfe, 
And now reignes heere, 
A very very Pajocke. | 
Hora. You might have Rim'd. 
Haw. Oh good Herari, lie take the Ghoſts word for | 
a thouſand peund. Did(t perceive? 
Hora. Very well my Lord. 
Ham, V pon thetalke of the poyſoning ? 
Hora, 1 did very well note him. 
Enter Roſencros, and Gurldenſtar, 
Ham.Oh,ha?come ſome Muſick.Come the Recorders 
For if the King like not the Comedy. 
Why then belike he likes itnot perdy-. 
Come ſome Mulicke. 
Gwild, Good my Lord,vouchſafe me a word with you, 


_Hew. ) 


Exennt. 


| 


—_—_— NET 


i —_ — 


——_ 


ſomething waſty. 


Gmild. 1 know no touch of it, my Lord. 
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Hes. Sir, a whole Hiſtory. 

Gwild. The King, fir. 

Ham. 1 fir, what of him, 

Guild, Isin his retyrement, marvellous diſtemper'd. 

Ham, With drinke Su ? 

Gmild, No my Locd, rather with choller. 

Ham. Your wiſedome ſhould ſhew it {elfe more rich 
to fignifiethis to his Doctor ; for me to put him to his 
Purgation, would perhaps plundge him 1nto farre more 
Choller. 

Guild. Good my Lord put your diſcourſe into ſome 
framezand ſtart not ſo wildly from my affaire. 

Ham. 1 am tame Sir, pronounce. 

Guild. The Quecne your Mother, in molt great affli- 
Rion of ſpirit, hath ſent me royou, 

Ham. Youare welcome. 

Guild. Nay, good my Lord, this courteſie is not of | 
the right breed. If it (hall pleate you to make me a whol- 
ſome anſwer, I will doc your Mothers command'ment : 
if not, your pardon, and my returne ſhall be the end of 
my bulineſle. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Guild. What my Lord? 

Ham. Make you a wholeſome anſwer : my wits dif- 
eas'd. But fir, ſuch anſivers as I can make, you ſhall com- 
wand : or rather you ſay, my mother : therefore no more 
o''t to the matter. My mother you ſay. 

Reſin. Then thus ſhe ſayes : your behavior hath ſtroke 
her into amazement, and admiration. 

Ham. Oh wonderfull Sonne, that can ſo aſtoniſh a 
Mother. Butisthere no ſequell at the heeles of this Mo- 
thers admiration ? 

Roſin, She deſires to ſpeake with you in her Cloſſet, ere 
you goe to bed, 

Ham. We ſhall obey, were ſhe ten times our Mother, 
Have you any further Trade withus ? 

Rofin, My Lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. So Idoe itil, by theſe pickers and ſealers, 

Roſin. Good my Lord, what is your cauſe of deſtem- 
per ? You doe freely barre the doore of your owne Liber» 
ty, if youdeny your gricfes to your friend, 

Ham. Sirl lacke Advancement, 

Rofin. How can that be, when you have the voyce of 
the King himſe'fe, for your Succeilion m Denmarke? | 

Ham. I, but while the graiſe growes, the Proverbe is 


Enter one with a Recorder, 
O the Recorder. Let me ſee,to withdraw with you,why 
doe you goe about to recover the wind of me, as if you 
would drive me into a toile ? 
| Gmild. O wy Lord, if my Duty be too bold, my love 
is t00 unmannerly, x 

Ham, I doe not welt underſtand that. Will you play 
upon thts Pipe? 

_-=_ My Lord, I cannot. 

am. I pray you. Þv 
Guild, Ln me, I'cannot; 
Ham. I doe beſcech you. 


—— 


Ham. Tisascaſic as lying: governe thele Ventiges 
with your finger and thumbe, give it breath with your 
mouth, and it will diicourſe molt excellent Muſicke, 
Looke you, theſe are the ſtoppes, 

Gmnild. But rhelc cannot I command to any 
of harmony, I have nat the skill. -. 

Hem. Why looke you now, how unworthy a thing 


_— 


utterance 


| 


————— 


S——_— 


you make of me : you would play upon me : you would 
leeme to know my ſtops:you would plucke out the heart | 
of my Myſtery ; you would ſound me from my lowelt 
Note, to the top of my compaſſe : and there 1s much Mu- 
ficke,excellent Yoyce, in this lirtle Organe, yet cannot 
you make it, V hy doc you thinke, that 1 am caſter to be 
plaid on, thena Pipe ? Call me what inſtrument you will, 
though you can tret mic, you cannot play upon me. God 
blefle your Sir. | 
Emer Polanins. 


Polon, My Lord ; the Queene would ſpeake with you | 
and preſently. 
Ham. Doe you ſce that Clowd? thats almoſt in ſhape 
like a Camel, 
Polen. By'th*Miſſe, and its like a Camell indeed. 
Ham. Mc thinkes it is ike a Weazell. | 
Polo. Itis back'dlike a Weazell. 
Hm. Orlikea Whale? 
Poon. Verylike a Whale. 
Ham. Then will 1 come to my mother, by and by : 
They toole meto the top of my bent. 
I will come by and by. 
Polen. 1 will ſay 1o. Exit. | 
Ham. By and by, is eaſily ſaid. Leave me friends ; 
Tis now the very witching time of night, 
When Churchyards yawne, and hell it ſelte breaths out 
Contagion to his world. Now could I drinke hot blood, 
And doe ſuch birtcr buſinefſe as the day 
Would quakctolooke on. Soft now, to my mother: 
Oh heart, looſe nut thy Nature ; let notever I 
The Soule of Nero, enter this fixme boſome : 
Let me be cruell, not unnaturall, 
I will ſpeake Daggers to her, but uſe none ; 
My tongue and {oule in this be Hypocrites, 
How in my words {omever the be ſhent, 
To give them ſeales, never my foule content, 


Cnter King, Reſincros, and Guildenſtay. 

King. Ilike him nor, nor {tznds it fate with us, | 
Tolet hismadnefſc range. Theretore prepare you, 
I your Commi/fion will forthwith diſpatch, 
And he to England ſhall along with you, 
The termes of our eſtate, may not endure 
Hazard ſo dangerous as doth hourcly grow 
Our of his Lunacics. 

Guild. We will our ſclves provide : 
Moſt holy and Religious feare it 1s 
To keepe thoſe many bodies ſafe 
That liveand feede upon your Majeſty. 

Roſin, The fingle 
And peculiar life is bound 
Wirhall the ſtrength and Armour of the minde, 
To keepe it ſelte froga noyance ; but much more, 
That Spirit, upon wholc ſpirit depends and relts 
Thelives of many, the cealc of Majeſty 
Diesnot alone : but like a Gulfe doth draw 
Whats necre it, wichit, Itisa malic whecle 
Fixt on the Somntt of the higheſt Mount, 
To whoſ: huge Spoakes, ten thouſand lefſer things 
Are mortiz'd andadjon'd : which when it falles, 
Eachſmall annexment, petty confequence 
Attends the boyſtrous Ruine. Never alone 


= 


he Kiog ſ{ighe, but with a generall grone 
ing. Armc you, I pray youtothis ſpeedy Voyage ; 
For we will Fetters put upon this feare, 

Which 


— 


———— 


—— 


Enter Polonia, 

Pol. My Lord, hes going to his Mothers Cloſlct 
Beki.ade che Arras Ile convey my lelte ; 
Tc hearethe Proceſſe. Ile warrant ſhe'll tax him home. 
Aud as you ſaid, and wiſcly was it faid, 
Tis mecte tha: ſome more audience thena Mother, 
Since Nature makesthem paitiall, ſhould o're-heare 
The ſpecch of vantage, Fare you well my Liege, 
Ie cali upon you cre you goc to bed, 
Andrell you ., hatI know. 

King. Thankes deere my Lord, 
Oh uy offence is ranke, ic (mels to heaven, 
It haththe primallcideſt curſe upon't, 
A brothers murther. Pray can I not, 
Though inclination be as ſharpe as will: 
My ftronger guilt, defcats my ſtrong intent, 
And like a man todouble bufineſſe bound, 
| ſtand in pauſe where I (hall firſt begin, 
And both negleR ; whar if this curſed hand 
Were thicker then it ſelfe with brothers blood, 
Is there not Raine enough in the { weet heavens 
To waſh ic white as Snow ? W hereto ſerves mercy, 
But toconfront the viſage of Oftence ? 
And whats in Prayer, but this two-fold force, 
To be fore-ſtalled, ere we come to fall, 
Or pardon'd being downe ? T hen llc louke up, 
My fault is paſt. Bur oh, what forme of Prayer 
Canſerue my turne ? Forgive me my toule Murther : 
That cannor be, fince I am (till poſſelt 
Of thole efte&s for which I aid the Murther 
My Crowne, mine owne Ambition, and my Queene : 
May one be pardo/'d, and retaine th'offence e 
In the corrupted curranrs of chis world, 
Offencesguilded hand may ſhove by luſtice, 
And oft tis ſeene, the wicked prize it ſelfe 
Buyes out the Law ; bur tis not ſo above, 
There isno ſhuffling, therethe Action lyes 
In his true Nature, and we our ſelves compell'd 
Even to' the tecth and forchead of our faults, 
To give in evidence. W hat chen ? Whet reſts? 
Try what Repentance can. What can it not ? 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 
Oh wretched tate? Oh boſome, blackeas death ! 
Oh limed foule, that (tri-gling to be free, 


Exit, 


' Art more ingag'd: He:pe Angels, make aflay : 


Bow ſtubborne knees, and hcart with ſtrings of Steele, 
Be ſoft as ſfincwes ef the new-borne Babe, 
All may be well. 

Enter Hamlet. 


Ham, Now might I doe it pat, now he is praying, 
And now lledoo't, and {o he gocsto heaven, 
And ſo am Ireveng'd : that would be {cann'd, 
A Villaine killes my Father, and for that 
T his foulc Sunne, doe this ſame Villaine ſend 
To heaven. Oh this is byreand Sallery, net Revenge. 
He took e my Father _ , full of bread, 
With all his Crimes broad blowne, as treſh as May, 


| And howhis Audit ſtands, who knowes, fave heaven : 
| 


But in our circumſtance and courſe of thought 

Tis hcavy with him : andam I thenreveng'd, 

To take him inthe purging of his Soule, > 
Whea he is fit and tcaſon'd for his paſſage ? Nos 


Vp Sword, and know theu a more horrid heat 


| 


* Words without thoughts, never to heaven goes 


| And makes a bliſter there. Makes marri 
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Which now goes too free-footed, When he isdrunkeaſleepe; or in his Rage; 4 
Both. We will baite us. E xewunt Gent; | Or in th'inceftuous pleaſure of bis bed, 


At gaming, ſwearing, or about ſome ate 

That hasno relliſh of Saluation in't, 

Then trip him, that his heeles may kicke at beaven, 

And that his Soule may be as damn'd and blacke 

As hell, whereto it gots. My Mother ftaycs, 

This Phyſicke but prolongs thy ſickly dayes, Exit, 
King. My words flye up,my thoughts remaine below, 

Exu, 


Enter Duccene and Poloniua. 
Polo. Hewill come itraight ; 
Looke you lay home ro him, | 
Tell him his prankes have beentoo broad to berre with, 
And that yovr grace hath ſoree'1:d, and ftocd betweene 
Much heat, and him. Ile filence me ene heere : 
Pray you be round with hum. 
' Ham. within. Mother, mother, mother. 
we. ile warrant you, feare me not. 
Withdraw, I heace hiw comming. 
Emer Hamlet, 
Ham. Now mother, whats the matter ? 
ne. hamlet, chou halt thy father much offended. 
Ham. Mother, you have my father much uftended. 
© me. Come, come, you an\wer with an idle tongue. 
Ham, Goe , goe, you queſtion with an idle tongue. 
Lne. Why how now Hamlet. 
H m. Whats the matter now ? 
2e, Have you forgot me ? 
Ham, No by the Rocd, not ſo : 
You are the Qucene, your husbands brothers wife, 
But would you were notſu. Yeu are my Mother. 
Dupe. Nay, then leſt thoſe toyou thatcan ipeake. 
Ham. Come, come, and fit you downe, y ou {hall not 
boudge : 
You goe not till I ſet up a glaſſe. 
Where you may ce the inmeſt part of you? 
2 ue. Whar wilt thou doe? thou wik not murther me? 
Helpe, helpe, hoa, 
Pol. W hat hoa, helpe, helpe, belpe. 
Ham. How now, a Rat ? dead tor a Ducate, dead, 
Pol. OhTamdline. Killes Polonia, 
2 nee. Oh me, what baſt thou done ? 
Ham. Nay 1 know not, is itthe King ? 
nee, Oh whataraſh, and biucdy deed is this? 
Hem. Alloody deed, almoſt as bad good Muther, 
As killa King, and marry with his brother. 
Dee, As killd a King ? 
Ham. I Lady, twas my word. 
T hou wretched, raſh, intruding foole farewell, 
I rooke thee for thy Betters,tak.c thy fortune, 
Thou findſt to betoo bulie, is ſome danger. 
Leave wringing of your hands, peace fit you downe, 
And let me wring your heart, for ſo | ſhall 
If it be made of peiet ; 
Ifdamned Cuſtome have not braz'd it ſo, 
Thatit is procfe and bulwarke againſt Senſe. 
2x, What have 1 done, that thou darſt wag thy 
Innoyſe ſo rude againſt me ? (tongue, 
Ham. Such an AR 
That blurresthe grace and bluſh of Modefty, 
Cals Vertue Hypecrue, takes off the Roſe 
From the faire forchead of an innocence love, 


© VOWes 
As falſc as Dicers Oathes. Oh ſuch a deed, 
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Asfrom the body of contration pluckes 
The very ſoule, and ſweet Religion makes 
A raplody of words. Heavens face doth glow, 
Yea this {olidiry and compound maſle, 
With triſttull viſage as againſt the doome, 
[s thought-ſicke at the act. 
Lee. Aye me , what a, that roarcs ſo lowd, and 
thunders1n the Index. 
Ham. Looke hecre upon this Piture, andonthis, 
The counterfer preſentment of two brochers : 
Sce what a grace fcated on his Brow, 
Hyperiens curles, the front of Tove himſ.clte, 
Ai.eyelike Mars, tothreaten or co 
A Station, like the Herald Mercury 
Now lighted on a heaven-killing bull: 
A Combination, and a forme indeed, 
Where every goddid ſecme rolet his Seale, 
Togive the world aſſurance of a man, 
This was your husbaud. Looke you now what followes. 
Heere is your t.usband, like a Mildew'd deare 
Blaſting his wholſome breath. Have you eyes? 
Could you onthis faire Mountaine leave to feed,] 
And batten on this Moore ? Ha? have you eyes? 
Youcannot call it Love : For at your age, 
1he bey=day iu che blood 15 tame, its bumble, 
And waites upon the ludgement : and what judgement 
Would itep trom this, tothis? What divell was't, 
That thus hath couſend you at hovudman-blind? 
O Shame ! where isthy bluſh ? Rebellious Hell, 
If thou canſt mutine in a Matrons bones, 
To ſlaming youth, let Vertue beas waxe. 
And melt m herowne fire. Proclaias no ſhame, 
When the compulſive Ardure gives the charge, 
Since Frolt it{cife, as attively doth vurne, 
As Reaſon panders Will. 
2 nee. O Hamlet, (peake nomore. 
Thou turnuſt mix eyes into my very (ouley 
And there 1 ſee tuch biackeand grzined pots. 
As will not leave their Tinct, 
Ham, Nay, burto live 
Inthe ranke {weat of an enſeamed bed, 
Stewd in Corruption; honying aud making love 
Overthe nalty Stye. 
2 14e. Oh ipeake to me, no more, 
T hete words ike Daggers cater in mine Cares. 
No more {cet Hawnler. 
Ham. A Murder cr, and a Villaine : 
A Slave, that isnot twentieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent Lord. A vice cf Kings, 
A Cutpurſe of the Empirc and the Rule. 
That froun a ſhelfe, the preciuus Diadem ſtole, 
And putt in his Pocket, 
© #1. No more. 
Emer Gho#t. 
Ham. A King of ſhreds and patches. 
Save me : and hover o're me with your wings 
You heavenly Guards. V hat would you gracious figure? 
Luce. Alas bes mad. 
Ham. Doe younot come yourtardy Sonne to chide, 
Thatlaps't in Time and ya{lion, lers goe by 
Th'imporrtant a&tiog of your dread command ? Oh fay. 
Ghoit. Doe not forget : this Viſitation 
Is but to wh:t thy al lt blunced purpoſe, 
But looke Amazs ment on thy Mother fits ; 
O ſtep betweere her, and her fighting Soule, 
Conceit in weakeſt bodies, ſtrongeſt workes- 
j 
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Speake to her Hamlet, 
Ham. How is it with you Lady? | 
Lu2. Alas, how is't with you? 

That thus you bend your eye on vacancy , 

And with the corporall ayredoe hold dilcourſe. 

Forth at your eyes, your {pirits widely pecpe, 

And as theſl:eping Souldtours in th'Alarine, 

Your bedded haize, like life in excrements, 

Start up, and (tand an end, Ohgentle Soune, 

Vponthe heaceand flame of thy diltemper 

Sprink [c cooie patience. Whereon doe you looke ? 

. Ham. On him, 04 hum: looke you how pale he glares, | 

His turme and cauſe conjoyn'd, preaching to ſtones, 

Would wake them capcable, Doe not iooke upon me, 

Lealt with this pitreous ation you convert 

My ſterne «ffets : then what I have to doe, 

Will want true colour ; teares perchance for blood. 

Luce, To whom doe you ſpeake this? 

Ham. Doe you ſeenothing there? 

mee. Nothing at all, yetall that 1s I ſze. 

Haw. Nor did you nothing heare ? 

Lee. No, nothing but our lelvess , | 
Ham." hy looke you there: looke how it ſteals away 

My facher in his habite, as te lived, _ 

Looke where he goes evennow outat the Portall. Ex. 
Luce, This is the very coynage of your braine, 

This vodilefle Creation extaſic is very cunning 1n» 

Ham. Extalte ? 

MyVulſeas youre dothtemperately keepe time, 

And makes as hcaithfull Muſicke. lt 15not madnefle 

That I have uttered ; bringme tothe Tet 

And I the matter wall re-word : v hich madneſſe 

Would gamboll from. Mother, for love of Grace, 

Lay nota flattering Vriction to your ſoule, 

That: not your treſpaſſe, but my maineſle ſpeakes ; 

It wili but skin and filme the Vicerous place, 

W hilſt ranke corruption mming all within, 

Infets uaſeene. Confeſle your lelfe to heaven, | 

Repent whats paſt, avoyd whatis to come, 

And doc not ſpredthe Compoſt or the Weedes, 

To make them ranke. Forgive me this my Vertue, 

For inthe fatncfle of theſe purſie times, 

Vertue it ſelfe, of Vice mutt pardon begge, 

Yea courbe, and wooe, for leaveto doe him'good. 

Duee, On Hemict, 

Thou haſt clefc my heart in twaine, 

Ham. O throw away the worfer partof it, 

Aadlive the purer with the other halte. 

Good night, but goe not to mine Vnkles bed, 

Aſſume a Vertoe, if you have it nor, refraine to night, 

And that ſhall lenda kind of ecafineſſe 

To the nextabſtinence, Once more goodnight* | 

And when you are defirousto be bleſt, 

Ile bleſſing begge of you. For this ſame Lord, 

I doe repent : but heaven hath pleas'd ir ſo. 

To punith me with this, and this with me, 

That I mult be their Scourge and Minilter. 

I will below him, and will anſwer well 

The death | gave him : ſo 2gaine, good night. 


| maſt be cruel, onely tobe kiad; 
Thas bad begins, and wotſe remaines behind. 
2»e. What ſhall Idoe? 


Ham. Nat this by no meanesthat T bid you doe : 


Let the blunt King tempt you againe to bed, | 
Pinch Wanton on your cheeke, call you his Mouſe, 
And lct him fora paire of reechy kiſſes, FS 


— 


ee. 


— 


— p 


1 
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Orpadliag in your necke with his damn'd fingers, 
Make you to ravellall this ajatter out, 
That Ieffentially am not 1 madneflc, 
Bur mad in cratt. Twere good you let him know , 
For whothats but a Queene, faire, ſober, wile, 
Would from a Paddocke, from a Bat, a Gibbe, 
Such decre concernings hide? W ho wouid dor {0? 
No, indeſpight of Senſc and Secrecy, 
V npegge the Baskert on the houſes top : 
Let the Birds flyc,and like the famous Ape, 
Totry Concluſions, in the Basket creepe, 
And breake your owne necke downe. 

2c. Bethou aſſur'd, it words be made of breath, 


' Andbreath of life : 1 have no life to breath 


What thou halt ſaid to me. 
Ham. I muſt to England, you know that ? 
Qwzee. Alacke I hed forgot : Tis toconcluded vn. 
Ham, This man ſhall (ct me packing : 
Ile luggethe Gursinto the Neighbor roome, 
Mother goodnight. Indeede this Connteiior 
Is now moſt ſtill, moſt ſecret, and meſt grave, 
Who wasin life a fooliſh prating Knave. 
Come fir, to draw toward an cnd with you. 
Good night Mother. : 
Exit Hamlet tugging in Polonya, 
Emer King. 
King. Theres matters in theic l1ghes. 
Theſe profound heaves 
You mult tranſlate , Tis fit we underſtandthem. 
W heres your Sonne ? 
nee. Ah my good Lord,what have I ſeene tonight ? 
King. What Gertrude? How dos Hamlet ? 
nee. Mad as the Scas, and winde,when both contend 
Which is the Mighrier, in his lawlefle fit 
Behind the Arras, hearing ſomething ſtirre, 
He whips his Rapicr out, and cryes a Rat, a Rat, 
And in his brainiſh apprehenſion killes 
The unſeenc good old man. 
King. Oh hcavy deed. 
It had bine ſo with us had we beene there : 
His Liberty is fuil of threats to all, 
To you your ſcltc, tous, to every one. 
Alas, how ſhall this bloody deede be anſwered ? 
It will be laid tous, whole providence 
Should have kept ſhort, rc(t: ain'd, and out of haunt, 
This mad yong man. But (ſo much wasour love, 
We would not underſtand what wzs molt fit, 
But hike the Owner of a foule dilcaſe, 
To kcepe it from divulging, lets it feede 
Even onthe pith ot lite. Where is hegone ? 
Amee. To draw apart the body he hath kild, 
Ore whoayhis very madneſic like ſome Oare 
Among a Minerall of Mettals baſe 
Shewes it ſcltc pure. He wceepes for what is done. 
King. Oh Gertrade, come away : 
The Sunno ſooner ſhall the Mounta ines touch, 
But we will ſhip him hence, andthis viide deed, 
We muſt with all our Majeſty and Skill - 
Both countenance, and excuſe. 
Ho Gmuildenitar : Gwildenſt ar. 
Friends both, go joyne you with ſome further ayde ; 
Hamlet in madneſlſc hath Po/omins (laine, 
And from his Mothers Clofſert hath be dragg'd him. 
Goe ſceke him out, ſpeaks faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell. 1 pray,you haſte in this. Exit Gent, 
Come Gertrude, we'll call up our wileſt friends, 


Enter Roſincros, and 


- 


| Tolet them know both what we meane to doe, 


: 
: 


| 
| 
! 
' 


| And whats untimely done. Ohcome away, 


My ſoulc is full of diſcord and diſmay. | 
Enter Hamlet. | 

Ham. Safcly flowed. . | 
Gentlemen within. Hamlet, Lord Hamlet. | 
Ham, W hat noiſe > Who cals on Hamlet ? | 


Exeunt, 


Oh heere they come. Enter Roſincros, and Guildenſl ar. 
Kof. What bave youdone my Lord with the dead body? 
Ham, Cowpounded it wh duſt, wheretotis kinne, | 
Roſin, Tcllus where 1s, that we may take it thence, 

And beare it to the Chappell. 

Ham, Doe not beelceveit. | 

Rofin. Belceve what ? 

Ham. Thatl can keepe your counſell, and not mine 
owne. Beſides, to be demanded of a Syundge, what re- 
plication ſhould be made by the Sonne of a King- 

Koſin, Take you me tor a pundge, my Lord ? 

Ham, | (ir,that ſokes up the Kings Countenance, his 
Rew ards,bis Authoritics( but ſuch Oihcers do the King 
belt ſer vice in the end. )He keepes them like an Ape in 
the corner of his jaw, firſt mourh'd to be laſt ſwallowed, 
w hen he needes what you Fave glean'd, it is but ſquee- | 
zing you, and Spundge you ſhalibe dry againe. 

Koſin. I underſtand you not my Lord. 

Ham. lamglad of itz a knaviſh ſpeech fleepes in a 
fooltth care. 

Ron, My Lord, you muſt tell us where the body is, 
and goe with usto the King. = 

Ham. The bedy is withihe King, but the King is not | 
wich the body. The King, isa thing »— 

Gmild. A thing my Lord? 

Hem, Of nothing? bring me to him, hide Fox, and all 
after. E xemnt. 


Enter K Inge 
King. I have ſentto ſeeke him, and to find the body : 
How dangerous is it that this man goes looſe : 


Yet mult nor we put the ſtrong Law on him : | 


Hes loved cf the diſtracted multitude, 
Who like nor in their judgement, but their eyes : 
And where tis ſo, th Offenders ſcourge is weigh'd 
Bnt ncerer the offence : to beare all imooth, and even, 
This ſodaine- ſending him away, muſt ſecme 
Delibcrate pauſe, diſcaſes deſperate growne, 
By deſperate appliance are relieved, 
Or not at all. £meer Roſincros, 
How now ? what hathbefaine ? 

Roſin. Whete theFead body isBeſtow'd my Lord, 
We cannot get frem him. | 

King, But whereis he? 

Rofn 


j Without my Lord, guarded to know your plea- 
ures 


King. Bring him before us. 
Rofin, Hoa, Gmildenftar ? bring in my Lord. 


_—_— — 


—— 
—_— 


Enter Hamlet and Guildenit av. 

King. Now Hamlet, wheres Poloninu ? 

Ham. At Supper, 

King. At —_—_ Where? 

Ham. Not where heeats, but where he is caten,a ccr- 
taine convocation of wormes are ene at him.Y our werm 
is your onely Emperour for dict. We fat all creatures 
elſe to fat us, and we fat our ſelues for Magots. Your fat 
King and your leane Begger is but variable ſervice,two 
diſhes, but to one Table, thats the end. 

King. What doltthou meane by this ? 


"Hon. | 


- _ - 


- LE edit 


-- _ - 
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Ham, Nothing but to ſhew you how a King may goc 
a Pr 


ogreſſe through the gut of a Begger. 
K mg. —— wt Daring ws 
Ham, In heaven,ſend thither to ſee. If your Mefien- 
ger finde him not there,ſeeke him 1'th other place your 
lelfe : but indeed, if you finde him not this monerh, you 
ſhall noſe him as you goe up the ſtaices into the Lobby. 
King. Gocſceke him N 
Ham. He will ſtay till ye come. _ ' | 
K, Hamlet this deed of thine, for thine eſpeciall ſafety 


W bich we doe tender,as we dearely grieve 
For _ LC (end _—_— 
With fiery qui . ore prepare thy ſelte, 
The Barke ky reddy,and the wind at helpe, 
Th'Afociates tend,and cvery thingat bent. 
For England. 

K ing. 1, Hamlet. 

Ham, Good 


King. $o isir,ifthou knewſt our purpoſes 

Ham. 1 ſce a Cherube that ſees him : but come, for 
England. Farewell deare Mother. 

King. Thy loving Father Hamler. : 

Hamlet, My Mother : Father and Mother 1s Man and 
Wite : Manand Wife is one fleſh , and fo my Mother. 
Come, for England. | Ext. 

King. Follow him at foot, 

Tempr him with ſpeed aboord :; 
Delay it not, Ile bave him hence to night. 
Away,tor every thing is Seal'd and done 
That elſe leanes on th' Afaire,pray you make haſte. 
And England,if my love thou holditat ought, 
As my great power thereof any give thee ſenſe, 
Since yerthy Cicatricelookes raw and red 
After the Daniſh Sword, and thy free awe 
Paycs bomage to us ; thou maiſt not coldly ſet 
Our Soveraigne Proceſle, which imports at full 
By letcers conjuring to that eftet 
The preſentdeath of Hamer. Doe it England, 
For like the HeQticke in my blood he rages, 
Andthou aſt cure me : Till I know 'tis done, 
How ere my haps, my joyes were ne're begun. | 
| | Exit: 
Enter Fortinbras with an eArmy. ' 

; For. Gue Captaine,from mc tothe Daniſh King, 
Tell him that by his licenſe, Fortinbras 
Claimes the conveyance of a promis'd March 
Over his K « You know the Rendevouz : 
Ifrhat his Majeſtic would ought wich us, 
We ſhallexpreſſe our duric iu hiscye, 
And let him know fo. 

Cap. 1 will doo't,my Lord. 
For. Goe ſafely on. | 
Enter ,Y meene and Horatio, 

2x. I will not ſpeake withher, 

Hor. She is importunate, indeed diſtra, her moode 
will nceds be pitried. 

2u. What would ſhe have?. , 
| Hor. Sheſpeakes much of her Father;ſayes ſhe heares 

There's trickes i'th'woxrid,and hems, and bears her heart, 
Spurnesenvioufly at Srrawes,ſpeakes things in doubt, 
That carry but halfe ſenſe: Her dpcech is nothing, 
| Yetthe unſhaped uſe of it doth move . 

The hearers to Colleftion; they aymearit, . 

And borch the words up fit to their owne thoughts, 
| Which as her winkes,and nods,aud geſtures yeeid them, 


ll 


Exit. 


— — 


_— 


et. 


| 


Indeed would make one thinke there would be thought: 
Though nothing ture, yer much unhappily- 

2x 'Twere good ſhe were ſpoken with, 
For the may ſtrew dangerous conjectures 
In ill breeding mindes. Let her come in 
4 my _ {oule ( as finnes true nature is) - 

ach toy ſcemes Pro to fume great amiſle, 
So full of Artleſſe lore is mag 
It ſpils it {ele in fearing to be pilr, 

Enter Othelia diſtratted. 


#, How now Opbelta ? 
Ophe. How ſhould 1 your true love know from another 
By his Cockle Hat and Staff and his Sandal yhoone ( one? 
a Alas tweet Lady : whatimports this Song ? 
Ophe. Say you ? Nay pray you marke. 
He us dead and gone Lady,he » dead and goue, 
At hu head a grafſſe-greene Turfe,at bu heeles a ſtone, 
Emey King, 

2», Nay but Ophelia. 

Oph. Pray you marke. 

White hut Shrow'd as the (Mountaine Snow, 

2s. Alas,looke here my Lord. 

Oph. Larded with ſweet flowers : 

Which bewept to the grave did not goe, 
With True-love fhawers. 
King. How doe ye,pretty Lady ? | 

Opb. Well,God dil'd you. They ſay the Owle was 
a Bakers daughter. Lord , wee know what we are , but 
know not what we may be. God be at your Table. 

King. Conccit upon her Father. | 

Ophe. Pray you let's have no words of this: but when 
they aske you what it meanes, ſay you this: 

Tomorron u S Valentines day,all in the morne berime, 

| And I a Maid at your window, gobe your Valentine. (dore, 
| Then up he raſe,+ don'd huscloathes, & dupt the chamber 
Let inthe Maid,let in a Mud never depar ted more. 

King. Pretty Ophchia. : 
| Ophe, Indeed la? without an oath Ile make an end ont. 

By 74,and by $.Charity. 

eAlacke und fie for ſhame : 

Tong men will doo't, if they come tos't 

By Cocke they are too blame. 

Dueth ſhe before you tumbled me, 

Tow prom:s'd me towed : 

So wonld I ha dene,by youder Sunne, 

And thou hadft not come to my b-d. 

King. How long hath ſhe been thus? 

Ophe. I hope all will be well. Wee mult be patient, 
but I cannot chooſe but weepe , to thinke they ſhould 
lay him 'th'cold ground : My Brother ſhall know ot it, 
and ſo I thanke you for your good counſell. Come , my 


3 


—_— 


Coach : GooUnight Ladics: Goodnight ſweet Ladies : 

Goodnight,goodnight: Exit. 
King. Follow bercloſe, . 

Give her good watch I pray you : 

Oh this is the poyſon of deepe grietc,it ſprings 

All from her Fathers death. Oh Gerirwde,Gerrrade, 


When ſorrowes come, they come not lingle ſpies, 
Burt in Batraliacs. Firlt,her father ſlaine, 

Next your ſonne-gone,and he moſt violent author 
Of his owne juſt remove : the people muddied, 


For good Po/-nims death ;and we have done but greenly, 
In hugger mugger to interre him.” Poore Ophelia 


Divided from her ſelfc,and her faire judgement, + 


= rr 


Without 


Mt. —_—_ 


Opn. Where is the beautcous Majeſty of Denmarke. 


Thicke and unwholfome in their thoaghts and whifpers, | 


——w A. ee er 


| 
| 


| 
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Without the which we are Pictures, or meere Beaſts, 
Laſt, and as much containing asall theſc, 

Her brother is in ſecret come from France, 

Keepes on his wonder, keepes him{elfe in clouds 
And wants not Buzzers to infec his care 

With peſtilent Speeches of his fathers death, ' 
Where in neceſſity of matter Beggard 

Will nothing ſticke our perſons to —_ 

In care and care. O my deere Gertrzae, this, 

Like to a murdering Peece in many places, 

Gives me ſuperfluous death. A Noiſe within, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
ue. Alacke, what noyle 18 this ? 
King. W hercare my Sws'zers ? . 
Let them guard the doore. W hat is the matter ? 
Meſ. Save your ſelfe, my Lord. 
The Ocean (over-pecring of his Liſt) 
Eates nor the Flats with more impetuous haſte 
Then young Laerter, ina Riotous head, 
Ore-beares your Ohicers, the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the world were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, Cuſtome not knowne, 
The Ratifiers and props ef every word, 
They cry chooſe we ? Leerres ſhall be King. 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes (hall be King, Laerres King- 
2 uee, How cheerefully on the falſe Traile they cry, 
Oh this is Counter,you falſe Daniſh cs, 
Noiſe within, Enter Laertes, 
King. The dooresare broke. . 
Leer. Whete is the King, firs? Stand you all without. 
All, No, lets come 1n. 
Laer. I pray you give me leave. 
All. We will, we will. 
Laer. I thanke you : Keepe the doore, 
Oh thou vilde King, give me my father. 

ne, Calmely good Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood, that calmes 
Proclaimes me Paſtard: 
Cries Cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
Even here betuweene the chaſte unſmitched brow 
Of my true Mother. 

King. What is the cauſe Laertes, 
That thy Rebellion lookes ſo Gyant-ltke ? 
Let him goc Gertrzde: Doe not feare our perſon : 
Theres ſuch Divinity doth hedgea King, 
T hat Treaſon can but peepe to what it would, 
Acts little of his will. Tell mc Laertes, 
Why thou art thus incenſt ? Let him goe Gererade, 
Speake man. 

Laer. Wheres my Father ? 

King. Dead. 

2c, But not by bim, 

King. Let himdemand his fill. 

Larr. How came he dead ? le not be Inggel'd with. 
To hell Allegeance : Vowes, to the blackeſt divell, 
Conſcience and Grace, to the Profoundeſt Pit. 

I dare Damnation 3 to this point I ſtand, 
That both the worlds I give to negligence, 
Let come what comes ; onely Ile be reveng'd 
Moſt throughiy for wy father, 

King. Who ſhall ſtay you? 

Laer. My Will, not allthe world, 
And for my meanes, Ile husband them ſo well, 
They hall goe farre with little. 


| 


| 


"—— 


—_ 


King, Good Laertes: * 

If wr deſire to know the certainty | 
Of your deare fathers death,if writin your revenge, 

T hat Soop-ſtake you willdraw both friend and for, 
Winner and Loofer. | 

Laer. None but his Enemies. . . 

King. Will you know them thtn. 

Za. To his good Friendy, thus wide Ile hope my 
And like the kinde life-rendring Pelican, ( Armes, 
Repaſt them with my blood. 

King, Why now? what noyſc is that ? 

Like a good child,and atrue Gentle man. 

That I am guiltlefle of your Fathers death, 

And am molt ſenſible in griefe for it, 

It ſhall as levelt to your Iudgement picrce 

As day do's to your eye. | 

A noyſe within, Let her come in, 
Enter Ophelia, 

Laey. How now ? what noyle is that ? 

Oh heat dry up my brames;teares leven times ſalt, 
Burne our the ſcenic and vertue of mine eye. 
By heaven thy madnefle hall be paid by waight, 
Till our Scale turnes the beame. Oh Role of May, 
Deare Maide,kinde Siſter, ſweet Ophelza : | 
Oh heavens,is't pollible, a yong Maids wits, 
Should be as morrtall as an old mans lite ? 
Nature is fine in Love,and where tis five, 
It ſends ſome precions inſtance ofit lelfe 
After the thing it loves. 
Gph, They bore him bare fac'd on the Beere, 

Hey non nony ,noney hey noney : 

And on bus grave raines many 4 teare, 

Fare y1u well my Dove, 

Laer, Had(t thou thy wits , and didſt perſwade Re- 
venge,it could not move thus. ' 

Opb, You muſt ſing downe a-downe,and you call him 
a-downe-a, Oh, how the wheeles become it? Ir is the | 
falſe Steward that ſtole his Maſters daughter. | 

Lier, This nothings more than matter. | 

Ophe, Therc's Roſemary,that's for Remembrance. i 
Pray Love remember ; and there is Pancics , that's for 
Thoughts, F 

Laer, A document in madneſſe, thoughts and remem- 
brance fitted. 

Ophe.There's Fennell for you,and Columbines: there's 
Rue for you,and hete's ſome for me. Wee may call it 
Herbe-Grace a Sundayes : Oh you wult weare your Ruc 
with a difference. There's a Dafie, I would give you ſome 
Violets,butthey wither'd all whe my Father dycd: They 
ſay,he made a good end ; 

For Bonny ſweet Robin is all my joy, 

Zaer. Thought,and Afliion,Pallion, Hell it ſclfe : 


She turnes to favour;and toprettineſſe, 


Oph, And will he not come againe. | 
And will he not come againe ? | 
Noe he u dead,gee to thy Death-bed, | 
He never will come againe, 

Hut Beard as white as Snow, 
All Flaxen was hu Pole : 
He us gone he 19 gone and we caſt ay ay monte, 


Gramercy on hue Soule, 
And of all Chriſtian Soulcs,I pray God, 


God buy ye. Exit Ophelia, | 
Laer.Doe you ſeethis,you gods ? 
King. Laertes,1 muſt commune with your griefe, 

Or yon deny me right: goe but apart, 


_Make, 
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They findustouch'd, we will our Kingdome give, 
Our Crown,our Life, and all that we call Ours 
To you in ſatisfa&tion. But if not, 
Be you contentto lend your paience to us, 
And we ſhall joyntly labour with your ſoule 
Togive it due content. 

Laer, Let this be ſo : | 
His meanes of death his obſcure bariall : 
No Trophee, Sword, nor Hatchment ore his bones; 
No Noble rite, nor formall oftentation, 
Cry tobe heard, astwere from heaven to earth, 
That I muſt call in queſtion. 

King. So you ſhall; | 
And where th'offence is, let the great Axe fall, 
I pray you goe with me. Exennt, 


Enter Horatio, with an Attendant. 


Hora. What are they that would ſpeake with me ? 
Ser. Saylors fir, they ſa{ they have Letters for you. 
Hera. Let them come in, 
I doe not know from what part of the world 
I ſhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet, 
Enter Saylor, 

Say. God bleſſe your Sir. 

Hora, Let him bleſſe thee too. 

Say. He ſhall Sir, and't pleaſe him. Theres a Letter 
for you Sir : Itcomes from th'Ambeſſadours that was 
bound for England, if your name be Horatio; as Iam let 
to know it is. 


Reads the Letter, 

Oratis, When thou ſhalt have overlook'd thi, give 

theſe felowes ſome mcanes to the King: They | oa 
Letters for him, Ere we were two dayes old at Sea, a Py- 
rate of very Warlicke appointment gave us ( hace. Fug- 
ding our ſelves too flow of Saile,we put on a compelled Vas 
lour. Inthe Grapple, I boorded them : On the inſtant they 
got cleare of our Ship, ſo I alone became their Priſoner, 
They have dealt with me, like Theoves of Mercy, but 
they knew what they did. I am to doe a grod turne for 
them, Let the King have the Letters Thave ſent, and re- 
parre thou t2 me with as much haſt as then wouldeſt flye 
death I have words to ſpeaks m your care, will make thee 
dnmbe, yet are they much t29 light for the bore of the 
Matrer, Theſe good fellowes will bring thee where ] am. 
Rofincros and Guildenftar, hold their courſe for England. 
Of thems T have much to tell thee, Farewel, 

He that thou knoweft thine, 
Hamlet. 

Come, 1 wil give you way for theſe your Letters, 
And do't the {pecdier, that you may direft me 


To him from whom you brought thew. Exit, 
Enter King and Laerte:, 
King.Now mult your conſcicace my acquittance ſeal, 
And you muſt put me in your heart for friend, 


Sith you have heard, and with a knowingeare, 
That he which hath y our Noble father {laine, 
Purſued my life. 

Laer. Ir well appeares. But tell mc, 
Why you proceeded not againſt aheſc feates, 
50 crimefull, and ſo Capirall in Nature, 
As by your Safety, Wiſedome;, all things elſe, 


Make choyce of whom your wiſeſt friends you will, \ You mainely were ſtirr'dup ? 
And they ſhall heare and judge twixt you and me ; King. O for two ſpeciall Reaſons, , 0 
If by dire or by Collaterall hand Which may to you ( perhaps) ſeeme much anſitinowed, 


And yet to me they are (trong, The Queene his Mother, 
Lives almoſt by his lookes : and for my felfe, 
My Vertue or my Plague, be iteither which, 
Shes fo conjunRive tomy life and foule ; 
Thar as the Starre moves not bur in his Sphere, 
I could not but by her. The other Motive, 
W hy toa publike count I might not goe, 
Is the great love the generall gender beare him, 
\W ho dipping all his taules in their affe&tion, 
Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Convert his Gyves to Graces. So that my Arrowes 
Tooſlightly timbred for to loud a Wind, 
Would have reverted tomy Bow againe, 
Andnot where I had aym'd them. 
Laer. And lo have 1 a Noble father loſt, 
A Siſter driven intodeſperate tearmes, 
Whe was(if prailes may goe backe againe ) 
Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age 
For her perfections. Bur my revenge will come, 
King. Breake not your fleepes for thar; 
Youmuſt not thinke 
That we are made of ſtuffe, ſo flat, and dull, 
That we canlet our Beard be ſhooke with danger, 
And thinke it paſttime. You ſhortly ſhall heare more, 
Ilov'd your father, and we love your ſclfe, 
And that1 hope will teach you to imagine=——» 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
How now ? W hat Newes ? 
ef. Letters my Lord from Hamlet. This to your 
Majeſty : this to the Queene. 
King. From Hamler? Whobrovghtthem ? 
Aef: Saylors my Lord they fay, I ſaw them not : 
They were given me by Clandio, he receiv'd them, 
King, Laertes you thall them : 
Leave us. E'xir Meſſenger. 
High and Mighty, you ſhall know I am ſet naked on your 
' Kinodome. To morrow ſhall I beg leave to ſee your King- 
ly Eyes When I ſpall ( firſt acking your Pardon thereunts) 
recornt th'Occafions of my ſodame, and mare ftrangere- 
turne. Hamlet. 
W hat ſhould this mezne ? Are ali thereſt come backe ? 
Or is it ſome abuſe ? Or nofuch thing ? 
Larr, Know you the hand ? 
King, Tis Hamlets Charater, naked, and in a Poſt- 
ſcript here he fayes alone : Can you advite me ? 
Laer, V'mloſt in itt my Lord, but let him come, 
It warmes the very ſickneſſein my heart, 
That I ſhall live and tell him to his teeth : 
Thus diddeſt thou. 
" King, Ifit be ſo Laerres, as how ſhould ic be ſo? 
How otherwiſe? will you berul'd by me 
Laer, If foyou'll nor o'rerule me toa peace. 
Kin, Tothine owne peace: if he be now return'd,' 
As checking at his Voyage, and that he wneanes 
No more to undertake it ; 1 will worke him 
Toan exployt now ripe in my Device, 
Vnder the which he thall not chooſe bur fall ; 
And for his death no wind of blame ſhall breath, 
But even his Mother ſhall uncharge the praQtice, 
And call it accident : Some two Monthes hence 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy, 
I'veſcene my ſelfe and ſeru'd againſt the French, 
| Andthey ran well on Horſebacke ; but this Gallant 
rr 32 
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| Had witchcraft in't ; he grew into his Scat, 
And to ſuch wondrous doing brought his Horſe, 
As had he been encorps't and demy-Natur'd 
With the brave Bcaſt,1o farre he paſt my thoug ht, 
Thar I in forgery of ſhapes and trickes, 
Come ſhort of what he did. 

Laer. A Norman was't? 

King. A Norman. 

Lear. Vpon my life Lamound. 

King, The very ſame. 

Laer. 1 know him well,he is the Brooch indeed, 
And iecmme ot all our Nation. 

King. He made confeſſion of you, 
And gave youluch a Maſtcrly report, 
For Art and <xerciſc in your defence ; 
And tor yeur Rapier moſt __— 
That he crycd out,t'would be a fight indeed, 
If one could watch you Sir. This report of his 
Did Hamlet fo enyenom with his Envy, 
That be could nothing doe but wiſh and begge, 
Your ſodaine comming over te play with him; 
Now out of this. 

Laer. Why out of this,my Lord ? 

King. Laertes,was your Father deare to you ? 
Or are you like the painting ofa ſorrow, 

A face without a heart? 

Laer, Why aske you this ? 

Kin, Not that 1 thinke you did not love your Father, 
But that I know Love 1s _— by Time: 

And that I ſec in paſſages of proofe, 
Timequalifies the ſparke and fire of it : 

Hamlets come backe , what would you undertake, 
To ſhew your ſelfe your Fathers ſonne indeed, 
More than in words? 

Laer, Tocut histhroat i'th'Church, 

K:n. No place indeed ſhould murder SanQuuarize; 
Revenge ſhould have no bounds : but geod Laerres, 
Wil you doe this,keepe cloſe within your Chamber? 
Hamlet return'd,ſhali know you are come home ; 
Wee'l put on thole ſhall praiſe your excellence, 
And ſcta double varaiſh = the fame - 

The Frenchman gave you,bring you in fine together, 
And wager on your heads, he being remiſſe, 

Moſt generous, and free from all contriving, 
Willnot peruſe the Foiles ? So that with caſe, 

Or witha little ſhuffling, you may chooſe 

ASword unbaited,and ina paſſe of practice, 
Requir him for _ Father. 

Laer. I will doo't, 

And for that purpoſe Ile annoiot my Sword : 

I bought an VnRion of a Mountebanke 
Somortall,I but dipt a knife in it, 

Where it drawes blood,no Cataplaſme ſo rare, 
ColleRted from all Simples that have Vertue 
Vnder the Moone,can ſavethe thing from death, 
That is but ſcratcht withall : letonch my point, 
With thiscontagion,that if I gall him ſlightly, 

It may be death. 

Kin, Let's further thinke of this, 

Weigh what convenience both of time and meanes 
May fitus toour ſhape, if this ſhould faile ; 

And that our driftlooket hour bad performance, 
Twerebetter not affaid ; therefore this Projet 
Should have a backe or ſecound,that might hold, 
If this hould blaft in proote: Soft, let me ſee 
| Wee'l makea ſolemne wager on your commings, 


— 
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I ha't : when in your metion you arc hot and dry, 
As make your bowts more violent tothe end, 
Andthart he cals for drinke ; Ile have prepar'd bim 
A Challice for the nonce ; whereon bur ſipping, 
If he by chance eſcape your yenom'd ſtuck, 
Our purpoſe may hold there ; how now ſweet Queene. 
Emer © meene, 
Lxeen. One woe doth tread upon anothers heele, 
So fait they'i follow : your Siſter's drown'd Zaertes, | 
Laer. Drown'd 1 O where? 
ween, There is a Willow growes aſlant a Brooke, 
That ſhewes his hore leaves in the glaſlic {treame : 
There with fantaſticke Garlands did ſhe come, 
Ot Crow-fiowers, Nettles, Day fies,and long Purples, 
That liberall Shepheards give a grofſer name; 
But our cold Maids doe Dead Mens Fingers call them; 
Therc on the pendant boughes,her Coronet weeds 
Clambring to hang;an envious ſliver broke, 
When downe the weedy Trophies,and her ſelfe, 
Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cioathes ſpred wide, 
And Mermaid-like,a while they bore her up, 
Which time ſhe chaunted ſnatches of old tunes, 
As one incapable of her owne dilireſſe, 
Orlike a creature Native,and deduced 
Vnto that element : but long it could not be, 
Till that her garments, heavy withtheir drinke, 
Pull'd the poore wretch from her melodious by, 
To muddy death. 
Laer. Alas then,is ſhedrown'd ? 
Lueen, Drown'dgdrown'd, 
Laer. Too much of water haſt thou poore Ophelia, 
And theretore I forbid my teares : but yer 
It 1s cur tricke, Nature her cuſtome holds, 
Let ſhame ſay what it will z whentheſe are gone 
The woman will be out : Aduc my Lord, 
I havea ſpeech of fire,that faine would blaze, 


Bur char this folly drownes it. Exit, 
King. Let's follow Gertrude : 

How much I had to doeto calme his rage ? 

Now feare Ithis wil give it ſtart againe ; 

Therefore let's follow. Exenns, 


Emer two Clownes, 

Clown, Is ſheeto be buricd in Chriſtian buriall, that 
wilfully ſeekes her owne ſalvation? 

Other, I tell the the is,and therefore make her Grave 
ſtraighr,the Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chri- 
ſtian buriall. 

Clo, How canthat be,ualeſſe ſhe drowned her ſelfe in 
her owne defence ? 

Other. Why 'tis fonnd ſo. 

Clo. It muſt be Se offendends, it cannot beelſe : for 
here lies the point:If 1 drowne my ſelfe wittingly, it ar- 
guesan Act; and an ARt hath three branches. It 15an AR 
og to performe;argall the drown'd her ſelfe wit- 
tivgly. 

Other. Nay but here you GoodmanDelver. 

( !own. Giveme leave; herelics the water , good : 
here ſtands the man, good : if the man goe to this was 
ter and drowne himſelte ; it is will hc, nill he,hee goes; 
marke youthart ? But if the water came to him & drowne 
him ; he drownes not himſelfe. Argall , he that is not | 
guilty of his owne death, ſhortens not his owne life. 

Other, But isthis Law? 

(oe. 1 marry is't,Crowners Queſt Law, 
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Other. Will you ha the trath on't: if this had not, ” Hor. I,my Lord. 
been aGentlewoman , ſhee ſhould have becne buried out | Ham. Why.cc'n ſo: and now my Lady Wormes, 
of Chriſtian Buriall: Chaplcſle,2nd knockt about the Mazzard with a Sextons 
Clo, Why there thou fay'ſt, Andthe more pitty that | Spade ; heerc's fic Revolution , if we had the tricke to 
cat folke {hould have countenance in this world to | ſec*r. Did theſe bones coſt no more the breeding, bnt 
, nk or hang them(ſclves, more than their even Chti- | to play at Loggets with 'em ? mine ake to thinke on't, 
ſtian.Come,my Spade ; there is no ancient Gentlemen, : 


but Gardiners, Ditchers and Grave-makers ; they hold Clowne ſings. 

up Adams profeſſion. ef Picke-axe ard a Spade,a Spade, 
Other, Was he a Gentleman ? fer and a ſorowding-ſheet : 
(10, He was the firſt that ever bore Armes, O a Pit of Cly for ty be made, 
Other, Why he had none, for ſuch a Gueſt 15 meet. 


{1s. Whatarta Heathen? how doſt thou underſtand Ham. Therc's another : why mightnot that be the 
the Scripture? the Scripture ſayes Adam digg'd ; could | Scull of a Lawyer? where be bis Quid4its now 2 his 
hedigge without Armes?lle put another queſtiontothee? | Quillets? his Caſes? his Teaures,and his Trickes > why 
if thou anſwereſt mz not to the purpole, confeſle thy | doe's he {ir this rude knave now to knocke kim about 


lclfe theSconce with a dirty Shovell,and will not tell him of 
Other, Goe to. * his Ation of Batrery ? hum. This f:llow might be in's 
Clo. What is hetlat builds ſtronger than either the | time a great buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his Recog- 
Maſ on,the Shipwright or the Carpenter ? : nizanccs, his Fines, his double — Recoveries: 
Other, The Gailowes maker, for that Frame out-lives | Ts this the fine of his Fines, and the recovery'of his Re- 
a thouſand Tenants, coveries,to have his fine Pate full of fine Dirt? will his 


(70. 1 like thy wit well in good faith , the Gallowes | Vouchers vouch him no more of his Purchaſes , and dou- 
does well ; but how doesit well ? ir does well to thoſe | ble ones too,then the lengch and breadth of apaire of In- 
that doe ill : now«hou doſt ill to ſay the Gallowes is | dentures? the very Conveyances of his Lands will hard= 
builtſtronger thanthe Church : Argall , the Gallowes | ly lye in this Boxe ; and muſtthe Inheritor himſelfe haye 


may doe yell tothee. Too't againe, Come. | nomore?ha? | 
Other, Who builds ſtronger thawa Maſon , a Ship-; Her. Not ajot more my Lord. 
wrig ht,ora Carpenter ? Ham. Is not Parchment made of Sheep-skinnes 2 | 
Clo, I,tell me that,and unyoke, Hor. I my Lord and of Calve-skinnes too. 
Other, Marry now I cantell. Ham. They are Sheepe and Calves that ſceke out aſſu- 
Clo, Toots rance inthat. I will ſpeake to this tcllows whoſe Grave's 
O ther, Maſſe,I cannot tell. this Sir? 
| | Clo, Mine Sir : 
Enter Hamlet and Horatio a farre off. O apit of Clay for tobe made, 
Clo. Cudg:llthy braines no more about it ; for your for ſuch a Gu:ſþ it meer. 
dull Aſe will not mend his pace with beating;and when Ham, | thinke irbe thine indeed : for thou lieſt, in'ty 
you are askt this qucltion next, ſay a Grave-maker : the | Cs, Youliz out on't Sir,and therefore ir is not yours; 
Houſes that he makes,laſts till Doomes-day: go,getthee | fr my part I doe not lic m't,andger it is mine. | 
to 7anghan, fetch me aſtoape cf Liquor, Ham, Thou doſt lye in't, to be in't, and fay tis thine ; 
Sings, tis tor the dead, not for the quicke , therefore thou 
In youth when I FF love did love, lyelt. 
me thought it was very ſweet, Clo, Tiga quickclye Sir, twill away againe from mee 
Tocontratt O the o 4 my bohove, to you. | 
O me thought there was nothing meet, Ham, What man doſt thou diggoe it for ? 
Ham. Ha's this fellow no feeling of his buſineſſe, that } C79. For no man Sir. 
he fings at Grave-making ? Ham. W hat woman then ? | 
Hor, Cuſtome hath made it in him a property of eaſt- Clo. For none neither. . 
| neffo. Ham, Whoisto be buried in't? 
Ham, Tis cen (o ; the hand of little imployment hath Clo. One that was a woman Sir ; but reſt her ſoule 
the daintier {cnſc. ſhee's dead. . 
(lowne ſings. bc Ham, How abſolutzthe Knave 15? wee mult ſpeake 
But eAge with his ſtealing ſteps by the Carde, or equiyocation will follow us: by the 
hath caught me in hug clutch : Lord Horatio,theiethree yeares I have taken note of it, | 
And hath ſhipped me intill the Land, the Age is growne fo picked, and the toe of the, Pefahe | 
as if Thad never been ſuch, comes ſo neare the heele of our Courtier , hee galls his 


Ham, That Scull had a tongue in it , and could fing | Kibe. Howlong haſt thon been a Grave-makere 
once 3 how the Knave jowles it to th' ground, as if it | Cs. Of all the dayes th'yeare, I came too'r thA day | 
were Caines Taw-bone, that did the firſt murther; Ir | thar our laſt King Hemet orecame Fortinbras, ® 
might be the Pate of a Polititian which this Aﬀe ore-Of- Ham, How long is that ſince ? 
fices : one that could circumvent God,might it not ? Clo. Cannot you tell that ? every foole can tcl that : 
Her, It might,my Lord. It wasthe very day that yourg Hamer was borne, hee 
Ham, Or of aCourtier,which could ſay, Good Mor- | that was mad and ſent into England. 
row ſweet Lord : how doſt thou, gocd Lord? rhis | Ham, I marry,why was he fent into England ? 
mightbe my Lord ſucha one,thatprais'd my Lord fach | C/o, Why,becauſe he was mad ; he ſhall recoyer his 
| aones horſe, when he meant to begge it; might icnot? | witsthere z orif he doe not, its nogreat matter _ 
rr Y ans | 
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Ham. vw hy ? 

Clows. Twill not beſecne in him, there the men are 
as madas he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

{'to. Very ſtrangeiy they lay. 

Ham. tow ſtrangely ? 

Clo. Faithcenc with loofing his wits. 

Him. Vpon what grouni ? 

Clo. Why here in D:nmaike : 1 have been Sexeſtone 
here, Man and Boy thiity yecres. 

Ham. How long will a man lic *ith'carth ere he rot ? 

(e.lfaich,ifhe benct rotten betore he dye(as we have 


<—_— 


many pocky Coarſes now adayes , that will tcarce hold 
the laying i1)be will laſt you ſome eight yeere, 07 wine | 
yeare. A Tainer wall la!t you nine yCarcs. 

Ham, Why he,more than another > + . 

(19. Why fir,his hide is fotan'd with his Trade , rhat 
he will kecpe out water a great while. And your water» 
is a fore Decayer of your whorlondead body , heres a 
Scullnow: this Scull has laine in the carth three and 
twenty yccres. 

Ham. \V hoſe was it ? 

Clo, A whoreſon mad Fellowes it was ; 

Whoſe doe you thinke it was e 


Ham. Nay.1I know no:, 

Cle. Apeſtilence onhim for a mad Rogne, a powr'd | 

a Flagon of Reniſh on my head once, This ſame Scull | 

Sir, this ſame Scull fir,was 7or:cks Scull the Kings ielter, 
Ham, This? 


Clo, E'enc that. 

Ham, Let me ſec. Alas poore Toricke, I knew him 
Horatio a fellow of infinit Icit;of molt excclicnt fancy, he 
hath borne me on his backe a thouſznd tunes ; And how 
abhorrced my imagination is, my gorgz ritesat it. Here 
hung thoſe lippes . that 1 have kilt I know not how ofc, 
Where be your lidcs now? Your Gambals ? Your 
Songs? Your aſhes of Merriment that were wont to 
ſet the Table on a Rore? No one now to mocke your own 
leering ? Quite choptalne 2 Now get you to my Lad es 
Chamber.and teil herlct Lec paint an inch thicke,to this 
favour ſhe mult come. Make her laugh at that : pry- 
thee Horatio till re onething , 

Her. W hat's that my Lord? 

Ham, Dot thouthinke eAlexaraer lookt o'this fa- 
ſhion 1th'carth ? 

Hor. Eenc (0. 

Ham. And (mcit ſo ? Publ, 

Her. E'ene fo my Lord. 

Ham. To what baſe uſcs we may 1eturne H:ratio, 
Why may not imagination tiace the Noble duſt of A/ex- 
ander,till be find it ſtopping a bang hole. 

Hor, Twerec to conſider: to0 Ccurioully to cenfider fo. 

Ham. No faith,not a jot. Butto foilow him thither 
with modeſty cnouyh, aud likchhood rolead it; as thus, 
eAlexander dyed: Alcxander was buried : Alexander res 
turneth into duſt ; the duſt is carth; of earth we make 
Lome,and why of that Lome ( whercto he was conver. 
ted) might they not ſtop a Beet e-barrell ? 

Imperiall Ceſar,dead and turn'droclay, 
Mighr ſtop a hole to keepe the wind away. 


RN — 


And with ſuch maimed rights? This doth betokey, 
| The Coarſe they foilow,did with deſperate hand, 


Foredoe it owne life; twas ſome Eltatc. 
Couch we a while,and marke. 
Laer. What Ceremony elſe ? 


Ham, That 1s Laertes,a very Noble youth ; Marke. 


Lacr, What Ceremony elſe ? 

Prieſt. Her Obſequies have beeneas farre cularg'd, 
As we have warrantic,her death was dcubrtull, 
And but that great command, o're{wayesthe order, 
Shc ſhould in ground unfanGiied bave lodg'd, 
Till the lalt Trumpet. For charitable prayer, 


Shardes, Hlints,and Peebles,ſhould be throwne on her ; 


Yet kere ſhe is al['owed her Virgin Rites, 
Her Maiden ftrewments,and the bringing home 
Of Bell and Buriall. 
Lacr. Mult there no more be done ? 
Prieſt. No more be dove : 
We ſhould prophanethe ſervice of the dead, 
To ling lage Regurem.and tuch reſt ro her 
AS To pecc-paited SOu'cess 
Laer, Lay trc1:lcarth, 
And from hr faireand wpolluted ficſh, 
Jay Vick ts ipring. 1 teil thee (churl:ſh Pricft ) 
A 11111119 Angell ſhall my Siſter bg, 
VW hen thou l1cſt bowling ? 
Ham. What,thc faire Ophelia ? 
Lneen, Sweets,tothe ſweet farewell, 
I hop'd thou ſou!d'ſt have becn my Hamlets wite : 
I thought thy Bride-bed to have deckt(tweer Maid) 
Andnatt'have firew'd thy Grave. 
Laer. Ohterribie wooer, 
Fall ten times trcbble on that curſed head 
Whoſe wicked deed,thy melt ingenious ſenſe 
Depriv'd tkze of. Hold off thecarrha while, 
T11l I have caught her once more in mine armes ; 
Leaps in the grave, 
Now pile your duſt upon the quicke and dead, 
Till otthiz Rat a mountaine you have made, 
Too'retop old Pelron,or the $kyith head 
Ot blew Olympus, 
Ham. \W batis he,whoſe grictes 
Bearcs ſuch ar: Emplatis ? whoſe phraſe of ſorrow 
Conjures the war:vring Starres,and makes them ſtand 
Like word:r-v ounded hearers ? This is I, 
Hamlet the Dane. 
Laer. The Divell takethy ſoule, 
Ham, Thou prai'tnot well, 
I pr; tee take thy tngers from my throat ; 
Sir though I am not {pleenative and raſh, 
Yet have I ſomething in me dangerous, 
Which let thy wiſcneſle tare. Away thy land 
King. Plucke them aſunder. 
Deen, Hamlet, Haml-t, 
Gen. Good my Lord be quict, 


Ham, Why 1 will fight with him upon this Theame. 


Vntill my eyc-lids willao longer wag. 
Lucen, Oh my Sonne,what Theame ? 
Ham, 11ov'd Ophelia ; forty thouſand brothers 
Could not(with 2ll their quantity of love) 


Oh,cthat that carth, which k« pt the world in awe, Make up my ſumme. What wilt thou doe for her? 


Should p#tch a Wall;expell the Winters flaw. 
But ſoft, but ſo, (ide ; heere comes the King, 
Enter King, Oueenc, Laertes and a ( offin, 
with Lords attendant, 


The Queene,the Courticrs. Who is't that they follow, 


Kino, Oh he is mad Laerres, 
2x, Forlove of Ged forbeare him, 
Ham. Come ſhew me what thou'lt doe. 
Woo't weepe ? woo? fight ? woo'tteare thy lelfe ? 


Woo't drinke up E/ile,cate a Crocodile ? . 
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Ile doo't. Doſt thou come here to whine; 
Tooutface me with leaping in her Graue ? 
Be buried quicke with her, and fo will I. 
And if thou prate vf Mounraines ; let them throw 
Millions of Akers on vs ; till our ground 
Siadging his pate againſt the burning Zone, 
Make Oſſ«like a Wart. Nay,andthou'lt mouthe, 
lle rant as wellas thou. 
King. Thisis mcere madneſle : 
And thus a while the tit will worke on him : 
Anon as patientas the female Dove, 
When that her golden Cuplet are diſclos'd ; 
His ſilence will tit drooping. 
Ham. Heare you fi : 
VW hart 1s the reafon that you uſe me thus ? 
I lov'd you ever ;buc it is no matter : 
Let Hereales himiclte doe what he may, 
The Cat will mew,and Dog will have his day: 
King. I pray you good Horatio wait upon him, 
Strengthen you paticnce in our laſt nights ſpecch, 
Wee'l put the marter tothe preient puth; 
Good Gertrude (et ſome watch over your ſonne, 
This Grave ſhall have aliwing Monument : 
An houre of quiet ſhortly ſhall we lee ; 
Till then in paticuce our procecdiog be. 


Exit, 


Exenni. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Hum, So much for this ſir;aow let me ſcethe other, 

You doe remember all the circumſtance. 
Hor, Remember it my Lord. 

Ham, Sir,in my heart there wasa kind of fighting, 
That would nor let me fleepe; me thought | lay 
Worſe than the mutines in the Bilboes,raſhly, 
(And praiſe be raſhi«fle tor 1t)let us know, 
Our indiſcretion ſometimes (erves us well, 
When our deare piots do paulc,and that ſhould teach us, 
There's a Divinity that ſhapes our ends, 
| Rough-hew them how we will, 
| Hor. Thatis moſt certaine. 
| Ham. Vpfrom my Cabin 
My Sea-gowne ſcartt about me inthe darke, 
Grop'd I to find out them; had my defire, 
| Fiager'd their Packer,and in fine, withdrew 
To mine owne roome a31ine,making fo bold, 
(My teares forgetting memters )to unſcale 
| h.ir grand Commillion, where 1 found Horarzo, 
Oh royal kravery : An exatt command, 
| Larded with many leverall forts of reaſon; 
Importing Denmarks health,and Evglands too, 
With hoo,ſuch Bugges and Goblins in my life, 
That on the ſupervize no leaſure bated, 
Nonot to ſtay thegringding of the Axe, 
My hcad ſhould be {trucke off. 

Hor. Iſt poſlible ? 
| Ham. Here's the Commillion,reade it at more leiſure: 
| Bur wilt thou heare how I did proceed? 
\ Hor. I beſeech you. 

Hams. Being thus benetted round with Villaines, 
Ere I could make a Prologue to my braines/ 

They bad begun the Play. I fare me downe, 

Devis'd a new Commiſſion,wrote 1t faire, 
I once did hold it as our Starilts doe, 
A baſzneſſe to write faire ; and laboured much 
How to forget that learning : but fir now, 
It did m= yeomans ſervice : wilt thou know 
Theeffetsof whatI wrote ? 


Hor. 1,g00d my Lord, ; 

Ham. Ancarnclt Conjuration from the King, 
As England was his faithfull Tributary, 
As love betweene them,as the Palme ſhould flouriſh, 
As Peace ſhouid ſtill her wheaten Garland weare, 
And ſtand a Comma tweene their amities, 
Aad many tuch like Aſlis of great charge, 
That on the view and know of theſe Contents, 
Without d-batement further,more or lefle, 
He ſhould the bearers pat to fodaine death, 
Not ſhriving time allowed. 

Hor. How was this (cal'd ? 

Ham. \W hy.eventa that was heaven ordinate ; 
I had my fathers S:gver in my Purſe, 
Which was the Modell of that Daaiſh Seale ; 
Folded che Writ up in forme of the other, 
Sub{crib'd it.gau'th'Impreflion,plac'd ic ſafely, 
The changling never Knowne : Now,the next day 
Was our Sca-hght,and what to this was {ement, 
Thou know' tt -Ircady. 

Hor. So Guildenſt are and R 9fincro5,90C too't. | 

Him, Why man,they did make love cothis imployment 
Thy are not neere my coa'cience ; theis debare 
Doch by their owne 1nſineation grow: 

Tis dangerous w hen Laier nature comes 

etweene the pallc,and fell incenſed puints 
Ot aighty oppotites. 

Hor. Why,'« hat a King 1s this? 

Ham. locs it not, tbink'(t thee, ſtand me now vpon, 
He thar hath kil'd my King,and whor'd my Mother, 
Popt in bertwcene th'clection and my hopes, 

Throwne out his Ang'e for my proper life, 

And with ſuch cozenage ;is'tnot perfect conſcience, 
To quit him with hisarme ? Andis't necttobe damn'd 
To let this Canker of our nature come 

In further evil. 

Hor. It muſt be ſhortly knowne to him from England 
W har is the iflue of the bulinelle there, 

Ham. It wulbe ſhorr, 

The mrerim's mine,ond a mans life's no more 

Than to ſay one : but Lain very forry good Horatio, 
That to Laertes I forgot my lelfe ; 

For by the 11nage of my cautc 1 fee 

The pottraicure of his; tle courit his favours ; 

But ture the bravery ot his griete did pur me 

Into a Towring pallion. 

2 Hor, Pcace,who cowes here ? 

Enter Ofriche, ( marke, 
Or. Your Lorcthip 15 right welcome backe ro Den- 

Ham.1 humoly thavnke you lir,doſt know this watertly? 

Hor. Nomy good Lord, 

Ham. T hy ſtate is the more gracious ; for tis a Viceto 
know him : hee hath much Land, and fertile ; ler a Beaſt 
be Lord of Beaſts, and his Crib ſhall ſtand ar the Kings 
Meſle ; tis a Chouyh ; but as 1 fay,ſpacious in the poſſet- 
ſion of dirt. 

Oſr. Swet Lord, if your friendſhip were atleaſure, 1 
ſhould impart a thing to you from his Majeſty. 

Ham, I will receive it with all diligence of ſpirit ; put 
your Bonner to his righr ufe,ris for the head. 

Oſr, 1 thanke your Lordihip,tis very hot. | 

Ham. No,belezve mee,tis very cold, the wind is Nor- 
therly. 

Ofr. Tt is indifferent cold my Lord indeed, X | 

Ham. Mce thinkes it is very foultry, and hot for my | 


Complexion. 
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—— 


Ofricke .\ 


— 


——— 
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Orſe Exceedingly,my Lord,itis very ſoultry,as "twere 
I cannor teli how : but my Lord,his Majeſty bad me f13- 
nifie ro you,that he has laid a great wager on your heas : 
Sir,this is the matter. 

Ham. 1 beſecch you remember, : 

Oſr. Nay, in good faith, for mine caſe in good faith : 
Sir,you are not ignorant of what excellence Zaertes 15 at 
his weapon, 

Ham, Whar's his weapon ? 

Orſ. Rapier and Dagger. 

Ham, That's two of his weapons ; but well. 

Orſ. The King fir has wag'd with him fixe Barbary 
horſes, againſt rhe which he impon'd, asItake it, fixc 
French Rapiers and Poniards,with their aſſignes,as Gir- 
dle,Hangers,or ſo ; three of the carriages infaithare very 
deare to fancy,very reſponſive tothe hilts, moſt delicate 
carriages,and of very liberall conceit. 

Ham, What call you the Carriages? 

Or/. The Carriages Sir,are the Hangers. 

Ham. The pbraſe would be more Germane to the 
matter : If we could carry Cannon by our ſides ;I would 
it might be Hangerstill then ; but on,fixe Barbary Hor- 
ſes,againſt fixe French Swords: their Ailignes and three 
liberall conceiced carriages, that's the French,but againſt 
the Daniſh ; why is this impon'd as you call it ? 

Or/. The King Sir,hath laid chat in a dozen paſles be- 
twecue youand him, he ſhall not exceed you three hits ; 
He hath one twelve for mine, and that would come to 
immediate triall , if your Lordſhip would vouchſafe the 
Anſwer. 

Ham. How if 1 anſwer no ? 

Orſ. 1 meane my Lordthe oppoſition of your perſon 
in triall, | 

Ham. Sir, 1 will walke here in the Hall; if it pleaſe 
his Majcſtie, 'tis the breathing time of day with me ; ler 
the Foyles be brought , the Gentleman willing, and the 
King hold hispurpoſe; I will winne for him if I can : if 
not, Lle gaine nothing bur my ſhame and the odde hits. 

Or, Shall I redeliver you ce'n1o ? 

Ham. To this effe&t Sir , after what flouriſh your na- 


- 


OF. I commend my duty to your Lordſhip. Ext. 

Ham. Yours,yours ; he docs well to commend ir 
himſelfe,there are no tongues elſe tor's tongue; * 

Hor, This Lapwing runs away with the ſhell on his 
head, . 

Ham. He did Comply with his Dug before he ſuck't 
it : thus had he and nine more of the {ame Beauy thar 
I know the droflie Age dotes on; onely got the tune of 
che time, and outward habite of encounter, a kinde of 
yelty colleXion,which carrics them through & through 
the moſt fond and winnowed opintons;and doe but blow 
them tothcir tryalls, the Bubbles are out. 

Hor. You will loſe this wager, my Lord. . 

Ham. 1 doc notthinke ſo, ſince he went into France, 
T have beene in continuall pratice I ſhall winne at the 
oddes; but thou wouldeſt not thinke how all hcere a- 
bout my heart : but it 1s no matter. 

Hey. Nay, good my Lord. 

Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is ſucka kind of gain- 
givingas would perhaps trouble a woman, 

Hor.If your mind diſlike any thing, obey. I will fore- 
ſtall their repaire hither, and ſay you are not fit. 

Haw, Not a whit, we defie Angury xtheresa ſpeciall 
Providence in the fall ofa ſparrow. If it be now, tis nor 
to come : it it be not to come, 1t will.-be now: if it 


| 


Ce 


— 


be not now ; yet it will come;the readineflc 1s all,fincc no 
man ha's ought of what he leaves. W hat 18't to leave be. 
times ? 
y | 
Enter K mg, weene, Laertes and L:rds, with other eAt. 
tendants with Foyles, and Gauntlets,a Table and 
Flagons of Wine on it. 


Kin.Come Hamlet,come,and take this hand from me, 

Ham.Givc me your pardon fir,1've done you wrong, 
But pardon't as youarea Gentleman. 

This preſence knowes, 

And you muſt needs have heard how I am puniſh'd 
With ſorediſtration? What I have done 

That migh your natures honour,and exception 
Roughly awake, here proclaime was maducſle : 
Wat Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Never Hamlet; 
If Hamlet from himſelfe be tance away - 

And when he's not himſelfe,do's wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamler doe's it not, Hamlet denies it : 
Whodoes it then ? His madneſſe ? If't be ſo, 
Hamlet is of the Fa&tion that is wrong'd, 

His Madneſle is poore Hamlets enemy- 

S$ir,inthis Audience, 

Let my diſclaiming trom apurpos'd evill, 

Free me ſo farre in your moſt generous thoughts, 
ThatI have ſhot mine Arrow ore the houle, 

And hurt my Mother. 

Laer. I amfatisfiedin Nature, 

W hoſe motive inthis caſe ſhould ſtirre me molt 

To my Revenge. But in my termes of honor 

I {tand aloofe,and will noreconcilement, 

Tiil by ſomeelder Maſters of knowne honour, 

I have a voyce, and preſident of peace 

To keepe my name ungorg'd.Buriill that time, 

I doe receive your offer'd loye like love, 

And will not wrong its | 
- _ - _ embrace it freely, 

na wili this brothers wager frankely play. 
Give us the Foyles : Come on, _— 

Laer. Come one for me» 

Ham. le be your Foyle Laertes, in mine ignorance, 
Your $skill ſhall like a Starre i'th'brighteſt night, 
Sticke hery off indeed. 

Laer. You mocke me fir. 

Ham, No,by this hand. 

Kin, Givethe Foyles young O/ricke, 

Couſen Hamtee wank row the wager. 

Ham, Very well my Lord, _ 

Your Grace hath hid the oddes a*th*weaker (ide. 

King, Idoe not feare it, 

I have ſeene you both : 
But fince he is better'd, we have therefore oddes, 

Laer, This is tov heavy, 

Let me ſec another. 

Ham. This likesme well, 
Theſe Foyles have have alla length, 

Oſr. I my good Lord, 

King. Set me the Stopes of Wine upon that Table : 
It Hamlet give the firſt,or ſecond hit, 

Or quit in anſwer of the third exchange, 

Ler all the Batrlementstheir Ordnance fire, 

The King ſhall drinke to Hamlets better breath, 
And in the Cup an union ſhall he throw 

Richer than that, which toure ſucceſſive Kings 
In Denmarkes Crowne have worne.) 


Prepare to Play, 


— 
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— 
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Giveme the Cups, 


And let the Kettle to the Trumpets ſpeake, 
The T to the Canoneer withour, 

-- — > | Gar — Earth, 
ow the King drinkes to et. ebegin, 
And you the Indges beare a wary cyc, 

Ham. Come on fir. 
Laer. Come on fir. 
Ham, One, 
Laer. No. 
Ham, Indgement. 
Oſr. Ahit,a v hit 
Laer.Well _— _ 
King. Stay,give me drinke, 
Hamlet this Pearle is thine, 
Here's tothy health. Give him the Cup, 
Trumpet ſound, ſhot goes off, 
Ham, lle play this bout firſt, ſet by a while. 
Come: Another hit ; what ſay you? 
Eaer, Atonch,a tonch,lI doe confefle. 
King. Our ſonne ſhall win, 
9s. Ae's fat, and ſcant of breath. 
Here's a Napkin,rub thy browes, 
The Queene Carowſes to thy fortune, Hamer, 
Ham. Good Madam. 
King. Gettrude,doe not drinke. 
Ipray you pardon me <b 
King. It isthe poylon'd Cup,it istoo late. 
Ham. 1 darenotdrinke yet Madam, 
By and by. 
2». Come,let me wipe thy face, 
Lacr. My Lord Ile hit him now- 
King, Idoenotthink't. ; 
Laer. And yet 'tisalmoſt 'gainſt my conſcience. 
Ham. Come,for the third, 
Laertes.,you butdally, 
Ipray yeu paſſe with your beſt violence, 
I am affeard you makea wanton of mc. 
Laer, Say youſo? Come on. 
O/>. Nothing neither way. 
Laer. Have at you now. 
In ſeuffling they change Rapier?, 
King. Partthem, they arc incens'd. 
Ham, Nay,come againe. 
Oſfr. Looke tothe Queene there hoa, 
Hor, 'They bleed on both ſides. How is'tmy Lord ? 
Oſr. How is't Laertes ? 
Laer. Why asa Woodcocke 
To my Sprindge,O/ricke, k 
Iam jaſtly kil'd with mine owne treachery. 
Ham, How does the Queene ? 
King. She ſounds to ſce them bleed, 
9%. No,no the drinke,the drinke, 
Oh my deare Hamler,the drinke,the drinke, 
I am poyſon'd, X 
Ham, Oh Villany ! How ? Let thedoore belock'd; 
Treachery,ſeeke it out. 
Laer, Itis here Hamlet. 
Hamler,thou art (laine, 
No medicine inthe world can doe thee good. 
In thee there is not halfe an houre of life z 
The treacheroas Inſtrument is in thy hand, 
Vnbated and envenom'd :the foule prattiſe 
Hath turn'd itſelfe on me, Loe,here I lye, 
Never toriſc againe: Thy Mothers poyſon'd : 


They plays 


Play. 


WW 
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Oh good 
IC Things ndin thus unknowne) ſhall livebchind me. 


— 


I can no more, the King, the King's to blame- 
Ham, The point envenom'dtoo, 
Then venome tothy worke. 


All. Treaſon, Treaſon. 
King. Oyet defend me Friends, Iam but hurt. 
Ham. Heere thou inceſtuous, murdrous , 
Damned Dane. 
Drinke off this Potion : Isthy Vnion here? 
Follow my Mother. King Dyer. 
Laer. He is juſtly ſerv'd: 
Itis apoyſon temp'red by himſelfe : 
Exchange forgiveneſſe with me; Noble Hamlet ; 
Mane and my Fathers death come notupon thee, 
Nor thine on me. | Dyes. 
Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, I follow thee. 
I am dead Heratis, wretched Queene adiew, | 
You that looke pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but Mates of audience at this a : 
Had 1 but time ( as this fell t death 
Is ſtrick't inthis Arreſt ) ob I couldrell you, 
Butler it be : Horatio, I am dead, 
Thou liv'ſt, report me and my cauſes right 
Tothe unſatisfied. 
Hor. Never belceve it, 
I am more an Antike Romanthen a Dane: 
Heere's yer ſome Liquor left. 
Ham, As th'art a man, give me the Cup, | 
Let go, by heaven Ile have'r. | 
Horatio,what a wounded name, | 
| 


Hearts the K ing 


It thou did'ſtever hold me inthy heart, 

Abſent thee from fclicitie a while, | 

And inthis harſh world draw thy breath in paine, | 

To tell my Scoric. | 
' MAarchafarre off and ſhout within, 

What wwlike noyſc is this ? | 


4 Enter Oſricke, (land, } 
. OF, om Fortinbras,with conqueſt come from Po- 

| Fo th' Ambaſſadors of £»g/and gives this warlike volly, 
Ham. OI dye Horatio ; 

The potent poyſon quie ore-crowes my ſpirit, 

I cannot hve to heare the Newes from England, 

Bur 1 doe propheſic th'eleRion lights | 

On Fertinbras he ha's my dying voyce, 

So tell him with the occarrent: more and lefle, 

W hich have ſolicited. The reſt is filence, 0,0,0,0, Dies. 
Horo. Now cracks a Noble heart : 

Goodnight ſweet Prience, 

And flightsof Angels ſing thee to thy reſt, 

Why do'srhe Drumme come hither ? 


3 - 


Enter Fortinbras and Enxliſh Ambaſſador with Drumme, 
Colowrs,and eAttendents, 
Fort, Where isthis ſight 2 

Hor. Whatis it ye would ce; 
Ifought of woe or wonder,ceafe your ſearch. | 

For. His quarry cries on Havocke.Oh proud death, 
What Feaſt is toward in thine eternall Cell. | 
That thou ſo many Princesat a ſhoot, | 
Sobloodily haſt ſtrooke, 

eAmb, The fightis diſmall, | 
Andourahiresirom England come toolate, 
The cares are ſenſcleſle that ſhould give us hearing, 
Totell him his command'ment is fulfill'd, 

— ———_— 
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That Roſixcros and Gnildenſtar are dead : 
Where ſhould we have our thagkes ? 

Hoy. Not from his mouth, 
Had it th'ability of life to thanke you : 
He never gave command'ment for their death. 
But ſince {0 jumpe upon this bloody queſtion, 


Are herearrived. Give order that theſe bodies 
High on a ſtage be placed to the view, | 
And let me ſpeaketo th'yet unknowing world, 


Of carnall,bloedy,and unnaturall a&s, 
Of accidentali judgements,caſuall laughters 
Of dearh's put on by cunning,and forc'd cauſe, 
Aud in this upſhot,purpoles miſtooke, 
Falne. onthe Inventors heads. All this can I 
Truly dcliver. 
For. Let us haſte to beare it, 
And call the Nobleſt to the Audience. 
For me,with ſorrow, I embrace my Fortune, 
I have ſome Rites of memory in this Kingdome, 


You from the Polake warres,and you from England 


How theſe things came about. 'So (hall you heare - - 


Which are to claime,my vantage doth 
Invite me. + 
Hor. Ofthat I ſhall alwayes cauſe to ſpeake 
And from his mouth 
W hoſe voyce will draw on more : + 
But lct this ſame be preſently perform'd, 
Even whiles mens mindes are wilde, 
Leſt more mifchance 
On plots,and errours happen. 
For. Let foure Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Souldier to the Stage, 
For.he was likely,had he beene put on 
To have prov'd moſt royally : 
Andfor his paſſage, 
The Souldiers Muſicke,andthe rites of Warre 
Speake loudly for him. 
Takevp the body ; Such a fight as this 
Beeomes the Field,bur here hewes much amiſle, 
Goc,bid the Souldiers ſhoot. 
Exennt Marching : after the which a Peale of 
Ordnance are ſoot off. 


— 
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Emer Kent ,Gloceſter, and Edmond. 
Kent, 


þ = an the King” had more affeted the Duke 

of Al any then Cornow all, 

Ne Glo. It did alwayes ſeemeto us : But now 
in the diviſion of the Kingdome,it appeares not 

which of the Dukes he values moſt , for qualities are fo 

weigh'd, that curioſity inneither, can make choile of ci- 

thers moity. | 

Kent, [snot this your ſonne,my Lord ? 

Glow, His brecdiag Sir,hath beerrat my charge.l have 
{0 often blaſh'd ro acknowledge him, that now I am 
braz'd too't. 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. ae 

Glow. Sir, this yong Fellowes mother could ; where- 
upon fhe grew round womb'd, and had indeed ( Sir ) a 
Sonne for her Cradle, ere ſhe had a husband for: her bed, 
| Doe you ſmell a faulr ? | 

Kent, 1 cannot with the fault undone, the iſſue of it 
being ſo proper, 
| Glon. Butl havea Sonne, Sir, by order of Law , ſome 
| yeere elder thanthis; who, yet is no dearer in my ac- 
| count,though this Knave came ſomething ſawcily to the 
world before hee wes {cnt for : yet was his Mother faire, 
there was good ſport at his making, and the whorſen 
| muſt be acknowledged. Doe you know this Nobleman, 
| Edmond ? 
| Edm, No,my Lord. 
| Gle#, MyLordof Kent : 
| Remember him hereaffer,as my honourable Friend. 
Edam, My ſervices toyour Lordſhip. 
Kent. 1 muſt love you,and ſuc to know you better. 
| £dm. Sir, thall ſtudy deſerving. _ 

Glow- He hath been out nine yeares,and away be ſhall 

againc, The King is comming. 


: 
: 
: 
: 


| Sernet Enter King Lear, {ormwall, Albany, Gonerill, Re- 
| gan,Cordelia And attendants. 
Lear, Atterid thie Lords of France & Burgundy,Gloſter. 
Glow. 1 ſhall my Lord: Exit. 
| Lear .Meane time we hal expreſle our darker purpole. 
Give me the Map there. Know,that we have divided 
In three,our Kingdome : and 'ris our falt intent, 
To ſhake all cares and buſineſſe from our Age, 
| Conterring them on yonger ſtrengths, while we . . 
Vnburthen'd'crawle toward death. Our ſon of Cormeall, 
And you our no lefle loving Sonne of eAlbaxy, 


| 


We have this houre a conſtant willto publiſh 

Our Daughters {everall Dowers,that tuture ſtrife 

May be preveted now. The Princes, rance,& Bur gund)y. 
Great Rivals in our yonger daughters love, 

Long irour Court, have made their amorous ſojourne, 
And here ace to be anſwer'd. Tell me my.daughters 
(Since now we will diveſt us both of Rule, 

Intereſt of Territory,Cares of State) 

W hich of you (hall we ſay doth love us mokt, 
That we,our largelt bounty may extend 

Where nature doth with merit challenge. Goner:l, 


Our cideſt berne,ſpeake firſt. 
Gon, Sir, llove = more than word can weild the 
Dearer than cye-ſig 


r,ſpace,and liberty, (marrer, 
Beyond whatcan be valued, rich or rare, . 
Noleſſe thanlite, with grace, health,beauty,honor ; 
As much as childe ere lov'd,or Father found. 
A love that makes breath poore,and ſpeech unable, 
Beyond a!l manner of ſo much 1 love you. 
Cor. What ſhall Cordelia ſpeake ? Love,and be ſilent. 
Lear.Of all chefe bounds even from this Line,to this, 
With ſhadowy Forreſts,afnd with Champions rich'd 
With plenteous Rivers,and wide-ckirted Mcades 
We make thee Lady. To thine and eAlbames iflues 
Be this perpetuall. W har fayes or ſecond Daughter, 
Our dcarelt Kegan,wite of ({ ormwal ? 
Reg. 1 am made of that feife-mertle as my ſiſter, 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart, 
I finde ſhe names my very deed of love : - 
Onely ſhe comes too ſhort,that I proteſſe 
My fclfe anenemy to all other joyes, 
Whichthe molt precious ſquare of fente profeſſes, 
And finde I am alone felicitate . 
In your deere Highneſle love, 
Cor. Then poore Cordelia, 
And yet not ſo, fince I am fure my love's 
More ponderoas than my tongue. 
Lear, Tothee,and thige hereditary ever, 
Remaine this ample third of our'faire Kingdome, 
No lefle in ſpace, validity,and pleaſure 
Than that conferr'd on Goner:l, Now our Toy, 
Altheugh eur laſt and leaſt ; to whoſe yong love, 
The Vines of France,and Milke of Burgundy, 
Strive tobe intereſt. What can.you ſay,to draw 


A third, more opulent then your Siſters? ſpeake. 
Cor. Nothing my Lord. | 
Lear. Nothing ? 2-4 
{ or, \" 
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Cor, Nothing» ; : 

Le «r. Nothing will come of nothing, ſpeake againg- 

Corr. Vahdppy that Tam, I cannot heave | 
My hcart intro my taouth: I love your Majeſty 


According to: my bond, no more nor lefle. 


Lear. How, how (ord:biat Mend your ſpeech alittle, 
Leit you may marre your fortunes. . 
Coy. Good my Lord, 
You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me: 
I returne thoſednties backe as are right fit, 
Obey you, Love you, and moſt honour you- 
Why have my Sitters hus>ands,nt they fay 
They love youall? happily when I ſhall wed. 
That Lord, whoſe hand mult take my plight, ſhall carry 
Halfe my love with him, halfe my Care, and Duty, 
Sure I ſhall never marry like my Siſters. 
Leer. But gocs thy heart with this? 
{or. 1 my good Lord. 
Lear. So young, and ſo untender ? 
Cor. So young my Lord, and true. 
Lear « Let it beſo, thy truth then be thy dowre : 
For by the (acred radience of the Sunne, 
The myſtctics of Hecat and the night ; 
By all the operations of the Orbes, 8 
From whom wedoe exiſt, and ceaſe to be, 
Heerel _ all my wh 997 is 
Propinquity roperty ; 
A a," Ann np. heart and me, , 
Hold thze from this for ever. The barbarous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his generation meſſes 
To gorge hisappetite, ſhall to my boſome 
Be as well neighbour'd, pittied, and relciv'd, 
As thou my ſometime Daughter. 
Kent, Good my Liege. 
Lear. Peace Kent. 
Come not betweene the Dragon and his wrath, 
I lov'd her moſt, and thoughtto ict my reſt | 
On her kind nurſery. Hence and avoyd my ſight ; 
So be my grave my peacc, as here I give ; 
Her fathers heart trom her ; call France, who ſtirres? 
Call Burgwndy, Cornwall, and EAlbary, 
With my two Daughters, Dowres, digeſt the third, 
Let pride, which ſhe calls ne marry her ; 
I doe inveſt you jontly with my power, 
Preheminence,and all the large cftects 
That troope with Majelty. Our ſelfe by Monthly courſe, 
Withreſcrvation of an hundred Knights, 
By youto be ſuſtain'd, ſhall our abode 
Maks with you by due turne, onely we ſhall retaine 
The name, and all th'addirion to a King :the Sway, 
Revennew, Execution of the reſt, 
Beloved Sonnes be yours, whichto confirme, 
This Coronet part betweene you. 
K en. Royall Lear 9 
W hom 1 have ever honor'd as my King, 
Lov'das my Father, as my Maſter follow'd, 
As my Patron thought on in my praters, 
Lea. The bow is bent and drawne,make from the ſhaft. 
Kent. Let it fall rather, though the forke invade 
Theregion of my heart, be Kent unmannerly, 
When Lear is mad, what wouldeit thou doe old man? 
Thinkſt thou that duty ſhall have dread toſpeake 
When power to flattery bowes ? 
To plainnefſe honour's bound, 
When Majeſty fallsto folly, reſerve thy ſtate, 
And in thy beſt conſideration checke 


| 


| Reverbe no hollowneſle; 


| This hideous raſhneſſe,anſwer wy life, my judgement ; 


Thy yougett Daughter do's not Jove thee leaſt, 
Nor arc theſe cmty hearted; whoſe low ſounds 


Lear. Kent,on thy life no more: 

King. My lifel never held but as apawne + 
T0 _ againſt thine enemics,nere fearc to loſe it, 
Thy ſafery being motive. | 

Leary. Out my fight. 

Kent. See better Lear and let me ſtill remaine 
Thetrue blanke of thine eye. 

Lear, Now by Apollo, 

Kent. Now by «Apollo, King 
Thou ſwear'ſt thy gods in vaine. 

Lear. O Vaſiall | Miſcreant. 

eAlb. Cor, Deare Sir forbeare, 

Kent, Kill - P hyfitian,and thy fee beſtow 
Vpon the foule diſeaſe, revoke thy gift, 
Or whillt I can ventclamour from my throat, 
Ile tell thee thou doſt evill. 

Lear, Reare me recreant,on thine allegeance heare me; 
Thar thou haſt ſought to make us breake our vowes, 
Which we durR never yet; and with {train'd pride, 
Tocome betwixt our ſentence,and our powers 
W bich,nor our nature,nor our place can beare ; 

Our potency mace good,take thy reward. 

Five daycs we doe aliot thee for proviſion, 

To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the world, 

Ar.d on the (ixt to turne thy hated backe -- 

Vpon our Kingdome; if the tenth day following, * 
Thy baniſht trunke be found in our Dominions, 
The moment isthy death,away. By wpicer, 

This ſhall not be revok'd. 

Kent, Fare thee well King,fith thus theu wilt appeare, 
Freedome lives hence,and baniſhmentr is here ; 
The godsto their deare ſhelter take rhee Maid, 
That juſtly think'ſt,and haſt moſt rightly ſaid : 

And your large ſpeeches,may your deeds appreve, 

That good ctfeRts may ipring from words of love : 

Thus Kent, O Princes,bids you all adiey, 

Hee'l ſhape his old courſe ina Countrey new. Exir, 

Enter Gloſter with France,and Bur oundy 
Attendants. 


Cor. Here's France and Burgandy,my Noble Lord. 

Lear. My Lord of Burgundy, 

We firſt addreſſe toward you;zwho with this King 
Hath rival'd for our Daughter; what in the leaſt 
Will you require in preſent Dower with her, 
Orccaſe your queſt of Love ? 

Bur. Molt Royall Majeſtic, 

I crave no morethan hath your Highneſſe offer'd, 

Nor will you tenderlefle ? | 
Lear. Right Noble Bargunay, 

W hen ſhe wasdeare tous,we held her ſo, 

But now her price is fallen : Sir,there ſhe ſtands, 

If ought within that lirtle ſeeming ſubſtance, 

Or all of it with our diſpleaſure piec'd, 

And nothing more may fitly like your Grace, 

Shee's there,and ſhe is yours. | 
Bur. Iknownoanſwer. 

Leer, Will you withthoſc infirmitics ſhe owes, 
Vaotriended,new to ous hare, | 
Dowr'd with our curſc,and ſtranger'd with enr oath, 
Take her,or leave her. , 

Bur, Par- 
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Bur. Pardon me Royall Sir, 
Eleion makes not up in ſuch conditions. 
Lear. Then leave her fir, fot by the powre that made 
I tell you all her wealth. For you great King, (me, 
I would not from your love make ſuch a ſtray, 
To match you where I hate, therefore belcech you 
T avert your liking a more worthier way, 
Then on a wretch whom Nature is aſham'd 
Almoſt acknowledge hers. 
Fra. This is moſt {trange, 
That ſhe who even but now, was your beſt objeR, 
The argument of your prailc, balwe of your age, 
The beſt, the deereſt, ſhould in this trice of time 
Commit athing ſo monſtrons, to diſmantle 
So many folds of favour : ſure her offence 
Muſt be of ſuch unnaturall degree, 
That monſters it ; Or your fore-vouckt affeRion 
Fall into taint; which to beleeve of her 
Muſt be a faith that reaſon without miracle 
Should never plant 1n me, 
Cor. I yertbeſcech your Majeſty, 
If for I want that ali and oylye Art, 
To you and purpoſe not, ſince what I will intend, 
Ile do'r betore I ſpeake, that you make knowne 
Itis no vicious blot, murther, or touleneſle, 
No unchalte a&ion or diſhonored ſtep 
That bath depriv'd me of your Grace and favour, 
But even for want of that, for which I aa richer, 
A ſtill ſolicitingeye, and ſuch a tongue, 
That am glad Lhaye not, though notto have it, 
Hath loſt me in your liking. 
Lear. Better thou hadit, 
Not beene borne, then not t'have pleas'd me better, 
Fra. Is it butthus ? A tardinefle in nature, 
W hich often leaves the hiſtory unſpoke 
That it intends to doe ; my Lord of Bavp dy, 


' What ſay you tothe Lady ? Love'snor love 


When ic is mingled with regards, that itands 
Aloofe from th#intire point, will yon have her ? 
She is herlclfe a Dowry. 

Bur. Royall King, 
Give but that portion which your {«lfe propos'd, 
And here | take Cordehaby the hand, 


+ Dutcheſle of Burgundy, 


Lear. Nothing, I have ſworne, Iam firme. 
Bur. 1 am ſorry then you have (0 loſt a Father. 
That you mult looſe a husband. 
Cor, Peace be with Burgwny, 
Since that reſpe& and fortuncsare his love, 
I ſhallnotbehis witc. 
Fra, Faireſt Cordelia, that art moſt rich being poore, 
Moſt choile forſaken, and moſt lov'ddeſpis'd, 
Thee and thy vertues here ſciz* upon, 
Beit lawfull Icake up whats caſt away, 
Gods, gods! Tis ſtrange, thar from their cold'ſt negle& 
My love ſhould Kindle to enflam'd reſpe, 
Thy dowrelefle Daughter, King, throwne to my chance, 
Is Queene of us, of ours, and our faire France ; 
Not allthe Dukes of watriſh Burgwnay, 
Can buy this unpriz*d precious Maid of me- 
Bid them farewell Cordehia, though unkind, 
Thou looſeſt herea better where to find. 
Lee. Thou haſt her Fr ence, let her bethine, for we 
Have no {uch Daughter, nor (ball ever ſee 
Thar face of hers againe, therefore be gone, 
Without our Grace, our Love,our Benizon : 


Come Noble Burgunay. Flonrsſh, 
Fra. Bid tarewcll to your Siſters, 
Cor. The lewels of our father, with waſh'd eyes 

( 9rdelia leaves you, I know you what you are, 

And like a Siſter «m moſt loth to call | 

Your faults asthey are named. Love well our father ; 

Toyour proteſſed boſomes I commir him, 

But yer alas, ſtood I within his Grace, 

I would perfter him toa better place, 

So farewell to you both. 

Reg. Preſcribe not usour duty. 
Gon, Let your ſtuddy 

Be to coutent your Lord, who hath receiv'd you, 

At fortunes almes, you have obedience ſcanted, 

And well are worth the want that you have wanted, 
Cor. Time ſhall unfold what plighted cunning hides, 

W ho covers faults, at laſt with ſhame derides. 

Well may you proſper. 

Fra. Come my faire Cordelia, Exit France and Cor. 
Goz. Sitter, it is not little I have to ſay, 

Of what moſt neerely appertaines to us both, 

I thinke our father will hence to night. 

Reg. Thats moſt certaine, and with you : next moneth 

Gen, You ſce how full of changes his age is, the ob- 
ſervation we have made of it hath beene litrle:he alwayes 
lov'd out Siſter moſt,and with what poore judgement he 
bath now caſt her off, appearestoo too groſlely, 

oo Tis the infirmity of his age, yet he hath ever but 

crly knowne himſelfe. 


Gon, The beſt and foundeſt of his time hath beene but 
raſh, then mult we looke from his age, toreceive not a- 
tone the imperfections of long ingraffed condition, but 
therewichall the unruly way-wardneſfle, that infirme and 
cholericke yeeres bring with them. | 

Reg. Such nnconſtant ſtartsare we like to have from 
him, as this of Kenrs baniſhment. 

Gen, There is further complement of leave-taking be- 
tweene France and him,pray you ler us fit rogether,it our 
father carry authority with ſuch diſpoſition as he beares 
this laſt ſurrender of his will but oftend us. 

Reg: We ſhall further thinke of it, 

Gon, We muſt doe ſomething, aud i'th'heate, Exenntr. 
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Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Baſterd. 

Baft. Thou Nature art my Goddeſſe, to thy Law 
My ſervices are bound, wheretfore ſhould 1 
Stand in the plague of cuſtome, and permit 
The curioſity of Nations, todeprive mc ? 
For that I am ſome twelve, or tourteene Moonſhine 
Lag of a brother > Why Baftard? Wherefore baſe ? 
When my Dimenſions are as well compact, 
My mind as generous, and my ſhape as true 
As heneſt Madamsifſue? Why brand they us 
With Baſe ? With baſeneſſe Baſtardy ? Baſe, Baſe ? 
Who inthe luſty ſtealth of Nature, take 
More ſition, and fierce quality, 
Then doth within a dull ſtale tyred bed 
Goe to th'creating a whole tribe of Fops 
Gor *tweenea ſleepe, and wake? Well then, 
Legitimate Edge, I muſt have yourland, 
Our fathers love, is tothe Baſtard F 
Astoth'legitimate; fine ny q Legirimate; 
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(withus, | 


Well 
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Well, my Legittimate, if this Letter ſpeed, 
And my invention thrive, Edwwnd the bale 
Shall to'th'Legitimate : 1 grow, I proſper : 
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Now gods, ſtand up for Baſtards. 


Enter Glonceiter. 
Gle. Kent baniſh'd thus? and France in choller parted ? 
And the King gone to night ? Preſcrib'd his power, 


Confin'd to exhibition ? All this gone 


Vpon the gad ? E£dmwnd, how now? What newes ? 

Baſt. So pleaſe your Lordſhip, none. 

Glow. Wuhelo earneſtly ſecke you to put up that Let- 

Batt. } know no newes, my Lord. (ter ? 

Glow. What Paper were you reading ? 

Baft. Nothing my Lord. | 
__ Glow. No? what needed then that terrible diſpatch of 
1tinto your Pocket ? The quality of nothing, hath not 
ſuch neede to hide it ſclte. Lets {ce : come, 1t it be no- 
thing, I ſhall not need Spectacles, 

Baſt. 1 beſeech you Sir, pardon me ; it is a Letter from 
my Brother,that I have nor all ore-read ;and for ſo much 
as I bave perus'd, I find it not fit for your ore-looking. 

Glew, Give methe Letter, Sir, 

Baſe. 1 ſhall offend, ether to deraine, or give it z 
The Contents, as in part I underſtand them, 

Are too blame. 

Glow. Lets (cc, lets ſee. 

Bat. I hope for my brothers juſtification, he wrote 
this but asan effay, or taſte of my Vertue. 

Glow reads. Thu policy, and reverence of «Age, makes the 
world bitter to beft of our times : keepes our Fortunes from us, 
till our oldyeſſe cannot rehiſh them, I begin to find an idle and 

fond bondage, wn the oppreſſion of aged tyranny, who ſwayes not 
45 it bath power, but as it u (uſfer'd, Come to me, thas of thi 
I may ſpethe more. If our Father would ſicepe till I wak'd him, 
you ſhould enjoy batfe his Revennew for ever ,and live the belo- 

ved of yr brother, *dpar. 
Hum ? Coaſpiracy? Sleepe till I wake him, you ſhould 
enjoy haltc his Revennew : my Sonne Eager, had he a 
hand to write this? A heart and braine to breede it in ? 
When came you tothis > Who broughtit? 

Baits It was not brovght me, my Lord ; theres the 
cunning of it, I found itthrowne in at the Caſement of 
my Cloſlct, . 

Glex, You know the charaQter to be your Brothers ? 

Baſt. If the matter were good my Lord,I durſt ſweare 
it were his : bur in reſpe ot that, l would faine thinke it 

Glow, It is his. 

Baſe. It is his hand, my Lord - 1 hope his heart is not 
inthe Contents. 

Gle. Has he never before ſounded you in this buſineſſe? 

Baft. Never my Lord. But I have heard him oft main- 
eaine it to befit , that Sonnes at perfect age, and Fathers 
declind, the Father ſhould be as Ward ro the Son, and 
the Sonne manage his Revennew. 

Glex. O Villaine, villaine: his very opinion inthe Let- 
ter. Abhorred Villaine , unnaturall, ceteſted , brutiſh 
Villaine ;z worſe then brutiſh : Goe (irrab,ſeeke him : Ile 
apprchend hime Abhominable Villaine, where is he ? 

Ba#t. 1 doe not well know my L. if it ſhall pleaſe you 
toſuſpend your indignation _= my brother, till you 
can derive from him berter teſtimony of his intent, you 
ſhould runa certaine courſe : where, if you violently pro- 
cecd againſt him, miſtaking his purpoſe, it would make a 


| fhons.4Fa, Sol, La, Me. 


great gap in your honor, and ſhake 1n pecces, the heart of | 


Me 


his obedicnce. I dare pawnedowne my life for him, that 
he hath writ this to teelemy affeRion ro your honor, and 
t0n0 other pretence of danger. 

Glow, Thinke you ſo? 

Baſt. If your honor judge it meete, I will place you 
where you ſhall heare us conferre of this, and by an Auri- 
cwaraflurance have your ſatisfation, and that withqut 
any further delay, then this very Evening. 

Gow, He cannot be ſucha Monſter. £dwmand ſceke him 
out : winde me into him, I pray you : frame the Buſineſle 
after ycur owne wiſedome. I would unſtate my lelfe, to 
be in a due reſolution. 

Baſt. 1 will ſceke him Sir, preſently : convey the buſi- 
neſſeasI ſhall find meanes, and acquaint you withall. 

Glow, Theſc late Eliples m the Sun and Moone por- 
tend no good to us: thoughthe wiledome of Nature can 
reaſon it thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it (clfe ſcourg'd 
by the ſequent effects. Love cooles, friendſhip falls off, 
brothers divide. In Cities, mutinics ; in Countries, dil- 
cord; tin Palaces, Treaſon ; and the Bond crack'd,twixt 
Sonne and Father. This villaine of mine comes under the 
prediRion : theres Son againſt Father,the King fals from 
by as of Nature, theres father againſt Child, We have 
lcene the beſt of our time. Machinations, hollowneſle, 
treachery, and all ruinous diſorders follow us diſquictly 
to our Graves, Find outthis Villaine Edzwrd,it ſhall loſe 
thcenothing,doe it carefully: and the Noble and truc har- 
ted Kent baniſh'd; his offence, honeſty. Tis ſtrange. Exit, 

Baſt. Thisis the excellent foppery of the world, that 
when weare flick infortune,often the ſurfets of our owne 
behaviour, we make guilty of our diſaſters, the Sun, the 
Moone, and Starres, as if we were villaines 6n necetſity, 
Fooles by heavenly compulſion, Knaves, Theeves, and 
Treacters by Sphzricall predominance. Drunkards, Ly- 
ars, and Adulterers by an inforc'd obcdicnce of Planetary 
influence ; and allthat we arccvill in, by a divine thru- 
ſting on. An admirable evaſion of W hore-maſter-man, 
to lay his Goatith difpotition on the charge of a Starre, 
My father compounded wich my mother under the Dra- 
gonstaile, and my Nativity was under V7ſa aver, (0 
that itfcllowes, 1am rough ard Leacherous. I ſhould 
have bin that I am, had the maidrnleft Starre in the Fir- 
mament twinkled on my baſtardizing. 

Emer Edgar. 
Pat: he comes like the Cataſtrophe of the old Comedy : 
my Cue is villanous Melancholly, with a figh like Tem 
o'Bedlam.-——0O theſe Eclipſes do portend theſe divi- 


Eadg. How now brother Edmund, what ſerious con- 
tcmplationare you in? 

Baſt. 1 am thinking brother of a prediction I read this 
other day, what ſhould follow theſe Elipſcs. 

Edg. Doc you buſic your ſelfe with that ? 

Baſt* I promiſe,theeffets he writcs of, ſucceede un- 

ily. 

hen ſaw you my Father laſt Þ 

Eag. Thenightgone by, 

Baſt. Spake you with him ? 

Eag. 1, two houres together, 

Bait. Parted you in good tearmes ? Found you no dil- 
pleaſure in him, by word, nor countenance ? 

Epg. Noneat all- 

Baft.Bethinke your ſelfe wherein you may have offen- 
ded him : and at my entreaty forbeare his preſence, untill 
ſome little time hath qualified the hear of his diſpleaſure, 
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which at this inſtantſo rageth in him, that with the miſ- 
: chicte 
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chiefe of your perſon, it would ſcarſcly alay. 
Edg. Some Villaine hath done me wrong. 
fam. Thats my feare, I pray you have a Continient 
forbearance till the ſpeed of bis rage goes flower : and as 
I ſay, retire with me to my lodging, trom whence I will 
fi:ly bring you to heare .my Lord ſpeake : pray ye goe, 
theres my key : if youdoe ſtirre abroad, goe arm'd: 

Eag. Arad, Brother ? | 

Edw, Brother, adviſe you to the beſt, I am no honeſt 
man, if there be any god meaning toward you : 1 have 
told you what I have ſcene, and heard : Bur faintly, No- 
thing like the image, and horror of it, pray you away» 
Eaga. Shall I heare from you anon ? E xs 
Edm, 1 doe ſerveyou in this buſineſſe : 
A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 
Whoſe nature is ſo farre from doing harmes, 
That he _— none 2 on whoſe fooliſh honeſty 
My (cs ride caſic ; I ſce the buſineſle. 
Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit, 


All with me's meete, that I can faſhion fit+ Exit, 


ScenaT ertia. 


ht. 


Enter Gonerifl, and Steward. 


o». Did my father ſtrike my Gentleman for chiding 
is foole ? 
Stew, I Madam, 
Gon, By day and night, he wrongs me, every howre 
| He flaſhes into one groſle crime, or other, 
That ſets us all at ods : Ilenotendure it; 
His Knights grow riotous, and himfclfe upbraides us 
On every trifle, When he returnes trom hunting. 
I willnot fpeake with him, fay I am ſicke, 
If you come flacke of former ſervices 
Yoa ſhall doe well, the fault of it Ie anſwer. 

Stew. Hes comming Madam, I heare him. 

Gon. Put on what weary negligence you pleaſe. 

You and your Fellowes : I'de have it come to queltion z- 
Ifhe diſtaſte ir, lethim to my Sitter, 

Whoſe mind and mine I know in that are one, 
Remember what 1 have laid, 

Stew. Well Madam. 

Gon. And let his Knights have colder lookes among 
you - what growes of it no matter, adviſe your tellowes 
ſo, llc write ſtraight ro my Siſter to hold my courſe: pre» 

pare tor dinner, 
| Exennt, 


Scena Quarta. 


| Enter K ent. 


Kent, If but as well I other accents borrow, 
That can my ſpeech defuſe, my good intent 
May carry through it ſelfe to that full iſſue 
For which I zaiz'd my likeneſſe. Now baniſht Kone, 
If thou canſt ſerve where thou doſt ſtand condemn'd, 
So may it come, thy Maſter whom thou lov'ſt, 
Shall find thee full of labours. 


pe IN 


X86» | 


| 


Horne: within, Enter Lear and Attendants. 

Lear. Let me not ſtay a jot for dinner, goe get it rea- 
dy : how now, what art thou ? 

Kext, A man Sir. 

Lear. What dolt thou profeſſe? What wouldſt thou 
with us? 

Kent, 1 doe profefſe to be nolefſe then T freme ;; to 
ſerve him trucly that will put me in truft, to love him 
that 1s honeſt,to coaverſe with him that is wiſe arid ayes 
little, to feare judgement to hight whenT cannot chooſe, 
and to cate no fiſh. 

Lear. Whatare thou? 

Rang A very honeſt hearted Fellow, and as poore as 
the King. 

L:a.. If thoubcſt as poore for a fubjet, as he's for a 
King, thou art poore enough. W hart wouldſt thou ? 

Kent. Service. 

Lear, Whom wouldſt thou ſerve ? 

Kent. You, 

Lear. Do'it thou know me feilow ? 

Kent.” No Sir, but you have that in your countenance, 
Which 1 would faine call Maſter. 

Lew, W hars that? 

Kent, Authority. 

Lear. What ſervices canſt thou doe F 

Kent, I can keepe honeſt ceunfailes, ride, run, marrea 
curious tale in telling 1t, and deliver a plaine meſſage 
bluntly : that w hich ordinary men are fit tor, 1 am qua- 
liked in, and the belt of me, 1s Diligence. 

Lex. How old art thou ? 

Keyr. Not ſo young Sirtolove a woman for finging, 
nor ſo eld todote on her for any thing. I have yeares on 
my backe forty cight. 

Lex. Follow me, that ſhalt ſerve me, if I like thee no 
worle after diriner,I will not part from thee yer. Dinner 
ho, dinner, wheres iny knave? my foole?goe youand call 
my fools lucher. You you Sirrab, wheres my Daughter? 

Emer Steward. 


Stew, Sopleaſe you 
Leer, \W hat ayes the fcllow there > Call the Clot- 
pole backe : wheres my Feole # Ho, I thinke the worlds 


1 all:epe, how now 2 Wheres that Mungrell? 


K»igh, He faies my Lord, your Daughters is not well. 

Lew, Why came not the Navebacke ro mee when I 
call'd him ? 

Knioh, Sir, he anſwered ac in the rour:deſt manner,he 
would not. 

Lear. He would not ? 

Knigh. My Lord, I know not what the matter is, but 
tomy judgement your highneſle is not entertzin'd with 
that Ceremonious affetion as you were wont, theres a 
great abatement of kindnefle appeates as well in the ge- 
nerall depencants, as4n the Duke himfelte allo, and your 
Daughter. 

Lear, Ha? Saiſt thou ſo ? | 
Kmnigh, 1 beſcech you pardon me my Lord, if I b 
mittaken, for my duty cannot be filenr, when I thinke 

your highneſle wrong'd, | 

Lear. Thou burremembreſt me of mine owne Concep- 
ception, 1 have perceived a moſt faint negle& of late, 
which I have rather blamed as mine owne icalous curio- 
ſity, then as a very pretence and purpoſe of unkindneſſe; 
I will looke further into't ; bur wheres my Foole ? I 
have nor ſcene him this twodayes. 

Knight, Since my young Ladies going into Frece 

2 Sir, 


_—_ 


-_ 


_— _ 


Exit. | 


—_— — 
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Sir, the fooic hath much pined away. 

Lee. No more of that, I have noted it well, goe you 
and tell my Daughter,l would ſpeake with her. Goe you 
call hither my Foole ; Oh you Sir, you, come you hither 
Sir, who am I Sir. 

Enter Steward. 

Stew, My Ladies Father. 

Lear. My Ladics Father ? my Lords knave,you whor- 
ſondog, youſlave, you curre. 

Stew. lam none of theſe my Lord, 
I beſcech your pardon. 

Lear, Doe you bandy lookes with me, you Raſcall ? 

Stew, le not be ſtrucken my Lord. 

Kent, Nor tript neither,you baſe Foot-ball 

Lear. I thanke thee fellow. 

Thou ſerv*tme, and Ile love thee. 

Kent. Come fir, ariſc, away, Ile teach you differences: 
away, away, if you will meaſure your lubbers length a- 
gaine, tarry, but away, goe to, have you wiſedome, ſo. 

Lear. Now my friendly knaveI thanke thee, theres 
earneſt of thy ſervice. 

Enter Foole. 

Foole. Let me hire him too, heres my Coxcombe. 

Lear. How now my pretty knave, ho.,y doſt thou ? 

Fozle. Sirrah, you were beſt take my Coxcombe. 

Lear. Why my Boy? 

Foele;W hy ? for taking ones pirt thats out of favour ; 
nay, and thou canſt not {mile as the wind fits, thou'lc 
catch cold ſhortly, there take my Coxcombe ; why this 
fellow has baniſh'd two on's daughters,and did the third 
a bleſſing againſt his will; if thou follow him, thou muſt 
needes weare my Coxcomb. How now Nunckle? would 
I had two Coxcombes and two Daughters. 

Lear. Why my Boy? 


player, 


combe my (clfe, theres mine, beg another of thy Daugh- 
ters. 

Lear. Take heed Sirrah, the whip. 

Foole, Truths a dog muſt to kennell, he muſt bee 
whipt out, when the Lady Brach may ſtand by'th'fireand 
ſtinke. 

Lear, Apeſtilent gall to me. 
Fool. Sirha, Iletcach thee aſpeech. 
Lear. Dots 
Foole, Marke it Nuncle ; 
Have more then thou ſhowelt, 
Speake lefſe then thou knowelt, 
Lend lefſe then1thou owelt, 
Ride more then thou gocſt, 
Learne more thenthou troweſt, 
Set leſſethen thou throweſt : 
Leave thy drinke and thy whorcs 
And keepe in a dore, 
And thou ſhalt have more, 
Thentwo tens to a ſcore. 

Kent, Thisis nothing foole. 

Foole. Then tis like the breath of an unfeed Lawyer, 
you gave menothing tor't,can you make nouſe of nothing 
Nuncle? 

Lear. _ Boy, : 
Nothing can be made out of nothing, 

Foel: Prethee tell him, ſo much the rent of his land 
comesto, he willnot belecye a Foole. 

Lec. A bittcr Foole. 

Feele. Dolt thou know the difference my Boy, be- 
tweenc a bitter Foole, and a {yeet one, 


Feel. 1f 1 gave them all my living, 11d keepe my Cox- | 


b 


OO — 


| 


EEE 


Zea. NolLad; teach me. 

Fool. Nunckle,give me an cage, and Ile give thee 
two Crownes, 

Lear. What two Crownes ſhall they be? 

Fool, Why after I have cut the egge ith'middle and 


| cate up the meate, the two Crownes of the cgge . when 
thou cloveſt thy Crowne ith'middle, and gav'ſt away 


both parts, thou boar'ſt thine Aſſe on thy backe o're the 
durt, chou had | little wit in thy bald crowne,when thou 
gav it thy golden one away : if I ſpeake like my ſelfein 


this, let him be whipt that firſt findes it ſo. 


Fooles had nere leſſe grace ina yeere, 
Far wiſcmenare growne toppiſh, 
And know not how their wxs to weare, 
Their manners are ſoapiſh, 
Lea. W hen were you wont to be fo full of Songs ſirra? 

Fool. Thave uſed it Nunckle, ere ſince thou mad'ſtthy 
Danghtersthy Mothers, fur when thou gav'ſt them the 
rod, and putſt downe thine owne breeches, then they 
For tudaine joy did weepe, 
=- > {orrow fu 
That ſuch a King ſhould play bo-pee 
And goe the Foole —_- _ 

Prethy Nunckle keepe a Schoolemaſter that can teachthy 
Fooletolye, I would fainelearne to lye. 

Lear. And youlye (irrah, well have you whipt, 

Fool, I marvell what kin thou and thy daughters are, 
they'l have me whipr for ſpeaking truc : thou'lt have me 
whipr for lying, and fometimes I am whipt for holding 
my peace. 1 had rather be any kind o'thing then a foole, 
and yet I would not be thee Nunnkle, thou haſt pared thy 
wit o'both ſides, and left nothing i'th'middle ; heare 
comes one o'the parings. 

Emer Gonerill. 

Lear. How now Daughter ? what wakes that Frondlet 
on ? You aretoo much of late ith'trowne. 

Faole, Thou walt apretty fellow when thou hadſt no 
need to care for her frowning, now thou art an O with- 
out a figure, I am better then thou art now, I ama foole, 
thou art nothing. Yes for{ooth 1 will hold my tongue,ſo 
your face bids me, theugh you ſay nothing. 

Mym, mum, he that nor cruſt, not crum, 
Weary of all, fhall want ſome. Thats a ſheal'd Peſcod. 

Gon. Not onely Sir this, your all-lycenc'd Fooles 

_ - your inſolent _ A . 
ourcly Carpe and Quarrelli, breaking fort 

In ranke, and not to be - )riots Sire 

I had thought by making this well kno wne unto you, 

To have founda fafe redreſſe, but now grow fearctull 

By what your ſclfe too late have ſpoke and done, 

That you prote> this courſe, and put it on 

By your allowance, which if yoa ſhould, the faulc 

Would nor ſcape cenſure, nor the redreſles ſleepe, 


{ Which in the tender of a wholeſome weale, 


Might in their working doe you that oftence, 
Whichelfe were ſhame, that then necclliry 
Will call diſcreet proceeding. 
Foole, For you know Nunckle, the Hedge-S 
ted the Cuckooe 101ong, that it bad its head bit off by it 
yourg, ſo out went the Candle, and we were left dark- 


ling. - 
Leer. Are you our Daughter ? dome 
Gon. I would you would make uſe of your wiſc- 


(Whereof I know youare fraught) and put away 
Theſe diſpoſitions, which of latetranſport you 
From what you rightly are. 


Poole. | 


— 


— 
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Foole. May notan Aﬀe know, when the Cart drawes 
= Horſe ? PM 
Ivgge I love thee. 
ba? > heere know me? 
This is not Leer : : 
Do's Lear walke thus? Speakethus? Where are his eyes? 
Either his Notion weakens, his Diſcertiings 
— Ha 1 Waking? Tis not fo? 
Who is it that cantell me who Iam ?_ 
Foole. Lears ſhadow. 
Lear. Your name, faire Gentlewoman ? 
on. This admiration Sir, is much oth'{ayour 
Of other your new prankes. I doe beſcech you 
To unde my purpoſes aright : ; 
As you are Old, and Reverend, ſhould be Wiſe. 
Heeredoe you keepe a hundred Knightsand Squires, 
Men ſodiſorder'd, ſo deboſh'd, and bold, 
1 hat this our Court infeed, with their manners, 
Shewes like a riotous Inne ; Epicuriſme and Luſt 
Makes it morelike a Taverne, or a Brothell, 
Then a grac'd Pallace. The ſhame it ſelfe doth ſpeake 
For inſtant remedy. Be then deſir'd 
By her, thatclſe will rake thething ſhe begges, + 
A little to diſquantity your Traine, 
And the remainders thar ſhall ſtill depend, 
To be ſuch men as may beſort your Age, 
Which know themſclves, and you. 
Leer. Darkeneſſc, and Divels, 
Saddle my horſes : call my Traine together, 
Degenerate Baſtard, Ile not trouble thee ; 
Yet haveT left a daughter. ; 
Gon. You ſtrike my people, and your diſorder'd rable, 
make Servants of their Betters. 


| Enter «Albany. 

Leax. Woe, rhat too late repents : 
Is it your will, ſpeake Sir ? Prepare my Horſes, 
Ingratitude! thou Marble-hearred Fiend, 
More hideous wherrthou ſhew'ſt thee in a Child, 
Then the Sea-monſter. 

Alb. Pray Sir be patients 

Lear. Dercſted Kite, thou lyeſt. 
My Traine are men of choyce, and rareſt parts, 
t all particulars of duty know, 
Andin hs moſt exadt regard, ſupport 
The worſhips of their name. O molt ſmall fault, 
How ugly didſt thou in Corde(sa ſhew ? 
Which like an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature 
From the fixt place : drew from my heart all love, 
And added to the gall. O Leer, Lear, Lear ! 
Beate atthis gate that let thy Folly in, 
And thy deere Iudgement out. Goe, goe, my people. 

eAlb, My Lord, I am guiltleſle,asI am ignorant 
Of what hath moved you, | 

Loer. It may beſo, my Lord, 
Heare CSE I _ : 
Sul thy purpoſe, if t id{t int 
1 wo thisCreature fruitfull : 
Into her Wombe convey {terility, 
| Dry up in herthe Organs of increaſe, 
And from her derogate body, never ſpring 
A Babe to honor her, If ſhe muſt teeme, 
| Create her child of Spleene, that it may live 

And be a thwart diſnatur'd rormentto her, 
Ler it ſtatnpe wrinkles in her brow of youth, 
With cadent Teares fret Channels in her cheekes, 


Es 


| 


q 
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—— 


Turne all her Mothers paines,and benefits 
To laughter, and contempt : That ſhe may feele, 
How ſharper thana Serpents tooth it is, 
To have athankeleſſe Childe, Away,away. 
A416, Now Godsthatwe adore. 
Whercof comes this? 
Gon, Never affli your {elte to know of it ; 
Bur let his diſpoſitioa have that {cope 
Asdotage gives it. 


Exit, 


Emery Lear. 
Lear, What fifty of my followers ata Clap ? 
Wirhin a fortnight? . _ _ 
eA/b, Whats the matter, Sir? 
Lear, lle tell thee ; 
Life and death, I am aſham'd 
Thar thou haſt pewer to ſhake my manhood thus, 
That theſe hot tcares ,which breake from me pertorce 
nr thee worththem, 
Fogges thee : 
Th'untented Connciing of a Fathers curſe 
Pierce every ſenſe about thee, Old fond eyes, 
Bewcepe thee once againe,lle plucke ye out, 
And caſt you with the waters that you looſe 
To temper Clay. Ha ? Let it be ſo. 
I have another daughter, 
W hol am ſure is kinde and comfortable: ==» 
When ſhe ſhall heare this of thee, with her nailes 
Shee'l fleathy Wolviſh viſage. Thou ſhalt finde,] 
That Ile reſume the ſhape which thou doſt thinke 
I havecaſt off for ever. 
G2». Doe you marke that ? +. 
Alb, I cannot be fo partiall Goneril, 
To the great love I beare you. 
Gon, Pray you content. What Oſvald hoa? 
You Sir,more Knave then Foole,after your Maſter. 
| Foole, Nunkle Lear,Nuncle Lear, 
Tarry,take the Foole with thee ; 
A Fox,when one bas caught her, 
And ſuch a daughter, | 
Should ſure to the ſlaughter, 
If my Cap would by a Halter, 
So the Foole followes after. | 
Gon. This man hath had good counſell, 
A hundred Knights? 
Tis politike, and fafeto let him keepe 
At point a hundred Knights : yes, that on every dreame, 
Each buz,cach fancy,cach complaint,diſlike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powres, 
And hold our lives in mercy. O/wald,l fay. 
Alb, Well,you may feare too farre. 
Gen. Safer then truſt too farre ; 
Let me ſtill rake away the harmes 1 feare, 
Not feare ſtill ro be taken. I know his heart, 
What he hath utter'd, I bave writ my ſiſter ; 
If the ſuſtaine him, and his hundred Knights 
When I have ſhew'd th'unfitneſle. 


Enter Steward, 


How now Oſwald ? 
What have you writ that letter to my Siſter ? 

Stew, I Madam. 

ow, Take you ſome company,and away to horſe 
I + ak her Full of * a a - , 
And thereto adde ſuch reaſons of your owne, 
As may compact it more. wy - you gone, 
3 


_—_— 


Exit. 


——_———__—w 
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And haſten your returne ; no, no, my Lord, 
This milky gentleneſſe, and courle of yours 
Though 1 condemne not, yet under pardon | 
You are much more at taske for want of wiſedome, 
Then prais'd for harmefull mildneſſe, 

Alb. How farre your eyes may pierce cannot tell; 
Striving tobetrer, oft we marre whats well. 

Gon, Nay then -—— 


Alb. Well, well, thevent. Excunt. 


T_T 


Scena Quinta. 


| — 


—— —— —— {- 


Enter Lear, Kent, Gentlemax, and Foole. 


Lear. Goe youbefore to Gloſter with theſe Letters ; 
acquaint my daughter no further with any thing you 
know, then comes from her demand out of the Letter, 
ifyour diligence be not ſpeedy, 1 ſhall be there atore 


OUus 

c Ken, I wiilnot fleepe my Lord, till I have delivered 
your Letter. Ext. 

Foole, If a mans braines were ins heeles, wert not in 
danger of kybes ? 

Lear. I boy. ; 

Foele. Then I prethce be merry, thy wit ſhall not goe 
ſlip-ſhod. 


Lear. Ha, ha, ha. ; 

Foote. Shalt ſee thy other Daughter will uſethee kind- 
ly, for though ſhes as like this, as a Crabbes like an Ap» 
ple, yetI can re!l what I cantel!. 

Lear, What can(ttell Boy ? 

Foole. She will taſte as like this as, a Crabbe do's to a 
Crab: thou canſt tell why ones noſe ſtands ith'middle 
on'sface ? 

Lear, Ns. 

Foele. Why to keepe ones eyes of cither ſides noſe, 
that what a man cannot ſmell out, he may ſpy into. 

Lear, I did her wrong. 

Foele, Can't tell how an Oyſter makes his ſhell? 

Lear. No. | 

Foole, Nor I ncither ; but I can tell why a Snaile ha's 
a houſe. 

Lear. Why? 

Foole. Why to puts bead in, notto give it away to his 
daughters, and leave his hornes without a caſe. 

Lear. I will forget my Nature, fo kind a Father ? Be 
my horſes ready ? 

Foole. Thy Aſſes are gone about em; the reaſon why 
the ſeven Starres areno mo then ſeven, isa pretty reaſon, 

Lear. Becauſe they are not cight. 

Foele, Yes indeed, thou wouldſt make a good foole. 

Lear. Totak't againe perforce? Monſter ingratitude ! 

Foole. If you wert my foole Nunckle, Il'd have thee 
beaten for being old before thy rime. 

Lear, How s that? 

Foole. Thou ſhoaldſt not have bin old, till thou hadſt 
bin wiſe. 

Lear. O let menot be mad, not mad ſweet heaven : 
keep me in temper,l would not be mad. How now, arc 
the horſes ready ? 

Gent. Ready my Lord. 

Lear. Come Boy. 


Foel.She thatsa Maid now,and laughs at my departure 
Shall not be a Maid long, unleſſe things be cut ſhorter, 
Exemnt. 


oA tus Secundus, Scana Priacs| 


C—_— 


Enter Bait ard, and Crean, ſeveraty. 


Baſt. Save thee Curas, 
Car, And you Sir, I have bin 


| With your Father, and given him notice 


That the Duke of Cormwall, and Regen his Ducheſſe 
Will be here wich him this night, 

Baſt. How comes that ? 

Car. Nay I know not, you have heard of the newesa- 
broad, I ineane the whiſper'd ones, for they are yet bur 
ear-ki[Iing arguments. 

Baft. Not | : pray you what are they ? 

Cur. Have you heard of no likely Warres toward, 
Twixt the Dukes of Cormwall, and Albany ? 

Bift. Nota word. 

Cur. You map doe then in time, 

Fare you well Sir. 

Baft. The Duke be here tonight ? the better beſt, 

This weaves it ſelfe perforce into my buſinefle, 

My father hath ſect guard totake my brother, 

AndI have one thing of aqueazy queition 

W hich I muſt aR, briefenefle, and Fortune worke. 
E mter Edgar, 

Brother, a word, diſcend ; brother I ſay, 

My father watches ; O Sir, flye this place, 

Intell1gence is given where you arc hid ; 

You have now the good advantage of the night, , 

Have you not ſpoken gainitthe Duke of Cornwall? 

Hes comming hither, now ith'night, ithhaſte, 

And Regan with him, have you nothing ſaid 

Vpon hs party gainlt the Duke of Albeny ? 

Adviſe your {clte. 

Eag. Iamſure on't, nota word. 

Ba#t. I heare my father comming, pardon me : 
In cunning, I muſt draw my Sword upon you ; 
Draw, ſeeme todefend your (clfe, 

Now quit you well, 
Yeeld, come before my father, light hoa, here, 
Flye Brother, Torches, {0 farewell, 
Exit Edger. 


Some blood drawne on me would beget opinion 

Of my more fierce endeavour. I have ſecne drunkards 
Doe more then thisin ſport ; Father, father, 

Stop, (top, no helpe ? 


Exit 


Enter Gloiter, and Servants with Torches, 


Glo, Now Edmend, wheres the villaine ? 

Baſt. Here ſtood he inthedarke, his ſharpe Sword out, 
Mumbling of wicked charmes, conjuring the Moone 
Toſtand auſpicious Miltris, 

Glo. But where is he? 

Baſt. Looke Sir, I bleed, 

Glo. Where is the villaine, Edmund ? 

Ba#t. Fled this way Sir, when by no meanes he could 

Glo, Purſue bim, bo : goe after. By no mcanes, what? 

Baſt. Perlwade meto the murther of your Lordſhip, 

Gainſt 


—_— 
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But that I told him the revenging Gods, 
Gainſt Parricides did all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold, and ſtrong a Bond 
The Child was bound to'th'Father , Sir in fine, 
Secing how lothly oppoſite 1 ſtood 
To his unnaturall purpoſe, in fell motion 
With his prepared Sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, latch'd mine arme : 
And when heſaw my beſt alarum'd ſpirits 
Bold inthe quarrels right, rouz'd to th'encounter, 
Or whether galted by the noytc I made, 
Full ſodainely he fed. 

Gloft. Let him flye farre : 
Not in this Land ſhall he remaine uncaught 
And found ; diſpatch, the Noble Duke my Maſter, 
My worthy Arch and Patron comesto night, 
By his authority I will proclaime it, 
That he which finds him ſhall deſerve our thankes, 
Bringing the murderous Coward to the ſtake : 
Hethat conceales him,death. 

Bait. When 1 diſſwaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to doe it, with curſt ſpeech 
I threatned todiſcover him ; he replicd, 

Thou unpoſſeſſing Baſtard, doft thou thinke, 

If I would (and againſt thee, would the repoſall 

Of any truſt, vertuce, or worthin thee 

Make thy words faith'd ? No, what ſhould I deny, 

(As this I would, though thou did{t produce 

My very Character) 11d turne it all 

Tothy luggeſtion, plot, and damned pradtiſe : 

And thou muſt a dallard of the world, 

Ifthey not thought ng avs = my death 

Were very pregnant and potential ipirits PL 

To make thee tecke it. ah T ucket within. 
Gle. Oltrangeand faſtned Viliaine, 

Would hedeny his Letter, ſaid he ? 

Hearke,the Dukes trumpets, | know not where he comes 

All Ports Ile barre, the villaine ſhall not ſcape, 

The Duke mult grant me that : beſides, his picture 

I will ſend farre and neere, that all the kingdome 

May have due note of him, and of my land, 

(Loyall and natnrall Boy ) Ile worke the meanes 

To make thee capable. 


Enter Cornewall, Regan, and Attendants. 


Corn. How now my Noble friend, ſince I came hither 
(Which I can call but now) I have heard ſtrangeneſle. 
Reg. 1t itbe true, all vengeance comes too ſhort 
W hich can purſue th'offender : how does my Lord ? 
Gle. O Madam, my old heart is crack'd, itscrack'd. 
Reg- W hat, did my Fathers Godionne ſecke your life? 
He whom my father nam'd, your Edger : 
Gle, O Lady, Lady, ſhame would have it hid. 
Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous Knights 
That tended upon my ſicker ? | 
Glo. 1 know not Madam, tis too bad, too bad. 
Baſt. Yes Madam, he was of that conſort. 
Reg. No marvaile then, though he were ill affeed, 
Tis they have put him on the old mans death, 
To have th'expence and waſt of Revenues ; 
[ have this evening from my Siſter 
Beene wellinform'd of them, and with ſuch cautions, 
That if they cometo ſojourne at my houſe. 
Ilenot be there. 
Cor. Nor 1, aſſure thee Regan ; 
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E I heare that you have ſhewne your Farther 
A Child-like Otfce. 
Baſt. It was my duty Sir- 
Glo, He did bewray his praRiiſe, and receiv'd 
This hurt you ſee, ſtriving toapprehend him. 
Cor. Is he purſued? 
Gle. 1 my good Lord. 
Cor, If he betaken, he ſhall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harme, make your owne purpoſe, 
How in my ſtrength you pleaſe : as for you Edmwnd, 
W hole vertne and obedience doth this inſtane 
So much commer. d irſelfe, you ſhall be ours, 
Natures of ſuch deepe truſt, we ſhall much need : 
You we firſt ſeizc on. 
Baft. 1 ſhall ſerve you Sir truely, how ever clle. 
Gte. For him 1 thanke your Grace. 
Cor. You know not why we came toviſityou ? 
Reg. Thus out of ſeaſon, thredding earke ey'd night, | 
Occaſions Noble Gofter of ſome prize, 
Wherein we{muſt have uſe of your aduice. 
Our Father he bath wrir, ſo hach our Siſter, 
Of differences, which 1 beſtthought it fi 
To anſwer from our home : the feverall Meſſengers |} - 
From hence attend diſpatch, our good old friend, 
Lay comforts to your boſome, and beſtow 
Your needfull counſaile to our bufineſles, 
Which craves the inſtant uſe. 
Glo, 1 ſerve you Madam, 
Your Graces are right welcome. 


Exennt. 
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Scaena Sernde, 
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Enter Kent , and Steward ſcverally. 
- Good dawning tothee friend,art of this houſe? ! 


- Where may we ſet our horſes ? 

. Itmyre. 

. Prethee, if thou lov'ſt me, tell me. 

. Tlovetheenor. 

» Why then I care not for thee; 
» If I had thee in Liprbwry Pintold, I would make 
thee care for me. 

Stew. Why do'ſt thou uſe me thus ? I know thee nor. 

Kent, Fellow I know thee, 

Stew. What doſt thou know me for ? | 

Kent. A Knave, a Raſcall, an cater of broken meates,a 
baſe, proud, ſhallow, beggerly , three-fuited, hundred 
pound, filthy woolted-{tocking knave, a Lilly-livered, 
ation-taking, whoreſon glaſſe-gazing ſuper-ferviccable 
wouldſt be a Baud in way of good ſervice, and art no- 
thing but the compoſition of a Knave, Begger, Coward, 
ow and the Sonneand Heire of a Mungrill Bitch, 
one whom I will beate into clamours whining, if thou 
deny'ſt the leaſt fillable of thy addition, 

Stew. Why, what a monſtrous fellow art thou, thus 
toraile on one,that 1s neither knowne of thee,nor knows 
thee ? | 

Kent, Whata brazen-fac'd Varlet art thou, to deny 
thou knoweſt me? 1s ir two dayes fince Itript upthy 
heeles, and bearethee before the King? Draw you rogue, | 

or 
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for though it be night, yet the Moone ſhines, Ile make a 
ſop — of you, you whorſon Cullyenly 
Barbar-monger, draw. ; 

Stew. Away, I have nothing todoc with thee. 

Kent. Draw you Raſcall, you come with Letters a- 
gainſt the King , and take Vanity the puppets part, 4» 
gainſt the Royalty of her father : draw you Rogue, or 
Ile ſo carbonado your ſhankes, draw you Raſcall, come 
your Waycs. 

Stew. Helpe, ho, murther, helpe. 

Kent. Strike you ſlaye ; ſtand rogue, ſtand you neat 
ſlave, ſtrike. 

Stew. Hclpe hea, murther, murther. 


Enter Baitard, Cornewall, Regan, Gloſter, Servant. 


Ba#t. How now, whats the matter ? Part. 

Kent. With you goodman boy, it you pleaſe, come, 
Tle fleſh ye, come on yong Maſter. 

Ge. Weapons ? Armes? whatsthe matter here? | 

Core Keepe peace upon your lives, he dycsthat ſtrikes 
againe, what isthe matter ? | 

Reg. The Meſlengers from our Siſter, and the King ? 

Cor. What is your difterence, ſpeake ? 

Stew. Iam ſcarce in breath my Lord. 

Kent. No Marvell, you have to beſtir'd your valour, 
you cowardly Raſcall,nature diſclaimes in thee: a Taylor 
made thee. 

Cor. Thou art a ſtrange fellow, a Taylor make a man ? 

Kent. A Taylor Sirz a Stone,cutter, or a Painter, could 
not have made him ſo ill, though they had bin but two 
yeares —_— \ As 

or. Speake yet, how grew your quarre 

5. This akon Rugian Sir, whoſe lite 1 have ſpar'd 
at ſute of his gray-beard. 

Kent. —_—_ oreſon ' Zed, thou unneceſlary letter, 
my Lord, if you will give mc lcavc, I willtread this un- 
boulred villaine into morter, and daube the wall of a 
Iakes with him, Spare my gray-beard,you wagralle ? 

(or. Peace firrah, ; 

You beaſtly knave, know you 0G reverence ? 

Kent. Yes Sir, but anger hath a priviledgee 

Cor. Why art thou angry ? 

Kent, That ſuch a ſlave asthis ſhould weare a Sword, 
Who wearesno honeſty : ſuch {miling rogues asthele, 
Like Rats oft bire the holy cords a twaine, 

Whichart Cintrince, t'unlooſe : ſmooth every paſſion 
That iathe natures of their Lords rebeli, 

Being oile ro fire, ſnow to the colder moodes,] 
Renege, aitirme, and turnetheir Halcion beakes 
With every galc, and vary oftheic Malters, 

Knowing naught (like dogges) but following : 

A plague upon your Epilepticke vilage, 

Smoile you my ſpeeches,as I were a toole ? 

Goole, if 1 had you upon S&rem Plaine, 

T1d drive ye cackling home to ( ameler. 

{orn. What art thou mad old Fellow ? ; 

Gloft. How tell you out, ſay that? 

Kent, No contraries hold more antipathy, 

Then I, and ſuch a knave. : 

Corn. Why do'ſt thou call him Knave? 
What is his fault? F 

Kent. His countenance likes me not, . 

Cor. No more perchance do's mine, nor his,nor hers. 

Kent, Sir, tis my occupationto be plaine, 

I have ſcene better faces in my time, 


Then ſtands on any ſhoulder that I ſee 

Before me, at this inſtant. 

Corn. This is ſome fellow, 

Who having beene prais'd for bluntnefle, doth affeR 

A ſaucy roughnefle, and conſtraines the garb 

Quite trom his Nature. He cannot flatter, be, 

An boneſt mind and plaine, he muſt ſpeake truth, 

And they will take it fo, if not, he's plaine. 

Theſe kind of Knaves I know, which in this plainneſſe. 

Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 

Then twenty filly-ducking obſervants, 

Thar ſtretch their duties mcely. 

Kent . Sir, in gocd faith, in fincere verity, 

Vnder th'allowance of your greataſpeR, 

W hole influence ike the wreath ot radient fire 

On flicking Phebrs front, 

Corn, What mcan'ft by this ? 

Kent. Togoe out of my diale&t: which you difcom- 
mend ſo much ; 1 know Sir, I aw no flatterer, bethat be- 
guiid you 1n a plaine accent, was a plaine Knave, which 
tor my part | willnot be, though I ſhould win yeur dil- 
plcature to entreat me too't. 

Cory, W hat was th'effence you gave him ? 

Stew. I never gave himany : 

It plcas'd the King his Maſter very late 

To ſtrike at me upon his milconſtruction, 

When he compact,and flattering his ditplcaſure 

Iript me behind : being downe, in(ulted,rail'd. 

And put upon himtuch a deale of Man, 

That worthicd him, got praiſes of the King, 

For him attempting, who was iclfc-ſubducd, 

And inthe ficſhment of this dead exploit, 

Drew on ine here againe. 

Kent. None of theſe Rogues, and Cowards 
But Ajax is their foole. 

Corx. Fetch torth the Stocke 5? 

You ſtubborne ancient Knave, you reverent Bragart, 

We'll teach you, 

Kent. Sir,I am too old to learne : 

Call not your Stockes for me, I ſerve the King, 

On whole imployment I was (ent to you, 

You ſhall doe {mall relpeRts, ſhew too bold malice 

Againit the Grace, and Perſon of my Maſter, 

Stocking his Meſſcnger. 

Corn, Fetch torth the Stockes ; 

As1 have life and honor, there ſhall he ſic till Noone, 
Reg. Till noone ?rillnight my Lord, and all night too, 
Kent. Why Madam, it 1 were your Fathcrs dog, 

You ſhould not uſe me ſo. 

Reg. Sir, bcing his Knave, 1 will. Stockgs browght out, 

Cor. This is a feliow of the ſelfe ſame colour, 

Our Siſter ſpeakes of. Come, bring away the Stockes. 
Glo. Let me beſeech your Grace, not to doe ſo, 

The King tus Malter, needs mult reke it ill 

Thar be toſlightly valued in his Mcſlenger, 

Should have hum thus reſtrained, 

Corn, Ilcan{wer that. 

Reg. My Siſter may receive it much more worſe, 

To have her Gentlemanabus'd, affaulted, 

{ orn. Come my Lord, aways Ext. 

Gle. lam 1orry tor thee friend, tis the Dukes pleaſure, 
Whole di{pofition all the world well knowes 
Will not be rubb'd nor ſtopt, Ile entreat for thee. 

Ken. Pray do nor Sir, l have watch'd and travail'd hard, 
Some time I ſhall ſl:epe out, the reſt Ile whiſtle : 

A good mans fortune may grow out at heeles ; hs 
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Give you good morrow- 

Glo. The Duke's too blame inthis, 

Kent.Good King, that muſt approve the common ſaw, 
Thou out of heavens benediion com'tt 
Tothe warme Sun. 
go—_ thou Beacon to this under Globe, 
That by thy comfortable Beames I may _ 
Peruſe this Letter. Nothing almoſt ſees miracles 
But miſery. I know tis from Cordelia, 
Who hath moſt fortunately beenc inform'd 
Of my obſcured courie. And ſhall find time 
From this enormous State, (ceking to give : 
Loſſes their remedies, All weary and ore-watchd, 
Take vantage heavy eyes, not to behold 
This ſhametull lodging. Fortune goodnight, 
Smile once more, turne thy wheelc- 


Emer Edgar, 


Edg. Theard my ſclfe proclaim'd, 
And by the happy hollow cf a Tree, 
Eſcap'd the hunt. No Port is free, no place 
That guard, and moſt unufall vigilance 
Do's not attend my taking. W hiles I may ſcape 
I will preſerve my ſelfe : and am bethought 
To take the baſeſt, and moſt pooreſt ſhape 
That ever penuty in contempt of man, _ 
Brought necre to beaſt : my tacc Ile grime with filth, 
Blanket my loynes, elſe all my haires in knots, 
And with preſcnted nakedneſle our-face 
The Windes, and perſecutions of the sky : 
The Country gives me proofe, and preſident 
Of Bedlam beggers, who withroaring voyces, 
Strike intheirnumm'd and mortified Armes, 
Pins, Wodden-prickes, Nayles, Sprigs of Roſemary : 
And with this horrible objeR, from tow Farmes, 
Poore pelting Villages, Shcepes-Coares, and Milles, | 
Sometimes with Lunaricke bans,ſometimes with Praiers 
Inforce their charity : poore Twrlyged, poore Tom. 
Thats ſomething yet : Edger I nothing am, Ex. 
Emer Lew, Foolt, and Gentleman. 


Lear.Tis ſtrange that they ſhould ſo depart from home, 
And nor {end backe my Meſſengers. 

Gen, As I learn'd, 
The night before, there was no purpoſe in them 
Of this remove. 

Kent, Haile tothee Noble Maſter, 

Lear, Ha? Mak'(t thou this ſhame thy paſtime ? 

Kent. No my Lord. 

Foole, Ha, ha, he weares Cruell Garters ; borſesare tide 
tide by the heads, Dogges and Beares by*th'necke, Mon- 
kies by*th'loynes, and Men by*th'legs ; when a man is 0- 
verluſt y at legs, then he weares woddcn nether-ſtockes. 

Lear, W hats he, 
Thar hath ſo much thy place miſtooke 
Toler thee heere ? 

Kent, It is both he and ſhe, 
Your Son, and Daughter , 

Lea. No. 

Kent, es. 

Lear, No TI fay. 

Kent. I fay yea- 

Lear. By Imputer I \weare no» 
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Kene, By [uno, | ſwearel. 
Lear. T hey durſt not do't; 
ny could not, would not do't : tis worſe then murther, 
Todoe upon re{pe& ſuch violent outrage : 
Reſolve me with all modeſt haſte, which way 
Thou mightk deſerve, or they impole this viage, 
Comming from us. 
Kent. My Lord, when attheir home 
I did commen4 your highnefle Letters to them, 
Ere I was riſcn from the place, that ſhewed 
My duty kneeling, came therea reeking Poſte, 
Scew'd in his baſte, halſe breathlette, panting forth 
From Gonerit his Miſtris, falatation ; 
Deliver'd Letters ſpight of intermiſſion, 
Which preſently they read ; on thoſe contents 
They GR up their meiney, (traight tooke horſe, 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
Theleifure of therr anſwer, gave me cold lookes, 
And meeting heere the other Meſſenger, 
W hole welcome I perceiv'd had porfon'd mine, 
Being the very fellow which of late 
Diſplaid fo fawcily againſt your highneſſe, 
Having more man then wit about me, drew ; 
Herais'd the houſe, with loud and coward cryes, 
Your Soane and daughter found this treſpaſſe worth 
The ſhame which heere ic ſuffers. (way, 
Foele, Winters not gone yet,if the wild Geeſe fiy that 
Fathers that weare rags, doe make their Childrenblind, 
Bur fathers that beare bags, ſhall ſee their children kind. 
Fortune that arrant whore,nere turnesthe key toth' 
But for all this} ſhalt have as many Dolors thy eas 
Daughters, as thou canſt tell ina yeare+ 
Lear. Oh how this Mother {welsup toward my heart ! 
Hittorica p:ſſie, downe thou climing forrow, | 
Thy Element's bclow ; where is this daughter ? 
Kext, Withthe Earle Sir, here within. 
Leer. Follow me not, {tay beere, 
Gen. Made you n0 more offence, 
But what you {peake of ? 
Kenz. None ; 
How chance the King comes with ſo ſmall a number ? 
Foole. And thou had(t bene fer ith'Stockes for that 
queſtion, thoud"ſt well deſerv'dit. 
Kenz, Why foole ? 


Exm. 


theres no hbouring ith'winter, All that follow their 
noſes, are led by their eyes, but blind men;and theresnot 
a noſe among twenty, but can ſmell him thars ſtinking;ler 
goethy hold, when a great wheele rons downe a hill, 
leſt it breake thy necke with fullowing. But the great 
one that gocsupwatd, let him draw thee after : when a 
wiſcman givesthee better counſell give me mine egaine, 
I would have none but knaves follow it, ſince 2 toole 
gives its 

Thar Sir, which ſerves and ſeckes for gaine, 

And followes but for forme z 

Will packe, when it begins to raine, 

Andleave thee inthe ſtorme, 

But I will tarry, tbe foole will ſtay, 

And let the wiſeman flye : 

The knave turnes foole that runnes away, 

The toole no-knave perdy. 


| Enter Leary, —_ 
Kent, Where learn'd you this foole ; 


Foole. Not ith Stockes focle. 


i 
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Foole. We'll ſet thee toſchoole to an Ant, to teach thee 
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Leary. Deny to ſprcake with me? 

They are ſicke,they are weary, 

They have travaii'd all the night? meere fetches, 

The Images of revolt and flying off. 

Fetch me a better anſwer, 

Glo. My dcerc Lord, 

You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 

How unremoveable and tixt he 1s 

In his owne courſe. 

Lear. Vengeance,Plague,Death,Confuſion : 

Fiery ? Whar quality ? Why G/efter, Gloſter, _ 

I'd ſpeake with the Duke of Cornewall,and his witCe. 
Gle. Well,my good Lord,I have inform'd them 10. 
Lear. Inform'd them?Doſt thou underſtand me man? 
Glo. I my good Lord. 

Lear. The King would ſpeake with Cornewall, 

The deere Father 

Would with his Daughter ſpeake,commands, tends, ſer- 

Are they inform'd of this? My breathand blood : (vices 

Fiery? The fiery Duke,tell the hot Dake that——— 

No,bur not vet,may be he is not well, 

F1hrmity doth ſtill neglc all othce, 

W hereto our health is bound,we are not our ſelves, 

When Natwe being oppreſt, commands the mind 

To ſuffer with che body ; lie forbeare, 

And atm fallen out with my more headier will, 

Totake the indiſpos'd and fickly fit, 

For the ſound man. Death on my ſtate : wherefore 

Should he fir here ? This At pertwades me, 

That this remotion of the Duke and her 

Is practiſe onely, Give me my ſervant forth ; 

Goetell the Duke.and's wife,li'd ſpeake withthem : 

Now; preſently : bidcthcm come forth and heare me, 

Or at their chamber doore lic beat the Drum, 

Till it cryſleepe to deaths 

| Glo. I would haveall well betwixt you, Exit, 

- Lear. Oh me my heart! my riſing heart !but downe. 
Fole, Cryto it Nuncle , as the Cockney did to the 

Ecles , when hce put 'em i th'Patte alive,ſhe knapt'em 

o'th*Coxcombs with a ſticke,anad cryed downe wantons, 

downe ; 'twas her brother, that in pure kindneſle to hus 
horſe buttered his Hey. 


—— 


Enter Cornewell,Regan,Gloſter Servants, 

Lear. Good morrow to you both. 

{ern, Haile to your Grace. Kent bere ſet at libery, 

Reg. Tam glad toſce your Highneſle. 

Lear, Regan,\ thinke you arc. 1 know what reaſon, 
I haveto thinke ſogif thou ſhould'ſt not be plad, 
I would divorce me trom thy Mothers Tombe, 
Sepulchring an Adulterefle. O are you free? 
Some other time for that. Beloved Regan 
Thy ſiſters naughc: Oh Regan,ſhe hath ryed 
Sharpe tooth'd unkindneſle,like a vulture here, 

I can ſcarce ſpeake to thee,thou'ltnor beleeve 
With how deprav'da quality. Oh Regan. 

Reg, 1 pray you Sirgtake parierce,I have hope 
Youleſſe know howto value her deſert, 
| Than ſhe to ſcant her duty, 

Lear. Say ? how 1sthat? 

Reg. I cannot thinke my ſiſter in the leaſt 
Would faile her Obligation. If fir perchance 
She have refrained the Riots of your Followers, 
Tison ſuch grougd,and to ſuch wholeſome end, 
As cleares her from all blame. 

Lear. My curſcs on her, 


Reg. OSir, you are old, 
Nature in you ſtands on the very Verge 
Of her confine : you ſhould be rul'd, andled 
By ſome diſcretion, that diſcernes your ſtate 
Better then you your (clfe z therefore I pray you, 
That to our Siſter, you doe make returne,' 
Say you have wrong'd her. 
Lear. Aske her forgiveneſſe ? 
Doe you but marke how this becomes the houſe ? 
Deere daughter, I confeſſe that 1 am old ; 
Age Is unneceſſary : on my knees Ibegge, 
Thar you'll vonchſafe me Rayment, Bed, and Food. 
Reg, Good Sir, no more : theſe are unſightly trickes : 
Returne you tomy Siſter, - 
Lear. Never Regan : 
She hath abated me ofhalfe my Traine : 
Look'd blacke upon me, ſtrooke me with her Tongue 
Moſt Serpear-like, upon the very heart. 
All the ſtor'd Vengeances of heaven, fall 
On her ingratefuil top : ſtrike her pong bones 
You taking Ayres, with Lameneſlc. 
( orn. Fye ſir, tic. 
Lear, Y ou nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding flames 
= - ſ — : infect her = 
ou Fen-ſuck'd s, drawne by the rfull Sunne 
To fall, and Hitter, ; _— 
Re”. O the bleſt Gods ! 
So will you wiſh on me, when the raſh moode is on. 
Tear. No Kegan, thou ſhalt never have wy curſe : 
Thy tender-hetted Nature ſhall not give 
Theeore to barſhneſſe : Her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Doc comfort, and not burne. Tis not inthee 
Togrudge m y pleaſures, rocut off my Traine, 
To bandy haſty words, toſcant my ſizcs, 
And in concluſion, tooppoſe the bolt 
Againſt my comming in. Thou better knowſt 
The Oihice> of Nature, bond of Childhood, 
Effe&s of Curtelic,dues of Gratitude : 
Thy halfe o'th kingdome haſt thou not forgot, 
W herein I thee endow'd. 
Reg. Good Sir, to'th'purpole- Twcket within, 
» Lear. Whopur my manuth'Stockes ? 
Enter Steward. 
Corn. What Trumpets that ; 
Keg. I know't my Siſters : this approves her Letter, 
That ſhe would ſoone be heere. Is your Lady come ? 
Lear. This isa Slave, whoſe cafic borrowed pride 
Dwels in the fickly grace of her he followes. 
Our Varlet, from my fight. 
Corn. \W hat mcanes your Grace? 
Enter Goner if, | 
Lear. Whoſteckt my Servant? Kegay,I have good hope 
Thou didft not kaow on't. 
Who comes here? O heavens | 
If you doc love old men; if your ſweet ſway 
Allow Obedience : if you your ſ{elyes are old, 
| Make it your cauſe : Senddowne, and take my part. 
Art not aſham'd tolooke upon this Beard ? 
O Regan, will you take her by the hand ? 
Gon. Why not by th'hand Sir ? How have I offended ? 
Alls not offence that indiſcretion findes 
And dotage termes ſo. 
Leer. O (ides, you are too tough ! 
Will you yet hotd ? 
How came my wan 1'th'Stockes? 
Cores, 1 (ct him there, Sir : bat his owne Diſorders 
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Deſerv'd much lefſc advancement. 

Lear. You? Did you? 

Reg. I pray you Father being weake, ſreme (0. 
If till the expiration of your Moneth _ 

You will returne and ſojourne with my Siſter, 
Diſmifling halfe your traine, comethen to me, 
lam now from home, and out of that provitien 
W hich ſhall be needfull for your entertainement- 

Lear. Returne to her ? and fifty men diſmiſs d ? 

No, rather I abjure all roofes, and chule, 

To wage againſt the enmity ottayre, 

To bea Comrade with the Wolfe, and Owle, 
Neceſſities ſharpe pinch, Returne with her ? 

Why the hot-bloodied France, that dowerleſle tooke 
Our yongeſt borne, Icould as well be brought 

To knee his Throne, and Squire-like penſion beg, 

To keepe baſe life a foote; returne with her ? 
Perſwade me rather tobe (laveand ſumprer 

To this deteſted groome. 

Gon, Art your choyce Sir, _. 

Lear. I prethee Daughter doe not make me mad, 
I willnot trouble thee my Child : farewell: 

We'll no more meete, no more {ce oneanother, 
But yet thou artmy fleſh, my blood,my daughter, 
Or rather a diſcaſe thats in my fleſh, 
Which I mult needs calk mine. Theuarta Bylc, 
A plague ſore, or imboſled Carbuncle = 
In my corrupted bleod. But Ile not chide thee. 
Let ſhame come when it will, 1 doe not call it, 
I doe not bid the Thunder-bearer ſhoote, 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging /ove, 
Mend when thou can'ſt, be berrerat thy leiſure; 
I can be paticnt, 1 can ſtay with Kegan, 
| and my hundred Knights. 
Reg, Not altogether (@, 
I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome, give care Sir to my Siſter. 
For thoſe that mingle reaſon with you pallion, 
' Muſt be content tothinke you old, and to, 
But ſhe knowes what ſhe doc's 

Lear. Is this wellſpoken? 

Reg. I dareavouch ir Sir, what fiſty Followers ? 
1s it not well ? Whg ſhould you need of more ? 
Yea, or ſo many ?Stith that both charge and danger, 
Speake gainft ſo great a number : How in one houle 
Should many le, uhder rwo commands 
Hold amity Tis hard, almoſt impoſſible. 

Gon. Why might not you my Lord,receive attendance 
From thoſe that ſhe calls Servants, or from mine ? 

Reg, Why not my Lord? 

If then they chanc'd to ſlacke ye, 

We could comptcoll them ; it you will come to me, 
(For nowI ſpye a danger) I entreat you 

Tobring but five and twenty, to no more 

Will I give place or notice. 

Lear. I gave you all. 

Reg. And in good time you gave it- 

Lear. Made you my Guardians, my Depoſitaries, 
Bur kept a reſervation to be followed 
With tucha number ? What, muſt 1 come to you 
With five and ewenty ? Regan, ſaid you 10? 

Reg. And ſpcak'r againe my Lord, no more with me. 

Lear.T hoſe wicked Creatures yet do looke wel fayor'd 
When others are more wicked, nor being the worſt 
Stands in ſome ranke of praiſe, Ile goe withthee, 
Thy $fty yerdoth double five and twenty, 


— 
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And thou art twice her Love. | 
Gon. Heare me my Lord; : 
What nced you five andtwenty ? Ten ? Or five ? 
To follow ina houſe, where twiceſo many 
Havea command to tend you ? 
Reg. What nzed one ?. 
Leary. O reaſonnot the need : our balelt Beggers 
Are inthe pooreſt thing fupertiuous, 
Allow not Nature, more then Nature needs: 
Mans life is cheapeas Bealtes. Thou art a Lady ; 
It onely to goe warme were gorgeous, 
Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'lt, 
Whichſcarcely keepes thee warme, but for true need, 
| You heavens, give me that patience, patience | need, 
Youſee mc here (you gods) a poore old man, 
As full of griefe as age, wretched iy both, 
If it be you that ſtirres theſe Daughters hearts 
Againſt their father, fooleme nor ſo much, 
To beare it tamely : touch me with Noble anger, 
And let not womens weapons, water drops, 
Sraine my mans cheekes. No you unnaturall Hags, 
[ will have ſuch revengeson you beth, 
That all the world ſhall I willdoe ſuch things, 
W hat they are yer, I know not, but they ſhall be, 
The terrors ot the earth? you thinke He weepe, 
No, llc not weepe, I have full cauſe of weeping. 
Storme and T empe it, 
But this hcart hal breake into a hundred thouſand flawes 
Orcrel weepe. O toole, I ſhall goe mad, Exennt, 
Corn, Letus wichdraw, twill be a Storme. 
Reg. This houſcis little, the old man aud's people, 
Cannot be well beſtow'd. | 
Gon. Tis his owne blame hath put himſelfe from reſt, 
And muſt needstalte his folly. | 
Reg. For his particular, Ile receive him gladly, 
Bnt not one follower, 
Gon, Soam I purpos'd, 
Where 1s my Lord of Gloiter ? 
Enter Gloſter. 
Corn Followed the old man forth, he is return'd. 
Glo. The King is in highrage. 
(rn. Whether is he going? 
Glo. He callsto horſe, but will I know not whether. 
Corn, Tis beſtto give him way, he leads himſclfe. 
Gon. My Lord, entreate him by no meanes to tay. 
G/». Alackethe night comes on, and the high windes 
Doe ſarely ruffle, for many Miles about 
Theres ſcarce a Baſh. 
Reg. O Sir, to willtull men, 
The 1njuries that they themſelves procure, 
Muſt be their Schoole-Maſters : ſhut up your doores, 
He is attended with a deſperate traine, 
Aud whatthey may incenſe him to, being apr, 
To have his carcabus'd, wiſedome bids feare. 
{orn. Shut up your doores my Lord, tis a wil'd night, 
My Rega» countels well : come outorh'ſtorme. Exennt. 


EE 


eA tus T ertius, Scena Prima. 
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Storme till . Enter Kent, and a Gentleman, ſtverally. 


} Kent, Who's there belidesfoule weather ? 
Gen. One minded like the weather, moſt unquietly. 
Kene ' 
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Kent, T know you : W heres the King ? 

Gent. Commiing with the frerfull Elements. 
Bids the winde blow the Earth into the Sea, 
Or ſwell the curled Waters bove the Maine, 
That things might change, or ceaſe. 

Kent, But whois with him? 

Gexr. None bur the foole, wholabours to out-jeſt 
His heart-ſtrooke myuries. 

Kent. Sir, I doe know you, - - 
And dare upen the warrant of my note 
Commend a deere thing to yoo. There isdiviſion 
(Although as yet the face of itis cover'd 
With muruall conning,) ewixt Albany, and Cornwall : 
Who have, as who have not, that their great Starres 
Thron'd and ſet high; Servants, who ſeemenolelle, 
W hich are to France the Spices and Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath bin ſcene, 
Either in ſnuffes, and packings of the Dukes, 
Or the hard Reine which both of them have borne 
Againſt the old kind King ; or ſomething deeper, 
W hereof (perchance) theſe are but furniſhings. 

Gent. I will talke further with you. 

Kent. No, doe not : 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Then my out-wall ; openthis Purley and take 
What it containes. If you ſhall ſee Cordelia, 
(As feare notbur you ſhall ) ſkew her this Ring, 
And ſhe will tell you whothat fellow 1s 
Thar yet you doe not know. Fyc on thisStorme, 
I will goc ſecke the King. 

Gents Give me your hand, 
Have you no more to lay ? 

Kent, Few words, but tocffe&t more then all yct ; 
That when we have feund the King,in which your paine 
That way, Ile this : He thar firſt lights on him, 


Hollathe other. 


Exennt, 


O_o 


Storme ſtill. Enter Lear, and Fools. 

Lear Blow windcs,and cracke your cheeks;Rage,blow 
You Cararacts, and Hurricano's ſpout, 

Till you have drench'dour Stceples,drowne the Cockes. 
You Sulph'rous and Thought-exccuting fires, 
Vaunt-curriors of Oake-cleaving Thunder-bolts, 
Sindge my white head. And chouall-ſhaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thicke Rotundity o'th'world, 

Cracke Natures moulds, all germaines ſpill at once 

That makes ingratefull Man. 

Foole, O Nunkle, Court hoiy-water inadry houſe, is 
better then this Rain-water out o'doore. Good Nunkle, 
in, aske thy Daughters bleſling, hceresa night pitties 
neither Wilemen,nor Foolcs. 

Leer. Rumble thy belly full : ſpit Fire, ſpowt Raine z 
Nor Raine, Winde, Thunder, Fire are my daughters, 
Itaxe not you, you Elements with unkindncſle. 

I never gave you Kingdome, call'd you Children 
You owe me no ſubſcription. Then let fall 

Your horrible pleaſure. Heere I ſtand your Slave, 
A , infirme, weake, and deſpis'd old man : 
Butyer 1 call you Servile Minilters, 

That will with two pernicious daughters joyne 


Your high-cngender'd Butailes, gainſt a bea 


| 


| 


—_— 


— 


Soold, and white as this. O, ho ! tis foule. 

Foole. He that has a houſe to puts head in, has a good 

Head-peece ; 
The Cod»viece that will houſe, before the head has any ; 
The Head , and he ſhall Lowle : ſo Beggers marry many. 
The man y makes his Toe,whar he his bcart ſhould make, 
Shall of a Corne cry woe, and turne his \lcepe towake, 

For there was never yet faire woman, but ſhe made 
mourhes in a glaſſe. 

Enter Kent. | 

Lear. No,1 will be the patterne of all patience. 
I will ſay nothing. 

Kext, Whos there? 

Foole. Marry heres Grace, and a Codpicce, thatsa 
Wilcman, and a Foole. 

Kent. Alas Sir are you here ? things thar love night, 
Love not {uch nights as theſe : the wrathfull Skies 
Gailow the very wanderers of the darke 
And make them keepetheir Caves : Since I was man, 
Such ſhicers of fire, tuch burſts of horrid Thunder, 

Such groanes of roaring Winde, and Raine, I never 
Remember to have heard, Mans Nature cannot carry 
Th'aflition, nor the feare, 

Lear. Let the great gods 
Thar keepe this dreadtul! pudder ore our heads, 
Find our their enemies now. Tremblethou Wretch, 
That haſt within thee undivulged Crimes 
Vuwhipt of Juſtice. Hide thee, thou Bloudy hand ; 
Thou Periur'd, and thou Simular of Vertue 
That art Inceltuous. Caytiffe, to pecces ſhake 
That under covert, and convenient ſceming 
Has practis'd on mans life. Cloſe pent-up guilrs, 
Rice your concealing Continents, and cry 
Theſe dreadfull Summoners grace. 1 am a man, 
More finn'd gu finning. 

Kent, Alacke, bare-headed ? 
Gracious my Lord, hard by heere isa Hovell, 
Some friendſhip will ir lend you gainſt the Tempeſt ; 
Repoſle you there, while I to this hard houſe 
(More harder then the {tones whereof tis rais'd, 
W hich cven but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd metocome in)returne, and force 
Their ſcanted curteſie. 

Lear, My wits beginto turne. 
Come on my boy, How doſt my boy ? Art cold ? 
I am cold my {elfe. Whereis this ſtraw, my fellow ? 
The Art of our Neceflities is ſtrange, 

Andcan make vilde thingsprecious. Come, your hoyell; 
Poore Foole, and Knave, I have one part in my heart 
Thats ſorry yet for thee. 

Fook. Hethat hasandalirtle-tyne wit, 

h height-ho, the Winde and the Raine, 
content with his Fortunes fit, 
Though the Raine it raineth cvery day. 

Leer. Truc Boy : Come bring ustothis Hovell. Exit. 

Feole. This isa bravenight to coolea Curtizan z 
Ile ſpeake a Prophelie ere I goe : 

W hen Prieſtsare more in word, then matrer : 
W hen Brewers marre their Malt with water z 
When Nobles are their Taylors Tutors, 

No Heretiques burn'd but wenches Sutors, 
When every Caſcin Law is right : 

No Squire in debt, nor no poore Knight : 
When Slanders doe nor livein Tongues ; 

Nor Cut-purſes come'not tothrongs ; 

When V ſurerstell their Gold i'th'ticld, 
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And Baudes, and whores, doe Churches build. 

Then ſhall the Realme of Albion, come to great confuſion 
Then cames the time, who lives toſce't, 

That going ſhalbe us'd with feet. : 
This prophecy Merim ſhall make, for I live before his 
time, Exit, 
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Emer Gloſter, and Edmund, 

Glo. Alacke, alacke £dmwnd, I like notthis unuaturall 
dealing;when I deſired their leave that I might pity him, 
they tooke from me the uſe of mine owne houſe,charg'd 
me on paine of uall diſpleaſure, neither ro ſpeake 
of him,entreat im, Or any way ſuſtaine him. 
| Baſt. Moſt ſavage andunnaturall: 

Glo. Goetoo; ſay you nothing. There is diviſion be» 
tweene the Dukes,and a worſe matter then that : I have 
received a Letter this night, tis dangerous to be ſpoken, 
I have lock'd the Letter in my Cloſiet; theſe injuriesthe 
King now beares, will be revenged home ; there 1s part 
of a Power already foored, we mult incline tothe King, I 
will looke him, and privily relieve him ; goe you and 
maintaine talke with the Duke, that my charity be not of 
him perceived ; if he aske for me, Iam ill, and goneto 
bed, if I dye for it, (as no leſic is threaned me) the King 
my old Maſter muſt be relieved, There is ſtrange things 
toward Edmwnd, pray you be carefull, Ex. 

Baſt. This Curtefie forbid thee, ſhall the Duke 
Inſtantly know, and of that Letter too; 

This ſcemes a faire deſerving, and mult draw me 
That which my father looſes : no leſſethen all, 


The yonger riſes, when the old doth fall. Exit. 


Scena Quarta. 
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Enter Lear, Kent, and Fools. 


Kent,Heere is the place my Lord, good my Lordenter, 
Thetirrany of the open night's too rough 
For Nature to endure. 

Lear. Let mealone. 

Kent, Good my Lord enter heere. 

Lear. Wilt breake my heart ? 

Kent, I had rather breake mine owne, 
Good my Lord enter. 

Lear, Thouthinkſt tis much that this contentious 
Invades us to the skinfo : tis tothee, (ltorme 
But where the greater malady is tixt, 

The leffer is ſcarce felt» Thou'dſt hun a Beare, 

But ifthy flight lay tuward the roaring Sea, 

Thou'dſt meet the Beare ith'mouth, whenthe minds free 
The bodies delicate the tempeſt in my mind, 

Doth from my ſences take all feeling elſe, 

Save what beates there, Filliall ingratitude, 

Isit not as this mouth ſhould teare this hand 

Fer lifting food roo't : Bur 1 will puniſh home ; 

No, I will weepe no more : in ſuch a wght, 


Storme ftil, 
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To ſhut me out ? Poure on, I will endure : 
In ſuch a night asthis ? O Regen, Gonerill, 
Your old kind Father, whole franke heart gave all; 
O that way madneſle lyes, let me (hun that ; 
No more of that. 

Kent. Good my Lord enter here. 

Leer. Prythee goe in thy ſelfe, ſeeke thine owne caſe, 
This tempeſt will nor give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more, but Ile goe in, 
In Boy, goec firſt. You bouſelefle poverty, 
Nay ger thee in ; lle pray, and then lle ſlcepe: 
Poore raked wretches, where foere you are 
Thar bide the pelting of this pittileſſe ſtorme, 
How ſhall your houle-leſſe heads, and unfed fides, 
Your lop'd, and window'd raggedneſle defend you 
From ſeaſons ſuch as theſe? O I have tane 
Too little care of this : Take Phylicke, Pompe, 
Expoſethy ſclfe ro feele whar wretches feele, 
Thar thou mailt ſhake the ſuperflux tothem, 
And ſhew the Heavens more jallt. 


Exit. 


Enter Edyar,and Fools, 


Edy. Fathom, and halte, Fathom and halfe? = Tow. 

Faele. Come not in heere Nuncle, heres a ſpirit, helpe 
me, helpe me. > 

Kent, Give me thy hand, who's there ? 

Foole. A pirit, a ſpirit,he fayes his vame'spoore Tom. 

Ken. \V hat art thou that doſt grumble there 1'th ſtraw? 
Come forth. | 

Edg, Away,the foule Fiend followes me, through the 
ſharpe Hauthorne blow the winds. Humh, goc \to thy 
bed and warme thee, 

Lear, Didit thougive all to thy Daughters ? And art 
thou come tothis ? | 
E&g. Who gives any thing to poore'Tomw ? Whom 
the toale Fiend hath led through Fire,& through Flame 
through Sword, and Whirle Poole, ore Bog, and Quag- 
mire, that hath laid Knives under his Pillow, ahd Halters 
in his Pue , ſet Rate-bane by his Porredge ; made him 
Proud of heart, to ride on a Bay trotting horle,over foure 
archt Bridges, to courſe his own ſhadow for a Traitor, 
Bliſſe thy ive Wits, Tomza cold. O do, de, do, de, do, 
de, blifſechee from Whirle-Winds, Starre-blaſting, and 
taking, doe poore Tom {ome charity, whom the fouls 
fiend vexes. There could I have him now, andthere,and 
there againe, and there. | 

Storme itil. 

Leay. Has his Daughtersbrought him to chis paſle ? 
Could(t thou fave nothing ? Would{ thou give ein all ? 

Foole. Nay, he reſerv'da Blanket, elſe we had bin all 
ſham'd, 

Lear. Now all the plagues that in the pendulous ayre 
Hang fated ore mens faules, l:ghrt onthy daughters. 

Kent, He bath no Daughters Sir. 

Lear. Death Traitor, nothing could have ſubdu'd 
Toluch a lowneſle, but his unkind Daughters. (Nature 
Is it the faſhion, that diſcarded Fathers, 

Should have thus little mercy on their fleſh : 
Tudicious puniſhmeat,twas this fleſh begot 
Thoſe Pelicane Daughter. 
Edg.Pillicock fat on Pillicock hill, alow : alow,loo,loo, 

Fool. This cold night will turne us all to fooles, and 
Madmen. : 

Edger. Take heed oth'foule fiend, obey thy Pa- 
rents, keepe thy word, juſtice, ſweare not; commir _ 
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with mansſworne Spouſe ; ſet not thy Sweet-heart on | 
proud array. Tom's acold. 

Lear. What haſt thou bin ? : 

Eag. A Scrvingman ? Proud in heart, and mind: that 
curl'd my haire, wore Gloves in my cap: ſerv'd the Luſt 
of my Mittris cart, and didthe a of darkenefle with 
her. Sworeas many Oathes,as I ſpake words,and broke 
them in the ſweer tace of heaven. Ouc, that ſlept in the 
conttivingof Luſt, and wak'd to doe it. Wine lov'd I 
deerely, Dicedeercly ; and in Woman, out-Paramour'd 
the Turke. Falſe of heart, light of care, bloody hand: 
Hog inſloth, Foxc in ſtealth, Wolfe in greedinefle, Dog 
in madneſſe,Lion in prey. Let not the creaking of ſhooes, 
Nor the ruſtling of Silkes,betray thy poore heart to wo- 
man. Keepe thy foote out of brothels, thy hand out of 
Plackets, thy pen from Lenders Bookes, and defye the 
foule fiend. Still through the Hauthorae blowes the 
cold wind : Sayes ſuum, mun, nonny, Dolphin my Boy, 
Boy Seſſey: let him trot by, Storme ſisl. 
_ Lear. hou wert better in a Grave, then ro anſwer 
with thy uncover'd body, this extremity of the Skies. Is 
man no more then this ? Conſider him well. Thou owlt 
the \ormeno Silke : the Beaſt, no Hide: the Sheepe, no 
Wooll: the Cat, no perfume. Ha ? Heres three ons are 
ſophiſticated. Thou art the thing it ſelfe , unaccomo- 
dated man, is no more but ſuch a poore, bare, torked A- 
nimall as thou art, Off, off you Lendings : Come, un- 
button hcere, 


Emer Glonceft ar, with a T orch. 

Fool.Prethce Nunckle be contented, tis a naughty night 
toſwimmecin. Now a little fire ina wilde field, were 
like an old Lerchers heart, a ſmall ſparke, all the ret 
on's body, cold : Looke, heere comes a walking hre. 

Edga. This isthe toule Flibbertigibber ; he begins at 
Curfew, and walkes at firſt Cocke : He gives the Web 
and the Pin, ſquints the eye, and makes the Hare-lippe ; 


Mildewes the white Wheate, and hurtsthe poore Crea- 


ture of earth, 
Swithold footed thrice the old. 
He mee the Night-Mare, and her ninefold , 
Bid hera-light, and her troth-plight, 
And aroynt thee Witch, aroynt thee, 

Kent. How fares your grace ? 

Lear. \W hats he? 

Kent, Whos there? What ist you ſeeke ? 

Glow. What are you there? Your Names? 

Edg. Poore Tom, that catesthe ſwimming Frog, the 
Toad, the Tod-pole, the wall-Neur, and the water z that 
inthe fury of his heart, when the foule fiend rages, cats 
Cew-dung for Sallets ; ſwallowes the old Rat, and the 
ditch-Dogge: drinkes the green Mantle of the ſtandin 
Poole: who is whipt from Tything to Tyrhing, a 
ſtockr, puniſh'd, and iwpriſon'd : who hath three Suites 
to his backe, (ixc ſhirts to his Body : 

Horſe to ride,and weapon to weare : 
But Mice, and Rats, and ſuch {mall Deare, 
Have bin Toms food, for ſeven long yeere : 


Beware my follower. Peace Smulkin, peace thou fiend. 


Glow, What, hath your Grace no better company ? 

Eag. The Prince of Darkeneſle is a Gentleman. Iodo 
hes calld ,and AMabs, 

Glow. Our fleſhand blood, my Lord, is growne ſo vild, 
that it doth hate what gets it, 

Edg. Poore Toms a cold. 

Glow. Gox in with me ; my duty cannot ſuffer 


| 
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Tobey inall your daughters hard commands : 
Though their injanRtion be to barre my doores, 
And lctthis Tyrannous night rake hold upon you, 
Yet have I ventured to come ſeeke you our, 
And bring you where both fire, and foed is ready» 
Lear. Firſt let meralke with this Philoſopher, 
W har 1s the cauſe of Thunder ? Y 
Kent, Goud my Lord take his offer, 
Gor into th'houtc. 

Lear, Ile tzlke a word with this ſame learned Theban: 
What is your ſtudy? 

Edg, How toprevent the fiend, and to kill Vermine, 

Lear. Let me aske you one word inprivatc. 

Kent. \toportunc him once more to goe my Lord, 
His wits begin r'unſcutle, 

Gtew. Canſ(t thou blame him ? Storme ſtill. 
His Datighrers feeke his death : Ah, that good Kent, 
He ſaid 1: would be thus : poore bani{h'd ian ; 

Thou ſayelt the King growes wad, lletell thee friend 
| amaimoſt mad my lelfe, [ had a Sonne, 
Now out-law'd from my blood : he fought my life 
Bur lately : very late : I lov'd him (fricnd ) 
No father his Sonne deerer ; true to tell thee, 
The gricte hath craz'd my wits. V hat a nights this? 
I doebeſcech your grace. 
Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir ; 
Noble Philolopher, yeur company. 
Fag. Toms a cold. 
Gloz.In tcllow there,into th'Hovell;kcep thee warme 
Leer. Come, lets in all. 
Kent, This way, my Lord. 
Lear. Withhim ; 


I will keepe ſtill with my Philoſopher. 


Kent. Gocd my Lord, tooth lum : 
Let him take the tcllow, 

Glow. Take him you on. 

Kent. Sirra, come on : goe along with us. 

Lear. Come, good Athenian, 

Glow No words, no words, huſh. 

Edg. Child Rowlandtothe darke Tower came, 
His word wasſtil;, fie, foh,and tum 


I Cancll the blood of a Brittiſh man. Exennt. 


— _— -  —— 


Scaena Quinta. 


Enter Cornwall, and Edmund, 

Corn. I will have my revenge, cre depart his houſe. 

Baſt. How my Lord, I may be cenſured, that Nature 
thus gives way to Loyalty , ſomcthing feares me to 
thinke of. 

Cornw. Inow perceiye, it was not altogether your 
Brothers cvill diſpoſition made him ſecke his death : but 
a provoking merit {eta worke by a reprovable badneſſe 
in hiovſelte. 

Bait. How maliciousis my fortune, that I muſt re- 
pentto be juſt This 1s the Letter which he ſpoke of ; 
which approves him an intelligent party to the advanta- 
gesof France. O Heavens ! that this Treaſon were not; 
or not 1 the deteRor. 

Corn. Goe with metothe Dutcheflc. 

Ba#t. It the matter of this Paper be certaine,you have 
mighty buſineſle in hand. 


Corn. 
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Corn, True or falfe, it hath made thee Earle of Glou- 
ceſter : ſeeke out where thy father is, that he may be- 
ready for our henſion. 

Batt. If 1 find him comforting the King, it will ſuffe 
his ſupition more fully. 1 will perſever in wy courſe of 
Loyalty, thoughthe confli& be fore betyweene that and 


my bl , | 
Corn, 1 will lay truſt vpon thee; and thou ſhalt finde 
a deere father inmy Love. Exennt. 


——  —  — ——  — 


—u—__- 


Scena Scxta. 


Enter Kent, and Gloncefter. 

Glow. Here is better then thc open ayre,take it think- 
fully : I will peece our the comfort with what addition 1 
can : I will not be long from you. Ext, 

wKent. All the power of his wits, have given way to his 
impatience : the gods reward your kindnefle. 


Enter Lear, Edgar, ana Foolt, = 

Edga. Fraterrents cals me, and tells me Nero 1San Ang- 
ler in the Lake of Darkneſle : pray innocent, and beware 
the foule fiend. 

Foole, Prethee Nunkle tell me, whether a madman be 
a Gentlemen, or 2 Ycoman. 

L:ar, A King,a King, 

Foele, No, he's a Yeoman, that has a Gentleman to 
bis Sonne : for hes a mad Yeoman that ſees his Sonne a 
Gentleman before him. ; 

Lear. To have athouſand with red burning ſpits 
Come hizzing in upon'em. 

Edge. Bleſle thy five wits. 

Kent, Opitty : Sir, where is the patience now 
That you to oft have boaſtcdto retaine ? 

Edge. My tcares begin to take his part ſo much, 

They marre my coumertcrting. 

Lear. The little dogges, and all ; 

Trey, Blanch;and S.xcet-hcarr : fee, they barke at me, 

Edga. Tom will throw his bead atthem : Avaunt you 
Curres, be thy mouth or blacke or white : 

Tooth that po! ſons if it bite : ; 

Maſtiffe, Grey-hound, Margrill, Grim, 

Hound or Spa-icll, Brache, or Hym : 

Or Bobtaile tight, or Troudleaile, 

Tom will make him weepe and wale, 

For with throwirg thus my head; 

Dogs leapt the hatch, and all are fied. | 
Do, de, de, de : {eſe ; Come, march to Wakes and Faires, 
And Market Townes:poore Tom thy horne is dry. Exie. 

Lear, Then let them Anatomize Regan : See what 
breeds about her heart. Is there any cauic in Nature that 
make theſe hard-hearts» You fir, I cntertaine for one of 
my hundred;onely,I doe not like the faſhion of your gar- 
ments. You will ſay they are Perſian ; but let them be 
chang'd, 
| Enter Gloiter, 

Kent. Now good my Lord, lyc heere, and reſt awhile. 

Lear. Make nonoiſe, mak: no noyiſe, draw the Cur- 
raines : (0, ſo. we'll goe toſupper ith'morning. 

Forle. And lle goe to bed at noone- 

Glow. Come hither friend ; 

Where is theKing my Maltcr? 
| Kent. Here Sir ur trouble him not, his wits are gone. 


So —<— 


| 


Gin. Good friend, I prethes: take him in thy armes, 
I have orcheard a plot of death upon him - 
Ther: is a Littcr ready, lay limin't, 
And drive toward Dover friend,where thou ſhalt meete 
Both welcome, and protetion. Take upthy Matter, 
It thou ſhouldit dilly halfe an houre, his life 
With thine, and a'lth:t offer rodefend him, 
Stand tn aſſured lofle. Take up, take up, 
And iollow me, that will to ſome proviſion 
Give thee quicke conduct. Come, come, away. Exemnt. 


> C_ EEE It” — or as ets a yt. Rn — 


Scena Septima, 


— - _ OC nw oe 


Enter (ornvall, Regan, Gonerill, Baſtard, 
and 5ervants. 


— 


— 


———— 


| him this Letter,the Army of France is landed : ſeeke out 
| the Traitor Gloſter, 
Keg. . Hang him inſtantly. 
Gon, Piucke out his cyCss 
Corn. I.cave him to my diſplealue. Edmand, keepe 
| you our Silter company : the revenges weare bound to 
| take upon your T:aitorous father, are not fit tor your 
behoiding, Adviſethe Duke where you are going, to a 
molt teſtinate preparation : we are boundro the like. Our 
Poſtes ſhalibe ſwift, and imtc!ligert betwixt us. Faxe- 
well deere Siiter, farewell my Lord of Gloſter, 
Enter Steward, 
How now ? Wheresthe King ? 
Stew. My Lord of Gloſter hath convey'd him hence. 
| Some five or fix and thirty of his Knights 
Hot Queſtriſtsafter him, met him ac gate, 
Who, «.1thſome other of the Lords $, 
Are gone with him toward Dover ; wherethey boaſt 
To have well armed friends. 
Corn. Get horſes for your Miftris. 
Goa, Farewell tweet Lord, and Siſter, Ex. 
( 9rn. Edmund farewell; goeſeckethe Traitor Glolter, 
Pinmon him like a Theefe, bring him beforeus : 
Though well we may not paſſe upon his life 
Without the forme of Tuſtice : yer our power 
Shall doea curt'fic to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not comptroll. 
Emer Glonceſter, and Servants, 
\Vhosthere ? the Traitor ? 
Reg. Ingratefull Fox, tis he. 
Corn. Binde faſt his corky armes. 
Glow. What meanes your Graces ? 
Good my friends conſider youare my Gheſts ; 
Doe me no fuule play, friends, 
Corn. Binde him I lay. 
Reg. Hard, hard : O filthy Traitor. 

Glu. Vonmercitull Lady, as you are, Ime none. 
Corn. To this Chaire bind hia, =. 
oma urn — 4 3 LP 

Glow. By the kinde gods, tis molt ignobly gone. 
To wa On by the Beard. ye 

Reg. So white, and ſuch a Traitor ? 

Glow. Naughty Lady, - 
Theſe haires which :hou doſt ravich from my chia 
Will quicken aud acculethee. Iam your Hoſt, 
With Robbers hands, my hoſpitable favours 


rr 2 


You 


Corn. Poſte ſpeedily tomy Lord your husband, ſhew , 


| 
| 
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You ſhould not ruffle thus, W hat will you doe 

(t orn, Come Sir, 
What Letters had you late from France ? 

Keg. Be ſimple anſwer'd, for we know the truth. 


tors, late footedin the Kingdome ? 

Reg. To whoſe bands 
You have ſentthe Lunaticke King : ſpeake. 

Glow. I have a Letter gueſſingly ſet downe 
Whichcamefrom one thats ofa newtrall heart, 
And not from one oppos'd. 

- Corn. Cunning. 

Reg. And falſc. 

Corn, Where haſt thou ſent the King ? 

Glow, To Dover. 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 

Was't thou not charg'd.at perill. 

Corn. Wherefore to Dover ? Let him anſwer that. 

Glow, lam tyed to th'Stake, 
 AndI muſt ſtand the Courſe. 

Reg. Whereforeto Dover ? ; 

Glow, Becauſe I would not fee thy crucll Nailes 
Plucke out his poore old eyes: nor thy fierce Siſter, 
In his Annointed fleſh, ſticke boariſh phangs. 

The Sea, with ſuch a ſtoriae as his bare head, 

In hell-blacke-night indur'd, would have buoy'd up 
And quench'd the Stelled fires : 

Yet old heart, be holpethe heavensto raine. 
If Wolves had at thy Gate howl'd that ſtcrne time, 
Thou ſhould have {aid, good Porter turne the Key :; 
All Cruels clfe ſubſcribe : but I ſhall ſee = 

The winged Vengeance overtake ſuch Children, 

Corn. Scet ſhalt thou never. Fellowes hold the Chaire, 
Vpon theſe eyes of thine, Ile ſet my foote. 

Glow, He that will thinke to live, till he be old, 
Give me ſome helpe, ——O crucll ! O you gods. 

Reg. One ſide will mocke another : Th'other too. 

{orr. Tf you {ce vengeance. 

Serv. Hold your hand, my Lord ? © 
I have ſerv'd you ever (ince I wasa Child : 

But better ſcrvice have I never done you, 
'] Thennow to bid you hold. 
* Keg. How now, you dogge? 

Ser. If vou did wearea beard upou your chin, 

Ild ſhake it on this quarrell- What doe you mcane ? 

(orn. My Vilaine ? 

Serv.Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 

Reg. Give me thy Sword. A pezant ſtand up thus? 

Killes him. 

Ser. OhI amſlaine : my Lord, you have one eye left 
To ſee ſome miſchicte on him. Oh. 

{ or». Leſtit ſce more, prevent it ; Out vilde gelly : 
here isthy luſter now ? ' 

Glow. All darke and comfortlefſe ? 

Wheres my Sonne Edmund ? 

Edmmnd, enlcindle all the ſparkes of Nature 

Toquit this horrid ate. 

Reg. Out treacherous Villaine, 

Thou call'ſt on him, that hates thee, Ir was he 

That made the overture of thy Treaſons tous:, 

Who is too good to pitty thee, 

Glezx. O my follies !then Edgar was abus'd, 

Kind gods, forgive me that, and proſper him. | 

Reg. Goe thruſt him our at gatcs, and let him ſmell 
His way to Dover. | Exit with Gloſter. 
How is't my Lord ? How looke you? 


Cern. And what conf ederacy have you with the Trai- | 


| Might I burliveto ſeethee in wy touch, 


CE E_. 


Cors. I havereceiv*da hurt: Follow me Lady : 
Turne out that eyeleſſe Villaine : throw this Slave 
| Vpon the Dunghill : Regen , I bleed apace, 
Vntimely comes this hurt. Give me your arme. Exerr, 


—— 


Aus Quartus. Scana Prima, 


Enter Edgar. 

Eag. Yet better thus, and knowne tobe contemn'd, 
Then ſtill contemn'd and flatter'd, to be worſt : 
Theloweſt, and molt dejeR thing of Fortune, 
Stands (till in eſperance, lives not 1n feare 
Thelamentable change is from the beſt, 

The worſt returnes to laughter. Welcome then, 
Thou unſubſtanriall ayre that I embrace - 
The wretch that thou haſt blowne unto the worſt, 
Owes nothing to thy blaſts, 

Enter Glowſter, and an Oldman. 
But who comes heere ? My Father poorely led ?, 
World, World, O World ! 
But thar thy ſtrange mutations make us hate thee, 
Lite would nor yeeld to age. 

Oldm, O my good Lord, I ave beene your Tenant, 
_ _ Fathers Ta thelc 7 en yecres. 

- Away, get thee away : riend be gone, 

Thy comforts can doe me Se all, oY 
Theethey may hurt. 

Olam. Y ou cannotſee your way. 

Glen. I haveno way, andthercfore want noeyes: 
I ſtumbled when I ſaw. Full oft tis ſcene, 
Our meanes ſccureus, and our meere defects 
Prove our Commodities. Oh deere Sonne Edger, 
The food of thy abuſed fathers wrath : 


Id ay I had eyes againe. 
Oldm. H noe ob there? 
Eag. O gods! Whoistcanſay Iamat work ? 
I am worſethen cre 1 was. 
Oldm. Tis poore mad Tom. 
Edg. And worle I may be yet: the worlt isnor, 
Se long as wecan ſay this isthe worlt. 


Olam. Fellow, where goeit ? 
Glow, Is 1ta ? 
Oldm. Madman, and LOO. 


Glow, He has ſome reaſon, elſc he could not beg. 
Ith'laſt nighes ſtorme, I ſucha fellow ſaw ; 

Which made methinke a Man,a Worme. My Sonne 
Came then into my mind, and yet my mind 

Was then ſcarſe Friends with him. 


I have heard more ſince z 

As Flies to wanton Boyes, are we to th'gods, 
They kill us for their ſport. 

Edg. How ſhould their be ? 

Bad 1sthe Trade that muſt play to foole ſorrow, 
Ang ring it ſelfe, and others. Bleſle thee Maſter. 
Glow. 1s that the naked fellow ? 


Olam. I my Lord: 
Glow. Gerthee away z if for my ſake 
Thou wilt ore-take us a mile or twaine 


I'th'way toward Dover, doe it for ancient love, 
And bring ſome covering for this naked Soule, 
Which Ile intreate to leade me, © 


Oldm, Alacke fir, he is mad. 


Glen. 


I. 


| Scena Secunda. 
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Glew. Tis the times plague, 
W hen Madmen leade the blinde : 
Doe as 1 bid thee, or rather doe thy pleaſure : 
Above the relt, be gone. 

Oldm. Ile bring himthe Beſt Parrell that I have 
Com on't, what will, | 

Glow. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

£4g. Poore Tom's a cold. 1 cannot 

Glow. Come hither fellows. 

Edg. And yet I mult; 

Bleſle thy {weereyes, rhey bleed, Fh: 

Glon, Knowlſt thou the way to Dover? © * 

Edg, Both ſtyle, and gate , horſeway, and foot-path : 
poore Tom hath bin ſcarr'd out of hisgood wits. Bleſlc 
thee good mans ſonne, from the foule tend. (plagues 

Glow, Here take this purſe, thou whom the heav'ns 
Have humbicd toall ſtrokes : that Lam wretched 
Makes thee the happier : heavens deale ſo ſtill; 

Let the ſuperfluous, atd Luſt-dieted man, 

That ſlaves your ordinance, that will not ice | 
Becauſe hedo's not feele, teele your power quickly : 
So diſtribution ſhould undce excefle, 

And each man have enough. Doſt thou know Dover ? 

Edg. I Maſter. : 

Glew, There isa Cliffe, whoſe high and bending head 
Lookes fearefully inthe confined Deepe : 

Bring me buttothe very brimme of it, 

And Ile repayre the miſery thou dolt beare 

With ſomething rich about me : from that place, 

I ſhall no leading neede. 

Edg. Give methy arme ; 
Poore Tom ſhall lcade thee. 


Exit. 


dad ir Gareher: 


Enter Gonerill, Baſtard, and Steward, 
Gon, Welcome my Lord; marvell our mild hisband 
Not metus on the way. Now, wheres your Maſter? - 
Stew, Madain within, but never man tochang'd x 
I told him of the Army that was Landed ; 
He {mii'd at its I told him you were comming, ; 
Hlisantwwer was, the worſe. Of Gloſters Treachery, 
Ar:d of the loyall Service of his Sonne | 
W ken 1 inform'd lim, then he call'd me Sor, 
And toid me 1 had curn'd che wrong ſide out : 
W hai molt he ſhould diſlike, ſeemes plealantto him ; 
W hat like, offenſive. 
Gon. Then ſhall you goe no further. 
It is the Cowiſhterrer of his ſpirit 
That dares not undertake : heell not feele wrongs 
Which tye him to anan{wer z our wiſhes on the way 
May prove effects. Backe Ed»mwnd to my Brother, 
Haſten his Muſters, and conduct his powers. - | 
I mult change namesa* home, aud give the Diſtaffe 
Into my Husbards hands. This truſty Servant 
Shall peſle betweene us : ere long you are liketo heare 
(If yeu dare venture in your owne behalte) 
A Miſtreſſes command. Weare this ; ſpare ſpeech, 
Decline your head. This kifſe, ifit durit (| wg 
Would {tretch thy Spiritsup into the ayre ; 
Conceive, and fare thee well. 
Ba#f, Yours inthe rankes of death. 


1 r 


Fa 


Exit. 


Gon, My moſt deere Gloſter. 


—— ———— 


Oh, the difference of man, and man, 
To theea Womans ſervices are duc, 
My toole uſurpes my body. 
Stew, Madam, heere comes my Lord. 
Enter e Albany. 
Gon. I have beene worth the whiſtle, 
_ Alba. Oh Gonerill. 
Youare not worth the'duſt whichthe rude wind® 
Blowes in your face. 
Gon. Milke-Liver'd man, 
That bearltachceke for blowes, a head for 
W ho halt nor in thy browes aneye-difcerning, 
Thine honor, from thy ſuffering. 
Alba, See thy lelfe divell : 
Proper deformity feemes not in the fiend 
So horrid as in woman, 
Gow. Oh vaine foole. 
Emera Meſſenger. 
CAeſ. Oh my geod Lord, the Duke of Cornwall dead, 
Slaine by his Servant, going toput out | 
The other eye of Gloſter, 

Alba. Gloſters eyes | | 

Meſſ. A Servant thathe bred, thrill'd with remorſe, 
Oppos'd againſt the a& z bending his Sword 
To his great Maſter, who,rhereat enrag'd 
Flew on him, and amongſt then fell'd him dead, | 
Butnot withoutthat harmetull ſtroke, which ſince 
Hath pluckt him after. 

Alba, This ſhewes you are above 
= AY theſe our nether crimes | 

ſpeedily can venge. But (O poore Gloſter 
Loſt he his hr chi... mn 

Meſſ. Both, both, my Lord. 
This Letter Madam, cravesa ſpeedy anſwer * 
Tis from your Siſter, 

Gow, One way T like this well, 
Burt being widdow, and my Gloſter with her, 
May ail the buildiog in my fancy plucke 
Vpon my batefull life. Another way 
The Newes is not ſotart. !le read, and anſwer, 
* Hlba, Where was his Sonne, 
When they did take his eyes ? 

CH. Come with my Lady hither. 

Alba. He is not heere, 

Mif. No my good Lord, I met him backe againe. 

Alba. Knowes be the wickednefſc? 

Meſſ. F my good Lord:twas he inform'd againſt him 
And quit the houſe on purpoſe, that their puniſhmenc 
Might havethe freer courſe. 

Al. Gloſter, Ilive 
To thanke thee for the lovethou ſhewd(t the King, 
And to revenge thine eyes. Come hither friend, 

Tell me what morethou knowſt. Exemnt. 


. 


+] 
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Scena Tertia, 


 — _-  c-—— CO OED —_ _, 


— © —— —— 


Enter with Drum and (olours, Cordelia, Gentlemen, 
and $, 0%/dromr 1. 


Cord. Alacke, tis he : why he was met even now 
As madas the vext Sea, ſingingalowd, * 
Crown'd withranke Fenitar, and turrow weeds, 
With Hardokes, Hemiocke, Nettles, Cuckoo flowres, 


__ 


tt 3 Darnell| 
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Our foſter Nuric of Nature, 15 rcpolc, 
The which he lacks : that to provoke in him 
Are manv Simples operative, whole power 
| will cioke the eyc of Anguilh, 
Cord. All bleſt Secrcts, 
All you unpubliſh'd Vertucs of theearth 
Spring with my tcares ; be 2ydant, and remediate 
In the goodmans deſires ; {ecke, fecke for himy 
Leſt his ungovern'd rage, diſſolue the litc 
That wants the 1n<an:'s to leade it. 
| Enter Meſſenger, 
, © Meſ. Newes Madam, hy 
The Brittiſh Powersate marching hitherward. 
Cord, Tis knowne beforc. Our preparation ſtands 
InexpeRationof them. O decre father, 
It is thy buſineſle that I goabout: therefore great Fratice 
My mourning, and unportun'd ceares hath pitticd :- 
Noblowne Amvitiondoth our Armes incite, 
But love, deerc love, and our ag'd Fathers Rfte : 
Seone may I keare, andfec him. Exovnt. 


—— 


— 


——O OT— -——_— . —— _ 


— CO —_— 


' Scana Quarta, 


Enter Kegan, and Steward. 


Reg. But arc my Brothers Powers ſet forth? 
Stew. I Madam, ..— 1 
Reg. Himieltc in perſon there ? | =: 
| Stew, Mada:n with much adce 
Your Silter isthe better Souidter. 
Reg.Lord £dmwnd (pake not with your Lord at home ; 
| Stew. No Madam. —_— 
Reg. What might import my Siſters Letter to him ? 
Stew. I know not, Lady, By 
Reg. Faith he is poaitcd hence on ſerious matter : . 
It was great ignorance. Glouſters eyes being out \ 
To let him live. Where he arrives, he moves 
All hcartsagainſt us : £dwwnd, | thinke is gone 
In pitty of his milcry, rodiſpatch 
His nightced life : Moreover to delcry 
The {trevgth oth*'Enemy. 
Stew.. I muſt needs > him, Madam, with wy Letter. 
Reg. Our troopes ſct forth to morrow, ſtay withas : 
The wayes arc daigcrous. 
Stew. | may not Madam : 
My Lady cberg'd my duty in this buſinefſe, 
Reg. Why ſhould ſhe write to Eamurd? 
Might not you tranſport her pu poſes by word ? Bclike, 
| Sorin: things, | know not what. Ile love thee much 
Ler me unfcale the Lerter. 
Stew. Madam, I had rather 
Reg. 1 know your Lady do's not love her husband, 
-I am ſure of that ; and at her late being here, 
| She gave ſtrange liads, and moſt (peaking lookes 
To Noble Edmmnd. I know you arc of her bolome. 
| Stew, I Madam ? 


— 


Reg. I ipeake in underſtanding * Y'arc : I know't, 
Therefore I doe adviſe you takethisnote: 

My Lord is dead : £dmwnd, and I have talk'd, 

And more convenient is he for my hand 

| Then for your Ladies : You may gather more : 


If you doe find him, pray you give him this; 
And when your Miltris hearesthus much from you, 
I pray'defixe her cajl her wiſedome to her, | 
| Sofare you well : | 
If you doe chance to heare of thatblinde Traitor, 
Prefermentfals on'him, that cuts him off, 
Stew. Would I could mect him Madam,l ſhould ſhew 


W hat I doe follow. 
Reg. Fare thee well» Exennt. 
Scana Quinta, 


_ NG _ _ TS OS OOO 4 — 


E'nter Glouceſter, and Edgar, 
Glow. When ſhall I come to th'top of that ſame hill ? 
Eaz.Youdoe climbe upit now.Looke how we labour. 
; Glow. Methinkesthe ground is cevcn. 
| Eag. Horrible ſtcepe. 
; Hcarke, Coe you hear2 the Sea? 
| Glow. No truly, 
Edg. Why then your other Scnſcs grow impertect 
By your eyesanguiſh, 
| Glow, SO mayitbe indeed, 
| Meghinkes thy voyce is alter'd, and thou ipeak'ſt 
In better phraſe, and matter then thou did(t. 
Eag. Y'are much deceiv'd; in nothingam I chang'd 
But in my Garments. 
Glow. Mc thinkes y*are better ſpoken. 
Eadg. Come on Sir, 
Heeres the place”: ſtand ſtill ; how fearetull 
| Anddizy tis, to caſt ones eyes {o low, 
| The Crowes and Choughes, that wing the midway ayre 
Shew ſcarſe ſo groſle as Bcetles. Halte way gowne 
Hangs one that gathers Sampire : dreadfull Trade : 
Me thinkes he ſeemes no bigger then his head. 
The Fiſhermen, that Dc the beach 
Appeare like Mice : and yond tall Anchoring Barke, 
Diminiſh'd to her Cocke x her Cocke, a Buoy 
Almolttoo imall for fight. The murmuring Surge, 
That on chancmbed idle Pebbic chates 
Cannot be heard ic high, le looke nu more, 
Leſt my brainc turne, and the deficient tight 
n_ downe hcadlong. 
. Set mc where you ſtand, 
Edg. Give me your hand : 
You are now withina foete of th'extreme Verge : 
For all beneath the Moone would I not leape upright, 
Glow. Let goce my hand : 
Heere friends encther purſe : in it, a lewell 
Well worth a poore manstaking. Fairics, and gods 
Proſper it withthee, Goe thou further off, 
Bid me farewell, and let me heare thee going. 
A Now fare ye well, good Sir. 
Glew. With all my heart, 
Edg. Why I doetrifle thas with his deſpaire, 
Is done to cureit, 
| Glow. O you mighty gods ! 
This world I doe renounce, and in your ſights 
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Shake patiently my great affliction off ; 
It I could bearc it longer, and not fall 
To quarrell wit] your great oppolcleſle willes, 
My inutfe, and loathed part of Nature ſhould 
Burge it lelt6 oucs If Edgerlive, O þlefle him , 
Now fellow, ftarc thee wcll, 

Edg. Good Sir, farewell. | 
And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The Treafure of life, when life it (elte 


| Yeelds tothe Theft. Had he bin where he thought, 
| By this had thonght bin paſt. Alive,or dead ? 


Hoa, you Fir ; trend, here you Sir, ſpeake ; 
Thus mighr he paſſc indeed : yet he reviues, 
Whar arr you Sir ? 

Glon. Away, and |ct me dye» 

Eag. Hadit thou bcene ought 
But Gozemore, teathers and Ayre, 

(So many farhome downe precipitating) 

Thoud'it ſhiver'd like an Egge - butthou doſt breath : 
Halt heavy ſubſtance, bleedlt not, ſpeakſt, art ſound, 
Ten Maſs at each, make not the altitude 

Which thou haſt perpendicularly fell, 

Thy lifes a Miracle. Speake yet againe. 

Glow. But bave I falne, or no ? 

Edg. From the dread Summet of this Chalky Bourne 
Looke upa height, the ſhrill-gor'd Larke fo tarre 
Cannot be ſcene, or heard : Doe but leoke up. 

Glow. Alacke, I have noeyes: 

[s wretchedneſle depriv'd that benefit 

To end it ſelfe by death ? Twas yet ſome comfort, 
When miſery could beguile the Tyrants rage, 
And fruſtrate hisproud will. 

Ed7. Give me yourarine. 

Vp, io : How js't? Feele you your Legges? You ſtand. 

Glen, Too well, too well. 

Eag. This isabove all {trangeneſle, 

Vpon the crowne oth'Cliffe, What thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 

Glow. A pooreuntortunc Beggar. 

Eag. As I ſtood here below, me thought his eyes 
Weretwofull Moones: he had a thoutand Noſes, 
Horncs wealk'd, and waved hike the enraged Sea : 

It was (ome fiend : Therefore thou happy tather, 
Thinke that the cleercit gods, who make them honors' 
Of mens Impollibilities, have preterved thee. 

Gl, | doeremember now : hencetorth lle beare 
Aﬀiction, till doe cry out it ſelfe 
Enough, cnough, and dye. T hat thing you ſpeake of, 
I rooke 1t for a1nan : often'twould ſay 
The fiend, the Fiend, he led me to that place. 

Edz. Beare free and patient thoughts, 

Emer Lear. 
But who comes heere ? 
The fafer ſenſe will ne*re accommodate 
His Maſterthus., 


| 


[ 


| 


| 


| 


| 
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Lear. Paſlc. 


Glow. I know that voyce. 
Lee .Ha | Gorerill with 2 white beard ? They flatter'd 


' melike a Dogge, and told me I had the whire Haires in 
| my Beard, erethe blacke ones were there. To ſay I, and 


no, to evcry thing that 1 ſaid: I, and no too, was no good 
Divinity. Whenthe raine came to wet me once, and 
wind to make me chatter: when rhe Thunder would not 
peace at my bidding, there I found em,therc 1 ſinclt cm 
out, Goe to, they are not men otheir words ; they told 
me, I was cvery thing: Tis a Lye, I am not Agu-proote, 


Glen. The tricke of that voyce, I doc well remember : | 


ISrnot the King ? 

Lear, 1, every inch a King. 
\When I doe ſtarc, fee hor the ſubz<R quakes. 
I pardon that mans life. W hat wasthy cauſe ? 
Adultery ? thou ſhalt not dye : dye toc Adultery ? 
No,the Wren go:5100't,and the imall gilded Flye 
Do's letcker 11 my fight. Let Copulation thrive ; 
For Glouſters baſtard Son was kinder to his facker, 
Then my Daughters got'tweenethe lawtul! ſheers. 


| Too'r Luxury peil-mell, for Ilacke Souldiers. 


— 


Leer. No, they cannot touch me for crying. 1 am the | 


King himſcltc. 

Edg. O thou fide-picrcing fight ! 

Lear, Natures above Art, in that reſpect, Theres your 
Preſle-money, That fellow handles his bow,like a Crow- 
keeper : draw me a Cloarhiers yard, Looke, looke, a 
Moule : peace, peace, this peece of toalted Cheeſe will 
dov't. Theres my Gauntlet, le prove it on a Gyant. 
Bring up the browne Biltes. O well flowne Bird: ith 
clout, ith'clout : Hewgh. Give the word, 

Edg. Sweet Marioram. 


Behold yond timpring Dame, whote face betweene her 


| Forkes preſages Sno:vzihat munces Vertne,and dog ſhake 


the head to, hcarc of pleaturesnamc. The Fitchew, 104 
the ſoyled horie goes rou't with a more riotous appe - 
tite: downe trom the waſte they are Centaures, though 
Women all 2Hove ; bat to the Girdle doe the gods inhe- 
rit, bencath is all the trends. Theres hell, titres darke- 
neſſe,there is the ſulphurous pit;burning,ſcalding,flench, 
conſunption : Fye, lie, fie ; pah, pah : Give mea Owice 
of Civet ; good Aporhecary ſweeren my imagination : 
Theres money for thee, 

Glow. Olct mekifle that hand. 

Leer. Lc: me wipe it firlt, 
It imelles of Mortality. 

Glow. Oruin'd peece of Nature, this great world 
Shall ſo weare vutto naught, | 
Do'ſt tkou know me? 

Lew. I remember thine eyes well enough; duſt thou 
{quiny at me # No, doe thy worſt blind Cupid, lc not 
love. Reade thou this challenge, marke but rhe penuing 
of it. 

Glow. Were allthy I ettcrs Sunines, I could not fee, 

Edg. 1 would avt take this from reporr, 

It is, and my hieartbreakes at ic. 

Lear, Read. 

Glow. What with:ihc Calc of eyes ? 

Lear, Oh bo, are yuu there x irh mctNo &yc5in your 
head, nor no mony 1n your purſe 7 Yout eyes art ina hea- 
vy cafe, your purſe 1n 4 lighc; yer yuu ſec how ils world 
70CS. : 

Glow. | feet feelingly., 

Lear. Whar.artmad ? A man ina; fec liow this world 
goes, with no cyes. Looke with thing earcs: © Sce how 
yond Iuſtice railes upon youd fimplc cheete. Hearke in 
thine eare : Change places, and handy-dandy, which is 
the Iuſtice, which 15 the theefe » Thou haſt ſcene a Far- 
mers dogge barke at a Beggar ? 

Glow. | Sir. 

Lear. And che Cxeature run from the Cur: there thou 
mightft behold the great image of Authority, a Dogg's 
obey'd in Othice. Thou, Raſcall Beadle, hold thy bloody 
hand : why doſt thou laſh that Whore ?Strip thy owne 
backe, thon hotly luſtsto ulc her inthat kind, for which 
thou whipſt her. The Vſaurer hangs the Cozener. Tho- 
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and furr'd gownes hide all. Place finnes with gold, and 
the ſtrong Lance of juttice, hurcleſle breakes: Arme tin 
ragges,a Pigmics ſtraw does pierce it. None does offend, 
none, I ſay none, 1Ic able em; take that of me my friend, 
who have the power to ſeale th'accuſers lips. Get thee 
glaſle-eyes, and like a ſcurvy Politician, ſeemeto ſee the 
things thou doſt nut. Now,now, now, now. Pull off my 
Bootes: harder, harder, ſo. 
Edga. O matter, and impertinency mixt, 
Reaſon in Madnefle, 
Lear. If thou wilt weepe my fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloſter ; 
Thou mult be patient z we came crying hither z 
Thou know{t, the firſt time that we ſmell the Ayre 
We wawle, and cry. I will preach to thee : Marke 
Glow, Alacke,alacke the day. 
Lear. When we are borne, we cry that weare come 
To thisgreat ſtage of fooles. This a good blocke : 
It were adclicate ſiratagem to ſhooe 
A Troope of horſe with tclt ; Ile put'r in proofe, 
And when I have ſtolnc upon thele Sonnes in Lawes: 
Then kill, kill, Kill, kill, kiil, Kill. 
Emer a Gentleman. 
Gent, Oh hcerehe is ; lay had upon him, Sir, 
Your moſt dcere Daughter <—— 
Lear. Norcicuc 2 What, a Priſoner ? I am even 
The Naturali Fcole of fortune. Vie me well, 
You ſhall have ranſome. Let me have Surgeons, 
I am cut toth'Braincs. 
Gent. You ſhall have any thing. 
Lear. No Seconds? All my lelte ? 
Why, this would make a man,a man of Salt; 
To uſe his eics for Garden water-pots.I will dic bravely, 
Like aſmugge Bridegroome. VV hat? I will be loviall : 
Come, come, I am a King. Maſters, know youthat ? 
Gent. Youarca Royall one, and we obey you. | 
Lear, Then theres life in'r. Come, and you getit, 
You ſhall get it by running : Sa, fa, ſa, ſa, Ex, 
Gent. A (izht wolt pittifull i the meaneſt wretch, 
Paſt ſpeakir,g of ina King. Thou haſt a Daughter 
| Whoredeemes Nature from the generall curſe 
Which twaine have brought her to. 
Eadg. Haile gentle Sir. 
Ger. Sir, ſpced you : whats your will? 
Eadg. Doe you heare ought (Sir) of a Battell toward. 
Gent, Mo ſure, aud yulgar : 
Every one heares that, which can Giſtinguiſh ſound- 
Eag. But by your favour : 
How neeres the other Army ? 
Gent, Neere, and on ſpcedy foot : the maine diſcry 
Stands onthe hourely thought. 
Eag. I thank e you Sir, thats all. 
Gent. Though that che Queene on ſpeciall cauſe is here 
Her Army is mov'd on. Exit, 
Eag. I thanke youSir. 
Glow. Youever gentle Gods, take my breath from me, 
Let not my worlſcr Spirit tempt me againe 
To dye before you pleaſc. 
Eg. Wcll pray you Father. 
| Glon, Now good (ir, whatare you? 


men 


_ 


—_ 


Who, by the Art of knowne, and fecling ſorrowes, 

| Am pregnant to good pitty. Give me your hand, 
He leade yeuto ſome biding. 

| Glow. Hearty thankes : 


| Edg A moſt poore man,madetame to Fortunesblowes | 


rough tatter'd cloathesgreat Vices docappeare : Robes, | The bounty, and the benizon of heaven 


Toboot, and boor. 
Enter Steward. 
Stew, A proclaim'd prize: moſt happy: 
That eyeleſle head of thine, was firſtfram'd fleſh 
To raiſe my fortunes. Thou old, unhappy Traitor, 
Brictely thy ſelfe remember : the Sword is out 
That muſt deſtroy thee. | | 

Glow. Now let thy friendly hand 

Put {trength enough too'r. 
Stew, Wherefore, bold Pezant," 

Darſt thou ſupport apubliſh'd Traitor ? Hence, 

Leſt that th'infetion of his fortune take 

Like hold on thee. Let goe hisarme. 
Eag. Chill not let goe Zir, 

Without vurther caſion. 

Stew. Lct goe Slave, or thou dy'ſt. 

Eadg. Good Gentleman goe your rgate, and let poore 
volke paſſe : and *chud ha'bin zwagged out of my lite, 
twouldnot ha'bin zolong as tis, by a vortnight. Nay, 
come not neere th'old man: keepeout che vor'ye, or ice 
try whither your Coltard, or my Ballow be the harder ; 
chill be plaine with you. 

Stew, Out Dunghill. 

Eadg. Chill'picke your teeth Zir : come, no matter vor 
your toynes. 

Stew, Slave thou haſt laine mezvillaine,take my purſe ; 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body, 
And give the Letters which thou find(t about me, | 
To EamumndEarle of Gloſter : ſeeke him our 
Vpon the Engliſh party. Oh untimely death, death. | 
Eag. I know thee well, A ſerviceable Villaine, 
As duteousto the vices of thy Miſtris, 
As badneſſe would defire. 

Glow. What, is hedead ? 

Eadg. Sit you downe Father: reſt you. 

Lets\ce theſe Pockets ; the Letters that he ſpeakes of 
May be my fricnds: he's dead ; Iam onely torry 
He had no other Deathſman. Letus lce : 
Leave gentle waxe, and manners : blame us not 
To know our enemies mindes, we ripthcir hearts, 
Their Papers are more lawful. 
Read; the Letter. 

Hou ory reciprocall vawes be remembrtd. Tow have many 

opportunities to cut hins off:if your will want not, tome and 
place will be fraitfully offer d. There u nothing done, If hee 
returne the Con . then «m / the Priſoner, and bu bed my 
Goale, from the loathed warmth whereof, del: ver me , and ſnp- 
ply the place for your Labour. | 

Tonr (Wife, ſo I would ſay) affe Gio 
nate Servant. Goneril, 

Of indinguiſh'd ſpace of Womans will, 
A plot upon her vertuous husbands lite, 
And the exchange my brother : heere, in the ſands 
Thee Ile rake up, thepoſte unſanRified 
Of murtherous Letchers : and inthe mature time, | 
With this ungracious paper ſtrike the ſight 
Ot the death-practis'd Duke : for him tis well, 
T hat of thy death, and buineſle, I can tell. 

Glow. The Kingismad 2 
How fliffe is my vildeſenſe 
That1 ſtand up, and have ingenious fecling 
Of my huge Sorrowes ? Better I were diſtraQ, 

S$o ſhould my thoughts be ſever'd from my gricfes, 


Drum afarre off 
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And woes, by wrong imaginationslooſe The | 
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The knowledge of themſelves. 
Edg. Give me your hand: 
Farre off me thinkes 1 heare the beaten Drumme, 
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Scena Septima | 
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Emer Cordelia, Kent, and Gentleman. 


Cor. Othou good Kent, 
How ſhall | live and worke 
To matchthy gcodueſle ? 
My life will be too ſhort, 
And every meaſure faile me, ; 

Kent, To be acknowledg'd Madam is ore-pay'd, 
All my reports goe with the modeſt tzuth, 
Nor more, nor clipt, but ſo. 

Cor. Bebetter ſuited, 
Theſe weedes are memories of thoſe worſer houres ; 
I prethee put them off. 

Kent. Pardon deere Madam, 
Yet to be knowne ſhortens my made intent, 
My boone I make it, that you know me not, 
Till time , and 1, thinke meet. 

Cor. Then be*t (o my good Lord: 
How dos the King ? 

Gent. Madam lcepes ſtill. 

Cor. Oyou kind Gods ! 
Cure this great breach in his abuſed Nature, 
Thuntun'd and jarring ſenſes,O winde up, 
Of this child-changed Father, 

Gent. Sopleaſe your Majeſty. 
That we may wake the King, be hath ſlept long ? 


I'th ſway of your owne will zis hearray'd ? 
Enter Lear in a chaire carried by Servants, 


Gee. I Madam : in the heavineſſe of fleepe, 
We put freſh garments on him. 
Bc by good Madam when we doc awake him, 
I doubt of his Tmperance, 
(or. O my deere father, reſtauration hang 
Thy medicine on wy lippes, and let this kiſſe 
Repaire thoſe violent harmes, that my two Siſters 
Have 1 thy Reverence made. 
Kent. Kind and deere Princeſſes 
Cor. Had you no: bin their father, theſe white flakes 
Did challenge pitty of them. Was this a face 
To be oppos'd againſt the jarring windes? 
Mine Enemies dogge, though he had bit me, 
Should have ſtood that night againſt my fire, 
And was't thou faine (poore Father) 
To hovell thee with Swine and Rogues forlorne, 
In ſhort, and muſty ſtraw ? Alacke, alacke, 
Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at once 
Had not concluded all. He wakes, ſpeake to him. 
Gent. Madam doe you,tis fitteſt. 
Cor. How does my Reyall Lord ? 
How fares your Majeſty # 
Lear. You doe me wrong to take me out oth'grave; 
Thouart a Soule in bliſe, but I am bound 


Come father, Ile beſtow you with a friend. Exemnt. 


Cor, Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceede 


( 


Vpon a wheele of fire, that mine owne teares 
Doe ſcald, like molten Lead. 
Cor. Sir, doe you know me ? : 
Lear, You are aſpirit I know, where did you dye? 
Cor, Still, ſtill, farre wide. 
Gen, Hes ſcarſe awake, 
Let him alone a whule. 
Lear. Where havell bin ? 
Where am I ? faire day light ? 
I am mightily abus'd ; I ſhould ev*n dye with pitty 
Toſce another thus. I know not what tolay : 
I will not ſweare theſe are my hands : lets fee, 
I feele this pin pricke, would I were aſlur'd 
Of my condition, 
Cor. Olooke upon me Sir, 
And hold your hand in benedition o're me, 
You muſt not kneele. 
Leay. Pray doe 11ot mocke me z 
I ama very tooliſh fond oid man, 
Foureſcore and upward, 
Not an houre more, nor leſle : 
And todeale plaincly, 
I feare I am not in my perfect mind, 
Me thinkes 1 ſhould know you, and know this man,' 
Yet I am doubrfull : for 1 am mainely ignorant 
W hat place this is ,and all the $kill I have 
Remembers not theſe garments : nor I know not 
Where I did lodge laſt night. Doe not laugh at me, 
For (as I am a wan) I thinke this Lady 
Tobe my child (ordehias 
Cor. Andſol am: I am, 
Leer. Be your icares wet ? 
Yes faith; I pray weepe not. 
If you have puyſon for mee, I will drinke it : 


I know you doenor love me, for your Siſters 


Have (as I doe remember) done we wrong, 
You have ſome cauſe, they have nor, 

{*r. No cauſe,no cauſe. 

Leer. Am I in France? 

Kent. In your, owne kingdome Sir, 

Leer. Doe not — "1 

ent, Be comftorte M ,t ra 

You ſee is kill'd in him b deſire himto <= F 
Trouble him no more till further ſerling. 

Cor. Wilr pleaſe you highneſle walke ? 

Lee. You mult beare with me ; 
Pray you now forget, and forgive, 


L am old and fodliſh. E xtwnt. 


_ ———— 


eAftus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


——_— 


Emer with Drumme and Colours, £ dmwnd, Regan, 
Gentlemen, and Sonuldiers. 


Baft. Know of the Duke if his laſt purpoſe hold, . 
Or whether ſince he is advis'd by ought | 
To change the courſe, hes Crs of alteration, 

And ſelfe reproving,bring his conſtant pleaſure. 
Reg: Our Siſters cud miſcarried, 
Ba#, Tisto be doubted Madam 
Reg. Now ſweet Lord, d 
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You know the goodneſſe I intend upon you : 
Tell me bur troly, but then ſpeake the truth, 
Doe you not love my Siſter ? 
Baft. In honour'd Love. 
| _ Put have you never found my Brothers way, 
To the fore-tended place ? 
Baft. No by mine honor, Madam. 
Reg. 1 never ſhall endure her, deere my Lord, 
- Benot familiar with her. 
Baſt. Feare not, ſhe and the Duke her husband. 


Enter with Drum and ( clontrs , Albany, Gonerill, Souldiers. 


Alba. Our very loving Siſter, well be-met : 
Sir,this I heard, the King is come to his Daughter 
With others, whom the rigour of our State 
\ Forc'd tocry out. 
| Regan. Why is this reafond? 

Gone, Combine together gainſt the Enemy ; 

For thele domeſticke and particular broiles, 
Are not the queition heere, 

Alb. Lersthen determine withth'ancicnt of warre 
On our procecding... .- 

Reg. Silter youle goe with us ? 

Gon. NO. | 

Reg. Tis moſt convenient, pray goe with us. 

Gon, 'Qh; ho, | know the Riddle, I will goe. 

bel2s....- 4 Excunt both the Armies. 


| Emer Eager. 

Eag.Ifere your Grace had ipesch with man ſo poore, 
Heare me one word. .. 

Alb. Ile overtake you, (peake. 

Edg. Before you fight the Bartaile, ope this Letter : 
If you have victory, let the Trumpet ſoand 
For him that brought it : wretch though Lieeme, 
I can produce a Champion, that will prove * 
] What is avouched there. If you miſcarry, \ 
1 Your buſineſle of the world hath fo an end, . 
| And machination ceaſes. Fortune loves you, A 
Alb. Stay till I have rcad the Letter. 
| Edg. I wasforbidit : | 

When time ſhall {erve; let but the Herald cry, b 


And lle appeare againc. Exh 
Alb. Why fare thee well, I will o're-looke thy paper. 
Enter E dmmnnd, 


4 
' * 


! 2aft. The Enemy's in view, draw up your powers, 
Heere is thk gucſſe of their true ſtrength and torces, 
By diligent tiſcovery, but your haſt 
Is now urg d 0n you, 
Atb. We will greet the time. Exit, 
BaF#t. To both theſe Siſtsrs have I ſworne my love : 
Each jealous of the other, as the ſtung 
| Areof the Adder. Which of them (hall I cake? 
; Borh > One? Or neither ? N:ither can be enjoy'd 
| If both remaiue'2live : To take the Widdow, 
| Exalperatcs, makes mad her Siſter Goweral, 
| And bardly ſhall I carry our my fide, 
Her husband beimgalive. Now then, we'll uſe 
His countenance for the Batraile, which being done, 
Let her who would be rid of him, deviſe 
His ſpeedy taking off. Asfor the mercy 
Which he intends to Leayand to Cordelia, 
The Battaile done, and they withmoour power; 


| 


——_— 


Shall never ſee his pardon; for my ſtate, 
Stands on me to defend, not todebate. 


on e—nnn—_ | 


Scena Secunda. 


CE ee 


— _—”— 


Alarum within, Enter with Drum and Colours, Lear, (or- 
delia, 1d Souldiers, over the Stage, and Exennt. 


Enter Edgar, and G lofter, 


Eag. Heere Father, take the ſhadow of this Tree 
For your good hoalt : pray that the right may thrive : 
If ever I returne to you againe, 
Ile bring you comfort, 
Glr. Grace goe with you Sir; Exit, 
| Alarum and Retreat within. 


Emer Edger. 

Edg. Away old man, give me thy hand. away : 
King Lear hath loſt, he and his Daughter tane, 
Give me thy hand. Come on. 

9. _ _— Sir,a _ may rot even heere, 

- Whatinill c ine ? 
Menmuſt endure —_— 
Their going hence, evenas their comming hither, 
Ripeneſle 1s all,comg on. 


Glo, And thats true too. E xewunt. 


Scena T ertia, 


% 


— 


on ee IE IR EO” RC OO 


Enter in conqueſt with Drum and Colours, Edmund, Lear, 
- and( ordelia, as priſoners, Souldiers, Captaine. 


Baſt. Some Oilicers take them away : good guard, 
Vnrill their greater pleaſures firſt be knowne 
That are to cenſurethem. 
(or. We are not the firſt, 
Who with belt meaning have incurr'd the worſt ; 
For thee oppreſſed King Iam caſt downe. 
My ſelfe could elſe out-trowne falſe Fortunes frowne. 
Shall we not ſcetheſe Daughters, and theſe Siſters ? 
Lear. No, no, no, no : come lets away to priſon: 
We ewo alone will fing like Birds ith'Cage : 
When thou doſt 2ske me bleſſing, Ile kneele downe 
And aske of thee forgiveneſle : So we'll live, 
And pray, and ſing, and tell eld tales, and laugh 
At gilded Butterflies : and hcare poore Rogues 
Taike of Court newes, and we'll talkd with them too, 
"I —_ and _ _ _ in, whos out ; | 
take upons the m things, 
Asif we were Gods Gieds And we'll weare out 
In a wall d priſon, packes and ſets of great ones 
That ebbe and low by th'Moone. 
Bait, Take them away. 
Lear, Vpon (uch ſacrifices my Cordehia, 
The gods themſelves throw incen(e, 
Have 1 caught thee? 
Hethat parts us, ſhall bring a Brand from beaven, 
And fire us heuce, like Foxes : wipe thine cyc, 
The good yeeres ſhall deyoure them, fleſh and fell, 


Ere | 


—_— 


 —— 


— 
——.—_—_ 
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Erethey ſhall make us weepe ? 
Wecele {ce & m ſtarv'd firſt: come. 

Bait, Come hither Captaine, hearke. 
Take thou this note, goe follow them to priſon, 
One ſtep 1 have advanc'd thee, if thou doſt 
As this inſtructs thee, thou deſt makethy way 
To Noble Fortunes ; know thou this, that men 
Areasthetime is ; tobe tender minded 
Does not become a Sword, thy great impioyment 
Will not beare queſtion : either foy thou'lt dot, 
Or thrive by cther meanes, 

Capt. lledot my Lord» 

Baſt. About it, and write happy, whenth'haſt done, 
Marke 1 ay inſtantly, and carry it {0 
As I have ſet it downce» 


Exit. 


Exit Captame, 


Enter eAlbany, Gonerill, Regan, Souldiers, 


Aiba. Sir, you have ſhew'd to day your valiant ſtraine 
And fortune led you well : you havethe Captives 
W ho were the oppoſites of this dayes ftrite : 

I doe require them of you ſotoule them, 
As we ſhall find theic merits, and our ſafety 
May equally determine. 

Baſt. Sir, I thought it fir, ; 
To {end the old and miſerable King to ſome retention, 
W hoc age had Charmes in it, whoſe Title more, 
To | prone the common boſome on his ſide, 

And turne our impreſt Launces in our eyes 

W hich doe command them. With him I ſent the Queene 
My reaſon all the ſame, and they are ready 

To morrow, or at further ſpace, t'appeare 

W here you ſhall hold your Seſſion. 

Alb. Sir, by your patience. 
| hold you buta ſubject of this Warre, 

Not as a brother, 

Reg. Thatsas we liſt tograce him. 

Methiakes our pleaſure might have bin demanded 

Ere you had fpc ke ſo farre. Heled our Powers, 

Bore the Commitlion of my place and perion, 

The which immediacy may well ſtand up, 

And call it ſclfe your Brother. 

Gon, Not fo hot : 

In hisowne grace hedoth exalt himſelfe, 

Morethea in your addition. 

Reg. In wy rights, 

By mc inveſted, he compeeres the beſt. | 
Alb. That were the moſt, it he ſhould husband you. 
Reg. Icſters doe oft prove Prophets. 

* Gon, Holla, holla, : 

Thar cyethatrold you ſo, look'd but a {quint. 

Rege. Lady Lam not well,elſe I ſhould anſwer 

From a full lowing ſtomacke. General, 
Takethou wy ſouldiers, priſoners, patrimony, 
Diſpoſe of them, of me, the walls are thine : 
Witneſſe the world, that | create thee heere 

My Lord, and Maſter. 

Oon. Meane you toenjoy him ? 
eAlb, The letalone lies notin your good will, 
Ba#t, Nor inthine Lord. 
Alb, Ralte-blooded fellow, yes. 
Reg. Let the Drum ſtrike, and prove my title thine. 
Als. Stay yet, heare reaſon : E 5 cam" | arreſt thee 

; On capitall Treaſon ; and in thy arreſt, | 

This guilded Serpent ; for your claime faire Siſters, 

I bare it inthe intereſt of my wate, 


Tis ſhe is ſub-comracted to this Lord, 
And I her husband contradict your Banes. 
If you will marry, make your loves to me, 
My Lady is beſpoke. 

Gon, An enterlude. 

eAlb. Thou art armed Glodter, 
| Lerthe Trumpet ſound : 
| Ifnone appeare toproveupon thy perſon, 
| Thy heynous, manifeit, and many Treatons, 
| There 15 my pledge : le make ton thy heart 
Ere I taſte bread, thou art in nothing lefle 
T hen I have hecre proclaim'dghee. 

Reg. Sicke, O ticke. 

Gon, 1t not, lie nere truſt medicine. 

Baft. Theres my exchange, what inthe world he is 
That names me T1aitor, villaine-like helyes, 
Call by the Trumpe: : he that dares approach ; 
On him, on you, whonot, I will maintaine 
My truth and honor firmely. 


Enter a Herald. 


— 


Alb. A Herald, ho. 
Truſt to thy ſingle vertue, for thy Souldiers 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Tooke their diſcharge. 
Regan, My iickeneile growes npon me. 
eMlbany; Sbe isnut well, convey her to my Tent, 
Come hither Herald, let the Trumpet ſound, 
Andread outthis. A Trumpet ſounds, 
Herald reads. 


FF any man of quality or degree within the liſts of the Ar 
mJ,w4ll maintains upon Edmund ſuppoſed Earle of GloHer, 
that he is a manifold Traitor, let him appeare by the third 
ſound of the T rumpet : he @ bold in his defences . 1 Trumpet, 


Her. Againe. 2 Trumpet, 
Her. Againe« 3 __ 
Trumpet anſwers within. 


Enter Edgar armed, 


eAlb. Aske him his purpoſes, why he appeares 
Vpon this Ca'l o*sh' Trumpet. 
Her. What are you? 
Your name, your quality, and why you an{ier 
This preſent Summons ? 
Edg. Know my name is loſt 
By Trcaſons tooth : bare-gnawne, and Canker-bie, 
Yetam I Noble as the Advertary 
1 come to cope. 
eAlb. Which is that Adverſary? 
Eds. Whats he that ſpeakes for Edawnd Earle of Glo- 
Bait, Himfclte, what (ailt thouto him ? (lter ? 
Edg. Draw thy Sword. 
That if my ſpeech offend a Noble heart, 
Thy arme may doethee luſtice, heere 1s mine : 
Behold it is my priviledge, 
Thepriviledge of mine honours, 
My oath, and my profeſſion. I proteſt, 
Maugrethy ſtrength, place, youth, and eminence, 
Deſpile thy vitor-Sword, and fire new fortune, 
Thy valor, and thy heart, thou art 2 Traitor : 
Falſe to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father, 
Conſpirant gainſt this high illuſtrious Prince, 
And from th'extremeſt upward of thy head, 
| Tothe diſcenr and dult below thy foote, 
| | A 


PREn— 


— — —— _— _—_. 


—_ 
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A moſt Toad-ſpotted Traitor. Say thou no, 
This Sword, thisarme, and my beſt ſpirits are bent 
To prove upon thy hcart, whereto 1 ſpeake, 
[ hou lyeſt. 
Ba#t. In wiſcdome I ſhould aske thy name, 
But ſince thy out-ſide lookes ſo faire and Warlike, 
And that thy tongue (ſome ſay ) of breeding breathes, 
W hart ſafe, and niccly I might well delay, 
By rule cf Knight-bood, I difdaine and ſpurne : 
Backe doe I toſle theſe T reaſons to thy head, 
Withthe hell-hated Lye, orc-whelme thy heart, 
W hich for they yet glance by, and ſcarcely bruiſe, 
This Swerd of mine ſhall give them inſtant way, 
Where they ſhall reſt for ever. Trumpets ſpeake. 
Atb. Save him, ſave him. 
Gon. This ispraQtiſe Gloſter, - 
By th'law of Warre, thou waſt not bound to anl wer 
An unknowne oppoſite : thou art not vanquiſh'd, 
Bur cozend, and beguild. 
eAlb. Shut your mouth Dame, : 
Or with this paper ſhall I ſtop it : hold Sir, _ 
Thou worſe then any name, reade thine owne evill ; 
No tearing Lady, | perceive you know It. : 
Gow. Say if I doe, the Lawes arc mine not thine, = 
Who can araigne me fort? Exit, 
eAlb. Moſt monſtreus!O, knowſt thou this paper ? 
Baft. Aske me not what I know, 
Alb. Gocaftcr her, ſhes deſperate, governe her. 
Baſt. W hat you have charg'd me with, 
That have I done, — 
And more, much more, the time will bring 1t out. 
Tis paſt, and ſo am I : But whatart thou 
That haſt this fortune on me ? If thou'rt Noble, 
I dec forgive thee. . 
Edg. Lets cxchange charity : 
I —_ leſle in blood then do art Edmwnd, 
If more, the more th'haſt wrong'd me. 
My name is Edgar and thy Fathers {onne, 
The gods are jult, and of our pleaſant vices 
Make inſtruments to plague us: 
The darke and vitious place where thee he got, 
Colt him his eyes. 
Bait. Th'haſt ſpoken right, tis true, 
The Wheele iscome full circle, lam heere. 
Alb, Mc thought thy very gate did propheſie 
A Royall Noblenefle : I mult embrace thee, 
Let ſorrow ſplit my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy father. 
Eag. Worthy Prince 1 knowt. _ 
All Where have you hid yourſelfe? 
How have you knowne the miſcries of your farher ? 
Edg. By nurſing them wy Lord. Liſta brite tale, 
And whentis told, O that my hcart would burſt. 
The bloody proclamation to eſcape 
That follow'd ms ſo neere, (O eur lives ſweetnelle, 
That wethe paine of death would hourely dye, 
Rather then dye at once)taught me to ſhift 
Intoa mad-mans ragges, taſlume a ſemblance 
That very Dogges diſdain'd : and in this habit 
Metl my father with hisbleeding Rings, 
Their precious Stones new loſt : became his guide, 
Led hum, begg'd for him, ſav'd him from diſpaire « 
Never (O fault) reveal'd my ſelfe unto him, 
Vnrill ſome halfe boure paſt when I wasarm'd, 
Not ſure, though hoping of this good ſucceſle, 
I ask*d his bleſſing, and from firſt tolaſt 


Alarums. Fights. 


Told him our pilgrimage, But his flawd heart 
( Alacke roo weake theconflid to ſupport) 
Twixt two extremes of paſſion, joy and gricte, 
Burk ſmilingly. 

Baft, This you of yours hath mov'd me, 
And ſhail perc doe good, butſpeake you on, 
You looke as you had ſomething more to ſay. 

Alb. If there be more, more wofull, hold it in, 
For I am almoſt ready todiflolve, 

Hearing of this. 


Enter a Gentlemavs. 

Gen, Helpe, helpe ; O helpe. 
4 What kind of helpe? 
» Speake man. 

Eag. What mcanesthis bloody Knife ? 

Gen, Tis hot, it ſmoakes, camecven from the heart 
of -——O ſhes dead. 

Alb. Whodead?S ce man, 

Gen, Your Lady Sir, your Lady ; and her Siſter 
By her is poyſon'd : ſhe conteſles it. 

Baſt. I was comratted to them both, all three 
Now marry in an initant. 

Edg. Here comes Kent. 


Enter Kent. 
Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead i 
Gonerill and Regans bodies brought ont, 

This judgement of the heavens that makes us tremble. 
Touches us not with pitty. O is this ſhe ? 
The time will not allow the complement 
W hich very manners urges. 

Kent, Iam come 
To bid my Kivg and Maſter aye good vight, 
1s he not here? 

Alb, Great thing of us forgot, 
Speake Eamwnd, wheres the King?and wheres Cordelia ? 
Sceſt thou this objet Kenr. 

Kent. Alacke, why thus? 

Ba#t. Yet Edmund was bclov'd : | 
The onethe other poiſon'd for my ſake, 
And atrer ſlew herſclfe. 

Ath. Evenſo : cover their faces. 

Ba#t. 1 pane for life : ſome good I meane todoe 
—_— of mine owne Nature, Quickly ſend, 
(Be briefe in it) to th*Chaſtle for my Wrir 
Is on the life of Lear, and on (ordelia; 
Nay, ſend intime. 

Atb. Ran, run, O run. 

Edg. To whommy Lord ? Who has the Oilice ? 
Scnd thy roken of repreeve. 

Baſt. Well thought on, take my Sword, 
Give it the Captaine. 

Eay. Haſtthee for thy life. 

Batt, He hath Commiſſion from thy Wife and me, 
To hang Cordelia in the priſon, and 
To lay the blame her owne diſpaire, 
That ſhe fore-did her ſelfe. 

Alb. The gods defend her, bearc him hence a while» 


Enter Lear with Cordelia in bu armes. 
Lear. Howle, howle,howle: O your are men of ſtones, 
Had T your tongues and eyes, 11'duſe them ſo, 
That heavens vault cracke: ſhes gone for ever. 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives, 


| Shes dead as earth : Lend me a Looking-glaſſe, 


——_—C 


£ 
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If chat her breath will miſt or ſtaine the ſtone, 

Why thenſhe lives, 2 y 
Kent. Is thisthe promis'd end? 

Edg. Or image of that horror. 
Alb. Fall and ceaſe. 
Lear. This feather ſtirs,ſhe lives : if it be ſo; - 
It is a chance which doe's redeeme all forrowes 
That ever 1 havefele. | , 
K = Owy gpod Maſter. 
Leaf, Prythee away. ; 
Eadg. Tis noble Kent your Friend, | 
Lear, A plague upon you murtherers,Traitor sall, 

I might have ſav'd her,now ſhe's gone for ever ; 

Cordelia,Cordelia,(tay a little. Has 

' Whatis't thou ſailt ? her voyce was ever ſoft, 

Gentle,and low,an excellent thing in woman. « 

I kill'd the ſlave that was a hanging thee, 

Gent. Tis true (my Lords) he did. 
Lear. Did I not fellow ? I 

I have ſcene the day, with my good biting Faulchion 

I would have made him $skip : Iam old now, 

And theſe ſame croſſes ipoyle me, Who ate you? 

{ Mine eyes are o'chbeſt, [le tell you Kraight. 

Kent, If Fortune brag of two,ſhe lov'd and hated, 

Oneof them we behold. 

Lear, This is a dull ſight,are you not Kent ? 
Kent, The ſame ; your ſervant Kent, j 
Where is yoor ſervant Caius ? | 
Lear* He's good fellow,I can tell you that, 

Hee'l ſtrike and quickly too, he's dead and rotten, - ! 
Kent. No my good Lord,l am the very man, 
Lear, Ile (ee that ſtraight, - o 
Kent. Thatfrom your tir{t of difference and decay, 


Hane follow'd your (ad ſteps. 


Lear, You ate welcome hither. ) 
Kent. Nor noman elſe : v 
All's cheeceleſſe, darke,and deadly, | 64 


Your cldeſt daughters have fore-done themſelves, 
And defperately are dead. 
Lear. 1o1 thinke. = 
Alb, He knowes fot what he ſayes,and vaine 1s it 


| You Lords and Nolle friends know our intent, 


"With boor,aud (ſuch addition as Four honours 


That we preſent us to him. 


Enter aHeſſeveer. 
Edg. Very bootleſſe. 
Meſ. Edmund is dead my Lord. 
Alb. Thats but a trife here x 


What corgfax: to this great decyy mily come,"— 
Shall be appli”. For us we will xeligne, 

During thc life cf this old Majeſty © 

To him our ab{olute power,you to your rights, 


Have mo:ethen merited. All Friends ſhall 
Taſte the wages of their vertue,and all Foes 
The cup of thzir de{crvings : O ſee, ſee. 

Leer, And my poore Foo!e ishang'd : No,gno,no life ? 

Why ſhould a Dog,a Heorſe,a Rat have life, 
And thon no breath #tail > Thou'ir come no more; 
Never,never,never,nevcr,never. 
P ray you undoe this Button. Thanke you Sir, 
Doe you fee this ? Looke on her,looke on her lips, 
Looke there,lcoke there, He dyes, 
Eds. He faints,my Lord,my Lord, 
- "\Kenz. Breake heart,I prythee breake. 
Edg. Looketo my Lord. 

Kent, V ex nox his ghoſt,Oler bim paſſeghe hates kim, 
That would upon the wracke of this tough world 
Stretch him our longer, 

Edg. Heis gone indeed. - 
Kent, The wond:r is, he hath endur'd fo long, 
He but uſurpt his life. 

Alb. Beare them from hence,our preſent bufinefle 
Is generall woeiz-Friends of my {oule, you twaine, 

Rule in this Realme,and the gor'd ſtate (uſtaine. 

Kent. | havea journey fir,ſhortly to goe, 

My Maſter calsme,l mult not ſay no. Dyes. 

Edg. The waight of this fad time we mult obey, 
Speake what we tcele,not what we ought to lay ; 

The oeſt hath borne moſt, we that are yong, 
Shall never (ce ſo much, nor live ſo long, 
| Exennt with a dead march, 
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Aitus Primus, Scena Prima, 


Enter Rodorigo and Iago, 


Roaorige. 
Ever cell me, I rake it very unkindly 
Chat thou( /ago ) who halt had my purſe, (this. 
As if the ſtrings werethine, ſhould'lt know of 
Y% | Iago. Bur you'lnot heare mes If ever Ldid 
Ot ſuch a mattcr,abhorre mc. (dreame 
Rode. Thou told'ſt me, ; 
Thou did(t hold him inthy hate, 
lage. Deſpiſe me 
If I doenot, Three great ones of the Citie, 
(In perſonall ſuit to makeme his Lievetenant) 
Off-capt to him : and by the faich of man ,q* 
1 I know my price, I am worth no wole « place. , 
But he(as loving bisowne pride,and purpoles) .- ... 
Evades them,with a Bumbaſt Circumitance, 
Horribly ttuft with Epithites of warre, 
Non-ſuites my Mediators. For certes,ſayes he, 
I have already choſe my Otlicer- Aud what was he ? 
Forſooth,a great Arithmetician, 
One Alichael Caſſio,a Fiorentine, 
(A Fellow almoſt damn'd ina faire wife ) 
That never ſer a Squadron 1nthe Field, 
Nor the diviſion ofa bartaiie knowes 
More than a Spinſtcr: Vuleſſe the Bookiſh Theoricke ; 
Wherein the Tongued Confuls can joe e 
As Maſterly as he, Mcere prattle (with-.ut praQliſe ) 
Is ail his Souldierſhip. But he (Sir)had th'cleAion 
And I (of whom his zyes had {ccne the proote 
At Rhodes,at Cyprug,and on others grounds 
Chriſten'd,and Heathen) muſt be be-lced,and calm'd 
By Debitor,and Creditor. This Counter-Caſter, 
He (in good time) muſt his Lievtenanrbe, 
And I (bleſſe the marke)his Mooreſhips Ancient. 
Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his hang- 
age, Why,there's no remedy, (man 
Tis the curſe of Service ; 
Preferment goes by Letter.and affeRion, 
| And notbyold gradatien,where each ſecond 
Stood heireto'th'firſt. Now fir,be Tudge your ſelfe, 
Whetber Lin any juſt terme am Ailicn'd 
Tolevethe Moore? 
Rod , 1 wou'd not follow him then. 
Tago. O Sir content you. 
I follow him to ſerve my turne upon him. 
'| Wecannet all be Maſtcrs,nor all Maiters 


——— 


| But ſeeming {o,for my peculiarend : 


Cannot be truely follow'd. You ſhall marke 

Many a dutious and knee-crooking Knavez 
That(doting on his owne cbſequious bondage) 

W cares out his time.n:uch like his Maſters Ale, 

For nought but Provender,& when he's old Caſheer'd, 
Whip me iuch honeſt Knaves. Others there arc 

W hutrim'd in Formes,and viſagesof duty, 

_ yet their heartsatrending onthemſclves, 

And throwng but ſhowes of ſervice on their Lords, 
Doe welithrive by them, 

And when they have lin'd their Coates, 

Doc th« mi. lmes Homage. 

Theſe Fcllou es bave ſome ſoule, , 
Ad ſuch a one doe 1 profeſie my ſelfe. For(fir) 
Iris as ſure as you are Redorigo, 

Were I the Moore,l would not be Jago : 
Infollowing him,I follow but my felte. 
Heaven 13 my Iudge,not 1,forloye and duty, 


For when my outward actiondoth demonſtrate 
The native act,and figure of my heart 
In complement externe,”tis not long after 
But | will weare my heart vpon my ſleeve 
For Dawestopeckeat; I am not what Iam. 
Red, Whar a fail Fortune do's the thicke-lips owe 
If he can carrv't thus ? 
lags. Call up her father : 
Rou fe him, make after bhim,poyſon his delight, 
Proclaime him1n the ſtreets. Incenſe ber kinſcmen, 
_ mg way fertile Clymate dwell, 
aguc hu with Flyes : thoughthart his joy be j 
Yet throw ſuch ch—_ —_ on't, "= 
As it may looſe ſome colour. 
Rodo, Hete is her fathers houſe, Ile call aloud. 
Iago. Doc,with like timorous accent,and dire yell, 
As when (by night and negligence )the fire 
Is ſpicd in populous Cities. 
Rod. \W hat hoa : Brabantio Signior Brabantiohoa- 
Tago. Awake,w hat hoa, Brabawito : Theeves,theeves, 
Looke tro your houſe, your Daughter, and your Bags, 
Theeves,theeves. 
Bra. eAbove. What is the reaſon of this terrible 
Summons? what is the matter there ? 
Redo. Signiorgis all your Familic within ? | 
Tago. Are your dooreslock'd ? 
Bra. Why 2 wherefore atke you this | 


lage. Sir,yare robb'd, for ſhame put on your Gowne, 
Your 
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Your heart is burſt, you have loſt halfe your ſoule 
Even now,now, very now an old blacke Ram 
Is I Ewe. Ariſc,ariſc, 
A the ſnorting Citizens with the Bell, 
Or elſe the Divell will make a Grandsſire of you. 
Ariſc 1 ay. 
Bra. What, have you loſt your wits ? £2 
Rod. Moſt reverend Signior,do you know my voycer 
Brea. NotI : what are you? 
Red. My name is Rodorigo, 
Bra. The worſer welcome : 
I have charg'd thee not to haunt about my doores : 
In honeſt plainenefſe thou haſt heard me lay, 
My Daughter is not for thee. And now in madneſſe 
(Being full of ſupper,and diſtempering draughts) 
Vpon malicious knavery,doſt thou come 
To ſtart my quiet, 
Red. Sir,Sir,Sir. 
po Bur _— muſt ny be _ 
My ſpirits and my place have in their power 
To Karen this beret to thee, 
Rod, Patience good Sir. 
Bra. Whattell' ( thou me of Robbing? 
This is Venice : my houſe is not a Grange» 
Red. Moſt grave Brabantie, 
In ſimple and pure ſoulc, I come toyou. | 
Tag.Sir,you are one of thoſe that will not ſerve God, 
ifrhe Divell bid you.Becauſe we come todo you ſervice, 
and youthinke we are Ruthans, you'l have your 
ter cover'd with a Barbary horſe, you'l have your Ne- 
phewes neigh to you,you'le have Courſers for Cozens : 
and Gennets for Germans, 
Bra, What prophane wretchart thou? 
lag, Iam oneSir,that comesto tell you, your Daugh- 
ter and the Mooreare making the Beaſt with two backs. 
© H#ra, Thouarta Villaine, 
lago, You are a Senator. 
Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwer. I kow thee Rodorigo, 
Rod, Sir,1 will an{wer any thing. But I beſcech you 


IF be your pleaſure,and moſt wile conſent, 
( As partly I find it is ) that your faire her, 


Atthisodde Even and dull watch o'th'aighr 
Tranſported wich no worſener better guard, 
But with a Knaycof common hire,a Gundclier, 
To the groſſe claſpesof a Laſciyious Moore : 
1fthis be knowne to you,and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold and ſawcy wrongs. 
Burt if you know not this,my manners tell me, 
.We haue your wrong rebuke. Doe not beleeve 
That from the ſenſe of all Civilirie, 

Ithus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Your — you have not given her leave) 

I fay againe, made a groſſe revolt, 

Tying her Duty, Beauty, W it,and Fortunes 
In an extravagant,and wheeling Stranger, 


Ofhere,and every where : ſtraight fariake your ſelfe, 


If ſhe be in your Chamber,or your houſe, 
Ler m_ me the Iuſtice of the ſtate 
For thus deluding 
A Bra, Strike She Tiederchoe ; 

ive me a Taper : callup all my people, 
This Accident is notunlike my dreame, 
| Beliefe of it _— me already. 

g * 


Light,I ay, 


lags, Farewell : for I muſt leave you; 
It ſeemes not meet,not wholſome to my place 


To be produtted,as if I ſtay,I ſhall,) 
Againſt the Moore. For I know the ſtate, 
| (How ever this may gall hic with ſoine checke ) 
Cannot with fafety caſt kim. For he's iwbark'd 
With ſuch loud icafon tothe Cyprus warres, 
(Which even now ſtands in Act )thar for their ſoules 
Another of his Fadome,they have none, 
To lead their Buſinefle. In whichregard, 
Though [ doe hate him as 1 doe hell, 
Yet, tor neceility of preſent life, 
I muſt (hew out a Flag,and _ of Love, 
(Which is indced bur figne )chat you ſhal ſurely find him 
Leadto the Sagirary the raiſed Scarch:; 
Andthere will I be with him. So farewell, Exit, 


Enter Brabantio,auith Servants and Torches: 


Bra, It is too true anevill. Gone ſhe is, 
And what'sto come of my deſpiſed time, 
Is naught but bitternefſe. Now Redorige, 
| Where didft thou ſee her ? (Oh unhappy Girle) 
With the Moore faiſt thon ? (Who would be a Father ?) 
How didſt thou know twas ſhe? (Oh ſhe deceives me 
Paſt thought : ) what ſaid ſhe to you?Ger moe Tapers: 
Raiſe all my Kinred. Are they marricd thinke you ? 

Rod. Truly | thinke they are, 

Bra. Oh heaven : how got ſhe out? 
Ohtreaſon of my blood. 
Fathers,from hence truſt not your Daughters minds 
By what _ ſee them A. Are there not charmes, 
By which the propertie of Youth and Maidhood 
ay be abus'd ? Have you not read Rodorige, 
Of ſome ſuch thing ? 

Rod, Yes (ir : | have indeed. 

Bra, Call up my brother:oh would you had had her, 
| Some one way,ſome another. Doe you know 
Where we may apprehend her,and the Moore ? 

Red. [ thinke I can diſcover him,if you pleaſe 
To ger good Guard,and gocalong with me. 

Bra, Pray you lead on. At every houſe Ilecall, 

(I may command at moſt)get W (hoa) 
And raiſe ſome ſpeciall Oihcers of might: 
On good Roderige,l will deſerye your pines. Exeunr. 


Sczna Secunds, 


Enter Othello,lago, Attendants with Torches, 


ap—_— in the trade of warreI have laine men, 
Yet doe I hold it very ſtuff: o'th'conlcience 
To doe no contriv'd murder 31 iake iniquitie 
Sorhetime to doe me ſervice. Nine,or ten times 
I had thougheto have yerk'd him' here under the Ribbes. 
Othel. Tis better as it is» 
Tage. Nay bar he prated, | 
And ſpoke ſuch ſcurvy,and provokingtermes 
a= your honor, that with the little godlinefſe I have 
I did full hard forbeare him. Bur I pray you fir, 
gre you fiſt married ? Beaſſur'd of this, 
tthe thcois much beloy'd, 
And hath in bisefec a voyceporentiall , 
As doubleas the Dakes : He will divorce you. 
Or put upon you,Ghat reſtraint or grievance, 
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The Law (withall his might,tocnforce it on) 
Will give him Cable. 

Othe, Let him doe his ſpight ; 
My ſervices, which I have done the Signory 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. Tis'yet ro know, 
Which when I know, that boaſting is an honour, 
I ſhall promulgate. I fetch wy life and being, 
From men of Royall Seige. And my demerites 
May ſpeake(unbonnetted)rto as proud a Fortune 
As this that I havercach'd. For know [ago, 
But that I love the gentle Deſdemona, . 
I wonld not my unnouſed free condition 
Put into Circumſcription,and Conkne, 
For the Seas worth. But looke, what Lights come yond ? 


Enter Caſſi»s with Torches. 
Iago, Thole arethe raiſed father,and his friends 3 
You were beſt goe in, 
Gthel, Notl : 1 mult be found, 
My parts,my title,and my perfedt ſo.te 
Shall manifeſtly me rightly. 1s it they ? 
[ago. By lanw,l1 thinke no, 
Orhel. The ſervants of the Dukes ? 
And my Lievtenant ? 
The goodnefle of the night upon you (friends) 
Whar is the Newes ? 
Caſſio. The Duke does greet yov(Generall ) 
And he requires your haſtc,Poſt-haltc appearance, 
Even onthe inſtant. 
Othel. What is the matter,thinke you ? 
Caſſio. Something from Cyprus,as I may divine ; 
It1s a bufineſle of ſome heat. The Gailics 
Have ſent adozzen ſequent meſicrigers 
This very night,at one anothers h«cles : 
And many ot the Conſuls (rais'dand net, ) 
Areac the Dukes already. You have becn hotly call'd for, 
When being not at your lodging to be found, 
The Senate hath ſent about three ſeverall Queſts, 
To ſearch you out. 
Othel. Tis well | am found by you : 
I will but ſpend a word here in the houſe, 
And goe with you. 
{ aſſio. Ancient, what makes he here? 
laoo, Faith,heton'ght hath boorded a Land Carrac, 
If it provelawfull prize, he's made for ever, 
Caſſio. I doe not undcritard. 
Tags. He's marri'd. 
Caſio, To whom ? 
Iago, Marry to ComeCaptaine,will you goc? 
Othel, Have with you. 
Caſſia; Here comes another Troope po ſecke for you: 


Enter Brabantio,R edorigo,with (#] ficers and Torches, 


Iago. It is Brabantio : Generall be advis'd, 
He comes to bad intent. 

Othel. Holla,ſtand there. 

Red, Signior,itis the Moore. 

Bra. Downe with him, Theefe. 

lags, You Reaorige ? Come (ir,l am for you. 

Othe. Keepe up yOur bright Swords, for the dew will 
ruſt them. Good Signior, you ſhall more command with 
yeares,than with your Weapons. 

Bra, Oh thou fouletheefe, 

W here haſt thou ſtow'd my Daughter ? 
Damn'd as thou art,thou haſt enchaunted her 


; For Ile referre me to all things of ſenſe, 


(it ſhe in chaines of Magicke were not bound) 
W hether a Maide,ſo tender,faire,and happy, 


| So oppoſite to Marriage,that ſhe ſhunn'd 


The wealthy curled Dearling of our Nation, 
Would ever have (Yencurrea generall mocke) 
Runnc from her Guardageto the {ooty boſome, 
Of ſuch a thing 2s thou : to feare,not to delight ? 
Tudge me the world,if tis not grofle in ſenſe, 
Thar thou haſt pratis'd on her with foule Charmes, 
Abus'd her delicate youth,with Drugs or Minerals, 
T hat weakens motion. Ile have't diſputed on, 
Tis probable,and palpable to thinking ; 
I therefore apprehend and doeattach thee, 
For an abuſer of the world,a practiſer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant ; 
Lay hold upon him, if he doe refift 
Suddue him at his perill, 

Othe. Hold your hands, 
Both y ou of my inclining,and the reſt, 
Were it my Cue to fight,] ſhould have knowne it 
Wi:hout a Prompter. Whither wili you that I goe 
To anſwer this your charge? 

Bra. To priſon,till fit time 
Of Law,and courſe of dire Seſſiuvn 
Call thce toanſwer. 

Othe. What if I doe obey? 

How may the Duke be therewith ſatisfied, 
Whoſe Mecſſengersare here abour my ſide, 
Vpon ſome preſent buſineſle of the State, 
To bring me to him. 

Officer. Tis true moſt worthy Signior, 
The Duke's in Councell,and your Noble (clte, 
I am ſure is ſent for. 

Bra, How ? The Duke in Councell? 

In this time of the nigh? bring him away ; 
Mine's nor an idle caule. The Duke himſclte, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 

Cannot bur feele this wrong,as twere their owne : 

For if ſuch Actions may have paſlage free, 
Bond-ſlavesand Pagans ſhall our Stateſmen be. Exemnt. 
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Enter Duke, Senators and Officers, 


Duke, There is nocompoſition in this newes, 
That gives them credit. P 
1 Sen, Indeed,they are diſproportioned ; 
My Letters ſay,a Hundred and ſeven Gallics. 
D#ke. And mine a Hundred forty. 
2 Sen, And mine two Hundred : 
But though they jumpe not on ajuſt accompt, 
(As in theſe Caſes wheretheayme reports, 
'Tis oft with difference)yet doe they all confirme 
A Turkiſh Fleet,and bearing up to Cyprus, 
Duoke. Nay,itis poſſible enough to judgement 2 
I doe not ſo ſecure me in the errour, 
But the maine Article I doe approve 
In fearctull ſenſe, 
Sayler with. What hoa,what hoa, what hoa. 
Emter Saylor . 
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Officer. A Meſſenger from the Gallies. 
Duke, Now ? What's the bufineſſe ? 
Say/or, The Turkiſh preparation makes for Rhodes, 


By Signior e-Lngels, 
Doke. How | you by this change ? 
I. Sex. This cannot be 
By no aſſay of Reaſon. Tisa Pageant 
To keepe us in falſe gaze,when we conſider 
Th'imporrancy of Cyprus to the Tarke : 
And let our ſelves againe but underſtand, 
Thatas it more concernesthe Turke then Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile queſtion beare it, 
For that it {tandsnot in ſuch warlike brace, 
Bur altogether lackes th'abilities 
That Rhodes isdreſs'd in; If we make thought of this, 
We muſt notthinkethe Turke is ſo unskiltull, 
Tolcavethat lateſt,which concernes him firſt, 
Neglccting an attempt of caſe,and gaine 
To wake,and wage a danger profitlefle. 
Dwsks. Nay,in all confdence he'snort for Rhodes: 
Officer. Here is more Newes. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 

HMeſſen, The Ortamiter,Reveren'd,and Gracious, 
Steering with duc courſe toward the le of Rhodes, 
Have there injoynted them with an after Fleet, 

I Sey, I, fo Ithought : how many,as you gueſlc ? 

HMeſſ. Of thirty Saile : and now they doe re-ſtem 
Their backward courſe,bearing with franke appearance 
Their purpoſes toward Cyprus, Signior Montane, 
Your truſty and moſt valiant Servitour, 

Wiith his free duty,recommends you thus, 
And prayes you to beleeve him. 

Dwkg. T1s certaine then for Cyprus : 
Marcus Lucceicor is not hein Towne ? 

1. Sen, He's now 1n Florence, 

Dw»ke. Write from us, 

To him,Polt,Poſt-haſte,diſpatch. = 

1. Sen, Here comes Brabantio,and the Moore. 


Enter Brabantio,Othel(s,Caſſio, Jago,Rodvrige, 
and O ffic rs, 


Dwke. Valiant Othelo,we muſt ſtraight employ you, 
Againſt the generall Enemy Ortomen, 
I did not ſce you 2 welcpme gentleSignior, 
Welack't your Counſaile,and your helpe to night. 

Bra, Sodid I yours: Goodyour Grace pardon me- 
Neither my place,for ought I heard of buſineſſe 
Hath rais'd me from my Bed ; nor doth the generall care 
Take hold on me. For my particular gricte 
Is of ſo flood-gate,and ore-bearing Nature, 
That it ingluts,and ſwallowes other ſorrowes, 
Andit is (till it ſelfe. 

Duke. Why ? Whats the matter ? 

Bra. My Daughter : oh my Daughter ! 

Sen, Dead. 

Bra. I,to me. 


| She is abus'd, ſtole from me,and corrupted 


By Spels and Medicines,bought of Monntebankes ; 
For Natureſo ro crre,. 


| (Being not deficient, blind,or lame of ſenſe,) 


Sans witch-craft could nor.” 


Duke. Whoere he be,that in this fowle —— 
| Hath thus beguil'd your Daughter of her 


; And youof her ; the bloody Booke of Law, 


You ſhall your ſelfc read,in the bitter lerter, 
After your owne lenſe : yea,though our proper ſonne 
Stood in your Action. 

Bra. Humbly I thanke your Grace, 


* Here is the man; this Moore, whom now it ſeemes 


Your ſpeciall Mandate, for the State affaires, 

Hath hither brough:. 
All. Weare very ſorry for't. : 
Duke. Whatin your owne part,can you fay to this ? 
Bra, Nothing, but this isſo. : 
Othe. Moſt Potent,Grave,and Reverend Sign1ors, 

-- Aqy' Noble,and approy*dgood Maſters ; 

Thar I have tane away this $ld mans daughter, 

Ic is moſt rue : true | have married her ; 

The very head,and front of my offending, 

Hath this extent ; no more. Rude am I,in my ſpeech, 

And little bleſs'd wich the ſoft phraſe of Peace ; 

For ſince theſe Armes of mine, had ſeven yeeres pith, 

Tillnow,fome nine Moones waſted,they have us'd 

Their deereſt ation,in the tented field : 

And little of this great world can I ſpeake, | : 

More than pertaines to Feats of Broyles,and Battaile, 

And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, 


I will a round un-varniſh'd Tale deliver, 
Of whole courſe of Love. 
at Drugs,what Charmes, 
W hat Conjuration,and what mighty Magicke, 
(For ſuch proceeding I am charg'd withall) 
I won his Daughter with, 
Bra. A Maiden,never bold : 
Of ſpirit (o (till, and quiet,that her Metien 
Bluſh'd at her ſelfe, and ſhe in ſpight of Nature, 
| Of yeares,of Countrey —— thing 
To fallin Love,with what ſhe fear'd to looke on ; 
Ir is a judgement maim'd,and moſt imperfeRt, 
That will confeſle Pertection fo could erre 
Againſt all rules of Nature,and muſt bedriven 
To find out prattiſes of cunning hell 
Why this ſhould be. I therefore vouch againe, | 
That with ſome Mixtores powerfull ore the blood, 
Or with ſome Dram(conjur'dtothiseffe) 
He wrought upon her. 
Duk, To vouch this,isno proofe, 
Wirhout more wider,and more over-Teſt 
Then theſe thio habits,and pcore likely-hoods 
Of moderne ſeeming,doe preferre againſt him. * 
Sen, But Othello fpeake. 
a ps indice&,and forced courſes 
,and poyſon this yong Maids affe&ions ? 
Or came it by requeſt and ſuch faire queſtion 
As ſoule,to ſoule afforderh ? 
Othel, 1 doe beſeech you, 
Send for the Lady to the Sagitary, + 
And let her ſpeake of me betore her Father , 
If you doe find me foule,in her report, 
The truſt,the office,I doe hold of you, 
Not onely take away,but let your ſentence 
Even fall upon my life.--. 
Dwuke, Fetch Deſdemona hither. 
Othel, Ancient,condut them : 
You beſt know the place. 
Andrtill ſhe come,as truely as to heaven, 
I doe confeſſe the vices of my blood, 


Sojuſtly to your Grave eares, lle preſent 
—— 


In ſpeaking for my ſelfe. Yet,(by your gracious patience ) 


How | 


| 


| 
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How T did thrive in this faire Ladies love, 
And ſhe in mane. 
Dwke. Say it Othello, 
Othe. Her father lov'd me,oft invited me : 

Still queſtion'd me the ſtory of my lite, 
From yeareto yeare : the Battails,Sicges,Fortnne, 
That I have paſt. 
I ran it through,even from my Boyiſh dayes, 
Toth'very moment that he bad me tell it. 
W herein I ſpoke of moſt diſaſtrous chances: 
Of moving Accidents by Flood,and Field, | 
$1! th'imminent deadly breach ; 
Of being taken by the inſolent foe, 

And fold toſlavery. Of my r&demption thence, 
And portance in my Travellers hiſtory. 

Wherein of Antars vaſt,and Defarts wilde, (ven, 
Rough Quarries, Rocks,& Hils,whoſe heads touch hea- 
It was my hintto ſpeake. Such was my Proceſlc, 
And of the Canibals that each others cate, 
The Anthropophags,and men whoſe heads | 
Grew beneath their ſhoulders. Theſethings to heare, 
Would Deſdemona (criouſly incline : 
But ſtill the houſe affaires would draw her hence: 
W hich ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 
She'ld come againe,and with a greedy care 
Devoure up my diſcourſe. Which I obſerving, 
Tooke oncea pliant houre,andtound good meanes 
To draw from her a prayer of carneſt heart, 
That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcels ſhe had ſomething heard, 
But not diſtinRively : I did conſent, 
And often did beguile her of her teares, 
When I did ſpeake of ſome diſtreſſcfull ſtroke 
That my youth ſuffer'd : My ſtory being done, 
She gave me for my paines a world of kiſles: 
She {wore in faith twas ſtrange,twas paſling ſtrange, 

Twas pittifull : twas wondrous pitrifull. 
She wiſh'd ſhe had not heard it,yct ſhe wiſh'd 
That heaven had made her ſuch a man. She thank'd me, 
And bad me if I had a friend that lov'sd her, 

I ſhould but teach him how to tell my ſtory, 
And that would wooe her. Vpon this hint I ſpake, 
She lov'd me for the dangers I have paſt, 
And TI lov'd her,that ſhe did pitty them, 
This onley is the witch-craft I have us'd. 
Here comesthe Lady ; Let her witneſle it, 


Enter Deſdemona,lago Attendants, 


Dwke. I thinke this tale would win my Daughter too, 
Good Brabantie,take up this mangled matter at the beſt: 
Men doe their broken Weapons rather uſe, 

Then their bare hands. 

Bra, I pray you heare her ſpeake : 

If ſhec that ſhe was balfe the wooer, 
Deſtrution on my head,if my bad blame 

Light on the man. Come hither gentle Miſtris, 
Doe you perceive inall his Noble company, 
Where moſt you owe ence ? 

I doeperceive hereadivided duty, 

Toyoul am bound for life,and education : 

My life and education both doe learne me, 
Howtoreſpet you. You arethe Lord of duty, 
I am hitherto your daughter. Bur here's my husband ; 
And ſo much duty,as my Mother ſhew'd 


To you,preferring you before her father : 
So much I chelengechen I may profeſlc 
Duc tothe Moore my Lord. 
Bra, God be with you : I have done. 4 
Pleaſe it your Grace,on to the State affaires ; 
I had rather to adopta child than get it, 
Come hither Moore , \ 
I here doc give thee that with all wy heart, 
Which but thou haſt already,with all my beart 
I would keepe from thee, For your ſake(Iewell ) 
I am = at toule,I have no other child ; 
For thy eſcape wonld teach me tyranny 
To hang clogs onthem, I have done my Lord. 
Duke, Let me ſpeake like your ſelte : 
And lay a Sentence, 
Which like a griſe,or ſtep may helpe theſe Lovers. 
When remediesare paſt,the griefes arc ended 
By ſeeing the worſt, which late on hopes depended. 
To mourne a miſchiefe that is paſt and gone, 
Is the next way to draw new miſchicte on. 
W hat cannot be preſery*'d,when Fortune takes 2 
Patience,her Injury a mockery makes. 
The robb'd that ſmiles,ſteals ſomthing from the Thiefe, 
He robs himſelfe,that ſpendsa bootleſle griefe. 
Bra. So let the Turke of Cyprusus beguile, 
Weloſc itnot ſo long,as wecan ſmile: 
He beares the ſentence well,that nothing beares, 
Bur the free comfort which from thence he heares. 
Burt he beares both the ſemence,and the ſorrow, 
Thar to pay griefe, muſt of poore Patience borrow. 
_ —_— yy to Gall, 
eing ſtrong on both fides,arc Equivocall. 
But ry, words,l never nyt heare ; 
That the bruiz'd heart was piercedthrough the care. 
I humbly beſcech you proceed to th'Aﬀaires of State. 
Duke, The Turke with a moſt mighty preparation 
makes for Cyprus ; Orhello,the Fortitude ot the place is 
beſt knowne ro you. And though we have there a Subſti- 
ture of moſt allowed faiticiency ; yet opinion , amore 
Soveraigne Miltris of Efets, throwes a more ſafe 
VOyce on you:you mult therefore be content to ſlubber 
the groſle of your new Fortunes , with this more ſtub- 
borne,and boyſterous ItioN. 
Ovhe, The Tyrant C ſ Grave Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and Steele Coach of Warre 
My thricc-driven bed of Downe. 1 doc agnize 
A naturall and prompt Alacrity, 
I find in hardnefle : and doe undertake 
This preſent warre againſt the Orromore-. 
Moſt humbly therefore bending to your State, 
I crave fitdiſpoſition for my Wife, 
Due reference of Place,and Exhibition, 
Wirth ſuch accomodation and beſort 
As levels with her breedi 
Duke, Why,at her Fat 
Bra. I wall not have it ſo, 
Gthe, Norl. 
N Def. Nee cet NN, 
oO put my father inimpatient thoughts 
WP being in his eye. Me Gracins Duke, 
oO my unfolding,lend your $ care 
And let me find a Tp 
Taſliſt my ſimpleneſle. 
Duke, What would you Deſdemona ? 
Deſ. That 1 lovethe Moore,tolive with him, 


| My downe-right violence,and ſtorme of Fortunes, 


__—_——_ 


—_— ——— 
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May trumpet tothe world. My heart's ſubdu'd 
Even to the very quality of my Lord ; 
I ſaw Othelts's vidage in his minde, 
And to his honours and his valiant parts, 
Did I my ſoule and fortunesconſecrate. 
So that (deere Lords) ifI be left behind 
A Moth of Peace,and he goe to the War, . . 
The Rites for why I love him,ae bereft me : 
And I a heavy interim ſhall ſupport 
By his deare abſence, Let me goe with him, 
Othe, Let her have your voyce. 
Vouch with me heaven;l therefore beg it not 
To pleaſe the Palate of my Appetite : 
Nor to comply with heat the yong effets 
In my defun&,and proper ſatisfaction. 
But to be free,and bountcous to her minde : - 
And heaven defend your good ſoules,that you thinke 
I will your ſerious and great buſineſle {cant | 
When ſhe is with me. No,whenlight wing'd Toyecs 
Of feather d (#p1d, feele with wanton dulncſle 
My ſpeculative,and oific'd Inſtrument: 
Thar my Diſports corrupt,and taint my bulineſle : 
Let Houſe-wives make a Skillet of my Helme, 
And all indigne,and baſe adverſities, 
Make head agaialt ay Eſtimation. 
Dwke. Be it as you ſhall privately determine, 
Either for her ſtay,or going : th'Afﬀaire cryes halte : 
And ſpeed muſt anſwer it. | 
Sen, You mult away to night. 
Othe, With all my heart. ED 
Duke. At ninc i'th'morning,here wee'l meet againe. | 
Othells,leave leme Othicer behind 
And he ſhall our Commiſſion bring to you - 
And ſuch things elſe of quality and reſpect 
As doth import you. 
Ocke. Yo pleaſe your Grace,my Ancient, 
A man he isof honeſty and truſt ; 
To his conveyance I aſſigne my wife. Y | 
With what elſe needfull,your good Grace ſhall thinke 
To be ſent after me. 
Dake. Let it beſo: | 
Good nightto every one. And Noble Signior, 
It Vertue no delighted beauty lacke, 
Your Son-in Law is farre more faire than blacke. 
Sen. Adicu brave Mcore,uſe Deſdemona well. 
Bra. Lookets her( Moore )if thou haſt eyes to ſee; 
She has deceiv'd her father,and may thee... Exit, 
Othe. My lifeupon her faith. Honeſt /ago, 
My Deſdemons mult 1 leave tothee : 
I prythee letthy wife atrend on her, 
And bring them after intheir beſt advantage. ' 
Come De/demona,l have butan houre 
Of Lovezof worldly matter,and direQion 
To ſpeake with thee. We muſt obey the time. Exit. 
Rod. Tage. pb Rog 
| Jage. Whatfailt thou noble heart? . 
Red. What will I —_— thou ? 
Tago. Why goe to fleepe. 
Red. I will incontinently drowne my ſelfe.. - 
Tage, Tfthou doſt,l ſhall never love thee after, Why 


——— 


Red. It is fillinefle tolive , whento live istotment : 
and then have we a preſcription to dye,when death is our 
 Jage. Oh villanous: I have look'd upon the world 


| 


for touretimesſeven yeares, and-ſince I could diſti | 


I 


k —— 


| 


| For mine owne gain'd knowledge ſhouldprophans | 
If 1 would time expend with ſuch a Swaine,' 'S | 


betwixt a Benefit,and an injury , I never found man that 
knew how to love himſclfe. Ere I would ſay , I would 
drowne my telfe forthe love of a Gytiney Hen, I would 
change my humanity with a Baboone. . | 

Red. What ſhould I doe,l confelle itis my (ſhane to 
be ſo fond, but it isnot in my vertue toamend it. 

ago. Vertue? A tigge, tis in our ſelves that wee are 
thus, or thus, Our Bodicsare our Gardens,tothe which, 
eur Wilsare Gardiners, So that if we will plant Net- 
tels, or {owe Lettice : Set Hyſope,and weede up Time : 
Supply it with one gender of Hearbes,er diſtract it with 
many : either have it fterrill wich idleneſſe , or manu- 
red with Induſtry, why the power and Corrigible au- 
thority of thislics in our WHls. If the braine of our lives 
had not ori ſcale of Reaſon , to poyle another of Senſu- 
ality , the blood , and baſenefle of our Natures would 
conduct us to molt prepoſtrous Concluſions. Btt wee 
have reaſon to coole our raging Motions , or carnall 
Stings, or unbitted Luſts 2 whereot I takethis, that you 
call Love,to be a Sc,or Seyen. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

ago. lt is meerely a Luſt ofthe Blood,and apermiſſi- 
on ot the will. Come, be a man: drowne thy felfe ? 
Drowne Cats, and blind Puppies. I have proteſt me thy 
Eriend,and 1 confefſe me knit tothy deſerving,with Ca- 
bles of perdarable toughneſle. I could never better ſtced 
thee than now. Put money in thy purſe : follow thou 
the Warres,defeat thy favour, with an uſurped Beard. 1 ' 
ſay; put money in thy purſe. It cannot be long that De/- 
demona ſhould continue herloveto the Moore, Pur Mo- 
ney in thy purſe: nor he his to her. It wasa violent Com- 
mencement in her , and thou ſhalt ſce an anſwerable Se- 
queſtration, put but money in thy purſe. *Theſe Moores 
arechangeablcin their wils : fill thy purſe with money, 
Thetood that t6 him now is asluſhious as Locuſts, ſhall 
to hin) ſhortly bee as bitter as Coloquintida. Shee muſt 


——_— 
— _—_ 


__— 
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change for youth : when ſhee is fatcd with his body, ſhe | 


will inde the errours of her choyce. Therefore put mo- 
ney in thy purſe: If thou wilt reeds damne thy fclfe, doe 
ita moredelicate way then drowuing- Makeall the mo- 
ney thou canlt'; If Sanimony and a fraile vow , be- 
ewixt an erring Barbarian, and {uper-ſubtle Venertian.-be 
not t00 hard for my wits, and all the Tribe of hell, thou 
ſhale enjoy her : therefore make money : a pox of drow- 
ning thy {elfe,it is cleane out of the way. Seeke thou ra- 
ther ta bee hang'd in compaſling thy joy, then to bee 
drown'd,and goe withour bo 
" Wiltthou be faſt to my hopes, if I depend on the 

iſuc ? 

lags, ThÞ art ſure of me : Goe make money : I have 
told thee often, and I re-tell thee againe, and againe, 1 
hate the Moore. My cauſe is hearted ; thine hath no lefſe 
reaſon. Let us be conjunfive in our revenge, againſt 
him. If thoucanſt Cuckold him , thou dolt thy ſclfe a 
pleaſure, me a ſport. There are many Events in the 
Wombe of Time,which will be delivered. Fraverſe,goe, 
provide thy money. We will have more of this re mor- 
row, Adicu. n 

Rod. Where (hall we meet i'th morning? | 

lago, Atmy lodging. 

Rod. Hebe withthee betimes,, + ©. 

Tag», Goe to, farewell. Doe you here Roderigo , | 

Red. Ile ſell all my Land. | Exit, 


— 


Taye. Thus doc I ever make my Foole,my purſe: 


But 
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But for my Sport,and Profic : I hate the Moore, 
Anditist tabroad,that twixt my ſheets 
He ha's done my Office, 1 know not if t be true, 
But 1, for meere ſuſpition in that kinde, 

Will doe,as if for Surety. He holds me well, 
The better ſhall my purpoſe worke on him: 
Caſfio's a proper man : Let me ſee now, 

To get this place,and to plume upmy will 

In fn nn How? how ? Ler's (ce. 
Afﬀteer ſome time,to abuſe Orhello's cares, 

That he is too familiar with his wife : 

He hath a perſon,ard a ſmooth diſpoſe 

To be ſuſpeRed : fram'd romake women falfe, 
The Moore is of a free,and open Nature, 

That thinkes men honeſt,that but ſeeme to be ſo, 
And will as tenderly be lead by*ch'Noſe 

As Aﬀes are TP SIG 

I have*t: it 1$ : Hell,a ight, 

Muſt bring this monſtrous Birth,to the worlds light. 


oA Aus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


— —— —  —_—_— 


Enter , 7 ontano and Gentlemen. 


Moen. What from the Cape,can youdiſcerne at Sea? | 

x1 Ger. Nothing at all,it is a high wrought Flood : 
I cannot 'twixt the heaven and the Maine, 
Deſcry a Sayle. 

Mon, Methinkes,the wind hath ſpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaſt ae*re ſhooke our Battlements ; 
If it hath ruſfiand ſo apon the Sea, 
What ribbes of Oake, when Mountaines melt on them, 
Can hold the Mortics. What ſhall we heare of this? 

2 AScgregation of the Turkiſh Fleet : 
For doe but ſtand uponthe foaming Shoare, 
The chidden Billow ſcemes to pelt the cloudes, 
The wind-ſhak*d-Surge, with high & mouftrous Maine, 
Seemes to calt water on the burning Beare, 
And quench the Guards of th'cver-tixed Pole ; 
I never did like moleſtation view 
On the cnchafed Flood, 

Mex. If thatthe Turkiſh Fleet 
Be not inſhelter'd,and embay*d;they arc drown'd, 
It is impoſſibleto bcare it out. 


Enter a Gentleman. 

3 Newes Laddes ; our warres are done : 
The deſperate Tempeſt hath ſo bang'd the Turkes, 
That their deſignement halts, A Noble ſhip of Venice, 
Hath ſcene a grievous wracke and ſufferance 
On moſt part of their Fleet. 

Aon. How ? Is this true ? 

3 The Ship is here put inzA Ueroneſo, Michael Caſſio 
Licutenantto the warlike Moore, Orhello, 
1s come on Shorc : the Moore himſelfe at Sca, 
Andis in full Commiſſion heere for Cyprus. 

Mon, lam glad on't : 
Tis a worthy Governor, 

3 Butthis ſame Caſſo, though he ſpeake of comfort, 
Touching the Turkiſh loſle, yet he lookes ſadly, 
And prayesthe Moore be ſafe; for they were parted 
With fowle aud vielent Tempe, 


Mon. Pray heavens he be ; 


—C— 


— 


| 


—————————_—_ 


For I have ſerv'd him, andthe man commands 
Like a full Souldier, Lets tothe Sea-fide (hoa) 
As well to ſee the Veſſell thars comen, | 
As to throw-out our eyes for brave Orbello, 
Even till we makerthe Maine, and th'Eriall blew, 
And indiſtin& regard. | 

Gent, Come, lets doe fo ; 
For every Minute is expectancy 
Of more Arrivancy. 


Emter ( aſſio. 

(/i. Thankes you, the valiant of the warlike Ile, 
That ſoapproove the Moore : Oh let the heavens 
Give him defenceagainſtthe Elements, 

For I have loſt him on a s Sca, 


Afos, Is he well ſhip'd ? 
houtly Timber'd, and his Pylot 


Caſſi, His Barke is 

Of very expert, and approy'd Allowance ; 
Therefore my hope's (not ſarfettedto death ) 
Stand in bold Cure. 

Within. A Saile,a Saile,a Saile. 

Caſſio, What noyſe ? 

Gent, The Towne isempty ; on the brow o'ch'Sea 
Stand rankes of Pev cry a Sayle, 

( «/ſie. My hopes doe ſhape him for the Governour, 

Gene They doe diſcharge their ſhot of courteſic, 
Our friends,at leaſt. ; 

Caſſio, I pray you fir goe forth, 

And give us truth who tis that is arriv'd. 

Gent, 1 ſhall. Exit, 
Mon. But good Lievteuant,is your Generall wiy'd? 
Caſſie. Molt fortunately : he hathatchiev'd a Maid 

That paragons deicription,and wilde Fame : 
One that excels the quirkes of blazoning Pens, 
And in th'eſſentiall Velſture of Creation, 
Do's tire the Ingeniver. 

Enter Gentleman, 
How now ? Who hasput in? 

Gent, Tis one /age, Ancient tothe Generall, 

Caſſie. Ha's had moſt favourable,and happy ſpeed 
Tempeſts themſelves, high Seas,and howling winds, 
The gutter'd Rockes,and Congregated Sands, 
Traitors eniteep'd,to enclogge the guiltleſſe Keele, 
- having _ of Beauty,doe omit 
Their morrall Naturesletting goe ſafely b 
Thedivinc Deſdimona. a 

Aon. What is ſhe? 
Caſſie. She that I ſpake of : 
Our great Captaines Captaine, 
Left in the condu@t of the bold age, 
Whoſe footing here anticipates oor thonghts, 
A Senights ſpeed. Great ove, Otheko guard, 
And ſwell his Saile with thine owne powrefull breath, 
That he may bleſſe this Bay with his call Ship, 
Make loves quicke pants in Deſdemonacs armes, 
Give renew'd fire to ourextinRed Spirits, 


Enter Deſdemona, Tags Roderigo,and AEmilia. 
Oh bchold, _- 
The riches of the ſhip is come on Shore : 
You men of Cyprus,let her have your knees. 
Haile to thee Lady : and the grace of Heaven, 


Before, behind thee,and on every hand | 

Enwheele thee round. | 
Def, I thanke you, valiant Caſſis, 

What tydingscan youtell me of my Lord ? 


- Caffio. | 


— 
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Caſ. He is not arriv'd,nor know I oughe 
But that he's well,and will be ſhortly heere, 

Deſ. Oh,but I feare : 

How loſt you company ? 

{/. The great contention of the Sea and Skies, 
Parted our fellowſhip. But hearke,a Saile. 

Within, A Saile,a Salle, 

Genr. They give this greeting tothe Cittadcll ; 

This likewite isa friend. 

(4+ See tor the Newes : 

Good Aucient,you arc welcome. Welcome Miltris : 
Let it not gall your paticnce ( good Jags ) 

Thac I extend my Manners. Tis my Breeding, 

That gives me this bold ſhew of Courtchie, 

lago. Sir,would ſhe give you ſo much ot her lips, 
As ot her rovgue ſhe oft beſtowes of me, 
You would have enough. 

Deſ. Alas : ſhe has no ſpeecb. 

lago.. Infaith too much : 
I find it ſtill,when I have leave toſlcepe, 
Marry before your Ladyſhip,l grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

e/£mil, You have little cauſc toſay ſo- 

Iago.Come on,come on: you arc Pictures out of dores: 
Bels in your Parlors : Wilde-Cats in your Kitchens : 
Saints in your injuries : Divels being offended : 

Players in your Huſ wifcry,and Huſwives in your beds- 

Deſ. Oh,fie uponthee,ſlanderer. 

[ag 0. Nay,it is true: orelſe I am a Turke, 
You riſc to play,and goe to bedto worke. 

e/Emil. You ſhall not write my praiſe, 

Iago, No,let me not. 

De/. What would'ſt write-of me, if thou ſhould'ſt 
praiſe me. 

[age, Oh,gentle Lady,dec not put me toot, 

For I am nothing,if not Critical. 

De/. Come on.aſlay. 

There's one gone co the Harbour ? 

lag. 1 Mk 

Def. 1 am not merry : but I doe beguile 
The thing [ am,by ſeeming otherwile, 

Come, how would(t thou praiſe me ? ' 

Iago. Tam about it , bur indeed my invention comes 
from my Pate,as Birdlime does from Freeze , it pluckes 
out Braines and all. But my Muſe labours, and thus ſhee 
is delivered, 


If ſhe be faire,and wiſe ; ſaireneſſeand nit, 
The ones for uſe,the other uſeth it, 
Deſ. Wellprais'd; | 

How if ſhe be blacke and witty ? 

Iago. If ſhe be blacke,and thereto have awit, 
She'l find a white,that ſhall her blackaeſſe fit, 

Deſ. Worleand worſe, 
| e/£mil. How iffairc and fooliſh, 
| Jago, She never yet was fooliſh that was faire, 
Fox even her folly helpt her to an heire, 

Deſd. Theſe are old fond Paradoxes , to make Fooles 
laugh i'tb'Alehouſe. Whar miſerable praiſe haſte thou 
| for her that's foule and fooliſh, 


| Iago, Theres none ſo foule and fooli 1,7 thereunto, 


—— 


But does foule prankes which faire aud wiſe-ones doe, 
Deſd. Oh heavy ignorance : thou praiſcſt the worſt 

belt. But what praiſe couldſt thou beſtow on a deſer- 

ving woman indeed? One, thatin the authority of her 


| 


— 


| 


— 


| merit , did juſtly pur on the vonch of very malice it 


| 


—_— 


(elf; Cs 


Tago. She that was ever faire,and never proud, 
Haa tapgue at will, and yet was never loud : 
Never lackt gold and yet went never gay, 

Fled fromber wiſh,and yet ſaid now 1 may, 
She that being angred her revenge being me, 
Bad ber wrong ſtay and her diſpleaſure fly . 
She that in wiſedome never was ſo fraile, 
To change the C1ds-head for the Salmons tale : 
She that conld thinks and nev'r diſcloſe her mind, 
See Suityrs following and not looke behind : 
She 4s aWioht,(if ever ſuch Wights were ) 
Deſ” Todoe what ? 
lago, Toſuikle Fooles,and chronicle ſmall Beere, 


Defd. Oh moſt lame and impotent concluſion. Doe | 
not learne of him e/£millia , though he be thy husband. 
How fay you (Caf ) is hertot a moſt prophane , and li- 
beral! Countailor ? 

Caſſio. He ſpeakes home ( Madam ) you may reliſh 
him more in the Sonldier,than tn Scholler. 

ago, -He takes her by the palme : I, wel faid, whif- 
per, Withas little a web as this, will Lenfnare as great 
a Hy as Caff», I, ſmile upon her, doe ; I wilkgyve thee 
in thine owne Courtſhip. You fay true, tis 1o indeed. 
It ſuchrrickes as thele trip you out of your Lievtenan- 
try,it had beene better you had not kiſs'd your three fin- 
gers ſo oft, which now againe you are moſt apt to play 
the Sir,in. Very good : well kils'd, and excellent Curt- 
ſie: tis ſo indeed. Yer againe, your $ toyour 
_ ? Weuld they were Cliſter-pipes for your 

ake. 
The Moore, I know his Trumpet. 

Caſio. Tis truely fo. 

Def. Lets meet him,and receive him. : 

Caſſio, Loc,where he comes. 


— 


_—_— 
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Enter Othello and eAttendants. 


Oth, O,my faire Warriour. 
Def: My decre Othello, 
Oth, It gives me wonder,greatas my content 
To fee you here before me. 
Oh my ſoules joy : 
Ifafter every Tempeſt, come ſuchcalmes, 
May the windes blow,tillthey have waken'd death ; 
And let the labouring Barke climbe hils of Seas 
Olympme high : and ducke againe aslow, 
As hel's from heaven. Ifit were now to dye, 
Twere now to be moſt happy. For | feare, 
My ſoule bath her content ſoabſolute, 
Thar not another comfort like to this, 
Succceds inunknowne Fate. 
Deſ, The heavens forbid 
Bnt that our Loves 
And Comforts ſhould encreafe 
Even asour dayes doe grows 
Othe. Amen tothar (ſweet Powers) | 
I cannot ſpeake enough of this content, - 
Ir floppes me here : it is 00 much of joy, 
And this,and this the greateſt diſcords be 
That ere our hearts ſhall make. | 
Iago. Oh youare well-tun'd now : But Ile ſetdowne 
the Pegges that ryake this Muſicke,as honeſt as 1 am. 


; 
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Othe. Come, let us to the Caſtle. 
Newes (Friends) our warres are done : 
The Turkes are drown'd. | 
How doe's my old acquaintance of this Iſle ? 
(Hony)you ſhall be well defir'd in Cyprus, 
I have found great love amongſt them, Oh my Sweet, 
Iprattle out of faſhion,and I doat 
In mine owne comforts. I prythee,good Tago, 
Goe tothe Bay,and difimbarke thy Coffers ; 
Bring thou the Maſter to the Cirtadell, 
He is a good one,and his worthineſlc 
Doe's ge much reſpet, Come Deſdemona, 


Exit Othells and Deſdemona. 

Iago. Do you meet me preſently at the harboor. Come 
thither,if thou be'ſt valiant , (as they ſay baſe men being 
in love, have they a Nobility in their Natures,more than 
is native tothem)liſt-me ; the Lievtenant to night wat- 
ches on the Court of Guard. Firſt, I muſt tell thee this : 
Deſdemera,is diretly in love with him. 

Rod. With him? W hy, tis not poſlible, 

Lage. Lay thy finger thus : and let thy ſoule be inſtru» 
Ared, Marke'me with what violence ſhee lov'd the 
Moore, but for bragging, and telling her fantaſtical lies. 
Tolove him (till for prating , let not thy diſcreet heart 
thinke it. Her eye muſt be fed, And what delight ſhall 
ſhe have to looke on the Divell > When the blood is 
made dull with the At of Sport, there ſhould be a game 
to enflame it, and to give ſaticty a freſh appetizf, Love- 
lineſſe in favour,fimpathy in yearcs, Manners , and Beau- 
ties : all which the Moore is detetive in. Now for 
want of theſe requir'd Conveniences, her delicate ten- 
derneſſe will find it ſelfe abus'd,begin to heave thegorge, 
diſrelliſh and abhorre the Moore , very Nature will 1n- 
ſtruc her in it, and compell her to ſome ſecond cboyce, 
Now fir,this granted ( as it is a molt p t and vyn- 
forc'd poſition)who ſtands ſ@ eminent in the degree of 
this Fortune,as { afſio do's: a Knave very voluble : no 
further conſcionable,than in putting on the meere forme 
of Civill,and humane ſeeming, for the better compaſſe of 
his Salt, and maſt hidden looſe AﬀeRtion? W hy none, 
why none : A lippery,and ſubtle Knave,a finder of occa- 
ſion: that ha's an eye can ſtampe,and counterteit Advan- 
rages , though true Advantage never preſent it ſelfe. A 
Divelliſh Knave : beſides, the Knave is handſome,yong : 
and hath all thoſe requiſites in him , that folly and greene 
mindes looke after. A peſtilent compleat Knave, and the 
woman hath found him alrcady, 

Rod. I cannot belecve that in her, ſhe's full of moſt 
bleſs'd condition. 

Iago, Bleſs'd figges-end. The Wine ſhee erinke is 
made of Grapes. It ſhe had beenebleſs'd, ſhre would 
never havelov'd the Moore: Bleſs'd pudding, Didſt thou 
not ſce her paddle with the pa!lme of bis hand ? Did nor 
marke that? 

Rod. Yes,that I did : but that was but curteſfie. 

Tago, Leachery by this hand : an Index, and obſcure 
prologue to the Hiſtory of Luſt and foule 1 houghts, 
They met ſo ncere with their lippes , that rheir breathes 
embrac'd together, Villanoust hts Rederigo, when 
theſe mutabilities ſo marſhall the way , at hand 


I. 
——— 


| comes the Maſter , and maine exerciſe, th'incorporate 


concluſion: Piſh, Bur fir, be you rul'd by mee. I have 
brought you fron Venice. Watch you to night: for 
| the command, Ile lay't upon you. Caffo knowes you 
| not ; Ile not be farre from you. Dec you find ſome oc- 


—_——@C___—__ 


| cafion toanger Caſſio, either by ſpeaking too loud , or 


Once more well met at Cypras. , 


' Thar ſhe loves him, tis apt,and of great credite, 


tainting his diſcipline, or from what other courſe 
= plcaſe , which the time ſball more favourably mi- 
nilter, 

Rod. Well. 

lago. Sir, he's raſh, and very ſodaine in Choler : and 
happily may ſtrike at you,provoke him that he may : for 
even out of that will I cauſe theſe of Cyprus to Mutiny, 
W hoſe qualification ſhall come into no true taſte againe, 
but by the diſplanting of (ſſo: So ſhall you have a ſhor- 
ter journey to your le » by the meanes I ſhallthen 
have to preferre them. And the impediment moſt pro- 
fitably removed, without the which there were no expe- 
&ation of our proſperity. 

Red, 1 will doe this, if you can brig it to any oppor- 
tunity. 

lago. I warrant thee. Meet me by atd by at the Citta- 
dell, I muſt fetch his neceffaries a ſhore. Farewell. 

Rod. Adicu. Exit, 

lago. That Caſio lovesher,I doc well beleev't ; 


The Moore (howbeit that Jendure him not ) 

Is of a conſtant, loving,noble Nature, 

And I darethinke,he'le prove to De/demons, 

A moſt deare husband. Now Idoelove her too, 
Not out of abſolute luſt, (though venture 

I ſtand accountant for as great aſinne) 

But partly led to dyetmy Revenge, 
Forthat 1 doe ſuſpe the lulty Moore 
Hath leapt into my feat « The thought whereof, 
Doth (ike a royſcncugdiingal Jgnaw my Inwards z 
And nothing can,or ſhall content my Soule 

Till Iam ceven'd with him,wife for wifc. 

Or failing ſo, yet that I put the Moore, 


Atlcaſt intoa lelouzic ſe Rrong, 
That judgement cannot cure- Which thing to doe, 


If this poore Trafh of Venice,whom I trace 

For his quicke hunting, ſtand the putting on, 

Ile have our Michael Caſio on the hip, 

Abuſe him to the Moore,in the right garbe 

(For I feare Caſſio with my Night-Cap too) 

Make the Moore thanke me,love me,and reward me, 


For a_—_ him egregiouſly an Alle, 
And praRifting upon his peaceand quiet, 
Even to » Tis here: but yet confusd, 


Knaveries plaine face,is never ſeene;till us'd, Exit, 


SS 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello's Herald with a Proclamation, 


Herald, It is Othelo's pleaſure , our Noble and Vali- 
ant Generall; That upon certaine Tydings now arriv'd, 
importing — _ of = Turkiſh Fn 
every man put into Triumph. Some to 
ſome to make Bonfires , each man, to what and 
Revels his addition leads him, For beſides theſe bene- ) 
ficiall Newrs, itis the Celebration of his Nuptiall, So 
much was his pleaſure ſhould be proclaimed. All ofti- 
ces are open,and therc is full liberty of Feaſting from this 


_ — —__ —_—_— —_ 
. 
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ent houre of five, till the Bell have told cleven. 
leſſe the Iſle of Cyprus,and our Noble Generall Grhollo. 


Exit. 


Enter Othello, Deſdemona,Caſſio and eAttendants. 

Othel,Good AMichael,looke you tothe Guardto night. 
Letstcach our ſelves that honourable ſtop, 
Not to out-{port diſcretion. 

Ca/. Tags hath direion what to doe. 

But notwit ing with my perſonall cye 
Will I looke to't. 

Othe. Tago,is moſt honelt : ; 
Michael ight. To morrow with yourcarlieſt, 
Let me have ſpeech with you. Come my deare Love, 


The purchaſe made,the fruits are to cnlue, 
Thar profit's yet to come tweene me,and yous | 
G oh. E Xit, 


Emer Tags: 

Caſ. Welcome Iage; we muſttothe Watch. : 

Tag», Not this houre Lievrenant : "cis not yer ten o'th 
Clocke, Our Generall caſt us thus carly for the love of 
his Deſdemona : Whom,let us not therefore blame; he 
hath not yet made wanton the night with her : and ſhee 
is ſport for [»ve., 

Caf. She'sa moſt exquiſite Lady. 

ago. And Ile warrant her,full of Game. 

Ca/. Indeed ſhee's a moſt freſh anddehlicate creature, 
lago. Whatan cyc ſhe ba's? 
Me thinkes it ſounds a parley ro provocation. 
Caf. An inviting eye 3 
And yet me thinkesrighe modeſt. 
lago. And when ſhe ſpeakes, 
Is it not qn Alarum to Love ? 
Caf, She is indeed perfection. 
lago. Well : happineſle to their ſheets, Come Lieve- 
tenant,l have aſtope of Wine, and here withour are 2 
brace of Cyprus Gallants,that would faine have a mea» 
ſure to the health of blacke Orhello, 

{aſ. Nottonight,good Jago : I have very poore, and 
unhappy Braines for drinking. 1 could well wiſh cour- 
tefic would 1avent ſome other cuſtome of entertaine- 
ment. 

1ago, Oh, they are our Friends : but one Cup , llc 
drinke for you. 

Caſſie. I kavedrunke but one Cup to night ; and that 
was craftily qualified tov : and behold what innovation 
it makes here. Iam infortunate in the infirmity,and dare 
not taske my weakeneſle with any more. | 

Iago. What man? tis anight of Revels, the Gallants 
defire it. 
Caſ, Where arethey ? 
Tags. Here,atthe doare : I pray you call them in. 
Caſ. lle doo't,but itd:likes me. 
ago. Ii 1 can faſten but one Cup upon him 
With that which he hath drunke to night already, 
He'l be as full of Qnarrcl,and offence 
As my yong Miltris Dog, 
Now my ſicke Foole Redorigo, + | 
W hom Love hath turn'd almoſt the wrong fide out, 
To De/demona bath ronight Carrows'd, 
Potations,pottle-deepe ; and be's to watch. 
Three elſe of Cyprus, Noble ſwelling ſpirits, 
(Thar hold their honours in a wary diſtance 
| The very Elements of this warlike Iſle) 
Have l[ to night fluſter'd with flowing Cups, 


And they Watch too. 


| Now 'mong(t this Flocke of Drunkards; 


Am1 to put our Caſſio in ſome AS10n 
Thatmay offend the Ifle. Bur here they come. . 


Enter Caſſio, Montano and Gentlemen, 

If conſequence doe but approve my dreame, 

My Boat ſaylcs freely,both with windand ſtreame. 
(4/-*Fore heaven,they have given mea rowlc already, 
Mon. Good faith a little one : nor palt a Pint, 2s lam 

a Souldicr, 
lag». Some Wine hoa, 
eAnd let me the Cannahin clinke,clinke : 
end let me the ( annakin clinke. 

A Souldiers a mai : Oh pans life's but a pan, 

Why then let a Soldier drinke, 

Some Wine Boyes. | 
Caf. * Fore heaven : an excellent Song, 

Iago. 1learn'd it in England : where indeed they are 
moſt potent in Potting. Your Dane, your Germane, and 
your : = pe Hollander,(drinke hoa)are nothingto 
your Engli 
© Caſſio. 1s your Engliſhman ſo exquiſite in his drin- 

ing e 

lags. Why, hedrinkes you with facilitic , your Dane 
dead drunke. He fweares not to overthrow your Al- 
maine. He gives your Hollander a vomit , ere the next 
Portle can be fill'd, , 

(/. Tothe health of our Generall. 

CMon.T am tor it Lievtenant : and lle doe you Iuſtice. 

lago. Oh ſweet England. 

King Stephen was and-a warthy Peere, 

Hu Breeches ceft him but a (rowne, 

He held them ſixepence all to deere, 

With that be call'd the Taylor Lowne : 

He was a Wight of high Renowne, 

And thou art bur of low degree : 

T u Pride that puls the Cemmrey downe, 

And take thy awl'd Cloaks about thee, 

Some Wine hoa. 

"—_ Why this ts a more exquiſite ſong than the 6- 
rnere 

[age. Will you hear ragaine ? 

Caſ. No : for I hold him tobe unworthy of his place, 
that do's thoſe things. Well : heay*ns above all: and 


there be ſoules mult be ſaved, and there beſoules muſt nor | 


be ſaved. 

lago. Its true,good Licvtenant, 

Cafe: For mine owne part,no offence tothe Generall, 
nor any man of quality : [ hope to be laved. 

lags, And ſodoe 1 too Lievtenane. 

(4ſſie. I :( but by your leave ) not before me, The 
Lievrenant isto be ſaved beforethe Ancient. Lets have 
no more ofthis : lers to our sffaires. Forgive us our 
ſinnes : Gentlemen lets looke to our buſineſe: Doe not 
thinke Gentlemen, I am drunke : this is my Ancient, this 
is my right hand , and this is my left. 1 anz not drunke 
now : I can ſtand wcll enough,and I ſpeake well enough. 

Gent, Excellent well, 
Caf. Why very well then : you muſt not thinke then, 
that Iam drunke. 

CMonran, Toth'Platforme ( Maſters ) come, lets ſet 
the Watch. - - | 

lags, Youſte this fellow that is gene before, 

He 1s a Soldier, fit to ſtand by Ceſar, 
And give direction. And doe but ſee his vice,' 
Tis to his vertuea juſt Equinox, 
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\- The Tragedy of Othello 


The oneas long as th'other. Tispitty of him : 
I feare the truſt Orhefo purshim 1n, 
On tome odde time of his infirmity 
Will ſhake this [fland. 
Aont. But is he often thus ? 
Iago. Tisevermore his prologueto hisſlcepe, 
He'le watchthe Horologue a doubie Set, 
If irinke rocke not his Cradle. 

Mont, It were well 
The Generall were put in mind of it : 
Perhaps he ſces it not,or his good narure 
Prizes the vertue that appeares in Caſo, 
And lookes not on his evils : Is not this true ? 

Enter Rodorigo. 

- Tago, How now Rodorigo 7 
I pray you after the Lievtcnant, goc. 

Mont. And tis great pitty that the Noble Moore 
Should hazzard ſach a p!ace,as his owne Second, 
With one ingrafc [nfirmity, 

Ic were an honeſt Action; to ſay ſo 
To the Moore. 
Tago,. Not 1,for this faire Iſland, 
I doe love Caſſio well: and would doe much 
Tocure him of this evill,But harke,whar noyſe? 
Enter Caſſie purſumg Kodorigo, 
Caf. You Rogue: you Raſcall. 
Mor. Whats the matter Lieutenaat ? 
Caſe. AKravettachme my duty ? le beatthe 
Knave'tmto a Twiggen Battic. 
Rod. Bratc mc. 
Caſ: Dolt thou prate,Rogue ? 
Mon, Nay,good Leeverenant : 
I pray you fir,hoid your hand. 
Caf. Let me goe (fir) 
Or Ile kaow youore the Mazzards 

Hen. Come,come: you're Drunke. 

Caſſio, Prunke ? 

Iago. Away I fay :goe out and cry a Mutiny. 
Nay good Licutenant, Alas Gentlemen : 

Helpe hoa. Licutcnant. Sir Montano : 

Helpe maſtcrs. Here's a goodly Watch indeed. 
W ho's that 4 hich rings the Bell : Diablo,hoa ; 
Thetowne will riſc. ie, fie Licutcenant, 


You't be ſham'd for ever, oy, 


Enter Othello and Attendants, 
Othe, What is the matter bere ? 
Man, Lblced (till, Lam burtgbu: not to th'death 
-Othe. Hold tor your hves. | 
Jag, Hold hoa: Licvtcoant,Sir Mfextano,Gentlemen : 
Have yon forgot all place of ſcnſc andeurir ? | 
Hold The Generall ſpeakes to you ; hold for ſhame --:. 
Oth. Why how now hoa? From whence ariſeth this ? 
Are we turn'd Turkes? , andio our ſelvesdoe that 
Which hcaven hath forbjd the Grramnrres, 
For Chriſtian ſhame, put by this barbarous brawle : 
Hetbarſtirces next to carve for his owne rage, : : 
Holds his ſoule light : He dies upon his Motion, + 
Silencethat tull Belrfrights the Iſle, | 
From her propriety. W hat is the matter,Maſters; --:' 
Honeſt /«go,that lookes dead with grieving... «o+ 
Speake: who began this ? Onthy lovel charge-thee? . 
Tage.l donor'not know: Friends all,but now,even now | 
In Quarter,and in termes like Brideand Groome 
Deveſting#hem for Bed : and theu,but now : _ 


| 


_— —— —— 


i 
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Swords out,and tilting oneat others breaſts, 
In oppoſition bloody. I cannot ſpeake 
Any beginning to this peeviſh oddes. 
And would in action glorioJs,l had Icſt 
Tholrlegges that brought me to a pare cf it. 
Oche, How comes it ( Aichael ) you are thus forgot ? 
Ca/. 1 pray you pardon me, I canvot ſpeake. 
Othe, Worthy Montano,you were wont tobe civill : 
The gravitie and ſtilnefſe of your youth 
The world hath noted. And your name 1s great 
In mouthcs of wiſeſt Cenlſure. Whats the marter 
That youunlace your reputation thus, 
And ſpend your rich opmion,for thename 
Of a night-bran ler e Give me anſwer to it, 
Aon, Worthy Orhello,l am hurt todanger, 
Your O1hcer /agocan informe you, 
While I ſparc ſpeech which tomething now offends me. 
Of ali that I doe know,nor know Icught 
By ine;rhats ſaid, or done amiſle this night, 
Vnicfle ſeite-charity be ſometimes a vice, 
And ro defend our feives,it be a ſinne 
W hen viclcce aflayles us, 
Othe, Now by heaven, 
My bl- od begins my fafer Greidesto rule, 
And paſſion (having my belt judgement collicd) 
Aſlayes to lcace the way. If I once ftirre, 
Or doe but lite this Arme,the beſt of you 
Shail ſinke in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foule Rout began : Whoſcr it on, 
And he that isapprov'd in this offence, 
Though hc has twinn'd with megboth at a birth, 
Shail looſe mc. VW hat in a towne of warre, 
Yet wide, he peoples hearts brim-full of teare, 
To manage privare,and domefiicke Quarrell ? 
In aihnd on the Court and Guard of ſafecric? 
Tisman'trous: Jzge,whobegan't ? 
.CMpn.. If partially Arhdfd,orteague in ofice, 
Thou doſt dcliver more,orleſſe than truth, 
Thou art no Sovidier. 
[a59. Touch menor ſoneere, 
[ had rather :ave this rongue cut from my mouth, 
Than it ſhould doe offence to Michael (aſſio, 
Yer perſwade my felfe,to ſpeake ſo the truth 
Shall nothing wroug him. This it is Generall * 
Aontenoand my icite being in ſpeech, ' 
There comes a Feliow;crying out for helpe, 
And («ſro tollowing him with determin'd Sword, 
To exccatc upon him. 'Sir;this Gentleman, 
Steps into ( afſio,ahdiintrears his pauſe : | 
My {clfc,the crying fellow did purſue, 
Leſt by bis clainow (as it fo fell aur) - © ** 
The Towne might fall i fright. He,(ſwift of foot 
O.u-ran my purpoſe aad1 cetuwrn'd the rather. 
For that Iheardtbeelmnkeand fall of ſwords, 
And Caſſio tagh in oath : Which ciltto night 
I ner2 might {ay before: W hen I came backe 
(Forthis was bricte)! found ther cloſe together 


Art blow ,andq thruſt,cven asaminet were 
W hen'you your. ſelfe did pagt a 

More of this matter-:cannor I 4 

But men are tuen=the beſd ſomerimes forger, 
Though Caffo.dig tome little wrong to him, 


As men in rage ſtrikerhotethar wiſh them beſt, 


Yet ſurely Caſſis,Ibelcevegreceiv'd 

From him har fled, fome {lrange indignity, 

Which paticnce could  _ . | q 
Othe, 
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Othe. I know lago 
Thy honeſtie, and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it lightro Cſſio : Caſſio, I love thee, 
But never more be Oxlicer ot mine. 


Enter Deſdemona attended. 


Looke if my gentle Love be not rais'd up ; 
Ile make theean example. 
Deſ. What is the matter (Deere? ) 
Othe, All's well, Sweeting : 
Comeaway to bed, Sir for your hurts, 
My ſelfe will be your Surgeon, Lead him off : 
{ago,lonke with care about the Towne, 
And filence thoſe whom this vile brawle diſtratted. 
Come Deſdemons, 'tis the Souldicrs lite, 
To have their Balmy ſlumbers wak'd with ſtrike. Exit. 
Tage, Whatare you hurt Lieutenant ? 
Ce/. I, paſt all Surgery, 
lago. Marry Heaven forbid, 

Caſ. Reputation, Reputation, Reputation : Oh I have 
loſt my Reputation, Ibave loſt the immoreall part of my 
ſelfe, and what remaines is beſtall. My Reputation, /ago, 
my Reputation, 

Tago. As lam an honeſt man I had thought you had 
reccived ſome bodily wound ; there is more ſence in that 
then in Reputation, Reputation is an idle, and moſt falſe 
impoſition; oft got without meric, and loſt without de- 
ſerving. You haveloſt no Reputation at all, unleſle you 
repute your ſelfe ſuch a looſcr. What man, there are. 
more wayes to recover the Generall againe. You are 
but now caſt in his moode, (a puniſhment more in poli- 
cie, then in malice ) even ſo as one would beate his of- 
fenceleſſe dogge, toaffright an Imperious Lyon, Sueto 
him againe and he's yours. 

Caf. 1 will rather ſue to bee deſpis'd, then todeceive 
o—_ a Commander, with ſo llight,ſodrunken, and fo 
indiſcreet an Officer. Drunke ? And ſpeake Parrat? And 
ſquabble ? Swagger ? Sweare? And diſcourſe Fuſtian 
with ones owne ſhaddow ? Oh thou inviſible ſpirit of 
Wine, if thou haſt no nameto be knowne by , lct us call 
thee Divell. 

Iago. What was hee that you follow'd with your 
Sword ? What had he done to you ? 

Caſ. I know not, 

Tago. 1s't poilivle ? 

(#f. 1 remember a maſſe of things, but nothing di- 
ſtintly : a Quarrell , but nathing where&re. Oh, that 
men ſtmuld putan Enemie in their mouthes, to ſteale a- 
way their Braines ? that wee ſhould with joy pleaſance, 

revell and applauſe, transforme our (elves into Beaſts, 
| Iago, Why? But you are now well enough; how came 
you thus recovered? 
. Caf, Ithath-plcas'd the divell drunkenneſſe , to give 
place tothe divell wrath, one un e ſhewes me 
another, to make me frankly deſpiſe my ſelfe. 
| Tago. Come, you are too ſevere a Moraller. As the 
Time, the Place,and the Condition of this Ceuntry ſtands 
I could hartily wiſh this had not befalne: but ſince it is, as 


itis, mend it for your owne good. 

Caf. I will aske him for my Place againe, hee ſhall tell 
me, Iama drunkard : bad I as many mouthes as Hydre, 
ſuchan anſwer would ſtop them all, To bee now a ſen- 

| ible man, by and by a Foole, and preſently a Beaſt. Oh 
ſtrange! Every inordinate cop is unbleſs'd, and the Ingre- 
dient 1s adivell. 


——— 


! 
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| As1Ido now. For whilesthis hcneſt Foole 


Fice, to kinde , 


| Evenas her appetite ſhall play the god, 


Iago, Come, come : good wine, is a good familla? 
Creature, if itbe well us'd : exciaime no more againtt it. 
And good Lieutenant, I thinke , you thinke I love 
yOu. 

(fe I have well approved it, Sir,l drunke? 

ago. You, or any man living, may be drunkcata fime 
man, I tell you what you ſhall do : Our Generals Wite, 
is now the Generall. 1 may fay fo, in this reſpeR, for 
that he hath devoted, and given up himſclfe to the con- 
ecmplation, marke : and devotement of her parts and 
Graces. Confeſſe your ſelte freely to her : Importune 
her helpe to put you in your place againe. She 1s of ſo 

4 2pt, ſo bleſſcd a diſpoſition, ſhe holds 
ita vice in hergoodneſſe, notto do more then ſhe is re- 
queſted. This broken joynt betweene you , and her huf- 
band, entreat her to ſplinter. And my Fortunes againſt 
any lay worth naming, thiscracke of your love, ſhall grow 
l[tonger, then it was before. 

Caſſie. You adviſe me well. 

_ proteſt inthe linceritic of Love, and honeſt kind- 
neſſe. 

Caſſio. 1 thinke it freely : and betimes in the morning, 
I will beſeech the vertuous Deſdemona to undertake for 
me : Jam delperate of my Fortunes if = me, 


Tago, Youare in the right : good night Lieutenant, I 
mult tothe Watch, 
Caſſis, Good night, honeſt 7ags, 
Exit Caſſio. 


Iago, And what's hethen, 
Thar fayes I play the Villaine ? 
When this advice is free Igive,and honeſt, 

Probe'l to thinking, and indeed the courſe 

To winthe Mooreagaine, 

For tis molt caſtc 

Th' inclyning Deſdemona to ſubdue 

In any h Suite. She's fram'd as fruitefull 

As the free Elemerts. And then for ber 

Towin the Moore, were to renownce his Baptiſme, 
All Seales, and Simbols of redeemed fin : 

His Soule is ſoenfettcr'd ro her Love, 

T hat ſhe may make, unmake, doe what ſhe liſty 


With his weake Funtion. How am 1 then a Villaine, 
To Coun(cll Caſſi» tothis paralcll courſe, 

Dire4ly to his good ? Divinitie of hell, 

Whendivels will the blackeft finnes put on , | 
They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heavenly ſhewes, 


Plies Deſdemona, to repaire his Fortune, 

And ſhe for him,plcades ſtrongly to the Moare, 
lie powre this peltilente into hiseare ; 

That ſhe repeales him, for her bodies Luſt, 
And by haw much ſhe ſtrives todo him good, 
She ſhall undoe her Credite with the Moore. | 
So will I tarne her vertue 14to pitch, 

And out of her owne goodneſſe make the Net, 
That ſha/len-maſh them all, | 
How now Roderrgo ? 


Emtet Rodorige. 


Ro4orige. 1 doe follow heere in the Chace , not | 
like a Hound that hunts, but one that filles up the 
Crie. My Mony isalmoſt ſpent; I have beene to night 
exceedingly well Cudgell'd : And I thinke the iflue 
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will bee, I ſhall have ſo much expericnce for my paines ; 
Ando, with no moncy at all, rs a little more Wit, Ic- 
turne againe to Veuice., : 

ago. How poorearethey that have not Patience ? 
Whar wound did ever heale but by degrees? - 
Thou know'lt we worke by Wit, and not by witchcrafc 
And Wit depends on dilatory time : | 
Dos'tnot go well ? Caſſio hath bcaten thee, 
And thou by that ſmall hurt halt caſhceer'd Caſſio : 


| Though other things grow faire againtt the Sun, 


Yet Fruites that bloflome firſt , will tirlt be ripe; 
Content thy ſcite, a-while. Introth*tis Morning 3 
Pleaſure, and Action , make thc homes ſeeme ſhort, 
Retire thee, go where thou art Billited ; 

Away, I ſay, thou ſhalt know more hectcafter : ; 
Nay getthce gone. Exit Rodon6go, 
Twothings are to be done : 

My Wite muſt move for Caſſioto her Miltris : 

Ile ſer her on my ſeife, a while, to draw the Moore apart, 
And bring him jumpe, when he may C ſc tinde 
Soliciting his wife : I. that's the way : 


Dull not Device, by colencfle and delay. Exic* 


—_—__ 


eActus T ertius. Scana Prima. 


—— —  —— —— 
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Enter C aſſio, Muſitians, and Clowies 


Caſſio, Maſters, play hcere, F'wiil content your paines, 
Some: hing that's bricfe : and bid, goodmorrow Generall. 

Clo. Why Maſters, have your Inſtruwents bin in Na- 
ples, that they ſpeake i'th' Noſe thus? 

Aſsſ. How Sir ? how? 

Clo. Are thele | pray you, winde Inſtruments ? 

AMtnſ. 1 marry are they ſir, 

Clo. Oh, thereby hangs a talc. 

Muſ. Whereby hangs a talc, fir ? 

Clow, Marry (ir, by many a winde Inſtrument that1 
know. But Maltcrs, hee's money for you : and rhe Ge. 
nerall ſo likes your Muſick, that hee delires you for loves 
ſake to make no noiſe with it. 

AMnſ, Well Sir, we will not. 

Clo. If you have any Muſicke that may not bee heard, 
tov't againe. But (as they ſay) to heare Muſicke, the Ge- 
ncrall dc's not greatly care. 

Mwuſ. We havenone {uch, fir. 

Clow. Then putup your Pipes in your bagge, for Ile 
away. Go, vaniſhinto ayrc,away. Exit Mu. 

Caſſie. Doſt thou heare mc, mice honeſt Friend ? 


- Clo. No, | heare not your honelt Fiicnd : 


I heare you. 

Caſſio, Prythce keepe up thy Quillets, ther's a poore 
peece of Gold for thee : it the Gentlewoman that attends 
the General! be [tirring , tcll her , there's one Caſſio en- 
treats her a iittle favour of Specch. Wilt thou ds this ? 

(te. She is ſtirring fir :1t ſhe will tirre hither, I Chall 
ſeeme to notific unto her, Exit Clo. 


| 


Enter ago, 
In heppy time, lags. 
Jago. Youhave not bin a-bed then ? 
| {aſſio,Why no : the day had broke before we parted; 
Ihave made bold ( 7ago) to ſend in to your wife: 
My ſuits to her is, that ſhe wiil to vertuous Deſdemong 


Procure me ſome acceſle.” 

Jago. lle tend her to you Preſently : 
And lie deviſe a meane tod1aw the Moore 
Out of the way, that your converſe and bufineſſe 
May be more tree. Exit. 

Caſſie, 1 humbly thanke you for't, I never knew 
A Herentine more kinde, ard honeſt. 

Emer Amnnlia. 

e/£mil. Goodmorrow ( good Lieuterant) Tam forrie * 
For your di{p!caſure: bur all will fure be well, 
The General! and his wife are talking of it, 
And ſhc ſpeakes for you ſtoutly. The Moore replies, 
That he you hurt 1s of great Fame in Cyprus, 
And great Ajhnitic : andthat in wholſome Wiſedome | 
He might nor butre fuſe you. But he proteſts he loves you 
And necds no other Suitor, but his likings 
Tobring you in againe« 

Caſſio. Yet I belcech you, 
If youthinke fit, or that it way be done, 
Give me advantage of ſome briefe Diſcourſe 
With D2/demon alone. 

e/Emil. Pray comein : 
I will beſtow you where you ſhall have time 
To ſpeake your boſomectreely. 

(a/ſio. I am much bound to you. 


- WO OO —— t_— 


| Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemm. 
Othe. Thele Letters give (/ago) tothe Pyiot, 
And by him do my cuties to the Senate : 
That done, 1 will be walking on the Workes, 
Repaire thereto me, . 
Jago. Well, my good Lord, Ile doo't, 
Oth. This Fortit:cation (Gentlemen) ſhall we ſee't ? 
Gent. Weel waite upon your Lercſhips Exeunt 
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Scaena Tertta. 
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Enter De/d:mona, Caſſio. and /Emilia. 
Def. Be thou aſſur*d (good { #fſio) 1 will doe 
All my abilities in thy behalfe. 
e/£mil. Good Madam doe 
I warrant it greeves my Husband, 
As if the cauſe were his. 
Def. Oh that's an honeſt Fellow, Do not doubt Cafſio 
But will have my Lord, and you againe 
As friendly as you were. - 
Caſſin, Bountcous Madam, 
W hat ever ſhall become of Aficharl (ufſ9, 
He's never any thing but your true Servant. | 
Def. 1 know't : 1 thanke you : you dolove my Lord: 
You have knowne him long, and be you well aſſur'd 
He (hallin ſtrangeneſle ſtand no farther off, 
Then in apolitique diſtance , 
Caſſie. I, but Lady, 
That policie may eitherlaſt ſo long. 
Or teede upon ſuch nice and water1ſh dier, 
Or breede it (clfe ſo out of Circumſtances, 
That I being abſent, and my place ſupply'd. 


My Generall v il forget my Love, and Service. 
Def. Doe not doubt that; betorce &/£muire here, 


is 
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I give thee warrant of thy place. Aſſure thee, 

If I doe vow a fricadſhip, le perfome it 

To the laſt Article, My Lord ſhallnever reſt, 

Ile watch him tame, and talke him out of patience ; | 
His Bed ſhall ſceme a Schoole, his Boord a Shrifr, + 
Ile intermingle every thing he do's 

With Caſſis'sſuite : Therefore be merry Caſſio, 

For thy Solicitor ſhall rather dye, 

Then give thy cauſe away. 


Enter Othello, and Tago. 
e-£mil, Madam, hicere comes my Lord- 
Caſſio, Madam, Ile tal.e my leave, 
Def. Why ſtay, and heare me ſpeake. 
Co/ſiv. Madam, notuow : I am very ill at eaſe. 
Vnhr for mine owne purpoles. 
Def. Well, doe your diſcretion. Exit Caſſio. 
Iago. Hah? Tlike not that. 
Othe. W hat dolt thou lay? 
Iago. Nothing my Lord ; or if —I know not what, 
Othel. Was not that (afſio parted from my wite ? 
[ago. Caſſiomy Lord e Noture, I cannot thinke it 
That he woulditcalc away ſo guilty-like, 
Secing your comming. 
Oth, I dobeleeve 'twas he. 
De/. How now my Lord ? 
I have bin talking with a Suitor heere, 
A man that languiſhes in your diſplealure. 
Oth. Who is't you meane ? 
Def. Why your Licutenant Caſſie. Good my Lord, 
If I have any grace, or power to move you, 
His preſent reconciliation take. 
For if he be nor one, that truely loves you, 
That erresin Ignorance, and not in Cunning, 
I have no judgement inan honeſt face. 
I prythce call him backe. 
Oth. Went he hznce now ? 
Deſd. 1\ſooth; ſo humbled, 
That he hath left part of kis greefe with me 
Toſuffer with him. Good Love,call him backe. 
Othel. Not now ({weet Deſdemon) ſome other times 
Def. But ſhall't be ſhortly ? 
Orh. The ſooner (Sweet) for you. 
Def. Shal't beto night, at Supper ? 
Oth. No, not to night. 
Def. Tomorrow Dinner then ? 
Oth. I ſhall not dine at home : 
I meete the Captaincs at the Citradell. | 
Deſ. Why thcnto morrow night, on Tueſday morne, 
On Tueſday noone, or night ; on Wenfday Morne. 
| I praythee name the tune, bur let it not 
| Excecdthreedayes. Infaith hce's pevitent : 
And yet his Treſpalle, in our common reaſon 
(Save that they ſay the warres muſt make example) 
Out of ker be, is not almoſt a faulc 
T'incurre a private checke. When ſhall ke come ? 
Tell me Othello, I wonder in my Soule 
W hat you would aske me , that I would deny, 
Or ſtand ſo mam'ring on ? What? Adichael Caſſio, 
Thar came a woing with you? and ſo many a time 
(When I have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly ) 
Hath cane your part, to have ſo much todoe 
odcjng him in? Truſt me, 1 could do much. 
Oth. Prythee no more z Let him come when ke will: 
I will deny thee nothing» 
Deſ. Why, this is nova Boone: 


”— — ——_ 


| 


| 


'TisasI ſhould cntreate you weare your Gloves, 
Or feede on nouriſhing diſhes, or keepe you warme, 
Or ſue to you, todoea peculiar profit ; 

To your owne perſon. Nay, when I have a {ute 
Wherein I meane to touch your Love indeed, 

It ſhall be full of poizc, and diificult waight, 
And fearctullto begranted, 

Oth. 1 will deny thee nothing. | 
W hereon, I do befeech thee, grantmethis, / 
Toleave me but alittle to my felfe, 

Def. Shall I deny you ? No: farewell my Lord. 

Oth. Farewell my Deſdamoma, Ile come to thee (trait, 

Def. e/Emliacome ; be as your Fancies teach you ; 
What ere you be, I am obedient- Ext. 

Oth, Excellent wretch: Perdition catch my Soule 
But I dolovethee: and when I love thee not, 

Chaos is come againe. 
lago. My Noble Lord. 
Oth. W hart daſt thou ſay, [age ? 
lage. Did Macheel Caſſio 
W hen you woo'd my Lady,know of your love? 
Oth. He did, from firſt to laſt : 
Why doſtthou aske ? 
14g». Burt for a (atisfation of my Thought, 
No further harme. 
Oth. Why of thy thought, lags? 
age. I did not thinke he had bin acquainted with it, 
Oth, O yes,and went betweene us very oft, 
Tags, Indeed ? 4 > 
Oth. Indeed ? I indeed? Diſcern'ſt thou ought inthat ? 
Is he not honeſt ? 
Tago, Hone(t, my Lord ? 
Oth, Honeſt? I, Honeft, 
Iago. My Lord, for ought I know 
Oth, What do'ſt thou thinke? | 
Tago. Thinke, my Lord? 

Oth, Thinke, my Lord ?Alas, thou eccos't me ; 
As it there were {ome Monſter in thy thought , - 
Too hideous to be ſhewne. Thou dot meane ſomthing; 
I heard thee ſay evennow, thou lik'ſt nor that, 
When Caſſio left my wife, What did'ſt not like ? 
And when I told thee, he was of my Coundaile, 
Of my whole courſe of wooing ; thou cried*t, Indeedez 
And didd'(t contract, and purſe thy brow rogerher, 
As it thou then had({t ſhut up in thy braine 
Some horrible conceite,if thou do'ſt love me | 
Shew methy thought. 

lago. My Lord, you knowT love you, 

Orb. Ithinke thou do'ſt : 
For I know thou'rt full of Love, and honeſty, 
And weigh'ſt thy words before thou giv'lt them breath 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine, fright methe gore ; 
For ſuch things ina falſe diſſoyall Knave "* 
Are trickes of Cuſtome : butin a man that's juſt, 
They're cold dilations working from the heart, 


That paſſion cannot rule. 
Lage. For Michael! Caſzio, 

I dare be ſworne, I thinke that he is honeſt. 
Oth. I thinke fo too. 

Tago., Men ſhould be whatthey ſeeme, 

Or thoſe that bee not, would they might ſeeme none. 
Oth. Certaine, men ſttuld be what they ſe-me. 
Iago, Why then I thinke {aſtio*san honeſt man, | 
Oth. Fo Uri there's more in this ? | 

I pray t e to measSto thy thinkings, 

As thqudoſt ruminate, and give hy worlk of thoughts 
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The worſt of words. 
lago. Good my Lord pardon me. 
Though 1 am bound to every Act of duty, 
I am not bound to that : All Slavesare tree: 
Vtter my Thoughts ? Why ſay, they arevild, and 
As where's that Palace, whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not? Who ha's that brealt ſo pure, 
Wherein uncleanly Apprehenſions 
Keepe Lzetes, and Law-dayes, and in Seſſions ſit 
With meditations Lawfull ? 
Othe; Thou do'ſt conſpire againſt thy Friend ( lags) 
If thou but think*ſt him wrong'd, and mak'ſt his care 
A ſtranger to thy Thoughts, 
Iago. 1 dobeſcech you, 
Thuugh I perchance am vicious in my gueſlc 
(As Iconfeſlc it is my Natures plague 
To {py into Abuſes, and of my jealouſic 
Shapes faults that are not) that your wiſedome 
{ From one, that ſo impertecly conceits, | 
Would take nonotice,not build your ſclfe a trouble 
Out of his ſcattering , and unſure obſervance : 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my Manhood, honeſty and Wiſcdome, 
To let you know my thoughts, 
Othe, What doſt thou mcane ? | 
age. Good name in Man,and woman(deere my Lord) 
Is che immediate lewell of their Soules; 
Who ſteales my purſe ſtealcs traſh :; 
Tis ſomething, nothing ; 
Twas mine, *tis his , and has bin flavetothouſands : 
But he that filches from me my good Name, 
Robs me of thit, which notenriches him, 
And makes me poore indeed, 
Othe, Ile know thy Thoughts. 
Iage, You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor ſhall not, whil'lt 'tis in my cuſtodie, 
Othbe. Ha ? 
Iago. Oh, beware my Lord, of jcalouſie, 
It is the greene-cy*d Monſter, which doth mocke 
The mcate it feeds on. That Cuckoldlives in blifle, 
Who cercaine of his Fate, loves not his wronger : 
But oh, what damned minutes rels he ore, | 
W hodotes, yet doubts : Suſpects, yer ſoundly loves 3 
Othe. O milſcry. | 
Iago. Poore,and Content, is rich, and rich enough, 
But riches finelefle, is as poore as Winter, 
To him that ever fearcs he ſhall be poore : 
Good Heaven, the Soules of all my Tribe defend 
From jealouke. 
Othe. Why? why is this ? 
Think'ſt thou, I'ld make a Life of Iealouſic; 
To follow ſtill the changes of the Moone 
With freſh ſuſpitions? Not to be once indoubt, 
Is to be reſolv'd: Exchange me tor a Goat, 
W hen!I ſhall turne the buſineſſe of my Soule 
To ſuch exufflicate, and blowed Surmiſes , 
Matching the inference, *Tis not to make me lealious, 
Toſay my wife is faire, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free of ſpeech, Sings, Playes, and Dances : 
Where Vertuc is, theſlc are moſt vertuous. 
Nor from mine owne weake merites, will I draw 
| The fimalleſt feare, or doubr of her revole, 
For ſhe hadeyes, and choſe me. No /ago, 
lle ſee before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove ; 
And on the proofe, there is no more but this, 
| Away atonce with Love, or Icalouſic, 
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Falſe ? 


— 


—_— 


[a. I am glad of this ; for now I ſhall have reaſon 
To ſhew the Love and Duty that I beare you 
Wirth tranker ſpirit. Therefore (asI am boand) 
Receive it from me. I ſpeake not yet of proote ; 
Looke to your wife, obſerve her well with (ſo, 
Weare your eyes, thus ; not lealious, nor Secure ; 
I would not have your free, and Noble Nature, 
Our of {clfe-Bounty, be abus'd looke too't; 
I know our Country diſpoſition wells 
In Venice, they do let Heaven ſee the prankes 
They dare not ſhew their Husbands. 
Their beſt Conſcience, 
Is notto leave't undone, bat kept unknowne. 
Oth. Dolt thou ſay ſo? 
lag. Shedid deceive her Father, marrying you, 
And when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake, and feare your lookes, 
She loy'd them moſt, 
Othe. Ando ſhe did, 
lago. Why go tothen 
Shee that ſo young could give out ſuch 2 Seeming 
To ſcele her Fathers eyes up, cloſe as Oake, 
He thought 'twas witchcraft. 
But Iam much too blame : 
I humbly do beſeech you of your pardon 
For too much loving you. 
Othe. 1am bound to to thee forever. 
azo. I fcethis hath a little daſh'd your Spirits: 
Othe, Not 4 Jot, nor a Jot. 
lago. Truſt me I feare it has? 
I hope you will conſider what is ſpoke 
Comes from my Love. 
| Bur I'doſee y*are moov'd : | 
 Tamto pray you, not to ſtraine my ſpecch 
To grofler iſlues, nor to larger reach, 
Then toSuſpition. 
Oth, I willnot. 
Tago. Should you doe ſo (my Lord) 
My ſpeech ſhould fall into ſuch vilde ſuccefle, 
W hich my Thoughts aym'd not. 
Caſſio's my worthy Friend : 
My Lord, I ſee y'are moy'd:; 
Oth. No, not much mov'd ; 
I donot thinke but Deſdemene's honelt, 
lage. Long live ſhe ſo; 
And long live you to thinke ſo. 
Oth, And yethow Nature ecring from it felfcmmmn— 
lago. I,tkere's the point: 
As fo be bold with you) 
Not to affe&t many p 
Of her owne Clime, Complexion and Degree, 
Whercto we ſec inall things , Nature - 4 : 
_ = ny ſmell in CN moſt ranke, 
e diſproportions, T Sunnaturall. 
But (pardon me) I do notin poſition 
DiſtinQly ſpeake of her, though I may feare 
Her will, recoyling to her better judgement, 
May fall to match you with her Country formes, 
And happily repent. 
Oth. Farewell, farewell : 
If more thou doſt perceive, let me know more : 
Set on thy wife to obſerve, 
Leave me /ags. 
Iago, My Lord, I take my leave. 
This honeſt Creature (doubtleſle) 
| Sces, and knowes more, much morethen heunfolds. 
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Lago, My Lord, 1would I might intreat your Honor 
To can this thing no farther : Leave it rotime, 
Alchough'cis fit thar{@/io ave his place; 

For ſure he filles it up withgreat Ability ; 

Yet if you pleaſe, to put him off a-while ; 

You ſhall by that perccive him, and his meanes : 

Note if your Lady ſtraine his Entertainment 

With any ſtrong, or vehement importamrie, 

Much will be feene in that: In the meanetime, 

Let me bethought too buſic in my feares, 

(As worthy cauſe I have to feare I am) 

And hold her free, 1 do beſcech your Honor: 
Oth, Feare not my government, ; 
{ago. I once more take my leave. 

Oth, This Fellow'*sof ecxcecding honeſty, 

And inowes all Quantities with a learn'd Spirit 

Of homanedealings. 1f1 do prove her Haggard, 

1houghthat her lefſes were my deere heart-ſtrings, 

I'id whiſtle her off, and let her downe the winde 

To prey at Fortune. Haply, for Tam blacke, 

And have not thoſe ſoft parts of Converſation 

Thar Chamberers have : Or for I am declin'd 

Inco the vale of yeares (ycrthat*s not much) 

She's gone, Iam abus'd, and my relecte 

Mutt be to loath her. Oh Curſe of Marriage! 

That we can call theſe delicate Creatures ours, 

And not their Appetites ? 1 rad rather bea Toad, 

And live upon the Vapour of a Dungeon, 

Then keepe a corner 1n the thing I love 

For others uſes, Yet tis the plagve to Great-ones,/ 

Prerogativ'd are they lefſe then the Baſe, 

'Tis deitiny unſhunnable, like death; 

Evea then, this forked plague is Fated tous, 

When we doquicken. Louke where ſhecomes : 


| 
| 
| 


Enter Deſdemona and eAEmilia, 


If ſhe be falſe, Heaven mock'dii ſelfe : 
lle not belceve't, 
Def. tloiv now, my deeic Othello ? 
Your dinner, and the generous Iſlanders 
By you invited, do attend your preſetice, 
Oth, 1 am to blame. 
Def. Why do you iſptake fo faintly ? 
Are you not well ? 
Oth. 1 havea paine upon my Forchead heere, 
Def. Why that's mats ques; * don *{will away again. 
Let me but binde it hard, within this houre 
It will be well. 
Oth, Your Napkin istoo little: 
Let it alone : Come, Ile go in with you: 
Def. 1 am very ſorry that you are not well. 
«Emil, Tam glad | have found this Napkin : 
This was her firkt remembrance from the Moore, 
My way ward Husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to ſtealeit. But ſhe ſo loves the Token, 
(For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſhould ever keepe it) 
That ſhe refervesit evermore about her, | 
Tokiſſe, and talke to. le have the worke tane out, 
And giv't /azs: what he wi do with it 
Heaven knowes, nor I: | | 
I nothing, but topleaſe his Fantaſie. 


Exannt. 


Emer layo, | 
Iago. How now ? What do you heere alone ? 


e/£mil. Do not you chide: I haveathing for you. 


| For that fame Handkerchife. 


| Then butto know't a little, 


. 


Be ſure of it : Give me the Ocular proofe, 
| 


345 | 
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Jago. You have athing for me ? £4 
It is a common thing ——— a) 
Emil. Hah ? | 
lags. To hayea fooliſh wite. : | 
e/£m:1, Oh, isthat all? What will you givetdfow | 
lego. What Handkerchicte? 
e/Emil. What Handkerchicfe ? 
Why thatthe Moore firft gave to Deſdenwons, 
That which ſooften you did bid me ſcale. 
Tago, Halt ſtolne it from her ? | hd 
Emil. No: bur ſhe let it dropby negligence, | 
And toth' advantage, I'bcing heere, rook t up : 
Looke, heere 'tis. 
lego. A good wench, give ite. 
Emil. \Vhat will you do with't that you haPe bene 
ſo earncſt to have me filch it ? 
lago. Why , whatisthatto you ? | 
Emil. If it be nor for ſome purpoſe of import, 
Giv't me againe. Poore Lady, (heel run mad 
When ſhe ſhall lacke it. 
Lago. Be not acknowneon't : _ 
I have uſe for it. Go, leave me Exit e/Emul. 
I will in Caſo's Lodging loofe this Napkin, 
Aud Ict bim finde it. Trifles light as ayre, 
Are to the jcalous, confirmations ſtrong, 
As proofesof holy Writ, This may do ſomething. 
The Moorealready changes with my poyſons, 
Dangerous conceites, arc in their Natu 


res poyſohs 
Which 2tthe firſt arc ſcarle found odifiaſte : , 


But with a lirtle a& upon the blood, | 
Burnc likethe Mines of Sulphure. I did fay ſos 
Enter Othello. | 

Looke where he comes : Not Poppy nor Mandragora, 
Nor all che drowlie Syrrups of the world 
Shall ever medicine thee to that ſweete llcepe 
Which thou owd'lt yeſterday. 

Oth. Ha, ha, falſe tomce ? 

Tago. Why how now Generall? No-more of that. 

Otche. Auant, be gone : Thou halt ſet me on the Racke: 
I ſweare 'tis better tobe muchabus'd, 


Tago. How now, my Lord? 

Othe. What {cnt had1, in her ſtolne houres of Luſt? 
I ſaw'rnot, thought it not: it harm'd not me : 
I ſlept the next night well, fed well, was free, and merry. 
I found not Caſſio « kiſſes on her Lippes ; 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what 1s ſtolne, 
Let him not know'r,and he's not robb'd at all. 

ago. I am ſorry toheare this ? 

Oth, I bad beene happy ifthe genera'l Campe, 
Pyonersand all, had taſted her ſweet Body, 
So TI had nothing knoiwne. Oh now, tor ever 
Farewell the Tranquill minde ; farewell Content; 
Farewellthe plamed Troopes, and the biggy Warres, 
That make Ambition, Vertue ! Oh farewell, 
Farewell the neighing Steed, and the ſhrill Trumpe, 
The Spirit-ftirring Drum, th' Eare-piercing Fife, 
The Royall Banner, and all Quality, - 
Pride, Pompe and Circumſtance of glorions Warre ; 
And O you martalli Engines, whoſe rude throates 
Th' immortall Toves dread Clamours counterfeit, 
Farewell : Oz/ells"s Occuparion's gone, 

Lago. Istpoſſivle my Lord? | | 


Oth. Villaine, be ſure thou prove my Lovea Whore ; 
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Or 
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Or by the worth of mine cternall Soulc, 
Thou had'ſt bin better have bin borne a Dog 
Then anſwere my wak'd wrath. 
lago. Is't come to this? 
Oth. Make me to ſee't : or (at the leaſt ) ſoprove it, 
Thatthe probation beare no Hindge, nor Loope, 


| To hang adoubt on: Or woe upon thy life. 


l/ 0 My Noble Lord. 

Oth. If thoudo'ſt lander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more : Abandonall remorſe 
On Horrors head, Horrors accumulate , 
Decdeeds to make Heaven weepezall Earthamaz'd ; 
For nething canſt thou to damnation adde, 
Greater then that. 

Iago. O Grace ! O Heaven forgive mel 
Are youa man ? Have youa Sovle ?or Senſe ? 

buy you : take mine Oifice. Oh wretched Foole, 

That lov'l to make thine Honeſty ,a Vice! 
Oh monſtrous world! Take note, take note(O World) 
Tobe direc and honeſt, is not ſafe. 
Ithanke you for this profit, and from hence 
Ile loveno friend, ſith love breeds ſuch offence. 

Oth. Nay ſtay : thon ſhouldſt be honeſt. 

Tago. T ſhould be wiſe, for honeſtic'sa Foole, 

loſes that it workes for. 

Oth, By the World, 
I thinke my Wife be honeſt, and thinke ſhe is not: 
I thinke that thou arrt juſt, and thinke thou art not : 
Ile have ſome proofe. My name that was as freſh 
As Dian Viſage, is now begrim'd and blacke 
As mine owne face. If there be Cords or Knives, 
Poyſon, or Fire, or ſuffocating itreames. 
Ile not indureit, Would I were ſatisfied. 
. Fs I ſee = are catenup with paſſion ; 

orepent me, that I put it to you, 
You would be latisficd ? : 

Oth, Would, Nay, and I will, 


Would you the ſuper -viſion groſlcly gape on? 
Behold her md > 
Oth. Death, and damnation. Oh! 
lago, It werea tedious difficulty I thinke, 
To bring to that proſpet : Damnethem then, 
If ever mortall cyes do ſee them boulſter 
More thentheir owne, Whatthen? How then ? 
W hat ſhall I {ay ? Where's Satisfaftion ? 
Itis i ble you ſhould ſce this, 
Were they as primeas Goates ,as hot as Monkeyes, 
As ſaltas Wolves in pride, and Fooles as groflc 
As Ignorance, made drunke, But yet , 1 / 
If impurarion and ſtrong circumſtances, 
Which leade direRtly tothe doore of Truth, 
Will give you ſarisfaRion, you might have't. 
Otb.Give me aliving reaſon ſhe's diſloyall. 
Togo. Ido netlikerthe Othce. 
But ith Iamentred in this cauſe ſo farre 
(Prick'd too't by fooliſh Honeſty,and Love ) 
I will go on. Ilay with («ſſolately, 
And being troubled with a n__—_ 
I could noe{leepe. Thereare a indeof men, 
So looſe of Soule, rhat in their ſleepes will mutter 
Their Aﬀayres: one of this kinde 1s Caſio: 
In fleepe I heard him ſay, ſwcer Deſdemons, 
Let us be wary ,lct us hide our Loves, 
And then (Sir) would he gripe, and wring my hand : 


Cry, oh ſweet Creature : then kifſe me hard, 


| Asit he pluckt up kiſſes bythe rootes, 


[age, And may : but how? How ſatisfied, my Lord ? 


—— 


That grew upon my lippes, laid his Leg ore my Thigh, 
And Ob, and kifſe,a then cry curled Fate, 
T hat gave thee to the Moores 
Oth, O monſtrous | monſtrous ! 
lago, Nay this was but his Dreame. 
Orh, But this denoteda concluſion, 
Tisa ſhrew'd doubt, thoughit be but a Dreame. 
lage. Andthis may helpetothicken other proofes, 
That do demonſtrate thinly. 
Oth. lle teare her all x0 peeces. 
lago. Nay yet be wiſc ; yet we ſee nothing done, 
She may be honeſt yet: Tell me but this, = 
Have you not ſometimes ſcene a Handkerchicte | 
Spotted wich ſtrawberries, in your wives hand ? 
Oth., I gave her ſuch a one : *twas my firſl gift 
Lage. I know not that: but ſuch a Handkerchicte 
(1am ſurc it was your wives)did I to day 
Sce Caſſio wipe his Beard with.” 
Orb, 1f itbe that, 
Lage. It it be that,or any,if*twas hers, 
It ſpeakes againſt her with the other proofes. % 
Oth, O that the ſlave had forty thouſand lives : 
One is too poore, too weake for my revenge. 
Now do I fee 'tistruc, Looke heere /ago, 
All my fond love thus do I blow to Heaven. Tis gone, 
Ariſe blacke vengance, from the bollow hell, 
Yeeld up (O Love) thy Crowne and hearted Throne 
To tyrannous Hate, Swell boſome with thy fraught, 
For 'tis of Aſpickcs tongues. 
lago. Yer be content. 
Oth. Oh blood, blood, blood. 
logo. Patience [ ſay : your minde may change. 
Oth, Never Jago, Liketothe Ponticke Sea, 
_ Icic Current, _ - — rw _ 
ev'rk retiri ; ecpcs duc on 
To the Pepe and the Helleſpont : 
Even (o my bloedy thoughts, with violent ul | 
Shall nev'r looke backe, nev'r ebbe to humble Love, 
Till that a capable and wide Revenge 
Swallow them up, Now by yond Marble Heaven, 
In the due reverence of a Sacred vow, 
I heere my 
a — Lightsabo 
itneſle you ever-burning sabove, 
You Memes thatclip us round abour. 
Witnefſe that heere Jags dothgiveup 
The execution of his wit, heart, 
To wrong'd Othelo's Service. Let him command, 
And to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, 
What bloody buſineſſe ever. 
oth, lgreetthy love, 
Not with vaine thankes,but with acceptance Dounteous, 
And will upon the inſtantputthee too't, 
Within theſe three dayeslet me heare thee ſay, 
That Cafſio's not alive. 
ago. My friend is dead : 
Tis uk at your Requeſt. 
Butlet her live. 
Oth. Damne her lewde Minx : 
O dane her, damne her. 
Come go with mea-part, I will withdraw 
To furniſh me with ſome ſwift meanes of death 
For the faire Divell. 
Now art thou my Licutenant. 
_ Jags. Iam your ownefor ever. __— | 
cend 


—_— ——_— 
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Scana Quarta, 


Emter Deſdemona,. Emilia, and (lowne. 
_ Doyou know Sirrah, where Licutenant (aſi 
yes 

Clow. Idare not ſay he lics any where. 

Deſ. Why man? 

Clo. He's a Soldier, and for mee to ſay a Souldierlyes, 
'ris ſtabbing. 

Deſ. Goto : where lodges he? 

Cho. Totell you where he lodges, is totell you where 


I lye. 

Deſ. Canany thing be made of this ? 

Ch, I know not e he lodges, and for mee to de- 
vilc a lodging,and ſay he lyes heere,or he lyes there,were 
to lye in mine owne throat. 

Def. Can you enquire him out ? and be edibed by] re- 
þort ? : 

Ch, I will Cateck.ize the world for hum, thatis, make 
Quzſtions, and by them anſwer: : 

Def. Secke him, bid him come hither : tell him, 1 
—— my Lord on his behalfe , and hope all will 


(%. Todothis,is within the compaſſe-of mans Wit, 
and therefore 1 will atrempt the doing ir. Exit (lo, 
5 4.9 Where ſhould I looſe the Handkerchicte , «£- 

lat 

e/Emmil. 1 know not Madam. 

Def, Belceve me, I hadrather have loſt my purſe 
Full of Cruzadoes. And but my Noble Moore 
Is true of minde,and made of no ſuch baſeneſſe, 

As jealious Creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ilthinking: 

e/Enul. Is he not jcalious ? 

Def. Who he ?I thinkethe Sun where he was borne, 
Drew all ſuch humors from him, 

e/Emilia, Looke where he comes. 

R Emer Othello, 

Def. I will not leave him now, till Cſs be 
Call'd to him. How is't with you, my Lord ? 

Oth. Well my good Lady, Oh hardnes to diſſemble ! 
—_ bt pn n P 

. Well ord, 

Och. Give me your hand, 
This hand is my Lady, 

Def. It hath felt noage, nor knowne no ſorrow, 

Oth. This fraitfulneſſe, and1iberall hearr ; 
Hot, hot, and moyſt. This hand of yours requires 
Aſl erfrom Liberty : Faſting, and Prayer, 

Much Caſtigation,Exerciſe devour, 

For heere's a young and ſweating Divell heere 
That commonly rebels ; Tisa good hand, 

A franke one. indeed) by 

Def. You may (i 0: | 
gooey 1, dp 
Faroe A liberall hand. _—_ gave hands: 
| But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts. 

Def. I cannot ſpeake of this: 
Come, now your promiſe. 
| Ons wh = por mag feck ox 
ef: T have ſent to bid Caffe come e with you. 

Oth, 1 havea falt and ego ns 

Lend me thy handkerchicfe, 


——_—_— 


Def. Heere my Lord. 
Oth, That which 1 gave you. 
Def. I have ir not about me. 
Oth, Nor ? 
Deſ. No indeed, my Lord, 
Oth. Thar's a fault : That Handkerchicfe 
Did an &gyprtan to my Mother give : 
She wasa Charmer, and could almoſt read ; 
Thethoughts of people, She told her, while ſhe kept it, 
'Twould make her Amiable, ſubdue my Father 
Intirely to her love : but if ſhe loſt it, 
Or made a Guift of it, my Fathers cye 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits ſhould hunt 
After new Fancies. Shedying gave it me, 
And bid me(when my Fate would have me Wiy'd) 
Togive it her. I did (o; and take heede or't, 
Make it a Darling, like your precious eye: 
Tolooſe'r;or give't away, were ſuch perdition, 
As nothing elie could match. 
Def* Is't poſſible? 
Oth, Tis true,there's Magickein the web of it : 
A Sy641that had numbred in the world 
The Snnto courſe two hundred c 
In her propheticke furic ſow'd the worke : 
The Wormes were hallowed, that did breedethe Silke, 
And it was dyede in Mummey, which the Skilfall 
Conſerv'd of Maidens hearts. 
Def. Indeed? Is'ttrue ? 
Orb, Moſt veritable,therefore looke too't well, 
Def. Then would the Heaven,that I had never ſcene't 
Oth. Ha? wherefore ? 
Def. Why do you ſpeake ſo ſtartingly, and raſh? 
Oth. Is'c loſt ? 1s't gon ? Speak, iv'r out o'th* way ? | 
Def. Blefle us. 
Orh; Say you? 
Def, It 1snot loſt : but what and if it were? 
Oth, How ? 
Def, I fay it isnot loſt. 
Oth. Fetrcht, let me ſee'r. 
Def. Why (© I can : butT willnotnow : 
This 1s atricke to my me from my ſuite, 
Pray youlet Caſſts be recciv'd againe. 
od, Fetch me the Handkerchicte, 
My minde miſ-gives- 
Def. Come, come : you'l never meetea more ſuwitici- 
ent man. 
Deſ- A man that all his time 
Hath founded hisgood Fortunes on your love ; 
Shar'd dangers with you , 
Oth, The Handkerchicfe. 
Def. Inſooth, you are too blame, 
Oth, Away. ; 
e/£mnl, Is not this man jealious ? 
Def. I nev*r ſaw this before. 
Sure, there's ſome wonder in this Handkerchiefe, 
I am moſt unhappy in the loſle of it, | 
e/Emil. Tis nota yeare or two ſhewes us a man ; 
They are all but ſtamackes, and we all but Food, 
They cate us hungerly, and when theyare full 
They belch us. | 


Evit Othello, 


Enter [ago, and Caſſio. 


Looke you, Cafie and my Husband, 
_ isno uther way : tis ſhe muſt doo't ; 


"© —— "__ 


And loe the happineſſe : go, and importie her, : 
De . 


——_—— at. Mi... 


” Ns 
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T be T ragedieof Othello. | 


De, How now*(goud Caſſio) whrt's the newes with , 
YOu ? 


(":/zie. Madam. my former ſuite, Idobeſcech you, 


| -+1ft, and be a member of his love, 
| Whom1l, with all the Office of my heart 
4 Jntirely honour, I would not be delayd- 
If my offence, be of ſuch mortall kinde, 
Tharnot my Service paſt , nor preſent Sorrowes, 
| Nor purpos'd merit in futurnty, 
Can ranſome me into his love agzine, 
| Burto know ſo, mult be my benefit : 
SO (hall I cloath me in a forc'd content, 
| And ſhut my ſcife up in ſome other courſe 
To Fortunes Almes. 
Def. Alas (thrice-gentle Caſſio) 
My Advocation is not now in Tune; ; 
My Lord, is not my Lord; nor ſhould I know hum; 
Were he in Favour, as in Humour aliter'd, 
So helpe me every ſpirit ſanRified, 
AsT have ſpoken for you all my belt, 
And ſtood witkin the blanke of his diſplcaſure 
For my free {peech. You muſt awhile be patient : 
What I can do, I will: and more I will 
Then for my ſclfe I dare. Let that ſwihice you. 
age. Is my Lord angry ? 
e/Emil. He went hence but now: 
And certainly in {ſtrange unquictnefſlc. 
[ago Cai he be angry? I have ſcene the Cannon} 
W henit hath biowne his Raakes intothe Ayre, 
And li.c the Divell from his very Arme - 
Puff*r his owne Brother : And is he angry ? 
Somuthing of moment then; I will go mcet him, 
There's matter in't indecd, if he be angry, Exit. 
Def, 1 prythee do ſo. Something (ure of State, 
Either from Venice, or ſome unhatch'd praiſe 
Made demonſtrable hecre in Cyprus, to him, 
Hath pudled his clcare Spirit ; and in ſuch cales, 
Mens Natures wrangle with infcriour things, 
Though great ones are tlicir objeR. *Tiseven ſo. 
For lct our finger ake , and it endues 
Our othei heathfull members, even toa ſenſe 
Ofpainc. Nay, we muſt thinke menare not Gods, 
Nor of them looke for ſuchobſervance 
| As firtsthe Bridall, Beſhrew me much, e/Amilsa, 
I was (unhandſome Warrior, as I am) 
Arraigning his unkindveſſc with my ſoule : 
But now I finde, I had ſuborn'd che Witneſie, 
And he's Indited fallely. 
e/Emil. Pray heavcn it be 
State matters, as you thinke, and no Conception, 
Nor nv Iealious Toy, concerfiifig you. 
Def. Alasthe day, I never gave him cauſe. 
e/Emnl, But Icalious ſoulcs will not beanſwer'd ſo; 
They are not ever jealous for the cauſe, 
But jcalious, for they're jcalious. It is a Monſter 
Begot upon it ſelte, borne onir ſelfe. 
Def. Heaven keepethe Monſter from Othels mind. 
«Emil. Lady, Amen, 
Def. I willgoſecke him, {aſto, walke heere abont : 
IFI do finde him fit, Ile move your ſuite, 
| And ſceke to effeR it tomy uttermoſt 
('#/- 1 humbly thanke your Ladyſhip, 


Exit. 


| 


w_— Enter Bianca, 
Bian. 'Save you (Friend Caſſio. ) 


| 


| 
| 
1 «i by your vertuqus meanes, 1 may againe | 


— 


Caſſio. What make you from home? 
How is't with yoy, my molt faire Biance ? 
Indced (ſweet Love) 1 was comming to your houle. 
Bian. And I was going to your Lodging, Cafſis. 
W hat ? keepe a weeke away ? Seaven dayes, and Nights? 
Eight ſcore cight houres* And Loves abſent howers 
More tedious then the Diall, eight ſcore times ? 
Oh wearie reck'ning. 
Caſſie. Pardon me, Biancas 
I have this while with leadenthoughts beene preſt, 
ButI ſhall ina more continvate time 
Strike off this ſcore of abſence. Sweet Biarnce , 
Take me this worke out. 
Biaxea, Oh ( afſio, whence came this? 
This is ſome token from a newer Friend, 
To the felt-Abſence : now I feele a Cauſc : 
Ist come to this ? Well, Well. 
Caſr10, Go to, woman z 
Throw your vilde gueſſes inthe Divels tecth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealious now» 
That this 15 from ſome Miltris, fome remembrance ; | 
No, in good troth Bianca. 
Bran, Why, who'sisit? 
Caſſio. 1 know not neither : 
I found it in my Chamber, 
{like the worke well; Ere it be demanded 
(As like enough it will)I would have it coppicd : 
Take it, and dov't, and leave me for this time. 
Bian, Leave you? wherefore? 
Caſio. 1 do attend heere onthe Generall, 
And thinke it no addition nor my with 
To have h m ſce me woman'd, 
Z14n, Why, 1 pray you ? 
Caſſio. Not that I love you not. , | 
Bran. But that you do not love me, 
I pray you bring me on the waya little, 
And ay, it I ſhall ſee you ſeone at night ? 
Caſſiv. Tis but alittle way that I can bring you, 
For 1 attend hecre , Burtlleſce you ſoone. 
Bian, "Tis very good : I muſt be circumſtanc'd. 
Exennt Onones, |} 
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Enter Othello , and Tago. 
Tago. Will you thinke fo? 
Oth. Thinke fo, lags ? 
[ago. What to kiſle in private ? | 
Oth. An unauthoriz'd kifle ? 
lago. Ortobenaked with her Friendsin bed, 
An houre, or more, not ing any harme ? | 
Oth. Naked in bed (ago) and not meanc harme ? 
It is hypocribe againſt the Divell : 
They that mcane vertuouſly, and yetdo ſo, 
The Divell their vertne tempts, and they tempt Heaven. 
lage. If they Ge nothing,tisa Veniall lip : 
But if I give my wife a Handkerchicfe. 
Othe, What then ? a 
Tago, Why then 'tis hers (my Lord) and being hers, 
She may ( | thinke) beſtow't on any man, 
Othe, She is Proteftreſle of her honor too: 
May ſhe give that ? 


Tags. 
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lago. Her honor is an Edence that's not ſcene, 


They have it very of, that haveir not. 
But tor the hiefc. | 

Othe, By heaven I would moſt gladly have forgot it : 
Thou taidit (oh, it comes ore my memory, 

Asdoth the Raven o're the infectious houle : 
Boading roall) he had my Handkerchicte. 
ago. I: what of that ? 

oth. That's not ſo good now: 

lag. What if I had ſaid, I had ſeene himdo yon wrong? 
Or heare him ſay (as Knaves beſuch abroad, 

Vho having 7 bmx owne importunate ſuice, 
Or voluntary dotage of ſome Miſtris, 
Convinced or ſupply'd them cannot chuſe 
Burt chey muſt blab, 

Och, Hath he faid any thing? 

Lago. He hath (my Lord) but be yon well aſlur'd, 
No more then he'le un-{weare. 

* Orch. Whar hath hefaid ? | 

lago, Why, that he did : 1 know not what he did. 

Oth. What? What? 

- Lye. 

Oth, With her? 

Jago. With her? On her : what you will. 

0. Lye with her? lye on her ? We ſay lyc on her, 
whenthey be-lye-her. Lye with her : that's full ſome; 
Handkerchiefe : Confeſſions : Handkerchiete. To con- 
felle, and be hang'd for his labour. Firlt , to be hang'd, 
and then to conteſſe ; I tremble at it. Nature would not 
inveſt her ſelfe in ſuch ſhad owing paſſion, without ſome 
Inſtruction. It isnot words that ſhakes me thus, (piſh) 
Noſes, Eares, aud Lippes : is't pofſible. Contefſe? Hahd- 
kerchicfe ? Odivell. Falls #n a Trance. 

lago, Worke on, 

My Medicine workes. Thus credulous Fooles are caught, 
And many worthy, and chaſt Dames even thus. , 
(All guiltlefſe) meete reproach ; what hoa? My Lord? 
My Lord, 1 ſay Otheke. | 


Enter Caſſio. 
How now Caſſie? 
Caf, What'sthe matter ? 
Iago. My Lord is falne iuto an Epilephic, 
This is his ſecond Fit : Ic had one yeſterday» 
Caſs, Rub him about z5e Temples» 
Iago. The Lethargic mutt have his quyect courſe : 
If not, he foames at mouth : and by and by 
Breakes out to ſavage madneſſe. Looke, he ſtirres ; 
| Do you withdraw your ſclfe a little whale, 
He will recover ſtraight : when hee 1s gone, 
| I would ongreat occalion, ſpeake with you. 
How is it-Generall ? Have you not hurt your hand? 
Othe. Daſt thou mocke me ? 
lago. I mocke you not, by Heaven: 
Would you would beare your Fortune lite a Man, 
Oth, A Horned man's a Monſter and a Bealt. 
lago, There's many a Beaſt then ina populous Citty, 
many aCcivill Monſter. 
Oth. Did heconfeſle it ? 
| Jage. Good Sir, bea man : 
Thinke every bearded fellow that's but yoak'd 
May draw with you, There's Millions uow alive, 
| That nightly lye in thoſe unproper beds, 
W hich they dare ſweare preuliar. Your cauſc is better. 
Oh, 'tis the ſpight of bell, the Ficnds Arch-mock, 
Tolipa wanton ina ſecure Cowch ; 


_ 


| 


And to ſuppeſe her chaſt, Ne,let me know, 


And knowing what 1 am, I know what ſhe ſhall be, 


| Oh, thou art wile : *ris certaine. 
ago. Stand you a while apart 
Confine your ſelfe but ina patient Liſt, 


W hil'ſt you were heere, o're-whelmed with your gricte | 


(A paſſion molt reſultinng ſucha man ) 
Caſſis came hither. I ſhifted him away, 
And laid good ſcuſes on your Extafie, 


Bad him anon returne : and heert ſpeake with me, 


The which he promis'd. Do bur encave yourlelte, 
And marke the Fleeres, the Gybes aud notable Scornes 


That dwell in cvery Region of his face. 
For I will make hun tell the Tale anew ; 
W here, how, how oft, how long ago,and when 
He hath, and isagaineto cope your wife, 
I fay, but marke his geſture : marry Patience, 
Or I hall ſay y'areall in all in Spleene, 
And nothing of a man. 
Oth. Do'tt thou heare, /ago, 
I will be found moſtcunning in my Patience: 
But (do'ſt thou heare) moſt bloody. 
aago. That's not amifſe, | 
But yet keepe time in all : will you withdraw ? 
Now will I queſtion (aſſo of Bianca, 
A Huſwitfe, that by ſelling her deſires 
Buyes her {cife Bread, and Cloath. It is a Creature 
Thatdoxes on C/o, (as 'tis the Strumpers plague 
To be-guile many, and be be-guil'd by one) 
He, wheg he heares of her, cannot reſtraine 
From the exceſle of Laughter. Heere he comes. 


Enter Caſſia, 


As he ſhall ſmile, Othello ſhall gomad : 
And his unbookiſh Iclouſic muſt conſerve, 
Poore Caſſio's ſmiles, geſtures and light behaviours 
Quite in the wrong. How do you Lieutenaut? 
(+ The worlcr, that you gave methe addition, 

W hoſe want even Killes me. 

lago. Ply Deſdemona well, and you are ſure on't 
Now, it this Sute lay in Biaxca'sdowre, 
How quickely ſhould you ſpeed ? 

Caf. Alas poore Caitiffe, 

Gth. Looke how he laughes already. 

Iago. I never knew woman love man fo, 


: 


af. Alas poore Rogue, I thinke indeed ſhe loves me, 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly : and laughes it our, 


Jago. Do you heare Cafſio? 
Oth, Now he importunes him 
To rellit ore : go to, well ſayd, well ſaid. | 
Tags. She gives ir out, that you ſhall marry her, 
Do you intend it ? 
Al. Ha, ha, ha. 
Oth. Do ye triumph Rognine? do you triumph ? 
('#ſ+ I gaarry. What ? A cuſtomer ; prythee beare 
Some Charitic to my wit, donotthinke it 
Sounwholeſeme. Ha, ha,ha, 
Oth, So, (o,ſo,fo: they laugh, that winnes, 
lage. Why the cry goes, that you marry her, 
Caf. Pry thee (ay true. 
las » Iama very Vilaine elſe, 
Oth. _ pou icoar'd me; Well. | 
Caf. This isthe Monkeys owne giving out : 
She ar na I will marry her "a 
Oar of her 


owne love & flattery, not out of my _ 
Othe, \* 
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Oth, lagobecons me : now he begins the ſtory. | 
( aſsie. She was heere even now: ſhe haunts mee 1 &- 
very place. I wasthe other daytalking on the Seabanke 
with certaine Venetians; andthither comes the Bauble, 
| and falls me thus about my neck. 
0th. Crying ohdcere Caſsio, as it were: his geſture 1m- 
orts it. 
Caſcio. So hangs, and lolls, and weepes upon me : 
$0 ſhakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha. 
| Oth. Now heetells how ſhe pluckt him ro my Cham- 
ber : oh, 1 ſee that noſe of yours, but now that dogge, I 
ſhall throw it co: 
Caſri0o, Well I muſt leave her company. 
| Lago. Bctore me : looke where ſhe comes. 


Enter Bianca, 
Caf.” Tis ſuch another Firchew:marry a perfum'd one? 
What do you meane by this haunting of me ? | 

F14av. Let the divell, and hisdam haunt you : what did 
you meane by that ſame Handkerchiefe, you gave mee 
even now ? I wasa fine Fooleto take it ; I mult take out 
the work? Alikely piece of worke,that you ſhould finde 
it in your Chamber,and know not who left it rhzre. This 
is ſome Minxes token, and1 muſt take out the worke ? 
Thergg give it your Hobbey-horie, wherelocver you had 
it, Ile rake out no worke ont. 

Caſsi0, How now, my 1wecte Bianca ? 

How now? How now ? 

Othe, By Heaven, that ſhould be my Handkerchicte. 

Bier, |f you'le cometo ſupper to night you may, if 
you wiilnot, came when you are next prepar d far. -&xit 

lago. After her : after her. 

Caſ. I muſt, ſhee!l rayle in the ſtreets clſc. 

Tago, Will you lup there? 

Caſ. Yes, I intend ſo. F 

Lago. Well, I may chance to ſce you: for 1 would y 
faine ſpcake with you. | 

Caſ. Prythee come : will you ? ' 

Iago. Goto; lay no more. Exit. 

Oth. How ſhall I murther him, ago. > 4 

ago. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his vice? 

Oth, Oh, Tago, 

Iago. And did you ſce the Handkerchite ? 

Oth, Was that mine ? | 

Iago. Yours by this hand :and to ſec how heprizesthe 
fooliſh woman your witc : ſhe gave it him, and he hath 
giv'n it his whore. 

Oth. I would have him nine yecresa killing: 

A fine woman, a faire woman, a {wcet woman ? 

lago, Nay, you mult forget thar. 

Oth. TI, let her rot and perith ,and be damn'd to night, 
for ſhe ſhall not live. No, my hcart isturn'd to ſtone ; I 
ſtrike it, and ir hurts my hand. Oh, the world hath not 
aſwecter Creature ; ſhe might lye by an Emperours ſide, 
and command him Taskes. 

Tago. Nay that's not your way- 
| Othe, Hang her, I do but ſay what ſheis : ſo delicate 
with her Needle : an admirable Muſitian. Oh, ſhe will 
ſing the Savagencſle out of a Beare: of ſo higha plenteous 
wit, and invention? | 
Tag. She'sthe worſe for all this. 
| Oth, Oh, athouſand, a thouſand times: 
| Andthen of ſo gentlea condition ? 


Lago. I toogentiie. 
| 0% 


Nay that's certaine : 
But yet the pitry of it , /ago: oh ago, the pitty of it 


1 


| 


I dobeſcech your Lordſhip call her backe. 


Lago, 

{ago. Kyou are ſo fond over her iniquitic : give her 
patrent to dffend , for if ittouchnot you, it comes ncere 
no body. 

Orb. I will chop her into Meſſes : Cuckold me ? 

ago. Oh,'tis foule in her, 

Oth. With mine Officer? 

Tago. That's fouler. 

Othe. Cet me ſome poyfon, Jage, this night. Ile not 
expoſtulate with her : leſt her beautic unpro- 
vide my minde againe : this night /ago. 

{ago. Do itnot with poyſon, firangle her in her bed, 
Eventhc bed ſhe hath contaminated. 

Othe. Good, goed : 

The juſtice of it pleaſes : very . 

Tago. And for («/5:0, let me be hisundertaker : 
You {hall heare more by midnight. 


Enter Lodovico, Deſdemona, and eAttendants, 


. 


Othe Excellent good : What Trumpet is that ſame ? 
lags. I warrant ſomething from Venice, 
Tis Lodovico, this, comes from the Puke, 
Sec, your wite's with him. 
Loav. Save you worthy General. 
Othe, With all my heart Sir. 
'Loa.The Duke, and the Senators of Venice greet you, 
Othe. I kifle the Inſtrument of their pleaſures. 
Def. And what's the newes, good cozen Lodevice? 
Iago. -I am very glad toſee you Signior : 
Welcome to Cyprus. 
Tod. 1 thanke you ; how dos Lieutenant Caſſie ? 
Jago. Lives Sir. 
Def. Cozen there's falne betweene himand my Lord 
An unkind breach: but you ſhall make all well, 
Othe, Are you ſure of that? 
Deſ. My Lord? 
Othe, This faile you not todo, as you wall 
Led. He did not call: he's buſie in the paper, 
Is there diviſion twixt my Lord and (/s18 ? 
Def. A molt unhappy one : I would do much 
T attone them for the lovel beare to Cſris. 
Oth, Fire, and brimeſtone, 
Def. My Lord. 
Oth. Arc you wiſe ? 
Def. Whatis he angry? 
Lod, May bethe Letter moy'd him. 
For as I thinkethey do command him home, 
Deputing (a/s:0 in his Governement. 
Def. Truſt me, I am glad ont. 
Othe. Indeed? 
Def. My Lord? 
Oth, Tamglad to fee you mad. 
Deſ. Why, ſwcet Orkelld _ 
Othe, Divcll. | 
Def: I have not deſerv'd this, 
Led. My Lord, this would not be beleev'd in Venice, 
Though I ſhould ſweare I ſaw*t. Tis very much, 
Make her amends : ſhe weepes. 
Oth. Oh divcll, divell : 
If chat the Earth could teeme with womans teares, 
Each drop ſhe falls, would prove a Crocodile : 
Our of my ſight, 
Def. 1 will nor ſtay to offend you; 
Lad. Trucly obedicnt Lady : - 
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the Moore of Uenice, 


Othe, Miſtris» 

Deſ. My Lord. | 
Othe. What would you with her, Sir? 
Led. Whol,my Lord? 


Sir, ſhe can turne,and turne: and yet go on 


| And ſhe's obedient ; as _ ſay obedient. 

Very obedient : proceed you in your ccares. 
Concerning this Sir, (oh well-painted pallion) 
I am com home : get you away z 

le ſend for you anon. Sir I obey the Mandate. 
And will returne to Venice. Hence, auaunt : 
Caſſie ſhall haye my Place. And Sir, to night 

I doentreat, that we may ſup together, 

You are welcome Sir to Cyprus. 

Goates,and Monkeys. 


Call all in all ſufficient? Is this the Nature 


The ſhot of Accident, nor dart of Chance 
Could neither graze, nor pierce? 
Iago. He is much chang'd- 


Wha: he might be : if what he might, hes not, 
I would to heaven he were, 
Lod. What, ſtrike his wife ? 


That ſtroake would prove the worlt. 
Led, 1s it hisuſc ? 
Or did the Letters, worke upon his blood, 
And new create his fault ? 
lago. Alas, alas : 
It is not honeſty in me to ſpeake 


And his owne courſes will denote him ſo, 
That I may ſave my ſpeech: do but go after 
And marke how he continues. 

La. Iam ſorry that I am deceiu'd in him. 


W hat I have ſcene and knowne. You ſhall obſery 


Othe. I, you did wiſh, that I would make her turne: 


And turne againe, And ſhe can weepe, Sir, weepe- 


Exit . 


Led, Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate 
Whom Paſſion could not ſhake ? W hoſe ſolid vertue 


Led. Are his wits ſafe? Is he not of light Braine? 
Iago. He's that beis: I may not breath my cenſure. 


Taze. *Faith that was notſo well ; yet would I knew 


Fbunt, 


Scana Setunda., 


Enter Othelle,and Emilia 


Othe, You have ſcene nothing then ? 


Othe. What? Did they never whiſper? 
e/Emil. Never my Lord. 

| Othe. Nor ſend you out o'th? way ? 
e/£mil. Never, 


| e/£il. Never my Lord, 
| Othe. That's ſtrange. 


Emil. Nor ever heard : nor ever did ſuſpect. 
| Othe. Yes, you have lecne {ofio, and ſhe together, 
Emil, But then I ſaw no harme: and then I heard, 
Each ſyllable that breath made up betweene them, 


Othe. To fetch her Fan, her Gloves, her mask,nor no- 


(thing ? 


e/Emil. I durſt (my Lord) to wager, ſhe is honeſt : 
Lay downe my Soule at ſtake : If yon thinke other, 
| Remoye your thought. It doth abuſe your boſome», 


If any ywreech have pur this in your head, 
Let Heaven requite it withthe Serpents curſe, 


. * 
— 


——_— 


Far it ſhe benot honeſt; chalte and, true, = 
There's no man happy, The pureit of their Wives 
Is foule as Slander. ; F: 

' Othe. Bid her come hither : go. Exit Emilia. 
She faiesenough : yer ſhe's a imple Baud | 
That cannot ſay as awch. This isa ſubtle Whore ; , 
A Clofle: Locke and Key of Villanous Secrets, | 
And yer ſh&'|c knerle, and pray : I have ſeene her do't. 


Extry Deſdemona, and Emilia. 


Deſ. My Lord, what is your will ? 

Othe. Pray you Chucke come hither. 

Def. What is your pleaſure ? 

Oth. Let me ſee your eyes 7 looke in my face. 

Deſ. What horrible Vancie's this? 

Oth. Some of your Function Miftris t 

Leave Procreants alone, and ſhit the doore : 
Cough, or cry hem ; it any body come : 
Your Myitery, your Myſtery; Nay diſpatch. Exit £m. 

Def. Vpo'n wy knee, what doth your ſpeech import? 
I underſtind a Fury in your words. | . 

Othe. Why ? What artthou ? 

Def. Your wite my Lord : your true and loyall wife, 

Othello. Come tweare it : damne thy telfe, being tike | 
one of Heaven , the divells themſelves ſhould fuare ro 
ceaze thee. Therefore bee double damn'd : tweare thou 

art honelt, 

Def. Heaven doth trucly know it. © . 

Othe, Acaventrucly knowes, that thou art falle as hell. 

Def. To whom my Lord ? | 
With whom ?How am I falſe? | 

Othe. Ah Deſdemon, away awiy,away. 

Def. Alas the heavy day : why do you weepe. ? 
Am 1 thc motive of theſc tcares my Lord ? 
If happely you my Farher doſuſpeR, 
An Inſtrnment df this your calling backe, 
Lay not your blame on me : if yog have lolt him, 
I have loſt him t60, 

Othe, Had it pleas'd Heaven, 
Totry me with Atfliction, had they raif'd 
All kind of Sorcs, and Shames on my bare-head : 
Stecp'd me in poverty fothe very lippes. 
Given to Captivitie,me and my utmoſt hopes. 
I ſhould aave found in ſome piace of wy Soule 
A drop of patience. Bur alas, to inake me 
The fixed Figure tor the ti:ace of Scorne, 
To point his flow, and moving huger ac. 
Yet could I'beare that roo, well, very well : 
But there where | have garnerd up wy heart, 
Where cither I miſt live, or beare no life, 
The Fountaine from the which ay currautrunnes, 
Or elle dries up: to be diſcarded thence, 
Or keepe it as a Ceſterne, for fonle Toad2s 
To knot and gender m Turns thy complexion there x 
Patience,thou youngand roſe-lipp'd Cherubia, 
I hcere looke grim as hcll, 

Def. 1 hope ay Lord eſteemcs me hone, 

Othe, Ol, as Sommer Flyes are in the Shamvles, 
That quicken even with blowing, Oh thou w eed; 
Who arc ſo lovely faire, and ſmc Iſt ſofivecte, 
Thatthe Sence askesar thee, 

Would thou had'ſt never bin borne. | 

Def. Alas, what ignorant ſin have I commited ? 

Orhe, Was this faire Paper? This moſt goodly Booke 


Made to write Whore upon ? What commurted, 
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Committed? Oh, thoupublicke Commoner, 
I ſhould make very Forges of my checkes, 
That would to Cynders burne up Modeſtic, 
Did I buy ſpeake thy deedes. What committed ? 
Heaven ſtoppes the-Noſe art it, and the Moone winks ; 
| The baudy winde that kiſſes all it mectes, 
Is huſh'd within the hollow Myne of Earth 
And will not hear't, W hat commited ? 
Def. By Heaven you do me wrong. 
Othe. Arenot you a Strimpet ? 
Def. No,as] am a Chriſtian. 
Ifto preſerve this veſlell for my Lord, 
From any other foule unlawtull touch 
Be not to be a Strumpt, I am none. 
Othe, What, not a Whore ? 
Def. No, as 1 ſhall be fav'd. 
Othe. Ist poſſible ? 
Def. Ob Heaven forgive us. 
Othe. Icry you mercy then. 
I tooke you for that cunning Whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello. You Miltris, 
Emer Emilia. 
That have the oifice oppoſite to Saint Peter, 
And keepesthe gatc of h:ll. You, you; Iyou. 
We have done our courſe: there's mony for your paines: 
I pray you turne the key and keepe our counlaile. Exit, 
Emil, Alas, whatdo'sthis Gentleman conceive ? 
How do you Madzin 2 how do you my good Lady ? 
Def. Faith, haitc a {l:rpc. 
FAA Good Madain, 
What's the matter with my Lord ? 
Deſ. With whom? 
e/£Emil, Why, with my Lord, Madam ? 
Deſ. .Whois thy Lord? ; 
e/Emil, Hethat is yours, ſivcet Lady. 0 
Def. 1 have none : do not talke to me, e/Emlss, 
| I cannot weepe : nor an{weres have I none, 
But what ſhould go by water. Prythee to night, 
Lay on my bed my wedding ſheetcs, remember, 
And call thy hasband hither. 
| e/Enal. Heere's a change indecd. Exit. 
Def. 'Tis mcete I ſhould be ns'd1o: very meete, 
How have bin bchav'd, that he might ſuicke | 
The {nall*ſt opinion on wy lealt miſuſe ? 


Enter Jago, and /Emilia. 

f:pe. What is your pleaſure Madam ? 
How is with you 7 

Def. Icannottell : thoſe that doe teach your Babes 
| Doent with gentle mcancs, and cafe raskes, 
He might have chid me ſo : for in good faith” 
I am a Child tochiding. 

lago. What isthe matter Lady ? 

e/£mnil. Alas(1:g0) my Lord hath ſo bewhor'd her, 
Throwne uch dilpight, and heavie termes upon her 
That true hearts cannot berce it. 

Def. Am I that name, ago ? 

age, What name (faire Lady?) 

De. Such as ſhe ſaid my Lord did ſay I was, 
| «Emil. Hecall'dber whore: a Begger in hisdrinke : 
Could not have laid ſuch termes upon lus Caller. 

Tage. Why did heſo? 

Def. IT do ndt know : I am ſure Iam noneſuch. 

Jago. Do not weepe, do not weepe : alas the day. 

| v/Emil. Hath ſhe forſooke (o many Noble Matches? 
Her Father? And her Country ? And her Friends ? 


——— 


—— 


To be call'd Whore Would it not make one weepe ? 
Def. Ic is my wretched Fortune. 
lags. Beſhrew him for't ; 
How comes this Tricke upon him ? 
Def. Nay, Heaven doth knows ; 
e/£ms, 1 will be hang 'd, if fomecternall Villaine, 
Some buſic and inſinuating Rogue, .. 
Some cogging, cozcning Slave to get ſome Otfice, 
Has not divis'd this Slander: I will be hang'd ellſc. 
Iago. Fic, there isno ſuch man : it is impoſſible. 
Def. If any ſuch there be, Heaven pardon him, 
e/Emil, A halter pardon him : 
And hell gnaw his bones, | 
Why ſhould he call her Whore? 
W ho keepes her company ? 
W har Place > What Time? - 
W hat Forme? What liklyhood ? | 
The Moorc'sabus'd by ſome moſt villanous Knave, | 
Some baſe notorious Knave, ſome ſcurvy Fellow. | 
Oh heavens,that ſuch companions thou'dit untold, 
And put inevery honeſt hand a whip 
Tolaſh the Raſcall naked througbthe world, 
Even from the Eaſt to th'Welt. 
lags, Speake within doore, | 
Emil, Oh he upon them : ſome ſuch Squire he was 
That turn'd your wit, the ſeamy-fide withour, 
And made you to ſuſpe&t me with the Moore. 
ſago, You area Foole : go to. 
Def. Alas Tago. 
W hat Nall Ido to win my Lord againe? 
Good Friend, go to him : for by this light of Heaven, 
I know not how I loſt him, HeereI kneeler 
If ere my will did treſpaſſe *gainſt his Love, 
Either in diſcourſe of thought, or actual! deed, 
Or that mine Eyes, mine Eares, or any Sence 
Delightcd them : or any other Forme. 
Or that 1 do not yet, andever did, 
And ever will, (though he do ſhake we off 
To beggerly divorcement) Love him deerely, 
Comfort torſweare me. Vnkindneile may do muchy 
And his unkindnefſe may defeat my life, 
But nevertaynt my Love. Icannotiay Whore, 
It do's abhore me now I ſpeake the word, 
To doe the AR, that might the addition carne, 
Not the worlds Maſſe of vanitie could make me. 
Lage. I pray you be content? *tis but his humour ; 
The bulineſſe of the State do's him offence. 
Def. It "twere no other, 
Tago. Itis butſo, I warrant, 
Hearke how theſe Inſtruments ſummon to ſupper : 
The Meſſenger of Venice ſtaies the meate; 
Goin, and weepe not: all things ſhall be well. 
Exennt Deſdemona aud /Ennlia 


Emer Rodorige. 
How now Rodorigo ? | 
Red. 1 donot fhnde 
That thou deal'ſt juſtly with me. 


lago. What in the con = 
Roders. Every day thou me with ſome device lags 
and rather as it ſcemes ro menow , keep'!t from me all 


conveniencie, then ſupplict me with the leaſt advantage 


ofbope : I will indeed no longerendure it. Nor am l yet 
perſwaded to put upin peace , what alrcady I have foo- 
liſhly ſuffred. 


Lago. Will you heare me Rodorigo ? _— 
| odors. 


bt. A _— — 
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Rode. T have heard too —_ : and your words ard | 
Performances are no kin together. . 
Tags. You charge me moſt unj aſtly. Scana Tertia e 
Reds. With naughc but truth 3 I have waſted my ſelfe | __ 
outof my mcanes. The lewels you have had from me 
to deliver Deſdemona, would balfe have corrupted a Vo- 


IT 


Enter Othello, Ledovico, Deſdemona, Emilia, 


tari{t. You have told me ſhe hath receiv'd them, andre- and Mnrendats. 

turn'd me expettations and comforts of ſodaine reſpec, : 

and acquaintance, bntI finde none. | Lod.I doe beſeech you Sir,trouble your ſelfe no further 
Tago. Well, goe to : very well. 0th. Oh pardon me : twill doe me good to walke. . 
Rod. Very well, goe to : 1 cannot goe to, (man) nor | 4d. Madam, good night : 1 humbly thanke your Lady- - 

tisnot very well. Nay I think it is ſcurvy : ard beginto | De Your honor is moſt weicome. (ſup. 

find my (cltefopt in ir. . | Oth, Will you walke Sir ? Oh Deſdemons. 


Iago, Very well. ; Def. My Lord, | 
Roa. I tell you, tis not very well: I will make my Oth. Get you to bed on th'inſtant, I will be return'd 
ſelkeknowne to Deſdemone. If ſhe will retucne me my | forth with : diſmiſs your Attendant there : look't bee 


Iewcls, I will give over my Suit, and repent iny unlaw- | done. =» Exit. | . 
full ſolicitation. If not, aſſure your ſelfe, I will lceke Def. I will my Lord. = 
fatisfaRion of you. «£mn, How goes it now?he lookes gentler then he did. 
Iago, You have ſaid now- , Def. He ayes he will returne incontinent, 
Red. 1, and ſaid nothing bur whar I proteſt intendment | And hath commanded me to goe to bed, 
of doing. And bid me todiſinifſe you. 


Iago. Why, now I ſee theres mettle in thee : andeven | e/Ewnil. Difſmiſſe me ? 
from this inſtant doe'buitd on thee a better opinion thea | Def. It was his bidding : therefore good Emilia, 
ever before : give me thy hand Rodorigo. Thou halt taken | Give me my nightly wearing, and adicu, 
againſt mea moſt juſt exception : but yer | proteſt I have | We muſt nor now diſpleaſe him. - | 
| dealt molt directly in thy Aﬀaire, | e/Eml. I would you had never ſeene him. 
Rod. It hath not appear'd. Def. So would not I : my love doth ſoapprove him, 
[age. 1 grant indeed it hath not appear'd : and your | That cvcn his ſtubborneſle, his checks, his frownes, 
ſuſpition is not without wit and judgement. But Rodorys- | (Prerhee un-pin me ) have grace ond favour. 
go, if thou haſt that in thee indeed, which I have greater | </£ms.! have laid thoſe Sheeres you bad me on the bed. 
reaſon to beleeve now thenever (I meane purpoſe, Cou- | Def. Alls one : good Father, how foeliſk are our minds? 
rage, and Valour) thisnight ſhew it. If thou the next | If I doe dye beforethee, prethee ſhrowd me 
night following enjoy nor De/demeka, take me from this | In one of thele tame Sheetes. 


world with Treachery, and deviſe Engines for my life. | «£m. Come, come : yoa talke. | 
Red. Well : what 1s it ? 1s it within reaſon and come | De/. My Mother had a Maid calld Barbars, 
paſſe ? She was in love : and he ſhe {ov'd prov'd mad, | 
[ago. Sir, there is' eſpeciall Commiſſion.come from | And did torfake her, She had a Song of Willough, 
| Veniceto depute Caſſio in Othello's place. An old thing twas : but it expreſs'd her Fortune. 
Rod. .Is thattrue Why then Othello and Deſdemons re- | And ſhedy'd ſinging it. Thar Song tonight, 
eurne againe to Venice. Will not goe from my mind ; I have much to doe, 


Iago. Oh no : he goes into Mauritania and taketh a» | But ro goe hang my head all at one fide 
way with him the faire Deſdewona, unleſle his abode be | And (ing it like poore Barbera: prethee diſpatch, 
lingred heere by ſome accident « Wherein none can he {0 || «Emil. Shall I goe ferchyour Night-gowne? 


determinate, as the removing of Caſſis, Def. No, un-pin me here, 
Rod. How doe you meane removing him ? This Lodevico is a proper man. 
Tage. Why,by making him uncapablc of Orhells's place: | e/Emil. Avery Las man. 

knocking out his braincs. SS Def. Heſpeakes well. 
Rod, Andthat you would have me to doe. e/Emal. I know a Lady in Venice would have walk'd 


Iago, I : if you dare doe your (eltea profit, and a right. | barefoot to Paleſtine fora touch of his neither lip. 
Heſups tonight with a Harlotry : and thither will, Igoe | Def, The poore Soule ſat ſinging by a Sicamonr tree. 
to him. He knowes not yet of his honorable fortune, if | Sing all a greene Willong h : 
you will watch his going thence (which I will taſhion Her hand her boſome,her bead an her hnee, 
to fall out betweene twelve end one) you may take him | Sing Willowgh, Willewgh, Wilough. 
at your pleaſure, I will be neereto ſecond yn a—_ The freſh Streames ran by ber, and murnwr'd ber moenes 

no 'dat 


and he fall betweene us. Come, ſtand not amaz Sing Willowah, &c 
it, but goe along with me : 1 will ſhew you ſuch anccel. | Her ſalt teeres fellfrom her, and ſoftned the ones, 
ſity in his drach chat you ſball thinke your ſelfe bound to | ging willongh, &c. (Lady by theſe) 
put it on him. Itisnow high ſupper time : and the night Willongh, F illowyh, (Prethce high thee, hele come anon 
growestowaſt, About it. | Sing all a greene Willough muſt be mr Gar(and. | 
| Rod. I will heare further reaſon for this. Let mo blame him hu [carne 1 approve. 
age. And you ſhall be ſatisfh'd. (Nay thats nornext. Hearke, whois'tthat knockes ? 


Emil. Its the wind. ' 
Def. 1 calld my Love falſe Love : but what ſaid he then ? \| 
E xennt. Sing Willongh, cc. | 

| If I comrt mo women, you'le conch with wo men, 
W- & - | yy : So | 
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So getthee gone, good night : mine eyes doc itch: 


| Doth that boade weeping ? 


e/£mmil. Tis neither heere, nor there, 
Def. I have heard it ſaid ſo, O theſe Men, theſe men ! 
Dolt chou in conſcience thinke (tell me e/£milse) 
That there be women doe abuſe their husbands 
In ſuch grofle kind ? 
e/£mil. There be ſome ſuch, no queſtion, 
Deſ. Wouldſt thou doe ſuch a deed for all 
e/£mul. Why, would not you ? 
Def. No, by this heavenly lighc, 
e/£mil. Nor I neither, bychis hcavenly light. 
I might doo'tas well ith/darke. 
Def, Wouldit thou doe ſuch a deed for all the world? 
e/Emil. The woridsa luge thing : 
It isa great price, for a {mall vice. 
Def. IntrothI thinke thou would'ft nor. 
mil. introth I thinke I ſhuuld, and undoo't when 
I had done. Marry, I would not doe ſuch a thing for a 
joynt Ring, nor for meaſures of Lawne,nor for Gownes, 
Petticoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition. But for 
all the whole world; why,whbo would not make her hus- 
band a Cuckold, to make him a Monarch? I ſhould ven- 
ture Purgatory for't. 
Def. Beſhrew me, if I would doc ſuch a wrong 
For the whole world, | ; 
e/£mil, Why the wrong, is but a wrong ith'world; ) 
and having the world for your labour, t1s a wrong in 
your owns world, and you might quickly make it right, 
Def I doe not thinke there is any ſuch woman. 
e/Emil. Yes, a dozen: and as many toth'vantage, as 
wou'd ſtore the world they plaid for. 
But I doe thinke it is their husbands faults 
It Wives doe fall : (Say, that they ſlacke their duties, 
And powre our Treaſures into forraigne laps ; 
Or lſe breake out in peeviſh Icalouſics, 
Throwing reſtraint upon us : Orffay they ſtrike us, 
Or ſcant our former having in deſpighr: ) 
Why we havegalles : and though we have ſome Grace, 
Yet have we ſome Revenge. Let husbands know, 
Their wives have ſenſc like them : They ſee, and ſmell, 
And have their Palats both for ſweet, and ſowre, 
As husbands have. W har is it that they doe 
W hen they change us for others ? Is it Sport ? 
I thinkeit is : and doth Aﬀettion breed it ? 
I thinke itdoth. Tst frailty that thus erres? 
It is ſo too. And have not we affections ? 
Deſires for Sport ? and frailty, as men have? 
Thenlet them uſc us well : clſe let them know, 
The illes we doe, thcir illes inſtrukt us to. 
Deſ. Good night, good night : 
Heaven we ſuch uſes ſend, | 
Not to picke bad, frem bad ; but by bad, mend. Exean. 


the world : 


Aus Quintus. Scana Prima, 
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Emer L, 0, and Rogorige. 
Iago. Heere, ſtand behind this Barke, 

Straight will he come : 

Weare thy good Raplier bare, and put it home : 

Quicke, quicke, feare norhiag ; Ile be at thy Elboyy, 

It makes us, or it marres us, thinke on that, 


—————— —— 


| 


_—— 


Rod. Be neere at hand, I may miſcarry in't. 
Lago. Heere, at thy hand : Behold,and take thy ſtand. 
Red. I have no great devotion tothe deed, 

And yet he hath given me ſatisfying Reaſons : 

Tis bur a man gone. Forth my Sword : he dyes. 
[ago. 1 have rub'd this yong Quat almoſt tothe ſcuſc, 

And he growesangry. Now, whether he kill Caſio, 

Or Caſ/:to him, or cach doe kill the other, 

Every way makes my gaine. Live Rodersgo, 

He calles me toa reſtitution large 

Of gold, and lewels, thatI bob'd from him, 

As gifts ro Deſdemona. 

{t muſt not be : if Cafſio doc remaine, 

He hath adayly beauty in his life, 

That makes me ugly : and beſides, the Moore 

May unfold me to him : ther eſtand I in much perill ; 

No, he muſt dye. But ſo, I beare him comming. 


Emer Caſſio. 
- Rod. Tknow his 


pare, tis he : Villaine thou dyeſt. 
Caſ. That thruſt had beene wine enemy indeed, 


But that my Coate is better thenthou knowſt :; 
I will make proofe of thine. 
Rod, Oh, I am ſlaine. 
Caſ. I2m maym'd forever : 
Helpe hoa :; Murther, wurther. 
Enter Othe ls, 
Oth. The voyce of (ſſio, lags keepes his word. 
Red. O Villaine that I am. 
Oth, Itiseven ſo. 
Caſ. Oh helpe hoa : Light, a Surgeon. 
Oth. Tis he : O brave age, honelt, and juſt, 
That haſt ſuch Noble ſenſe of thy friends wrong, 
Thou teacheſt me. Minion, ;your deere lyes dead, 
And your unbleſt Fate highes : Strumpet I come : 
For off my heart, thoſe C harmes thine Eyes, arc blotted. 
Thy Bed luſt-ſtain'd, hall with Luſts blood be ſported. 
Exit Othelle. 
Enter Lodovico and Gratiano, | 
Caſ: Whathoa?no Watch? No paſſage ? 
Murther, Murther. 
Gra. Tis ſome miſchance, the yoyce is very dircfull.' 


Caſ. Oh helpe. 

Ledo. Hearke. 

Rod, Oh wretched Villaine, 

Zod. Two or three Tis heavy night ; 
Theſe may be counterfers : Letsthinkt unſafc 
Tocome into the cry, without more helpe. 

Red. Nobody come : then ſhall I bleed to death. 


Enter [ ago. 

Lod. Hearke. 

Gra. Heres one comes in his ſhirt, with Light, and 
Weapons. 

lago. Whosthere? 
W hoſe noylſe isthis that cryes out murther ? 

Lodo. We doe not know. 

Lago, Doe not you heare acry ? 

Coſ. Heere, heere : for heaven ſake helpe me. 

Jago. Whats the matter ? 

Gra, This is Othels's Ancient, as I take it. 

Lode. The ſame indeed, a very valiant Fellow. 

lage. What are you heere, that cry ſo greevouſly ? 

Caſ. Iago ? OhIam ſpoyl'd, undone by Villaines : 
Give me ſome helpe. 

Tago. Ome, Licutenant! 
W hat Villaincs have done this? 


And fixe moſt firme thy Reſolutiong 


| 


Caf. I thinke that one of them is heereabour, 
/ 
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And cannot make away. 
lago. Oh treacherous Villaines : | 
What are you there ? Come in, and give ſome helpes 
Rod. © helpe me there. , 
Caſſi. Thats oneofthem. 
Iago. Oh murd*rous Save! O Villaine! 
Rea. O damn'd [ago! O inhtymane Dogge* 
lago. Kill men ith'darke ? 
Where be theſe bloody Theeves ? 
How ſilent is this Towne ? Hoa, murther, murthers 
W hat may yoube? Are you of good, or evill ? 
Lod. As you ſhallprove us, prailc us» 
lags. Signtor Lodovico. 
Lod He Sir, as 
Lage. I cry you mercy : heres Caſſiohurt by Villaines: 
Gra, Caſſio? 
Jago. How ist brother ? 
Caſſi. My Legge 1s cut in two. 
Lage. Marry heaven forbid ; ; 
Light Gentlemen, ile bind it with my ſhirt. 
Enter Bianca. 
Bias, W hat is the matter hoa ? Who ist that cryd ? 
[ago. Whoist that cry'd ? 
Bian, Oh my deere Caſſi2, | 
My ſwect Caſſis: Oh Caſſio, Caſſio, Caſſio. 
ago. O notable Strumper. Caſio, may you ſuſpect 


W ho they ſhould be, that have thus mangled you? 


{ afſi. No. 

Gra. lam ſorry to find youthus ; 

I have beene to ſeeke you. ; 

Iago. Lend mea Garter. So : -——Ohfor a Chaire 
To beare hit cafily hence. 

Tian. Alas he faints.Oh (aſſio,( oſſio, Caſſio. 

Lago. Gentlemenall, I doz tuſpet this Trath 
To be aparty inthis murie, 
Patience awhile, good Cafſio. Come,come ; 
Lend mea Light : know wethis tace, or no ? 
Alas my friend, and wy decre Countryman 
Roderigo? No: Yes (ure z. Yea, tis Roderigo, 

Gra. What, of Venice ? 

Lars. Even he Sir : Did you know him ? 

Gra. Know him? I, 

Tago. Signior Gratiano? I cry your gentle pardon : 
Thelc blood; accidents inuſt excute my Manners, 
That ſo negleRed yous 

Gra. lam gladroſce you. : 

lago. How doe you Cafſio? Oh, a Charre, a Chaire, 

Gra. Roderigo? 

Tape, He, he, tis he: 

Oh thats well ſaid, the Chaire. - 

Some good man beare him carefully from hence, 

Ile fetch the Generails Surgeon. For you Miſtris, 

Save you your labour. He thatlyes ſlaine heere ((@fſo) 
Was my decre frie1id. What malice was betweene you? 

Caſſi- None inthe world : nor doe I know the man? 

Iago. What looke you pale? Oh beare him out oth'Ayre. 
Stay you good Gentlemen. Looke you pale, Miltris? 
Doe you perceive the gaſtneſſe of her eye ? 

Nay ,if you ſtare, we ſhall heare more anon» 
Behold her well: Ipray you looke upon her : 
Doe you ſee Gentlemea? Nay, guiltinefſe will ſpeake 
Though tongues were out ot uſc. 
e/Emidl. Alas, what is the matter ? 
What 15the matter, husband ? 
ago. Caſſio hath heere bin ſet on in the darke 


By Roderigo, and Feilowes that are ſcap'd : 


Aa. 


OMmummey 


Hes almoſt ſlaine, and Rederigoquite dead. 
e/Emil. Alas good Gentleman *: alas good (ſs. 
Iago. This is the fruits of wkoring. Prethec e/Emivlie, 
Gor know of Caſſio where he ſupt ro night. 
What doe you ſhake at rhat ? 
Bian, He ſupt at my houſe, but I therefore ſhake not. | 
lago. Odid te (© ? | charge you goe with mes 
e/Emil. Oh fis upon thre Strumper. 
Bian. I am no Strumper,bur of lifeas honeſt, 
As you that thus abulc me. 
e/Emil. ASI? rye uponthees 
lago, Kind Gentlemen: 
Lets goe tce poore Caſſio dreſt. 
Come Miſtris, you mult rels another Tale, 
e/Emiba, run 1 01to the Cictade!l, 
And tell my Lord and Lady, what hath happ'd : 
Will you goe 0natore ? This-isthe night 


That cither makes me,or foredoes me quite, Exexmt. | 


Scana Secunda. 
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Enter Othello, and Deſdemona in her bed. 


Oth. It is the Cauſe, it is the Cauſe (my ſoule) | 
Let me not name it to you, you chaſte Starres, | 
Itis the Cauſe. Yet lie not ſhed her blood, | 
Nor icarre that wi:iter $kin of hers, -hen Snow, 
And ſmoothas Monumentall Alablalter : 

Yer (he mult dye, elſe ſhe betray more men : 
Pur out the Light, and then put out the Light: | 
If I quenchthee, thou flaming Miniſter, | | 
I can againe thy former light reſtore, | 
Shuuid I repent me. But once put out thy Light, 
Thou cunningſt Patterne of excelling Nature, ; 

[ knov not where is that Promethean heate 
That canthy Lightre-Lume. 

When 1 have p:uck'd thy Roſe, 

I cannot give 1t vitall growth againe, 

It needes mult wither, Ile fmell thee on the Tree: 
Oh Balmy breath, that doſt almolt perſuade 

Tuſtice tobreake hee Sword, One wor, one more z 
Be thus when thou art dead, and | will kill thee, 
Andlovetkec after. One more, and thats the laſt. 
So tweet, was ne*reſo farali. I muſt weepe, 
Buttheyare cruell Teares : This ſorrows heavenly, 
Ir ſtrikes, where it doth love. She wakes. 

Def. Who'sthere ? Othells ? 

Oth. I Deſdemona. 

Def. Will you come to bed, tny Lord? 

Oth. Have you pray'd tonight, Deſdewos ? ; 

Def. I my Lord. | 

Oth. If you bethinke your ſelfe of any Crime 
Vnreconcil'das yet to heaven, and Grace, 
Solicite for it (ſtraight. n 

Def. Alacke, my Lord, 

What may you meane by that ? 

Oth, Well, doe it,an1 be bricfe, I will walke by ? 

I would nor killthy unprepared Spirit, 
No, (Heavens fore-fend) 1 would not kill thy ſoule, 

Def. Talke you of killing ? | 

Oth, I, Idoe. 

Def. Then Heaven have mercy on mce. 
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Oth. Amen, with all my heart. : 
Def. If you ſay fo, I hope you will not kill me, 
Oth, Humh. 
Def. And yet] feare you : for you're fatall then 
hen your cycsrowle (0. 
W hy 1 ſhould feare, 1 know not, | 
Since gm I know not : But yetI feele I feare, 
Oth, Thinke on thy finnes, 
Deſ. They arelove I beare to you 
Oth. I, and for that thou dy'ſt . 
Deſ. That deaths unaturall, that kils for loving» 
Alas, why gnaw you ſo your nerher-lip ? 
Some bloody paſſion ſhakes your very frame : 
Theſe are porr:nts : but yet | hope, | hope, 
They doe not point on me. 
Oth, Peace, and be ſtill. 
Def. 1 will fo ; Whats the matter ? 
Oth, That Handkerchiefe 
Which Iſo lov'd, and gave thee,thou gau'ſt ro Caſio, 
Def. No by my life, and ſoule : ſend for the man, 
And aske him. ; 
Oth, Sweet ſoule, take heed, take heed of Perjury, 
Thou art on thy dcath-bed. 
Def. 1, but not yet to dye, 
Oth. Pretently. 
Therefore conſid thee freely ofthy Gane : 
Fer to deny each Article with Oath, : 
Cannot remove, nor choake the ſtrong Conception 
] That 1 doe grone withall. Thouart to-dyc. 
Def. Oh heaven have mercy on me. 
Qth. I fay, Amen. ; 
Def. And have you mercy too. I never did 
Offend you in my life: never lov'd Caſo, 
Burt with ſuch generall _— of heaven, 
| AST might love. Inever gave him Token. 
Oth. By heaven 1 ſaw my Handkerchiefe inshand. 
O periur'd woman, thou doſt ſtone my heart, 
And makeſt me call, what 1 intend to doe 
A Murther, which I thought a Sacrifice. 
I ſaw the Handkerchifc, 
Def. He found itthen : 
I never gave it him : Send for him hither ; 
Let bim confeſſca truth. 
Oth. He hath confeſt: 
Def. What my Lord ? 
Oth. That he hath vs'd thee. 
Def. How ? unlawſully ? 
oth, I. 
Deſ. He wil! not ſay ſo. _ 
Orch. No : his mouth is ſtopp'd : 
Honeſt /ags lath tane order fort. 
Deſ. Oh, my feare interprets. W hatis he dead? 
Oth. Had all his haires bin lives, my great Revenge 
Had ſtomacke forthemall. 
Def. Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone. 
Oth, Out Strumpet:weep'lt thou for him to my face ? 
Def. Obaniſh me, my Lord, but kill me not, 
,Oth. Downe Strumpet. 
Def. Kill me tomorrow, let me live tonight. 
Orb. Nay, if you ſtrive. 
Def. But halfe an houre. 
Orb. Being don: there is no pawſe. 
Def. But whileI ſay one prayer. 
Oth. It is too late, Smothers her. 
e/Emilia at the deores 
e/Emil. My Lord, my Lord ? W hat hoa? 
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My Lord, my Lord. 

Oth,W hat noiſe is this? Notdead ?not yet quite dead 
I that am cruell, am yet wercifull, 

I would not have thee linger inthy paine ? 
So, 1o. | 

e/Emil, within, What hoa ? my Lord, my Lord? 

Oth. Whos there? 

e/Zmil, Oh good my Lord, 1 would ſpcake a word 
with you. 

Oth. Yes: tis «Emilia : by and by. Shes dead. 
Tislike ſhe comes to ſpeake of Caſſie: death : 
Thenoife was high. Hah, no more mooving ? 
Stillas the Grave. Shall ſhe come in? Wert good ? 

I thinke ſhe (tirresagaine. No, whats beſt trodoc ? 
If ſhe comc in, ſhell ſure ſpeaketo my wife : 
-— wife, my wife : what wife ?T have no wife. 
Oh inſupportable ! Oh heavy houre ! 
Me thinkes, it ſhould be now a huge Eclipſe 
Of Sunne, and Moone : and that th'affrighted Globe 
Did yawneat Alteration. 
e/Exnil. I doc beſcech you 
That I may ſpeake with you. Oh good my Lord. 

Oth. | had forgot thee : oh come ine milia. 

Sott, by and by, let me the Curtaines draw, 
Where art thou ? Whats the matter with thee now ? 
Enter Emilia, 
: Emil. Oh my good Lo1d, yonders foule Murthers 
one. 

Oth. What ?now? _ 

e/£mil. But now, my Lord, 

Oth. Itis the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more necrer Earththen ſhe was wont, 
And makes men mad. 

e/Emil. Caſſie, my Lord, hath killd 
A young Venetian, calld Roderige, 

Oth. Rogorsge killd ? and Coſſio killd ? 

e/Emil. No, Caſſio is not killd. 

Oth, Not Cafſis killd? Then Murthers out of tune, 
And ſweet Revenge growes harſh. 

Def. O falſcly, falſely aurder'd. 

e/Emil. Alas | what cry is that? 

Orh, That? What? * 

e/Emil, Out, and alas, that was my Ladies voyce, 


| Helpe, helpe hoa, helpe, Oh Ladie (pcake againe, 


Sweet Deſdemona, oh ſweet Miſtris, ſpeake. 
Deſ. Aguilrlefſe death Idye.' 
e/£mul. Oh who hath donethis deed ? 
Deſ. No body : I my ſelfe, farewell : 
Commend me to my kind Lord : oh farewell. 
Oth. Why bow ſhould ſhe be murdred ? 
e/£unil. Alas: who knowes ? 
Oth. You heare her (ay her ſelfe, it wasnot I. 
«Emil. She ſaid ſo: 1 muſt necdsrepor:t the truth. 
Oth. Shes like a Lyag gone to burning hell, 
Twas I that killd her. 
e/£ wil. Oh the more Angell ſhe, and you the blacker 
Divell, 
Oth. She turn'dto folly :and ſhe wasa whore. 
«Emil. Thou dolt bely her, and thou art a divell, 
Oth. She was falſe as water. 
e/£mil. Thouart raſh as fire, to ſay 
That ſhe was falſe. Oh ſhe was heavenly rrue, 
Oth. Caſſie did top her : Aske thy husband clfc., 
O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell: 
But that I did proceed upon juſt grounds 
To this extremity. Thy husband knew it af; _ 


Em. 


— —  ——_—— 
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e/Emul. My busband ? e/Emil. Villany, villany, villany : | 
_ Oth, Thy husband. Ithinke upont, I thinke: Iſmel't: O Villany : 
Emil. That ſhe was falſe to Wedlocke ; I thought ſo then : Ile kill my ſelfe tor griefe, 
Oth. I, with (ſis: had ſhe bin true, O villany | villany ! 
If heaven would make me ſuch another world, Jagoe. W hat, are youmad? 
Of one entyre and perfe&t Chryſolite, I charge you get you home. 
11d not have ſold ber for it. Emi. Good Gentlemen,let me have leave to ſpeake: 
Emil. My husband ? Tis proper I obey him ; but not now : 
Oth. I, twas he that told me on her firſt, Perchance ago, I wiilnere goc home. 
An honeſt man he is, and hates the ſlime Oth. Oh, ob, oh, 
That ſtickes on filthy deeds, em, Nay, lay thee downe and roare 
Emil. My husband ? For thou haſt killd the ſweeteſt innocent, 
Oth. What needs this iterance, Woman? _ | Thateredidlift up eye. 
I fay, thy husband. ® Oth. Oh ſhe was fowle | 
e/£mil, Oh Miltris, ' I ſcarſe did know you Vnkle, there lies your Neece, | 
Vilany hath made mockes with love : '| Whoſe breath (indeed ) theſe hands bave newly ſtopp'd: 
My husband fay ſhe was falſe ? I knoxy this ate ſhewes horribleand grim, 
| Orb. He, woman ; Gra. Poore Deſdemon : | | 
I ſay thy busband: Doſt underſtand the word ? I am glad thy father's dead, : 
My friend, thy husband ; boneſt, honeſt /«go. Thy Match was morral{& him /and/pure griefe 
Emil. |t he ſay {o, may his pernicious Soule Shore his oldthred in twaine. Did he livenow, 
Rot halfe a graine a day : he lyes to'th'hearr, This ſight would make him doe a deſperate turne : 
She was too fond of her moſt filthy Bargaine, Yea, curle his better Angell from his ſide, 
Oth. Hah? | And fall to Reprobance. 
e/Exul, Doe thy worlt : Oth. Tis pittifull; but yet lags knowes, 
This deede of thine 15no mor eworthy heaven, That ſhe with Caſs hath the act of ſhame 
Thenthou waſt worthy her. A thouſand times committed, Caſio confeſt it, 
Oth, Peace, you were belt. And ſhedid gratifie his amorous workes 
eAmil. Thou haſt not halfethat power to doe me With that Recognizance and pledge of Love 
AST have tobe hatt. Oh gull, oh dolt, (harme | Which 1 firſt gave her : 1 ſaw itin his hand; 
As ignorant as durt : thou haſt done a deed It wasa Handkerchicte, an Antique Token 
([ care not for thy Sword) Ile make thee knowne, My father gave my Mother. 


Though 1 loſt twenty lives, Helpe, helpe, hoa, helpe: e/Emvil. Oh heaven | oh heavenly Powers / 
The Moore hath kill'd my Miſtris. Murther, murthere Iago. Come, hold your peace. 

| e/E mal. ill out, twill out. Ipeace? 
Enter Montane, Gratiano, and lags, No, will ſp&ake as liberall asthe North , | 
Let heaven, and Men, and divels, let them all, 
Mom, What is the matter ? How now generall? All, all, cry ſhame againſt me, yet Ile ſpeake. 
e4£mil, Oh, arc you come, Tags : you have done well, | 1ago, Be wile and get you home. 


That men mult lay their Mut thers on your necke. e/Emil, I will not, 
Gra. What isthe matter ? Gra. Fye, your Sword upon a Woman. | 
e/Emal. Diſprove this Villaine, if thou be'ſt a man, e/£mol. Oh thou dull Moore, 
He ſayes, thou toldit him that his wife was falſe : That Handkerchiefe chou tpcak'ſt of 
I know thou did{& not : thou'rt not ſuch a Villaine. - I found by Fortune, and did give my husband : 
Speake, for my heart is full. For often, witha ſolemne carneſtneſſe, 
age. Itold him whatIthought, +» (More then indecd belong'd to luchaSgrifle) 
Andtold no more He begg'd of ae, to ſteale'r. | 
Then what he found himſelfe was apt, and true. lago. Villanous Whore. 

e/£Emil. But did you ever tell him, e/Emil. She give it Caſio? NogalasT foundit, 
She was falſe? AndI did giv tmy 

Iago. I did. lago. Filth, thou lyeſt, 

Emil. Youtold a Lye, an odious damned Lye: e/£mil, By heaven I doe not, Idoe not Gentlemen : 
Vpon my.ſoule, a Lye ;a wicked Lye. Oh murdg'rous Coxcombe, what ſhould ſuch a foole 
Shee falſe with (ſo? Doe with ſo good a wite ? 

Did you ſay with Caſio? Oth, Are there no {tones in heaven; 
lage, With Cafſio, Miſtris, But what ſerves for the Thunder 
Goe to, charme your tongue. Precious Villaine.. 
e/£m, I will not charme my Tongue ; Gra. The woman falles : 
I am bound toſpeake, Sure he hath killd his Wife, 
My Miitris hcere lyes murthered in her bed. e/£mil. I, 1; oh lay me by my Miſtris ſide, 
AI. Oh heavens, forcfend. Gre. Hes gone, but his wifes kill'd. 
e/Emil. And your reports baveſct the Murder on. Mont. Tisa notorious Villaine: take youthis weapon 
Oth, Nay {tarenort Maſters, Whichl1 have recover'd from the Ioore: 
It is true indeed, Come guard the doore without, let him not paſſe, 
Gra. Tis a ſtrange Truth. Bur kil: him rather. Ile aftcrthat ſame villaine, 
Mon. O monitrous AR. | For tis a dataned Slave. Ex. 
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| The Tragedy of Othello 


_— 


Oth. Tam not valiant neither : 
Butevery Puny whipſter gets my Sword. 
But why ſhould honor our-live honeſty ? 
Let it gocall. ; 

«Emil, What did thy Song boad Lady ? 
Hearke, canſt thou heare me ? I will play the Swan, 
Anddye in Muſicke : Willowgh, Willowgh, F'illough. 
Moore, (he was chaſte : She lov'd thee, cruell Aoore:; 
So come my ſoule to bliſſe, as I ſpeake true ; 
So ſpeaking as I thinke, alas, Idye. 

Oth. I have another weapon in this Chamter, 
It was a Sword of Spaine, the Ice brookes temper : 
Oh hecre it is : Vnkle I muſt come forth. 

Gra. If thou attempt it, it will colt thee deere; 


{ Thou haſt no weapon, and pertorce mult ſuffer. 


Orb. Looke in upon me then, and ſpcake with me, 


Or naked asI am I will afſaultthcc. 


Gra, What is the matter ? 
Oth. Beheld, I have a weapon : 
Abetter never did it ſelfe ſultahyge 


' V pon aSouldiers Thigh. 1 have ſcene theday, 


That with this little Arme, and this good Sword, 

I hayc made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your ſtop. Bur (oh vaine boalt) 
Who can controll hisfate? lis not fonow, 

Be not affraid, though you doe ſec me weapon'd : 
Heere is my journies end, heere is my but 

And very Sea-marke of my utmoſt Salle. 

Doe you goe backe dilmaid ? I is a loſt feare : 


1 Man but a Ruſk againſt Othele's brelt, 


And he retires. Where ſhould Orh:{s goe ? 

Now : how doſt thou looke now ? oh ill-Starr'd wench, 
Pale asthy Smocke : when we ſhall mecte at compt, 
This looke of thinc will kurle my ſoule from Heaven, 
And fiends will ſnatch at it, Cold, cold, my ggirle? 
Even like thy Chaſtity. O curſed, curled SI2ve ! 
Whip me ye Divels, 

From the poſitefiion of this heavenly ſight x 

Blow me about in windes, roaſt me in Sulphure, 
Waſh mc in ſteepe-downe gulfes of Liquid fire, 

Oh Deſdemon ! dead Deſdemon : dead. dead. Oh, oh ! 


Euter Lodovico, Caſſio, Montano, and Tage, 
: with Officers. 

Lod. \Wherc is this raſh, and moſt unfortunate man ? 

Oth, Thats he hyp was Othelo; hecreI am. 

Led. Where 1isthat Viper ? 
Brivg the Villaine forth. 

Oth, I looke downe towards his feet ;but thats a fable, 
If that thou bceſt a divel!, I cannot killthee- 

Led. Wrench his Sword from bim. 

Lage. | bleed Sir, but not kill'd. 

Oth. Tm not ſorry neither, 11d have thee live x 


' For in my ſenſe, tis happineſle to dye. 


Lod. Oh thou Othello, that was once ſo good, 
Falne inthe prac of a curſed Slave, 
What ſhall be faid to thee. 

Oth. Why any thing : 
An honorable Murderer, if you will : 
Fer novghtT did in hate, butallin Honor, 

Led. 1his wretch hath part confeſt his Villany : 
Did _— he conſent in Cs//rs's death. 

Oth, I. 

Caf. Deere Genera!l, T never gave you cauſe, 

Oth. I doc beleve it, and I aske your perdon: 
Will you, I pray, demand that demy-Divell, 


— — 


—— 
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Why he hath thus cnſnar'd my ſoule and body. 
ſag. Demand me nothing:what you know, you know: 
From thistime forth, I never will ſpeake word. 
Lod. What? not to pray ? 
Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 
Oth. Well, thou doſt beſt, 
Lod, Sir , 


1. You ſhall underſtand what hath befalne, 


(Which, as Ithinke, you know net) heere isa Letter 
Found in the pocket of the ſlaine Roderigo, 

And heere another, the one of them imports 

The death of Caſio, to be undertooke 

By Roderrgo, 

Oth. O Villaine ! — 

( 4/i. Moſt heztheniſh, and moſt groſle. 

Lod. Now, heeres another ditcontented paper 
Found is his pocket too : and this it ſermes 
Roaerige meant t'have lent thisdamned villaine : 
But chat (belike) /ego inthe interim 
Came in, and fatisfi'd him. 

Oth., Oh thou pernitious Caitiffe ; 

How came you ({ſio) by that Handkerchicfe 
t was my wives? 
Caſſi. Itound it in my Chamber : 
And he himlſe!fe confeſt it but even now, 
That there he dropt it for a ſpeciall purpoſe, 
W hich wrought to hisdelirc. 

Oth. O foole, foole, foole ! , 

Caſſi. There is beſides, in Rederiges Letter, 
How he upbraipes Jags, thathe made him 
Brave me upoathe Watch : whereon it came 
That wascaſt : and even but now he ſpake 
(Afrer long ſeeming dead) Jago hurt him, 


| {ago (ethim on. 


Led. You muſt forſakethis roome, and goe withus : 
Your Power, and your command is taken off, 
And Caſſiorules in Cyprus. For this Slave, 


{ If there be any cunning Cruelty, 


That can torment him much, and hold him long, 
It ſhall be his. You ſhall cloſe Priſoner reſt, 
Till thar the Nature cf your fault be knowne 
Totbe Venetian State. Come, bring away. 
Oth, Soft you ;a word or two before you goe : 
I have done the State ſome ſervice,and they knowe : 
No more of that. 1 pray you in your Letters, 
When you ſhall thelc vnlvcky ceedsrelate, 
Speake of me, az 1 aw, Nothing extcuuate, 
Nor ſet downe cughtin malice. 
Then muſt you ſpeake, 
Of one that loy'd vot wiſely, buttoo well : 
Ofone, not caſily Icalious, but being wrought, 
Perplexcd in the extreame : Of one, w hoſc hand 
(Like the baſe Indian) threw a Pearleaway 
Richer thenall his Tribe : Of one, whoſe ſubdu'd Eyes, 
Albeit unuſed tothe mceſting moode, | 
Drop teares as ta(t as the Arabian Trees 
Their Medicinable gumme. Ser you downe this : 
And ſay beſides, that in e Aleppo once, 
W here a malignant, and a Turbond-Turke 
Beate a Venetian, and traduc'd the State, 
I tooke by tl throat the circumciled Dogge, 
And {mote him, thus. 
Lod. Oh blovdy period. 
Gra. All that is ſpoke is marr'd. 
Oth. I kiſt theezere I kill'd thee : No way but this, 
Killing my ſelte, to dye upon a kiſſe, Dyer. 
Caſſiv. 


—— 
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Caſſi. This did I feare,but thought he had no weapon: | Let it be hid. Gratis, keepe the houſe, 
For he was great of a | And ſeize upon the Fortunes of the More, 
Lod. Oh Spartan Dogge : | For they ſucceede on you. To you, Lord Governor, 
More fell then Anguiſh, Hunger, or the Sea : Renfaines the Cenſure of this hellich villaine : 
Looke on the Tragicke Loading of this bed : The time, the place, the torture, oh inforce it : 
This is thy worke : My ſclte will ſtraighe aboord, and to the State, 
The ObjeRt poyſons ſight, | This heavy AR, with heavy heart relate. Exennt. 
| | 
ACTORS 
NAA MES. 
"@ Parancn Moore. Gentlemen of Cyprus. [ 
Brabantio, Father to Deſdemons, Lodovico, «ud Gratiano, 7s Noble Venetians; | 
Caſho, An honourable Lieutenant. | Saylors, | 
Iago, 4 Yillaine. Clowne, 
Rodorigo, A guld Gentleman. | 
Dake of Venice, | | Deſdemona, wife to Othello, 
Senators, Emilia, Wife to [4g0. 
Montano, Governeut of Cyprus, Bianca, A CurteJaw. | 
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THE TRA GEDY 


Anchony,a and Cleoparra, 


Re —— 


Attus Primus. Scaua Prima, 


Enter Demettins , and Phils. Feeds Beaſt as Man ; the Nobleneſle of life 
Is to doe thus : when ſuch amutuall paire, 
And ſuch a twaine can doo't, in which 1 bind, 
Ay, but this —_ of our Generall On paine of puniſhment, the world to weete 
Ore-flowes the meaſure : thoſe his goodly eyes | We itand up Peerelefſe. 
T hat o're the Hles and Multers of the Warre, Cles. Excellent falſhood : 


Haveglow'd like plated Mars : Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her ? 
Now bend, now turne le feemethe Foole1 ” not. _—_— will be himſclfe, 
The Oitice and Devotion of their view | ene. Bur ſtirr'd b 
Vpon a Tawny Front. His Captaines heart, | Now for the love i fas, her ſoft huures, 
W hich in the ſcuffles of great fights hath burſt Lets not confound the time with Conference harſh ; 
Th: Buckles on his breſt, rencages ail temper, Theres not a minute of our lives ſhould ſtrerch 
And is become the Bellowesand the Fan Without ſome pleaſure now. W hat ſport tonight? 
To coole a —_—_— Ty Che. Heare the Ambaſladors. 
nthouy, Cleopatra, her Ladies; t eAwr. Fyc wrangli cen ; 
Trains, with Eunuchs fan- Whom cvery this = chide, tolaugh, 
nog her. To weepe: whole every paſſion fully ſtrives 
Look where they come : Tomak<c it {elfc (in Thee) faire, andadmir'd. 
Take but good note, and you ſhall ſee in him No Meſſenger but thine, and ail alone, ro night 
The triple Pillar of the world transform'd | We'il wancer thrcugh the ſtreets. aud no: c 
Into a Strumpets Foole. Behold and ſec. The qualities of peop!e. Cone mv Queene, 
Ces, If it be Love inde ed, tell me how much. Laſt night you did deſire it. Speake not to us. 
eAnt. Theres beggery ga the love that can be teckon'd Exennt with the Train 
Clee.Ile (et a bourre how.farre to be belov'd. Dom. Is Ceſar with Anthonins p1iz'd io ſlight? 


Ant. Then muſt thou necdes find out new heaven, | Philo. Sir ſometimes v, hen he is not Anthony, 


new Earth. | He comes too ſhort of that great Property 
Enter « Meſſ:nger. "Which ftiil ſhould goe with 4nthory, 
Meſ. Newss (my good Lord) trom Rome, Dems. Iam full ſorry, that be approves the common 
eAnt. Rate me, the ſumne. Lyar, who thus ſpeakes of himar Rome: but I will hope 
Cleo, Nay heare them eAmbony, ot better deeds to morrow. Relt you happy. Exe, 
Fulvia perchance isangry : Or who knowes, 
If the ſcar{c-bcarded («ſar have not ſent Enter Enobarbus, Lamprins, a Southſayer, Rannixs Lucili- 
His powerfull Mandate to you. Doe this, or this ws, C harman, Iras, Mardian the Emnuch, 
| Take in that Kin e, and ivfranchiſe that : . . and Aleras, 
Perform't, or elle we damne ther, 
Ant. How, my Love ? (ber. L. Alexas, (v ” Alexas, moſt any thing Alex, 
co. Perchance ? Nay, and moſt like ; almoſt moſt abſoluce Alexas; wheres the Soothlayer that 
You mel not ſtay heere longer, your diſmiſſion Fo prais'd ſoro'th'Qneene? Oh that 1 knew this Hus- 
Is come from Ceſar, thereforc heare it Anthony, and, w hich you Gay, wuſt change his hornes with Gar- 
Wheres Fulvias Proceſic ? ({{z{ars 1 would (ay ) both ? 
Call in the Meſſengers : As I am Egypts Queecne, a9 = Soothſaye. 
Thou bluſheft Anrbony, and that blood of thine | Sorrb. Your will? 
Is (ſer: homager : elſe ſothy cherke payes ſhawe, & .. Cr. is this the Man? Is't you fir that know things ? 


When ſhrill-tongu'd Falvis (colds. The Meſſengers. "Þ. Seerb. In Na:wes infinite booke of Secrecy, alittle 1 
Ant, Let Romein Tyber melt, and the wide Arch can re-d. 

Ofthe raing'd Empire fall : Hcere is my ſpace, Al:x. Shew him your hand. 

Kingdomes are clay : Our dungy carthalike Enob., Brivg in the Banker quickly : Wine _ 


em 


; 
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 effnthon T, and Cleopatra. 


I —_—_——— 


Cleoparras health to drinke. 

Char. Gocd fir, give me good Fortune. 

Sooth, I makenot, bur torice. 

Char. Pray then, foreſre me one- 

Soorb, You ſhall be yet farre fairer then you are» 

Char, He meancs in fleſh. 

Ira. No, you ſhall paint when you are old. 

Cher. Wrinkles forbid. : 

Alex, Vex not his preicience, be attentiue. 

Char. Huſh, 

Soorh, You ſhall be more belov ing, then beloved. 

({/ber. '1 had rather heate my Liver witherinking. 

Alex, Nay, heare him. 

Char. Good now ſome excellent Fortune. Let mee 
be married to three Kings in a forenoone, and Widdow 
them all : Let me have a Child at fifty, to whom Hered 
of lewry may doe Homage. Finde me to marry me with 
Oftavim Ceſar, and companion me with my Miltris. 

S$ooth. You ſhall our-live the Lady whom you ſerve. 

Char. Oh excellent, I love long life better then Figs. 

Seoth. You have ſcene and proved a fairer former for- 
tune, then that which is to approach. 

Char. Then belike my Children ſhall have nonames : 
Prethce how many Boyes and Wenches mult I have. 

Sooth. If every of your wiſhes had a wombe, and fore- 
tell every wiſh, a Million, 

Char: Out Fools, I fo; give thee for a Witch. 

Alex. Youthinke none but your ſheets are privy to 
your wiſhes. 

Char. Nay come, tell I as hers. 

Alex. We'll know all our Fortunes, 

Enob, Mine, and moſt of our Fortunes to night, ſhall 
be drunke to bed, | 

Ira. Theres aPalme preſages Chaſtity, if nothing elle. 

(har. E'ne as the ore-flowing Nylus prefageth Fa- 
mince. h 

Iras. Coe you wild Bec fellow, you eannot Soothſay. 

Char. Nay, ifan oyly Pale be not a fruitfull Prog- 


| noſtication, 1 cannot {cratch mine care. Prethee tell her 


| 


. 


but a worky day Fortune. 

Seoth, Your Fortancs are alike. _ 

Ir«. But how,but how,give me particulars. 

Sooth, I haveſaid, 

Iras, Am I not an inch of Fortune better than ſhe ? 

(har, Well,if you were bur'an 1uch of Fortune better 
than I: where would yoachoole it. 

Jras, Not in my husbands Noſe. 

Char. Our worlſer thoughts heavens mend, 

«Alexa. Come,his Fortunc,his Fortune. Ob let him 
marry a woman that cannot go,{weet 1/7, I beſeech thee, 
and [ct ber dye too, and give hima worſe, aid let worſe 
follow worlſe,till the worſt of all follow him laughing to 
his grave, fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good [ſr heare me this 
Prayer,though thou deny me a matter of more waight : 
good 1/5 I beſeechthee. 

Char. Amen,deere Coddeſſe, heare thatprayer of the 
people, Fer,as it is a heart-breaking to fee a ome 
man looſe-wiv'd, fo it is a deadly forrow, to behold a 
foule Knave uncuckolidcd ; Therefore deare 1/is keepe de- 
cornm, and Fortune him accordingly. 

{har. Amen. 
eAlex, Locnow, if it lay in their hands tomake me a 
Cuckold, they would make themſclves Whores , but 
they'ld doo't. 
Enter Cleopatra, 


Eno, Huſh,here comes eAnthony, 


— 


| ( har, Not he,the Queene. * 
Cleo, S1wyou my Lord ? 
Enob, No Lady. 
{ lee. Was henot here? 
Char, No Madame. | 
(ler. He was diſpos'd to mirth,but on the ſodaine 
A Roman thought hath ſtrooke him. 
Enobarbu ? 
Enab. Madam. | 
Cle. Secke him,and bring him hither:wkece's Alexas 
Alex. Here at your fervice- 
My Lord approaches, 


Enter Anthon 'y with a Meſſenger, 
(les, We willnor looke upon him : 
Goe with us. 
Meſſen, Fulniathy Wite, 

Firit came into the Held. 

« Ant. Againſt my Brother £ucins, 

Me: f. 1,but ſoone that Warre had end, 

And therimes ſtare 

Made triends of them,joynting their torce *gainſt Ceſar. 

W hoſe better ifſuc in the warre trom Italy, 

Vpen the firſt encounter drave them. 
eAnt, Well,what worlt. 

Aef. The nature of bad newes infe&s the Teller. 
Ant, When it concernes the Foole or Coward ; On. 

Things that are paſt,are done,with me. Tis thus, 

Who tels me truc,though in bis Tale lye deaths 

I heare him ashe flatter'd. 

Meſ, Labiewss (this is (tiffe-newes) 

Hath with his Parthian Force { 

Extended Aſia : from Euphrates his conqutring 

Banner ſhooke, from SyRa to Lydia, 

And t Ionia, whilſt 
Ant. Anthony thou wouldſt fay. 
Aﬀeſ. Oh my Lord. 

Ant. Speake to me home, 

Mince notthe generali tongue, name 

Cleopatra as ſhe iscall'd in Rome : 

Raile thou in Fulvia's phrale, and taunt my faults 

Wich ſuch full Licenſe, as both Truth and Malice 

Have powerto utter Ohthen we bring forth weeds, 

When our quicke windes lye (till, and our illes told us 

Is as our cactag: fare tlie well awhile., 
Mef. At your Noble pleaſure. 

Emer another Meſſenger. 

Ant. From Scicien how the newes? Speake there. 
. I Hef. The man from Scicion, 
Isthere ſuch an one ? 

2. Mef. He ſtayes vpon your will. 

Ant, Let lIumappeare : 
Theſe ſtrong Egyptian Fetters I mnt breake, 
Orloote my (cite in dotage. 


Exennt. 


Exit Meſſenger. 


Emer amther Meſſenger with a Letter. 


What are you? 
3 Mef. Fulvie thy wite is dead. 
eAnt, Where dyed ſhe. 
Meſ. In Scicron, her length of ſickneſſe, 
With whatelſc more fcrious, 
Importeth thee to know, this beares, 
Ant. Forebeare mc 
"Theres a great Spirit gone, thus did I defirgit : 
W hat our contemprs doe often hurle from us, 


—_ —— - 
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We wiſh it oursagaine. The preſent pleaſure, 
By revolution lowring,docs become 
The oppoſite of it ſelfe ; ſhe's good being gon, 
The hand could plucke her backe,that ſhoy'd her on. 
I muſt from this Queene breake off, 
Ten thouſand harmes,more than the illes I know 
My idleneſſe doth hatch. 
Enter Enobarbus, 
How now Enobarbus. 

Eno, Whats your pleaſure, Sir ? 

Anth, Imuſt with haſte from hence, 

Exs, Why then we kill a!l our Women. We ſee how 
mortall an unkindneſſe is to them, it they ſuffer our de- 
parture death 'sthe word. 

eAnt, 1 muſt be gone, 

Eno. Vnder a compelling an cccaſion, let women dye. 
It were pitty to caſtthem away for nothing, though be- 
tweene themand a great cauſe, they ſhould be eſteemed 
nothing. (leoparracatching bur the leaſt noyſe of this, 


dyes inſtantly ; I have ſcene her, dye rucnty times upon 


farre poorer moment: I do think there is mettle in death, 


which commitst{ome loving ate upon her, ſhe hathſuch 


a celcrity in dying, 

Ant. $he is cunning paſt mans thovght. 

Eno, Alzcke fir no, her paſſions are made of nothing 
but the fineſt part of pure love. We cannot call her winds 
and waters, fighcs and teares : They are greater ſtormes 
and Tempeſts then Almenackes can report. This cannet 
becunning in her ; if itbe, ſhe makesa ſhowre of Raine 
as well as ove. 

eAnt. Would I had never ſeencher. 

Eno. Oh fix, you had then left unſecne a wonderfull 
pecce of worke, which notto have beene bleſt withall, 
would have diſcredited your Travaile. 

eAnt. Fulvia is dcads 

Eno. Sir. 

Ant. Fulvia 1s dead. 

Eno, Fulvia? 

Am, Dead. 

Eno. Why fir, give the gods a thankefull Sacrifice : 
when it pleaſcth their Deitics to take the wite of a man 
from bim,it ſhewesto manthe Tailors of theearth:com- 
forting therein, that when old Robes are worne our, 
thercare membersto make new. If there wereno more 
Women but Falvie, then had you indeed a cut, and the 
caſe ro be lamented : Thisgriefc is crown'd with Cenſo- 


lation, your old Smocke brings feurth a new Petticoate, 


and indced the teares live in an Onion, that ſhould water 
this ſorrow. | 

Avt. The buſineſſe ſhe hath broached in the State, 
Cannot endure my ablencc. 

Eno, And the buſincſſe you have brozch'd heere can- 
not be without you, eſpecially that of (#eeparras, which 
wholly depends on your abode. 

nt, No morclike Anſwers : 

Let our Officers 

Have notice what we purpoſe. T ſhall breake 
The cauſc of our Expedience,rothe Queene, 
And get her love to part. For not alone 

The death of Falvie, with more vrgent touches 
Doe ftrongly ſpeake to us : bur the Letters roo 
Of many our contriving friends in Rome, 
Peririon us at home. Sextws P ompeines 

Hath given the dare to (ear, and commands 
The Empire cf the Sea. Our {lippery people, 
Whoſe Love is never link'd to the deſerver, 


| Tobe entangled with thoſe mouth-made vowes, 


+ Yon doe not hold the method, to enforce 


Till his deſerts are paſt, begin tothrow 
Pompey the great, and all his Dignities 
V pon his Sonne, who high in Name and Power, 
Higher then both in blood and life, ſtands up 
For the maine Souldier. Whoſe quality going on, 
T be ſides oth'worid may danger. Much is breeding, 
Which like the Courlers heire, hath yet bur life, 
And not a Serpents poyſon. Say 6u; pleaſure, 
Toſuchwhole place is under ugrequires 
Our quicke remove from hence, 

Eno. I thail door, E xennt, 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, eAlexas, and Ir. 


(lee. Whercis he? 
Char, I did not ſee him ſince. 
Cleo. See where he is, 
Who's with him, what he does : 
I did not ſend you. If you finde him ſad, 
Say I am dauncing: if in Myrth, report 
That 1am fodaine ficke. Quickly, and returne. | 
Char, Madam, me thinkes if you did love him deerely | 


T helike from him. 

Cleo, What ſhould I doel docnor ? 
Ch.lneach thing give him way,croſſe him in nothing. | 
Cleo, Thou teacheſt like a foole : the way to loſe him. 
Char. Tempt him not ſo too farre. I wiſh forbeare, 

Intime we hate that which we cften feare. 

Enter Anthony. 
But hcere comes Anthony, 
Cle. I am licke, and ſullen. 
_ Art. 1am forry to give breathing to my purpoſe. 
(eo. Helpe mc away deere Charmian, 1 ſhall fall, 
It cannot be thus long, the (idesof Nature 
Will not ſuſtaine ir. - | 
Ant. Now my deereſt Queene. 
Cleo, Pray you ſtand farther from me, 
An. Whats the matter ? 
{ lev. know by that ſame eyetheres ſome good newes 

W hat ſayes the married woman you may goc ? 

Would ſhe had never given youleave ro come, 

Let her not ſay tis I thatkeepe you heere, 

I have no power upon you : Hers you are. 
eAnt, The gods beſt know. | 
(eo. Oh never was there Queene 

So mightilybetrayed : yet at the firſt 

I faw the Treaſons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra. 
(ke. Why ſhould I thinke you can be mine, and true 

(Though you ſwearing ſhake the Throaned gods) 

Who have bcene falſe to Falvia? 

Riotous madneſle, 


W hich breake themſgves infwearing. 

Ant, Molt ſweet Queene. 

Che. Nay pray you ſceke no colonr for your going, 
But bid farewell, and goe: 
Then was the time for words: No going then, 
Eternity was in our Lippes, and Eyes. 
Blifle in our browes bent : none our parts (o poore, 
But was a race of heaven. They are ſoſtill, 
Or thou the greateſt Souldier of the world, 
Art turn'd the greater Lyar. 

Ant. How now Lady ? 

Cls. 
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Cleo, I would1 had thy inches,thou ſhould'ſt know | Since my becomimings kill me, when they do nor 


There b Eye wellto you. Your Honar calls you hence. | 
grbyons Therefore be deafe romy unpirtied Folly, 

The ſtrong neceſſity ef Time,commands And allthe Gods go with you. Vpon your Sword 

Our Services a while : but my full heart Sit Law rell'd victory, and ſmooth ſuccelle 

Remaines in uſe with you, Our Italy, ; Be ftrew'd before your feete. 

Shines o're with civill Swords ; Sexriu Pompers em. Letrusgo., , 

Makes his approches to the Port of Rome, Come : Our ſeparation ſq abides and flies, 

Equality of two Domefiicke powers, That thou rcliding heere, goelt yet with me , 

Breed ſcrupulous faRion: The hated growneto ſtrength | And [ hence flecting, heere remaine with thee. 

Are newly growne to Love; The condemn'd Pompey, Away. Exeurt, 
Rich 1n his Fathers honour,creepes apace | 

Into the hearts of ſuch,as have not thrived Enter Olteviuu reading a Letter, Leyidus, 
Vponthe preſent ſtate, whoſe numbers threaten, nd SR 

Ard quietneſſe growne ſicke of reſt, would purge 
"By any deſperate change : My more dg . Cef. You may ſee Lepidus,ang henceforth know, 

And that which moſt with you ſhould ſafe my going, | It jgnot Ceſar Naturall vice, toYate 


Is Fulvias death, : One great Competitor. From Alexandria 
C/e,Though age from folly could not give me freedom | This is thenewes : he fiſhes, drinkes, and waſtes 


It does from childiſhneſle, Can Fulvia dye ? The Lampes of night in revells : Is not more manlike 
Ant, Shee's dead my Queene, _ Then (Toparra: nor the Queene of Prolomy 
Looke here,and at thy Soveraigne leylure reade #7 More Wonanly then he. Hardy gave audience 
The Garboyles ſhe awak'd : atthe laſt, beſt, Or did vouchſate tothinke he had Partners. You 
See when,and where ſhe dycd. Shall finde there a man, whois th'abſtradt of all faults ; 
Cle, O moſt falle love ! : Thar all men follow. 
Where be the ſacred Viols thou ſhoul'dſt fill _ Lep. 1 muſt not thinke | 
With ſorrowfull water ? Now I ſee, Lee, There are, evils enow to darken all his goodnefle, 
In Fulvias death,how mine receiv'd ſhall be, His faulrs in bim, iceme as the Spots of heaven, 
ent, Quartell nomore,but be prepar dro know More ficry by nights Blackneſſe ; Hereditary. 
The purpoſes I beare : which are,or ceaſe, Rathet then purchaſte : what he cannot change, 
As you ſhall give th'advice, By the fire Then what he chooſes. 
That quickeus Nylas flime,I goe from hence Ce/. Yoaaretoo indulgent. Lets grauntit is 
Thy Souldicr,Servant,making Peace or Warre, Amiſſc totumble on the bed of Prolemy, 
As thou affecſt, } To givea Kingdome for a Mirth, to fit 
Cleo, Cut my Lace, Charmian come, And keepe the curne of Tipling with a Slave, | 
But let it be, am quickly ill,and well, To reele the {treers at noone, and ſtand the Buffer 
So «Anthony loves, With knavesthar (mell of ſweate : Say this becomes him 
eAnt. My precious Quyeene forbeare, { (As his compoſure muſt be rare indeed, * 
And give true evidence to his Love,which ſtands Whcm thee things cannor blemiſh) yer mult eAnchony 
An bonourable Trial. No way excule his foyles, when we doe beare 
Cleo, So Fulviatold me, SO great waight in his Lightneſle. It he filld 
I prythee turne aſide,and weepe for her, His vacancy with his Voluptuouſneſle, 
Then bid adicw ro mec,and ſay the teares Full ſurfers, and the drinefle of his bones, 
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene Call on him for't. But roconfound ſuchcime, 


Ofexcellent diſſembling,znd ict it looke 


{ Thar drummes him from his ſport, and ſpeakesas lowd | 
Like perfe&t honour, As his one State, and ours, tisto be chid : | 
eAnt, You hea: my blood nomore? As werate Boyes, who being maturein knowledge, 
Cleo. You candoe better yet ; but thisis meerly, Pawnetheir experience to their preſent pleaſure, 
Ant, Now by my Sword, : And fo rebell ro judgement. 
| Cleo, AndTarget, Still he mends, | Emer a Meſſenger. 
But this isnot the beſt, Looke prythee Charmian, Lep. Heeres more newes. 
How this Hercu/ean Roman docs become Meſ. Thy biddings have beenedone,and every houre 
The carriage of hi: chafe. Moſt Noble Ceſar, ſhalt thou have report 
Ant, Ileleave you Lady, { How tisabroad. Pompey is ſtrong at Sca, 
Cleo, Courteous Lord,one word : ; Andit appeares, he is beloy'd of thoſe 
Sir,you and I muſt part,burthat's not it : That only have feard {ſar : tothePorts 
Sir,you and [ have lov'd,but there's nor it : The diicontents repaire, and mens reports 
That you know well,ſomething it is I would: Give him much wrong'd. 
Oh,my oblivion is a very eAnthony, Cef, 1 ſhould have knowne no lefle, 
And I am all forgotten, It hath bin eaught ns from the primall tate, 
Ant, But that your Royalty That he which is, was wiſht,untill ke were : 
Holds Idlenfle your {ubjet,1 ſhould take you And the ebb'd man, 
For Idleneſlc it (elſe. | Ne're lov'd, till ne're worth love, 
Cleo, 'Tis ſweating labour, Cames fear'd, by being lack'd. This common body | 
To beare ſuch Idleneſle fo neare the heart Like toa Vagobond Flagge upon the Streame, 
As Cleoparrathis, But Sir,forgiveme, { Goes too, and backe, lacking the varrying tyde. 
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To rot it ſelfe with motion. 
Heſs Caſar I bring thee word, 
| HMenacrater and Mena famous Py rates 
Makesthe Sca ſerve them, which they care and wound 
With keeles of every kid, Many hot inrodes 
They make in ltaly, the borders Maritime 
Lacke blood tothinke on'r,and Heſh youth revolt; 
No Veſlell canpeepe forth , but tis as ſoone 
Takenas ſeene : for Pompeyes name ſtrikes more 
Then could his Warre reſiited. 
 Ciafar. Anthony, 
Leave thy laſcivious Vaſſailes, W hen thou once 
Wert beaten from /fedene, where thou ſlewſt 
Hirſas, and Panſa Conſuls, at thy hecle 
Did famine follow, whom theu foughtſt againſt, 
(Though daintily brought up) with patience more 
Then Savages could ſuff@, Thou did{tdrinke 
The ſtale of horſes, and the gilded Puddle : 
Which Beaſts would coughat. Thy pallat then did daine 
The roughcſt Berry, onthe rudeſt edge. 
Yea, like the Stayge, when Snow the Paſture ſheets, 
The barkes of Trees thou browſed(t. On the Alpes, 
It is reported thou did(t cate ſtrange fleſh, 
Which ſome diddyc 20 looke on : Andallthis 
(1t wounds thine honor that I ſpeake it now) 
Was borne ſolike a Souldiour, that thy cheeke 
po as lank'd mn 
p. Tis pitty ot him. 
(*/« Let 777 hou quickely 
Drive him toRame, tis time wetwaine 
Did ſhew our ſelves ith'Field, and to that cnd 
Aſſemble we immediate counlell, P ompey 
Thrives in our Idlcneſſe. 
Lep. To morrow Ca{ar, 
I ſhall be furniſht to informe you rightly 
Both what by Sea and Land I can be able 
To front this preſent time. . * (well. 
Caf. Till which encounter, it is my buſineſſe roo. Fare- 
Lep. Farewell my Lord; what you ſhall know mcanc 
| Offtirres abroad, 1 ſhall bcfeech you Sir (time 
To let me be partaker. 
C <f. Doubt not fir, I knew it for my bond; Exexur. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmain, Ir 4s, and Mardian, 
Cles. (har mian. ; 
Char. Madam. 
Cleo. Ha, ha, give me to drinke Mandragorss. 
(har. Why Madam ? ; — 
(leo, bat I might 1:epe out this great gap of time : 
My Anthony is away. 
"Char. You thinke of him too much. 
(ke. Otis Treaſon. 
. Madam, 1 truſt not ſo. / 
Cleo, Thou, Eunuch Mardian ? 
Mar. Whats your highnefle pleaſure ? 
Cleo. Not now to heare thee fling. Itake no pleaſure 
In onght an Eunuch has : Tis well tor thee, 
That D_ unſeminaried; thy freer thdughts | 
May nort flye forth of Egypt, Haſt thou AﬀeRions ? 
Mar. Yes gracious Madam. 


Cleo, Indeed ? 

May. Not indeed Madam, for I can doc gothing 
But what indeed is honeſt to be done :; . 
Yer havel fierce Aﬀettions, and thinke 
What Venus did with Mars- 


Cleo. Oh Charmian; 


Where thinkſt thou he is now ? Stands he, or rs he ? 


Es Ee oe 


Or does he walke ? Or is he on his Horſe ? 

Oh happy horſe to beare the weight of eAnthony ! 

Doe bravely horſe, for wor'ſt thou whom thou mooy'ſt, 
The demy ele ot this Earth, the Arme 


| And Burgonet of man. Hes ſpeaking now, 


Or murmuring, wheres my ntofold Nyle, 

( For ſo he calls me:) Now I feed my ſelfe 

With molt delicious poyſon. Thinke on me 
Thatam with Phebus amorous pinches biacke, 
And wrinkled dcepe in time. Broad-fronted {/ar, 
When thou wast heere above the ground, I was 

A morſell for a Monarke; and great P 

Would ſtand and make hiseyss grow in my brow, 
There would he anchor his Aſpect, and dye 

With looking on his life, 


Enter Alexas from Caſar, 

Alex, Soveraigne of Egypt, haile. 

Cleo, How much unlike art thou Clarks Amthory 
Yetcemming from him, that great Med'cine hath 
With his Tinct gilded thee. 

How goes it with my brave Afarke Anthony ? 
Alex. Laſtthing he did (deere Queene) 
He kilt the laſt of many doubled kifles, 
This Orient Pearle. His ſpeech ſtickes in my heart. 

Cleo, Mine care muſt plucke itthence, 

Alex. Good friend, quoth he : 

Say the firme Roman to great Egypt ſends 

This treaſure of an Oyſter : at whole foote 

To mend the petty preſent, I will peece 
Her opulent T hrone, with Kingdomes. All the Eaſt, 
(Say thou)ſhallcall-her Miſtris. So he nodded, 

And {oberly did mount an Arme-gaunt Stced, 

Who neigh'd ſo bye, that what I would have ſpoke, 

Was bealily dumbe by him, 

Cleo, W hat was he fad, or merry ? 

Ale.Like to the time oth'yeare, berweene the extremes 
Of hot andcold, he was nor ſad nor merry. 

Cho. Oh welldivideddifpoſition : Note him: 

Note him good Charmian, tis the man ; but note kim. 
He was not {ad, for he would ſhine on thoſe . 
That make their lookes by his. He was not merry, 
Which {cem'd roxzell them, his remembrance lay 

In Egypt with his joy, but betweene both, 

Oh heavenly mingic | Bee'ſt thou fad, or merry, 

The violence of either thee becomes, 

Sq do's it no» manelſe. Metſt thou my Poſts? 

Alex. I Madam, twenty ſeverall Mcſlcagers. | 
Why doe you ſcnd ſorhicke? 

Cleo, Who's _ that day, =_ forget þ- harm | 
to Anthony, thall dye a Begger. 1 cr mb- 
PY oe my good ealeras. DidI Dn. ever 
love ( «ſar fo? 

Char. Oh that brave Ceſar, 

(ke. Bechoak'd with ſuch another Emphaſis, 
Say the brave eAnthgey. | 

Char. The valiant { «ſar. 

(eo, By Ifis, I will givethee bloody tecth, 
Ifthou with Ceſar Paragonagaioe 
My manof men. ,_ | 

Char. By your moſt gracious pardon, 

I ſing but you. 

Cleo, My Sallad dayes, | 
W hen I was greene in judgement, cold in blood, 
Toſay,as I ſaid then. But come, away, 

Get me Inke and Paper, 


? 


He | 


yu 
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he ſhall have every day ſeverall greeting, or Ile unpeo-, | Enter Enobarbus and Lepidic. 
ple Egypt. Sig Exennt, | + Zep,Good Enobarbus, tis a worthy deed, 
Enter Pompey, Menecrates , and CMenas in And ſhall become you well, to intreat your Captaine 
warlike manner. To ſoftand gentle ſpeccb, 
Fom, If the great gods be juſt, they ſhall aſſiſt Enob, I ſhall intreat him 
The deeds of juſtcſt men. Toanſwerelike himſelfe: if Ceſar move him, 
AMene, Know worthy Pompey, that which they do de- | Let eLnthony looke over Ceſars head, 
lay, they not deny. And ſpeake as lowd as Mars. By Iupiter, 
Pow. Whiles weare ſutors to their Throne , decayes | Were I the wearer of Anthonio's Beard, 
the thing we ſue for. | I would not ſhave't today. 
Mene. We ignorant of our ſelves. Lep. Tisnota rime for private ſtomacking. | 
Begge often our owne harmes, which the wiſe Powers Eno, Everytime ſerves for the matter that is then 
Deny us for our good : ſo finde we profit borne in't, 
By looſing of our Prayers. Lep. But ſmall to greater matters muſt give way. | 
Pom. | (halldo well : Enop, Not if the ſmall come firſt; 
The People love me, and the Sea is mine; Lep. Your ſpcech is paſſion : but pray you ftirre 
My powers are Creſſent,and my Auguring hope No Embers up. Hecere comesthe Noble 4nthony. 
Sayes it will come to'th'full. Marks Antbony Enter eAmkony and Ventidina. 
In Xgypt fits atdinner, and will make | Eno, And yonder ( ſar, 
No warres without doorcs, Ceſar gets money where Enter Ceſar, Mecenas, and A grippa. 
He lovfes hearts: Lepriawe flatters both, Ant. If we compoſe wellheere, toParthia : 
Of both is flatter'd : but he neither loves, | Hearke Venridime, 
{ Nvr either cares for him. Ceſar. Idonot know AMecenas, aske Agrippa. 
Mene. Ceſar and Lepidus arc in the field, Lep. Noble Friends 
A mighty ſtrength they carry. Thar which combin'd us was molt great, and let not 
Pom. W here have youthis? Tis falſ&, A leaner action rend us. What's amiſle, | 
Atexe. From Silvus Sir. May it be gently heard. W hen we debate 
Pom. He dreames : I know they are in Rome together | Our triviall difference lowd, we do commit 
| Looking for «Antony: bur all the charmes of Love, Murther in healing wounds. Then Noble Partners, | 
Salt (Tcoparraſoften thy wand lip, The rather for I carneſtly beſeech, 
Let witchcraft joyne with beauty, Luſt with both, Touch you the ſowreſt points with ſweeteſt tearmes, 
Tye upthe Libertine ina field of Feafts, Nor curſtneſſe grow to'th' matter, 
Keepe his Brajne fuming. Epicurean Cookes, Ant. Tis ſpoken well : 
Sharpen with cloylefleſawce his Appetite, Were we betore our Armes andrto fight, 
| That ſleepe and feeding may prorogue hisHonour, I ſhould dothus. Flowrifh. | 
Even t1il a Lethied dulneſſe— —— {/. Welcome to Rome. 
Enter Vayrine. Ant, Thanke you. 
How now Yarriu ? Ce/, Sit. | 
Var. This is moſt certaine, that I ſhalldeliver: | nt. Sitfir. 
Merkes Anthony is every houre in Rome (ef. Nay then. 
Expected. Since he went from A&gypt,'tis | Ant. Llcarne youtake things ill, which are nor fo: 


Or being, concerne yon not. 

Pow. I could have given leſſe matter Ceſ. 1 mult be laught ary if or for nothing, ora little, 
A better care. Iona, l did northinke Should ſay my ſelfc offended, and with you 
This amorous Surfetter would have donn'd his Helme Chictely 1'c? world, More laught at, that I ſhould 


A ſpace for farther travaile, 


ny, 


For ſuch a petty Warre : His Souldierſhip . Once name you derogately : when to ſound your name 
Is twice the other twaine : But let us reare It not concern'd me. 
The higher our Opinion, that our ſtirring Ant. My being in Egypt Ceſar, what was't to you ? 
Can from the lap of &.gypts Widdow, plucke Ceſ. No more then my reſiding heere at Rome 
- The neere Luft-wearied Anthony, Mighe berto you in Egypt : yer if youthere 
Mene. 1 cannot hope, Did praftiſe on my (tate, your being in Agypt 
Ceſar and Ambony ſhall well greet together 3 Might be my queſtion, 
His Wife that's dead, did treſpaſſes to Ceſar, «Ant. How intend you, practts'd? 
His Brother warr'd apon him, although 1 rhinke Cef, You may be pleas'd rocatch at mine intent, 
Not mov'd by Anthony, By what did heere befall me. Your Wife and Brother af 
Pom. I know not Menas, ade warres upon me, and their couteſtation 
How leſſer Enmities may give = to greater, Was Theame for you, you were the word of warre. 
Were't not that we ſtand up againſt them all : Ant. ou do miſtake your buſine/ſ.,my brother never 
'Twer pregnantthey ould ſquare betweene themſelves, | Did urge me inhis AR :; I did inquireit, 
| For they have entertained cauſe enough And have my learning from ſome true reports 
To draw their ſwords : but how the Tn of us That drew their ſwords with you, did he ootrather 
May Cimenttheir diviſions, and binde up | Diſcredir my authority with yours, 
The petty difference, we yer not know: And make the warres alike againſt my ſtomacke, 
Bee'r as our Gods will have't; it onely ſtands © Having alike your cauſe: Of this,my Letters | 
Our lives upon,to uſe our ſtrongeſt hands, Before did ſatisfie you. If you patcha quarre!l; 
Come Menas. Exeunt, | As matter whole you have to take it with, / | 


ZZ 


a | 
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It muſt not be with this. ” 

Cf. You praiſe your ſelfe, bylaying defeRts of jadge= 
ment to me : bur you patcht up your ex 
Anth. Not ſo, not io: X 

I know you could nor lacke, I am certaineon't, 
Very neceſſity of this thonght, that I 

Your in the cauſc *gainſt which he fought, 
Could not with gracefull cyes attend thoſe Warres 
Which fronted mine owne peace. As for my wite, 
I would you had her Spirit, in ſuch another, 
Thethirdoth' world is yours, which witha Snaftle 
You may pace caſie, but not ſuch a wife. , 

Exobar, Would we hadall ſuch wives, that the men 
might go to Warres with the women. 

Anth, So muchuncurbable, her Garboiles (Ceſ#) 
Madc out of her impatience : which not wanted 
Shrodenefle of policie te : I greeving grant, 

Did you too much diſquiet, for that youmuſt, 
But ſay I could not helpe it. | Sa 

(ſar. I wroteto you, when rioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket up my Letters : and with taunts 
Did gibe myMillive out of audience. 

Ant: Sir, he fell upon me, erc admitted, then: 
Three Kings | had newly feaſted, and did want 
Of whatI was i'th*morning : but next day 
Itold him of my ſeife, which was as much 
As to have askt him pardon. Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our ſtrife : if we contend 
Out of our queſtion wipe him, | 

(ſar. You have broken the Article of your oath, 
which you ſhall never have tongue to charge me-with. 

Lep. Sofc Ceſar. 

eAnt. No Lepidis, let him ſpeake, 

The Honour is Sacred which hetalkes on now, 
Suppoſing thar I lackt it : but on Ceſer, | 
The Article of my oath. ; 

C2ſa. To lend me Armes, and aide whenT requir'd 
them, the which you both denied. 

Anth. Neglected rather, 

And then when poyſoned houres had bound me up 
From mine owne knowledge, asnecrly asI may, 
Ie play the penitentto you. But mune honeſty, 
Shall not make poore my greatneſle, nor my power 
Worke without ir. Truth is, that F#/via, 


CS. 


| To have me ont of Egypt, made Warres heere, 


For which my ſelfe; the ignorant motive, doe 
So farre aske pardon, as befirs mine Honour 
To ſtoope in ſucha caſe, 

Lep. Tis Nobly ſpoken. 

AMece. If it might pleaſe you, to enforce no further 
The griefes betwetne ye : to forget them quite. 
Were toremember, that the far neede, 

Speakes toatrone you, 

Lep. Worthy ſpoken CMecenas, 

Enebay. Or if you borrow one anothers Love for the 
inſtant, you may when you heare no more words of 
Pompey returne itagaine : you ſhall have time to wrangle 
in, when you have nothing elſe to doe. 

Auth. Thou arta Souldier, onely ſpcake no more, 

Enob, Thattructh ſhouldbe ſilent, I had almoſt for- 


got, 

Anth. You wrong this preſence, therefore ſpeake no 
more. 

Enob., Gotothen : your Conſiderate ſtone, 

(ſar, I doe not much diſlike the matter but 


| The manner of hisſpeech : for't cannor be, 


We ſhall remaine in friendſhip, our conditions 
So differing in their ats. YerifIT knew 
What Hoope ſhould hold us ſtaunch from edge to edge 
Ath* world : I would purſue it. 
= Give melcave Ceſar. 
</. Speake A 
. Agri. Thou haſt a Siſter by thy Mothers ſide, 'admir'd 
ORavia? Great Marke Ambeny is now a widdower, 
Ceſ. Say not, ſay Agrippe; if Cleopatra heard you, your 
proofe were well deſerved of raſhneſle. 
Anth. I am not marrycd Ceſar: let me heere Agrippa 
further ſpeake. 
Agri. To hold you in perpetuallamitie, j 
To make you Brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With anun-ſlipping knot, take e-H 
Ottaviato his wife: whole beauty claſhes 
No worſe a husband then the beſt of men : 
W hoſe vertue, and whoſe generall graces,ſpeake 
That which none elſe can utter. By this marriage, 
All little Ielouſics which now ſceme great, 
And ll great feares, which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing, Truth's would be tales, 
Where now halferales be trath's ; her love to both, 
Would cach to other, andall loves toboth, 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have ſpoke, 
For *tis a ſtudicd,not a preſent thought, 
By duty ruminated, 
Anth. Will Ceſar ſpeake ? 
Ceſar. Not till he heares how Anthoyy is nouche, 
With what is ſpoke already. 
Anh. What power 1s in Agripps, 
If I would ſay Agrippa,be ut ſo, 
To makethis good ? 
( ear. The power of Ceſar, 
And his power, unto Oftava. 
Anh, Maol never 
(To this good purpoſe, that ſo fairely ſhewes) 
Drearre of impediment: let me have thy hand 
Further this at of Grace ; and fromthis houye, 
The hcart of Brothers governeinour Loves, 
And 1way cur gtcat Deſignes. 
Ceſ. There's my haud: 
A Siſter 1 teucath you,whome noBrother 
Did ever love ſodcerely., Let her live 
To joyne our kingdomes,and our hearts,and never 
Flic ff our Lovcs againe, 
Z: ps. Happily, Amen. : 
Axt.1 did not thinke todraw may Sword againſt Pompey 
For he hath laid ſtrange courteſics, and great 
Of late upon me. 1 muſt thanke him onely, 
Leſt my remembrance, ſuffer ill report: 
_ ot that defie him. 
'» Timecalz upon's, 
Of us muſt Pompey Lean be ſapght, 
Orelie he leckes out us. 
Amb. Where lics he? 
Ce/. About the Mount-Meſenaz 
Amb. What is his ſtrength by land ? 
Cef. Great, and-encreafing : 
Bur by Sca he 1s an abſolute Maſter, 
Anth. So is the Fame, 


Would we had ſpoke together. Haſt we for it, © 
Yetere we put our ſelves in Armes, diſpatch we 
The buſinei{le we haveralkt of. 
C ef. With moſt gladneſle,' 
And do invite you tomy Siſters view, wth 


_— 
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| __ the delicate cheekes which they did coole, 


367 | 


Whither ſtraight Ile lead you. 


Anth, Letus Lepidxs not lacke your company. 
Zop. Nobld Anthony , nor fickeneiſe ſhould detaine 
me. 


Exennt omnes. 
Manent Enobarbues, Agrippe, Mecenas. 

Ate, Welcome from Sir. 

Ene. Halfe the hereof Foe, worthy Meacenas, My 
honourable Friend 4 

eAgrs. Good E Z 

ce, We have cauſetobe glad, that mattersare ſo 

well digeſted: you ſtayd well by't in Egypt. | 
. Encb, | Sir, wedid day out of coantenaunce : 
and made the night light with |drinking. 

CMece. Eight Wi $ rolted whole at abreak- 
faſt : and butewelve perſons there. Is thistrue? 

Evor.This was butas a Flye by an oy : we had much 
more monſtrous marter of Fealt, which worthily deſer- 


ved noting. ; 
Mecenas. She's a moſt triumphant Lady, if report be | 

{quare to her, 

Enab. W hen ſhe firſt met Adarke e Anthony , ſhe purſt 
up his heart upon the river _ 

Agri. There ſheappear'd i : or my reporter de- 
vis'd well for her. 

Eno. I will tell you, 
The Barge ſhe fat in, like a burniſhe Throne 
Burnt on the water : the P was beaten Gold, 
Purple the Sailes : and ſo perfumed that 
The Windes were Love-licke. 
With chem the Oares were Silver, 
Whichto the tune of Flutes kept ſtroke and made 
The water which chey beate, to follow faſter ; 
As amorous of their ſtrokes. For her owne perſon, 
Ic dail deſcription, ſhedid lye 
In her Pavillion, cloth of Gold, of Tiſſue, 
O're-picturing that Venus, where we ſee .. 
The fancic ——_— __ = my _ ww. 
Stood Dim yes, like ſmiling Cupi 
With Sn colour'd Fannes whoſe wink wid leeme 


- 


what they undid did. 
Aerip. Oh rare for Anthony. : 

Eno. Her Gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 
So many Mer-maides tended her i'th' eyes, 
And niade their bends adornings. At the Helme. 
A ſeeming Mer-maide ſteeres : The Silken Tackles 
Swell with the touches of thoſe Flower-ſoft hands, 
That yarcly frame the office. From the Barge 
A ſtrange inviſible perfume hits the ſenſe. 
Of the adiacent W harfes, The Cittie caſt 
Her out upon her : and «Anrhony 
Enthron'd *th* Market-place, did fit alone, 
Whiſling to 'th' ayre : which bur for vacancie, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in Narurc, 

eAgrop. Rare Egyptian, 

Eno. Vpon her landing, eAxthoxy ſentto her, 
Invited her toSupper : ſhereplyed , 
It ſhould be better, he became her gueſt : 
Which ſhe entreated, our Courteous Anthony, 
Whom nere the word of no woman heard ſpeake 
Being barber'd ten times o're, goes rothe Feaſt ; 
And for his ordinary, pajes his 


For what his cyes cate oncly. 
Agr. Royall Wench : 


eAnthony and (leopatra. 
7 


| 


She made great Ceſar lay his Sword to bed, 
He ploughed her, and ſhe cropt. 

Emo, I {aww her once 
Hop forty Pacesrhrough the publicke ſtreere, 


” -% 


That the dd make defeR, perfection, 
And breat hleſſe brearhforth. 
Mece. Now Anthony, malt leave her atterly. 
ne, Never he will not; 
Age cannot wither her, nor cuſtome ſteale 
Her infinite variety : other women cio 
The apperies they feede,but ſhe - ws. "I 
W here moſt ſhe ſatisfies. For vildeſt things 
Become themſelves 1n her,thatthe holy Pricſts 


A blefſed Lottery to-him. 


my gueſt, whilſt you abide heere. 
Eno. Humbly Sir I thanke you- 


eAnth, The world, and my great aifice, will 
Somrimey divide me from Gon 


bowe my prayers to them for you. 
* Amtb.\'Goodnight Sir. My Oftavie 


| Readnotmy blemiſh:s inthe worlds report ; 


Enter $ 


thither., 
Aut. 1f you can, your reaſon ? 


Bur yet hic you to Egypr againe. 


({eſars or mine ? 

Sor. Ceſars, Therefore ( 
Thy Dzmon (that's thy ſpirit which kcepes thee ) 
Noble, Couragious, high unmatchable, 

W hare Ceſe@rs is not, But neere him thy Angell 


Make _ enough betweene you. 

eFath. Speake this n0 more. 

Sooch, To none but thee no more, but when to 
If thou doſt play wich bim at any game, 
Thou art ſure tolooſe : And of that Naturall lucke. 


When he ſhinesby : 1 fay againe, thy ſpirit 
Is all affraid to governe thee ncere hum : 
But he alway is Noble. . 
Anth. Getthee gone: 
Say to VentidineTl would ſpeake with him. 

He ſhall to Parthia , be it art or hap, 
He hath ſpoken true, The very Dice obey him, 
And in our ſports my better cunaing faines, 
Vnder his chance, if we draw lots,he ſpeeds, 
His Cocks do winnethe Barraile, (till of mine, 
When it is all ronaught: and his Quailes ever 


| 


Beate mine (in hoopt) at odd's. I will co Egypt ; 


And tzving loſt her breath, ſheſpoke,and panted, 


Blefſe her, when ſh: is Riggi 
CMece, If » Wit Modeſty, can ſettle 
The heart of «1 : Oflamnais 


Agrip. Letus go. Good Exebarbus, make your ſelfe 
Exexm, 


Enter « Anthony, («far , Oftavia betweekethens, | 


Ofta. All which time, before the Gods my knee ſhall 


I have not kept my (quare,but that to come 

Shall all be done by th Rulc : good night deere Lady : 
Ota, Good night Sir, 
(ſa, Goodnight. Exit, 


eAnth. Now ſirrah; you do why ſelfe in Egypr ? 
Sooth. Would I bad never come from thence, nor you 


Sooth. 1 ce it inmy motion : have itnot in my tongue, 
Artho. Say to me, whole Fortunes ſhall riſc higher, 
oh Anthony) ſtay not by his ſide 


Becomes ateare : as being o're-powr'd, and therefore 


He beates thee gaint the odJes. Thy Later thickens, 


is 


thee, 


Ex, 


Sh 


| 
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Andthough I make this marriage for my peace 

Petr Eaſt my pleaſure lies , Oh come YVeuridone, ; 
Emer Ventidius. 

You muſt to Parthia, your commiſſions ready : 

Follow me and receive't . | Exennt. 

Enter Legidus, Mecenas and Agrippe- 


Lepidws. Trouble your ſelfe no farther: pray you haſten 
your generals after. ] 

Agr. Sir, Marke «Anthony will e'nc but kifſe Ofevee, 
and weele follow, 

Lepi. Till I ſhall ſee you in your Souldiers dreſle, 
Which will become you both : Farewell, 

Mece, We ſhall , as 1 conceive the journey , be at the 
Mount before you Lepidw. 

Lepi. Your way is ſhorter, my purpoſes dodraw me 
much about, you'le win two dayes upon me. 

Both. Sir,good lucceſle. 

Lepr. Farewell. Exemnt. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras and Alexas. 


Cleo. Give me ſome Muſicke : Muſicke, moody foode 


of us that trade in love. 
Omne:. The Mulicke,hoa. n 
| Enter Mardian the Eunuch., | 

Clo, Let it alone, ler's to Billiards ;,come (herwian. 

Cher. My arme is ſore, beſt play with CMardion, | 

Cleopa, As wella woman with an Eunuch plaide, 2$ 
with a woman. Come you'le play with me Six ? 

CHards. As well as I can Madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is ſhewed, 

Though't come too ſhort 

The ARor may pleade pardon. Ile none now, .. 
Give me minc Angle, weele to'th* River, there 

My Muſicke playing farre off. I will betray 

Tawny fine fiſhes, my bended hooke fhall pierce 
Their limic jawes: and as I draw them up, 

Ile thinke them every one an Anthony, 

And ſay, ah ha; y*arecaught, 

(ber. Twas merry when you wagcr'd on your Ang- 
ling, when your diver did hang a falt fiſh on his hooke 
which he with fervencie drew up, 

{tee. That time ? Oh times: 

I laught himout of patience: and that night 
I laught him into patience, and next morne, 
Ere the ninth houre, I drunke him to his bed : 
Then put my Tires and Mantels on him, whilſt 
I wore his Sword Philippan, Oh from Italic, 
Enter « Meſſenger. 
Ramme thou thy fruirfull ridings in mine cares, 
Thar long time have bin barren. 

Heſ. Madam, Madam. 

Clo, Anthony's dead, | 
If thou fay ſo Villaine, thou kil't thy Miſtris; 
But well and free, if thou ſo yeild him. 
There is Gold and heere | 
My bleweſt vainesto kiſſe : a hant! that Kings 
Havelipt,and trembled kiſſing, 

Mef. Firſt Madan, he is well. 

{lee, Why there's more Gold. 
But ſirrah marke, we uſc 
Toſay,the dead are well : bring me to that, 
The GoldI give thee, will I melt and powre 
Downe thy ill uttering throate. 

Meſ. Good Madam heare me, 


M— 
— — 


urn Well, go to I will : REES | her 
ut there's no ein if e/Fv1 
Be free and healthful; fo _—_ favour 
To trumpet ſuch good tidings. If not well, 
Thou ſhouldſt come like a Furie crown'd with Snakes, 
Not like a formall man. 

Heſ. Wilt pleaſe you heare me? 

(ee. I bavea mind to ſtrike theeere thou ſpeake'ſt , 
Yer if thou ſay Anthoyy lives,*tis well, _ 
Or friends with Ceſar, or not Captaine to him, 
Ile ſet thee in a ſhower of Gold, and haile 
Rich Pearles upon the, _ 

Meſ. Madam, he's well, 

Cleo, - Well ſaydy 

Mef. And Friends with Ceſ@. 

Cleo. Tir art an honeſt man, 

Meſ, ( ſar, and he, are greater Friends then ever. 

Cleo, Marke thee a Forune from mc. 

Meſ. But yet Madam, 

Cieo, ] donot like but yet, it does alay 
The good precedence, fie upon bur yer, 
But yet is3$a laylor to bring foorth 
Some monſtrous MalefaRtor. Prythee Friend, 
Powre out the packe of matter tomine care, 


. The good and bad together : he's friends with Ceſ@, 


In ſtate of health thou ſaiſt, and thou ſaiecſt, free. 
HMeſ. Free Madam ! no: I made noſuchreport, 
He's bound unto Oftawvia: 
Cleo, For what good turne? 
AMeſ. For the belt turnei'th* bed. 
Cleo. I am pale Charman. 
Meſ. Madam, he's married to Oftavie 
Cle. The moſt infectious Peſtilence upon thee. 


| Strikes bim downe, 

Af. Good Madam patience. 

Cieo, What ſay you? Strikes bins, 
Hence horrible Villaine, or Ile ſpurnethine cycs 
Like balls before me ; le unhaire thy head: 

She hales hins up and downe, 
Thou ſhalt be whipt with Wyer, and ſtew'd in brine, 
Smarting in lingriog pickle, 
Meſ. Gratious Madam, 
I that dobring the newes, made not the match. 

Cleo, Say 'tis not ſo, a Province l will give thee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud : the blow thou had' 
Shall make thy , for moving me to rage, 

And I will boot thee with what guift beſide 
Thy modetty can begge, 
CHeſ. He's married Madam. 


Cleo. Rogue,thou baſt liv'd too long. , Drov a knife.” 


Meſ, Nay then lle runne : 
W hat meane you Madam, I have made no fault, £xie, 
Char,Good Madam keepe your ſelfe within your ſelfe, 
The man is innocent. 
(leo. Some Innoceuts ſcape not the thunderbolt : 
MeltEgypt into Nyle ; and kindled creatures 
Turneall to Serpents. Call the flave againe, 
Though I am mad, I will not byte him : Call? 
Char, He is afeard tocome. 
Cleo. I willnot hurt him, 
Theſe hands dolacke Nobility, thatthey ſtrike 
A meaner then my ſelfe : fince I my {; 
Have given my ſclfe the cauſe. Come hither Sir, 
Enter the Meſſenger againe. 
h it be honeſt, itis never 
To bring bad newes : give to a gratious Meſſage 


An 
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I Inn 
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eAnthony and ( leopatra. 


An hoſt of tongues, but let ir tydings tell 
Titemrelves when they be felt, 
Hef. 1 havedonemy duty» 
Cleo, Is he married ? 
I cannot hate thee worſer then I do, 
If thou againe ſay yes. 
AMeſ. He's married Madam. 
Cleo, The gods confound thee, 
Doſt thou bold there (till ? 
CMeſ. Should I lye Madam ? 
Cho. Oh, I would thou didſt : 
| So halfe my Egypt were ſubmerg'd and made 
A Ceſterne for {cal'd Snakes. Go getthee hence, 
Had'ſt thou Nreiſſm« in thy face, to me 8o * 
Thou wouldſt appeare molt ugly: He is married? 
Mef. I crave your bighneſle pardon. 
(eo. He is married? 
Meſ. Takeno offence, that I would not offend you; 
"Topunilh me for what you make me doe, 
Seemes much |: he's married to Oftavia. 
Cleo, Oh that his fault ſhould make a knave of thee, 
That art not what thou art ſure of. Get thee hence, 
T he Merchandize which thou haſt brought from, Rome 
Areall to deere - _ WB Ge 
Lye they upon thy , ne by em, 
Ns Goo your highnefle patience. 
Cles. In praying Anthony, I have diſprais'd Ceſar. 
Char. Many times Madams 
({teo. Tam paid for't now : lead me from hence, 
I faint, oh [ras, Charmias : tis nomatter, 
Go to the fellow, good Alexar bid him 
Report the feature of Oftawa: her yeares, 
Her inclination, let him not leave out 
The colour of her haire. Bring me word quickly. 
Let him for ever goe, let him not Charman, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
The other wayes a Mars. Bid you Alexas 
Bring me word, how tall he is : pitty me Charmian, 
But do not ſpeake to me. Lead me to my Chamber. 
Exennt, 
Enter Pompey, at one dove with Drum and T 2 At = 
other Ceſar, Lepidin. » ambony, Enobarbus, HMecenas, 
Agripa, Menas with Souldiers Marching. 
Pow. Your HoſlagesI have,ſo have you mine : 
And we ſhall talke betore we fight. 
- Ceſar. Moſt mecte that firſt we cometo words, 
And therefore have we 
Our written purpoſes before us ſent, 
W hich if thou haſt conſidered, let us know, 
IF*t will rye up thy diſcontented Sword 
And carry backetoSicily much tall youth, 
Thar elſe much periſh heere. 
Pom, Toyou all three, 
The Senators alone of this great world, 
Chicfe FaRors for the Gods. I do not know, 
Wherefore my Father ſhould revengers want, 
Having a Sonne and Friends, (ince [nh Ceſar, 
Whoat Philippithe good Brutw ghoſted, 
There ſaw you labouring tor him. What wav't 
That mov'd pale Ceſſinzs to conſpire? And what 
| Mad the all-honor'd, honeſt Romane Bram, 
With the arm'd reſt; Courtiers of beautious freedome, 
To drench the Capitoll, but that they would 
Have one man but a man, and that is 1t 
Hath made me rigge my Navie, At whoſe burthen, 
The anger'd Ocean fomes, with which | meant 


—_— 
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——_— 


Her welcome friendly. 


To ſcourge th'ingratitude,that deſpightfull Rome 
Caſt on my Noble Father. 

Ceſar. Take your time. 

Ant, Thou cauft not feareus Pompey with thy failes, | 
Weele ſpeake with thee at Sea, At land hou know'lt 
How much we do o're-count thee, 

Pom, At Land indeed 

Thou doſt orecount me of my fathers houſe; 
But fince the Cookoo buildes not for himſelfe, 
Remainein't asthou mat, 

Leps. Beplcay'd to tell us; 
(For this is from the preſent now youtalke ) 
The offers we have (cnt you, 

Ceſ&. There's the point. 

Ant, Which do 11ot beencreated to, 
But waigh what it is worth embrac'd. 

Ce/ar, And what may follow totry a larger 

Pom. You have made'me offer 
Of Sicily, Sardiniar: and I muſt 
Rid all the Sea of Pirats. Then, to ſend 
Meaſures of Wheate to Rome: this greed upon, 
Topart with anhackt edges, and beare backe 
Our Targes undinted. 

Omnes, That's our offer. 

Pem, Know then 1 came before you heere, 
A man prepar'd 
Totake this offer. But Markt Anthony, 
Put me to ſome impatience : though I looſe 
The praiſe of it by telling. You muſt know 
W hen Ceſar and your Brother were at blowes, 
Your Mother came to Sicily, and did finde 


*» 


Fortune. 


Ant, I have heard ic Pompey, 
Andam well itudicd tor aliberall thankes, 
Which I doowe you. 
Pom. Let mc have your hand: 
Idid notthinke Sir, to have mer you heere, 
Ant. The beds!th* Eaſtare fofr, and thankes to you, 
That call'd me timelicr then mypurpole hither: 
For I have gained by'r. 
Ceſar. Since I ſavy you laſt, ther's a change upon you. 
Pom, Well, 1 know not, 
W hat counts harſh Fortune caſt's upon my face, 
But in my boſome ſhall ſhe never come 
To make my heart a vaſlaile. 
Lep. Well met heere. 
Pom, I hope {o Lepidus, thus we areagreed : 
I crave our compoſition may be written | 
And ſcal'd betweene us, : | 
Ceſar. That's the next todoe. 
Pom. Weele feaſt each other,ere we part, andlett's 
Draw lots who ſhall begin. 
eAmh. That will I Pompey. 
Pompey. No «Anthony take the lot : but firſt or laſt, 
our fine Egyptian cookerie ſhall bave the fame, I have 
d that Inliv (ſar, grew fac with feaſtiog there. 
Anth, You have hcard much. 
Pom. 1 have faire meaning Sir. 
eAat. And faire wordsto them. 
Pom. Then ſo much havel heard, 
And 1 have heard Apolodorms carried——— 
Enos. No more that ; he did ſo, 
Pom. W hat | pray you ? | 
Ens. Acertaine Queene to («ſar in a Materice. 
Pom. | know thee now, how far'ſt thou Souldier? 
Eno, Well, and well am like todoe, for I perceive 
22 3 Foure» 
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Foure Feaſts are toward. 
Fom, Tet me ſhake thy hand, | 
I never hated thee: I have ſcene thee fight, 


When I have cavied thybchaviour. | 
Enob. Sir, I never lov'd you much, butT ha'prais'd ye, 
When you have well deſerv'd tentimes as much, 
As I have faid you did. 
Poem. Injoy thy plainneſſe, 
It nothing ill becomes thee : 
Aboord my Gally , Tinvite you all. 
Will you leade Lords? 
All. Shew's the way, ſir. 
Pom. Come, @&xeunt, CManent Enob & Mena 
Men. Thy Father Pompey would ne're have mads this 
Treaty . You, and I have knowne fir » 
Enob. At Sea, | thinke. 
Men. We heve Sir. 
Enob. You have done well by water. 
Aer, And you by Land. 
Eneb. 1 will praile any man that will praiſe me,thogh 


{ ir cannot be denied what I have done by Land , 


Men. Nor what | have done by watcr. 
Euob. Y:s tomc-thing you can deny for your owne 
fafery z you bave bin a good Theete by Sca. 
Men, And you by Land. 


Enob, There I deny my Land ſervice: but give me, 
| your hand Mona, if our cycs had authority , here they 


might take two T heeves kiſſing 
Cen. All mens faces are true , whuſoere their hands 
are. 
: Euob. But there is never a faire Woman, ha's atrue 
acc 
Men. Noflander they ſteale hearts. 
Enob, We came hither to fight with you. 
Men. For my part,I am ſorry it is turn'd toa Drink» 
ing. Pompey doth this day laugh away his Fortune. 
Eneb. If he doe,fure he cannot weep't backe agaitie, 
Alen, Y* have ſaid Sir, welook'd not for Marke e/n- 
ebony heere, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra? 
En0b. (uſars Siltcr is call'd Oftavia. 
Men, True Sir, ſhe was the wife of (aim Marcellm. 
Eaob, But ſhe isnow the wife of Marow Ambontns 
Men. Pray y e Sir. 
Enob. Tis trac. 
Men, Then is C2ſar and he, for ever knit together 
Emob, If 1 were bourd to Divine of this unity, I wold 
not Propheſic ſo, 
Hen. thinke the policy of that purpoſe, mzde more 


inthe Marriage chen the Love of the parties. 


Enob. 1 thinke fo roo. But you ſhall findethe band 
thar ſecmes to tye their fricndſhip together, will bee the 
very ſtranger ofcheir Amity : Ofaxia is of a holy, cold, 
and (till con-erlation. 

Men. Who would not have his wife ſo? 

Eno. Not hee that hmſclf: is not ſo : which is Afarke 
Anthony : he willto his Egyptiandiſh againe : then ſhall 
the fighes of Ota blow the lire up in Ceſar, and (as I 
ſaid before) that which is the ſtrength ot their Amity, 
ſhall prove the immediate Author of their variance, Au- 
ebony will uſe his affction where it is, Hee warricd but 
his occaſion heere. 

Men. And thus it may be.Come Sir,will you aboord ? 


| T have a health for you. 


Enob. I ſhail take it fir ; we haye us'd our Throats in 
Egvpt. 
Men. Come, let's a way. Exennt, 


Auſicke player. 


Enter 1wo or three Servants with a Bavket. | 


1 Heere they'l be man : ſome of their Plants are ill | 
rooted alteady, the leaſt windith* world will blow them 


do WVNCe, | 


2 Lepidwis high colourd, 

1 They have made him drinke Almes drinke. 

2 As they pinch one another by the. diſpoſition he 
Cries outno more ; reconciles them to his enmrearic, and 
himfeife to'th' drinke. 

7 But it raiſes the greater warre betweene himand his 

diſcretion. 

2 Why this itis to havea name in great mens Fellow- 
ſhip: I had as live have a Reedethat will doe me no ſer- 
Vice, as a Partizan I could not heave. 

I Tobecall'd into a huge Sphere, and nct to bee ſcene 
ro move in't, are the holes where eyes ſhould bee, which 
pitriflly difalter the cheekes. 


A Sennet ſounded. 
Enter Ceſar, Anthony, Pompey, Lepidu«, Agripps, AMecenas 
Enobarbua, Menas, with other ( apt ares. 


Ant, Thus do they Sir:they take ghe flow o'th'Nyle 
By certaine ſcale, 1'th' Pyremid: they know 
By*th' height, the lowneſle, or the meane : If dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Nilus ſwels, 
The mote it promiſes as it cbbes, the Seediman | 
Vpon the ſlime and Ooze ſcatters his graine, 
_ 494 many to Harveſt, "_ 

*p., Y have i{trange Serpents there ; 

Alb, I Lepiaus, FI ; 

Lep. Your Serpent of Egypt, is bred now of your mud 
by the operation of the Sun ; ſo is your Crocodile, 

eAnt, They ate ſo, 
Fom. Sit, ard ſome Wine : A health to Lepiduu. 
Lep. 1 aa not ſo wellas I ſhould be ; 
Bur lie ne're out, 
| Enob.Net till y ou have flept:l feare me you'l bee: in till 
encn. 

Lep. Nay certainly, 1 have heard the Prolemies Pyra- 
miſis are very goodly things s without cqutradiftion 
have hcard that. 

Menus, Powmper,a word, 

Pcmp. Say in ozine care, what ist. 

Mens Forſake thy feate I do beſeech thee Capraine, 
And heare me ſpeakea word. 

Pem. Forbca:c me till anon. Whiſpers in's Fare, 
This Wine for Lepidme. 

Lep. What manner o'thing is your Crocodile ? 

Ame. Itis ſhap'd fir like it ſeife,and 1t is as broad as it 
hath bredch; Ic is juſt ſo high as it 1s,and mooves with it 
owne organs. Itlives by that which nouriſherh it, and |\ 
the Elements once out of it,it Tranſmigratcs. 

Lep, Whatcolour tsit of ? 

Art. Of it owne colour too. 

Lep. Tis a ſtrange Serpent. 

Ant. Tis ſo,and theteares of irare wet. 

Ceſ. Will this deſcription fatisfic him ? 

Ant. With the Health that Pompey gives bim, elſe hee 
is a very Epicure. 

Pomp. Go hang fir, hang xtell me of that ? Away : 
Doas | bid you. Where'sthe CuplI call'd tor? 
Men, If for the ſake of Merit thou wilt heare = 
ile | 
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Riſe from thy ſtoole. 
Pows, 1 thinke th'art mad : the matter ? 
Men. 1 have ever hcid my cap oft corhy Fortunes. 
Pom. Thou haſtſerv'd me with much faith : what's 
elſcto ſay ? Be jolly Lords. 
Anth. Theſe Quickc-fands Lepidna, 
Keepe off them, tor you ſinke. 
An, Wilt thou be Lord of all the world? 
Pom. W hatfaiſt thou ? 
Men, Wilt thou be Lord of the whole world ? 
That's twice. 
Pom, How ſhould that be ? 
Meu, But entertaine it, and though thou thinke mee 
poore, I am the man wiil give thee all the world, 
Pom. Haſt thou drunke well. 
Men, NoPompey, | have kept me fromthe cup, 
Thou art if thou dar'lt be, the earthly Love : 
Whatere the Ocecan pales, or skic inclippes, 
Is thine, if thou wilt ha't. 
Pom, Shew me which way ? 
Men. Theſe three world-ſharers,theſc Competitors 
Are in thy veſlell. Let me cot the Cadie, 
And when we are put off, fallto their throotes : 
All there is thine, 
Pow. Ah, this thou ſhouldſt have done, 
And not have {poke on't, Tame tis villanic, 
In thee, 't had bin good ſervice : thou mult know, 
Tis not my profirthat docs lead mine Honour : 
Mine Honour 15, Rzpeat that ere thy t >ngue, 
Hzth fo betraide thine act. Being done unknowne, 
I ſhould have found it afterwards well done* 
But muſt cavdemne it now : deſiſt, and drinke. 
Men. Forthis le never follow 
Thy paul'd Fortunes more, 
Who ſeckesand will not take, when once tis offerd, 
Shall never finde it more. 
Poem. This hcalthto Lepias, 
eAxt. Bearc him a ſhore, 
lle pledgeir for him Pompey, 
Eno. Heere'sto thee Menass 
CAlen, Enobarbus, welcome» 
Pom. Villtili the cup be hid. 
Eno. There'sa [tang Fellow Aenar, . 
Men. Why? 
Eno. A beares the third part of the world man: ſeeſt 
not er 
Aer, The third part, then heis drunk ; would it were 
all, that it might go on wheeles. 
Eno, Dcinke thou : encreale the Reeles. 
Men. Come. 
Pem, This is not yetan Alexandrian Feaſt, 
Ant. It ripens towards it: ſtrike the Veſſclles hoa. 
Heere's to Ceſar. 
(ſar, I could well torbrar't, its monſtrous labour 
when I waſh my braine,and it growes fouler. 
Am, Be aChild orlvtime. 
Ceſar. Pollſcile it, Ile make anſwer : but Thad rather 
faſt from all, foure dayes, then drinkeſo much in one. 
Enob, Ha my brave Emperor, ſhall we daunce now 
| the Egyptian Bachanals, and celebrate our drinke ? 
| Pops. Lets ha't good Souldicr. 
Ant. Come, let's all take hands, 
Till that the conquering Wine hath ſtcept our ſenſe, 
In ſoft and delicate Lethe. * 
Eno. All take hands : 
Make battery to our cares withtheloud Muſicke, 


+. 


| 


The while, Ile place you ; then the Boy hall ſing. 
The holding every man ſhall beteas loud. 
As his ſtrong ſides can volly. 


Cinſiche Þlayes, Enobarbur places thews hand in hand, 
The Song. 
Come thou Movarch of the Vme, 
P h:impie Lacchus with pinke eyne ; 
In thy Fattes our Cares be drows'd. 
With thy Grapes onr hairesbe (rownd, 
C up us 11l the world gorannd, 
Crp ws till the world go round. 


Ce/. What would yon more ? 
Pompey goodnight. Good Brother 
Ler me requeſt you of our graver buſineſſe" 
Frownes at this levitic, Gentle Lordslct's part, 
You ſce we have burnt our checke. Strong Enobarbe 
Is weakerthenthe Wine, and mine*owne t 
Spleets what it ſpekes : the wilde diſguiſe hath almoſt 
Antickt us all. W hat necds more words? goodnight. 
Good Anthony your hand. 
Pom, Ile try you on the ſhore. 
Anh. And ſhallSir, gives your hand. 
Pom, Oh Ambeny, ygu ha. e my Fathers houſ*, 
Bur what , we are Fonts > 
Come downe into the Boate, 
Eno. Take heed you fall not Menas ; lie not on ſhore, 
No tomy Cavin: theſe Drainmes, 
Theſe Trumpets, Flutes : what 
Let Neptune hcare, we bid aloud farewell 
To thelc great Fellowes.Sound and bc hang'd found ont. 
Sound a Floriſh with Drummes, 
Ex#b. Hoo faiesa there's my Cap, 
Men. Hoa, Noble Captaine, conic. 


Emer FVentid:ns as it were in a triumph, the dead body of 
Pacorns borne before him. 

Ven. Now dartingParthia art thou [troke and now 
Pleas'd Fortune does of Afarcus Craſſus death 
Make me revenger. Beare the Kings Sonnes body, 
Betore our Army,thy Pacorns Orades, 
Payesthis for Marcus Craſſus, 

Romance Noble Veatidone, 

Whiltt yet with Parthian blood thy Sword is warme, 
The Fugitive Partk.ians follow. Spurnce through Media, 
Meſaporamia, and the ſhelters, whither 
The routed tlie, So thy grand Captaine Anthony 
Shall ſer thee on triumphant Chariots, and 
Pur Garlands on thy hcad. 

V:n. Oh Silmes, Sillins, 
I have done cnough. A lowerpalce,note well 
May make toogreat an at. tor learne this Sales, 
Becter tolcave undone, then by our deed 
Acquire too high a Fame, when him we ſcruc*saiway. 
Ceſar and Anthony, have ever wonne 
More 1n their othc-r, then perſon, Soſſing 
One of my place in Syrja, his Licutenant, 
For quicke accumvlation of renowne, 
Which he atchiv'd by th' minuteylolt his favour. 
Who does i'th* Warres more then his Capxaine can, 
Becomes his Captaines Captaine : and Ambition 
(The Souldicrs vertue) rather makes choile of lofſe 
Then gaine, which darkens him. 
I could doe more todoe Anthenixs good, 
But 'twould offend him. And in his offence, 
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Should my performance periſh. 

Rom, Thou haft entidows that , without the which a 
Souldier and his Sword grants ſcarce diſtintion: thou 
wilt write to Enthony. 

Ven. Ile humbly tignifie what in hisname, 
That magicall word of Warre wee have cffeRed, 
How with bis Banners, and his well paid rankes, 
The nere-yet beaten Horſe of Parthia, 

We have jaded out o'th* Field. 

Rom. Whereis he now ? 

Yen. He purpoſcth to Athens, whither with what haſt 
The waight we muſt convay with's, willpermit z 
We ſhall appeare before him. On there, paſle along. 

E xeunt, 
Enter Agrippa at one doore, Enobarbus at another, 

Agri. Whay are the Brothers parted ? 

Eno. They havediſpatcht with Pompey, he is gone, 
The other three are Scaling, Ofavie weepes 
To part from Roine : Ceſar is ſad, aud Lepidus 
Since Pompey's fealt, as Mera (ayes, is troubled 
With the Grecne-Sickneſſe. _ 

Agri. Tisa Noble Lepidus, © 

Eno. A very fine one : oh, how he loves Ceſar. 

Ag'i. Nay buthow deercly he adores ark Anthony. 

Eno. ('eſar ? why he's the Iupiter of men. 

eAzt, What's Anthony , the God of Tupiter ? 

Eno. Spake you of Ceſar? Oh ! the non-pareill ? 

Agri, Oh «Anthony, oh thou Arabian Bird ! 

Emo, Would you praiſe Ceſar, ſay (*/ar,g0n0 further 

Agr. Indced he plicd them both with excellent prailes. 

Eno. But be loves Ceſar beſt, yet he loves Anthony : 
Hoo, Hearts, Tongnes, Figure, 

Scribes, Bards, Poets, cannot 
Thiake,fpeake, caſt,write, fing, number : hoo, 
His love to «Anthony, But as for Ceſar, 
Kneele downe, kneele downe, and wondcr, 

Agrip. Both he loves. 

Emo. They are his Shards, and hetheir Beetle, fo : 
This is tv horſe: Adicu, Noble Agrippa, 

eAgri. Good Fortune worthy Souldier,and farewell. 


Emtey Ceſar, Anthony, Lepiadia, and Oftavi. 
Antho, No facther Sir. 
(eſar. You take from mea great part ofmy ſclfe : 
Vie ue well int. Siſter, prove ſuch a wife 
AS my thoughts make thee , and as my fartheſt Band 
Shall paſſe onthy approofe : moit Noble Anthony, 


| Let notthe peece of Vertue whichis ſet 


Bertwixt us, as 'he Cyment of our love 

To keepe it builded , be the Ramme to batter 
The Fortune of it : for better might we 

Have lov'd without this meanc, it on both parzs 


-. | This be not cheriſh*. 


eAnt. Make mc not offended,in your diſtruſt, 

Ceſar. I have laid. 

Ant. You ſhall not finde, 
Though you be: herein curious,the leaſt cauſe 
For hat you ſeeme to feare, ſothe gods keepe you, 
And make the hearts of Romanes ſerve your ends: 
We will hcere part. 

Ceſar. Farewell my deereſt Siſter, fare thee well, 
The Elements be kind to thee, and make 


| Thy ſpirits all of comfort : farethee well, 


Ofta. My Noble Brother. 
Anth. The: Aprill's in her eyes, it'is Loves ſpring, 
And theſe the ſhowers to bring it on: be cheertull. 


— 


Oe. Sir, looke well to my Husbands houſe : and — 
Ceſar, W hat Of#avie. 
Om, lle tell you in your cares 
Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart informe her tongue. 
The Swannes downe feather 
That fands upon the Swellat fullof Tide : 
And neither way inclines. 
Eno, Will ( eſar weepe? 
Ayr. He ha's a cloud in's face. ; 
Eno, He were the worſe for that were he a Horſe,ſois 
he being a man. 
Agri, Why Enebarbuc: 
When Anthesy found Inline Ceſar dead, 
He cryed almolt to roaring : And he wept, 
When at-Philippi he found Brarw flaine. = 
Eno. That year indecd, he was troubled with a rheume, 
W hat willingly he did confound, he wall'd, 
Beleev'ttill | weepe too, 
- £/ar, No ſweet Oltavis, 
Yo ſhall heare from me ſtill z thetime ſhall not 
Ou:-go my thinking on yous 
Ant. Come Sir, come, 
Ile wraſtle with you in my ſtrength of love: 
Looke heerc I have you: thus I let yougo, 
And give you to the gods, 
Ce/. Adicu, be bappy. 
Lep. Letall the number of the Starres give light 
To thy faire way. 
Ceſar. Farewell, farewell. 
Ant: Farewell. Trumpets ſound. 


Enter Cleopatra, ( barmian, Iras, and Alexa, 

Cleo. Where is the Fellow ? 

Alex, Haltfe afeard to come. 

Cleo. Go to, goro : Come hither Sir. 

Emer the Meſſenger as before. 

Alex. Good Majeſtic , Herod of lury dare not looke 
upon you, but when you are well pleas'd. 

Cleo, T hat Heroas head, Ile have : but how > When 
eAnthony is gone,through wbom 1 might command it; 
Comerhouncere. 

Meſ. Moſt gracious Majeſty» 

Cleo, Did'(t thou behold Oftazia? 

Hef. ] dread Queenes 

Cleo, Where? 

Aeſ. Madam in Rome, Tlookt her in the face : and 
ſaw her led betweencher Brother, and Marks Antbozy, 

(ee. 1s the astallas me ? 

eſe, She isnot Madam, 

{ eo. Didit heare her ſpeake? 

Is ſhe ſhrill ctongu'd or low ? 
Meſ. Madam, I heard her ſpeake, ſhe is low voic'd, 
{ eo. That's not 1o good : he cannot like her long; 
Char. Like her? Oh /fs : tis impoſſible. 
Cleo. I thinke ſo Charman: dull of tongue, & dwarfiſh 
W hat Majeity is in her gate, remember 
If erethou look'ſt on Majeſtie, 

Meſ.Shecreepes;her motion,& her ſtation are as one: 
She ſhewes a body, rather then alife, 

AStarue, then a Breather. 

Cleo. Is this certaine? 

Mef. Or I have no obſervance. 

Cha. Three in Egypt cannot make better note, 

Cleo, He's very knowing, I doperceiv't, 

There's nothing in her yet, 


— 


Kiſſes Oftavia. 
Exeunt, 
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The Fellow ha's good judgement. 1 4»th, When it appeares to you where this begins, 

Char, Excellent. - ' | Turne your diſpleaſure that way, for our faults - © 

Clo, Gueſle at her yeares, Iprythec. Can never be ſoequall, thar your love | 

Meſ. Madam, the was a widdow, Can equally moove with them. Provide your going, * | 

Cleve, Widdow ? Chermian, hearke. Choolc your owne companie,und command what colt 

AMef. And Ido thinke ſhe'sthirrie. Your heart has mind to. Exeant, 

Cle, Bear'ſtthon her face in mind is'tlong or round? Enter Enobarbus, and Eros, 

CMefſ. Round, even to faultinefſe, - Cno. How now friend Eros ? 

(ke. Forthe moſt parttoo, they are fooliſh that are | Ever. There's ſtrange Newes come Sir. 
ſo. Her haire what colour ? Eno, What aan? 

Meſ. Browne Madam : and her forchead Ers. Ceſar & Lepidua have made Warre upon Pompey. 
Aslow as ſhe would wiſh it, Eue, Thisis old, what isthe ſuccefle ? 

Cleo, There's Gold for thee , ; Eros. («ſar having made uſe of him in the warres 
Thou mult nottake my former ſharpeneſle ill, Bainlt Pompey: preſently denied him rivalitic, woald nor | 
I will etnploy thee backe againe : I findethee let him partake in the glory of a&tion, and not reſting | 
Moſt fic for buſineſle. - make thee ready, ——_ — _ of Letters he = formerly _ to 
Our Letters areprepar'd. | "Ppt'y.V pon his owne e ſcizes him, fot e 

Char, A proper man. third 13up, till death pines Contine. a 

Cleo. Indeed he isfo : I repent me much Eno.Then would thou hadſt a paire of Chaps no more, 
That ſo I harried him. Why me think's by him, and throw betweene them all the food thou haſt, they'le 
This Creature's no fuch thing. grindethe other. Where's Anthony ? 

Char. agg Eres. He's walking inthe garden thus, and ſpurnes 

Cle, The man hath ſeene ſome Majeſty , and ſhould | Theruth rhatlics before him. Cries Foole ro wag 
know. And threats the throate of that his Otficer, 


= (bar. Hath he ſcene Majeſtic ? ſs elſe defend : and | That murdred Pompey, 
ſerving you ſo long. Eno, Our great Naviesrig'd. 

Ceo I haye one « more to aske him yet good Chey- Eros, For ltalyand (ear, more Dowitina, 
imiax: but tis no matter,thou ſhalt bring him tome where | My Lord deſires you preſently ; my Newes 


I will write ; all way be well enough, I might have told hearcafter. 
Char. I warrant you Madam. Exeunt, ne. Twill be naught, bur let it be:bring meto Anrbony, 
Enter eAnthony and O Ravia, Eros, Come Sir. Exeunt, 
Ant. Nay, nay Ottawia, not onely that, Enter Agripps CMecenas, and Caſar 
That were cexcuſable, thatand thoutands more | Cef. Contemning Rome he ha's done allthis, & more 
Of ſemblable import, but he hath wag'd | In Alexandria: heeres the manner of it: 
New Wares 'gainſt Pompey, Made bis will, and read it, | Ith Market-place ona Tribunall filyerd 
To publike care, ſpoke (cantly of me, | Cleeparraand bimſelte in Chaires of Gold 
When petforce he could not Were, publikely enthrond : at the feerſar 
But pay metearmes of Honour: cold and ſickly Ceſarion whom they call my father Sonne, 
He vented thei molt narrow meaſure: lent me, And all the unlawfull iſſue, thattheir luſt 
Whenthe beſt hint was given him t he had look't, Since then hath made berweene them. VYnto her, 
Or did it from histeeth. - Hegave the ſtabliſhment of Egypt,made her 
Oliavi. Oh my good Lord, Ot lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, abſolute Queene, 
Beleeve not all, or if you muſt beleeve, Mece, This is the publike eye ? 
Sromacke notall- A more unhappy Lady, Ceſtr. Ith common ſhew place where they exerciſc, 
If this diviſion chance, ne're ſtood berweene His Sonnes hither proclaimed the King of Kings, 
Praying for both parts : Great Media, Parthna, and Armenia 
The good Gods will mocke me preſently , He gave to Alexander, To Ptolemy he aſlign'd, 
When I ſhall pray : oh bleſle my Lord and husband, Syria, Silicia, and Phcenicia: ſhe 
Vado that prayer: by crying out as loud, Inth'abiliments of the Goddeſle If ; 
Oh blefſe my Brother. Husband winne, winne Brother, | That day appeard, and oft before gave audience, 
| Prayes, and diſtroyes the prayer, no midway As tis reported,fo, 
Twaixt theſe extreames ac all. Mece. Let Rome be thus inform'd. * 
«Ant, Gentle Ofavia, eAgri. Who queazie with his inſo!ence already, 
Let beſt love draw to that point which feckes Will cheir thoughts call from him, 
to preſerve it : if I looſe mine Honour, _ The people knowes it, 
I looſe my ſelfe : better I were not yours And havenow receivd his accuſations. 
Then yours ſo branchlefle. But as you requeſted, Agri. Whom does he accuſe ? | 
Your ſelfe ſhall go berween's, the meanetume Lady, Caſe. (*/@,and that having in Sici! 
He raiſe the preparation of a Warre Sextus Pomprixa (poild, we had not rated him 
| Shall ſtaine your Brocher, make your ſooneſt haſt His part o'th Iſle, Then does he fay, he lent me 
So your d are yours. Some ſhipping unreſtord. Laſtly he frets 
| Ota. Thankes tomy Lord, That Lepids of the Triumvirate, ſhould be deport, | 
The Iove of Power make me moſt weake, moſt weake, | And being that, we deraine all his Revenues, 


Your reconciler :. Warres twixt yqutwaine would be, Agri, Sir, this ſhould be anſwerd, =» | 
As ifthe world ſhould cleave, and that flaine men Caſar. Tisdonealready,and his Meſſenger | 
| henkiaderap GoREe, I have told him Zepidw was growne too cruell, 


* = _ ta 
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That his high Authority abus'd, =_ 
Anddid deſerve his chance for what I have conquer'd, 
{ I granchimpart : butthen in his Armenia, | 
And.other of his conquer'd Kingdomes,Idemand the like 
| Mee, Her'l never yeeld tothat. 
Ceſ. Nor mult not then be yeclded tointbis, 
Emer Oflavia with ber T raine, 
OZ. Haile Ceſar, and my L. haile moſt deere (<{#- 
Ceſar. That ever I ſhonldcall thee Caſt-away. 
. Ofta, You havenot call'd me ſo, nor have you cauſe. 
Ce/:Why bait thou ſtone upon we thus? you came not 
Like Ceſars Siſter, The wife of Hdoos 
Should have an Army foran Vſher, an 
The ncighes of hore to tell of her approach, 
[Long ercſhe did appeare; The trees by'th* way 
Should have borne men, and expearion fainted 
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the duſt 
- wn aveaſccnded tothe Roofe of Heaven, 
is our populous Troopes ; But you are come 
A Makeaies Rome, i prevented | 
The oſtentation of our loye - Which left unſhewne, 
Is often left unlov'd : we ſhould have met you 
oy a. Land, ſupplying every Stage 
1th an augmented greeting. 
07a, Good my = Yap 2 
Tocomethus was I not conſtrain'd, but did it 
On my free-will, My Lord Marke eAnthony, 
Hearing that youprepa.'d for Warre, acquainted 
My greeving cate withall : whercon | begg'd 
His pardon for returne. 
«/, Wiich ſoone he granted, 
Bcing an abſtrat'tweene his Luſt, and him, 
Octs, Donotfay fo, my Lord. 
Cef. I havecycsupon him. : 
And hisaffaires come to me on the wind:where is henou ? 
| Ota, My Lord, in Athens. 
({- No my moſt wronged Siſter, C ne ra 
Hath nodded kim to here He hath given his Empire 
Vp toa Whore, who now arelcvy1 
The Kings o'th' carth for Warre. He hath aſſembled, 
Bochu the King of Lybia, Archilau 
Of Cappadocia, Philadelphos King 
Of Paphlagonia: the Thraciap King Aduallas, 
King Manchu of Arabia, King of Port, 
Herod of lewry , Miuriaates King 
Of Comageat , Polemen and Amwita, 
The King of Mede,and Lycaonia, 
With a more larger Liſt of Scepterss 
Ofta. Aye me moſt wretched, 
That have ny heart parted betwixt two Friends, 
That doe aff1Q each other. (breaking forth 
Ceſ. Welcom hither, your letters did with-holde our 
Till we perceiv'd both how you were wrong led, 
And we innegligent danger : cheere your heart. 
Be you not troabled with the time which drives 
O're your content, theſe ſtrong necellics, 
But let determin'd things to deltinic 
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome: 
Nothing more deere to me . You arcabus'd 
Beyond the markeof rhought : and the high Gods 
{ Todoe you luſtice,make his Miniſters 
Of us, and thoſe that love you. Beſt of comfort, 


And ever welcome to us, Agrip, Welcome Lady. 
lo Co Welcome deere 

heartin Rome do-s love aud pitty youy 
Onely th'adulterous Ambony molt large 


te. 


In his abhominations, turues youoh, 

And gives his potent Regiment toa Trull 

That noyſes it againſt us. | 
Ota. lsit ſo fir? | 
Ceſ. Moſt certaine; Siſter welevine;pray you 

Bcever knowne to patience. My deer'lt Siſter. Exenns. 

leoparra, and Enobarbm, 


Emer C 

(lee. 1willbe even with thee ; doubr it not. 

Ene. But wby, why, why? 
Cles. Thou haſt foreſpoke my being in theſe warres, 
And ſay'ſt it is not ft. 
Eno, Well: isit,isit? 
Clo. If not,denounc'd againſt us, why ſhould not we 
be there in perſon, 
Ewe. Well, I could reply : if wee ſhould ſerve with 
Horle and Mares together,the Horſe were mcercly lolt ; 
the Mares would beare a Soldiour and his Horſe. 
Cleo. Whatis't you ſay ? 
Eno, Your preſcnt needs muſt puzle Antheny, 
Take from his heart, take from his Braine, from's time, 
W hat ſhould not then be ſpar'd. He is alrcady 
Traduc'd for Levity, and *ris faid in Rome, 
That Phorinwe an Eunuch,and your Maides 
Mannage this warre. 

Cleo, Sinke Rome, and their tongues rot 
That ſpcake againſt vs. A Charge webeare i'th* Warre, 
And as the preſident of my Kingdome wall 
Appeare there for a man. Spcake not againſt it, 
I will not ſtay behinde. 

Enter Amhony and Camdine. 

Eno, Nay | have done, here comes the Emperor. 

ent. Is it not ſange Cammdine, | 
That from 1arentum, and Brunduſium, 
| He could fo quickely cutthe Tonian Sea, 
| And ta«ein Toryne. You have heard on't (Sweet?) 
| Cleo, Celerity is never more admir” 

; Then bby the negligent. 

Ant. A good rebuke, 
Which might have well becom'd the beſt of men 
To tauntat flackneſſe. Camidins, we, 
Will fight with him by Sca 

Cles. By Sea, what elſe ? 

Cam. Why will my Lord do ſo? 

Ant, For that he dares us to't 

Eno, So hath my Lord,dar'd him to ſingle fight, 

Cam. I, and to wage this Bactell at Pharſalia, 
Where Ceſar fought with Pompey, But theſe offers 
Which ſerve not for his vantage, he ſhakes off, 
And ſo ſhould you. 
— Enob, Your Shippes are not well mann'd, 
Your Marriners are Muliters, Reapers, people 
Ingroſt by ſ&ift Imprefle. In Ceſars Fleete, 
Are thole, that often have *gainſt Pompey fought, 
Their ſhippes are yare, yours heavy ; nodiſgracc 
Shall fall you fer refuſing him at Sca, 
Being prepar'd for Land. 

Ant. By Sea, by Seca. #4 

Eno. Moſt worthy Sir, you therein throw away 

The abſolute —— have by Land \ 
Diltract your Armic, which doth moſt confiſt | 
Of Warre-markt-footemen, leave unexecuted 
Yourwvwnggenowned knowledge, quireforgoe 
The way which promiſes aflurance, and 
Giye up your (clte mcerly to chance and hazard, 
From Security 

Am. Ile fight at Sea, 


—— 


”— 
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Cleo, I have fixty Sailes, Ceſ& none better. 

Ant. Our over-plus of ſhipping will we burne, - 
And withthereſt tull mann'd, from th' heart of Actium 
Beate th' approaching Ceſar, But if we faile, 

We then candoo't at Land. Enter « Meſſenger. 
Thy bulineſle ? HITDs 

Meſ. The newes is trne, my Lordhe isdiſccied, 
Ceſar ha's taken Toryne . oY 

Ant, Can hebethere in perſon? Tis impoſſible 
Strange, that his power ſhould be 10, Camidine, + 
Our nincteenes Legions thou ſhalt hold by Land, 
And our twelve thouſand Horſe. Wee'lto our Ship, 
Away my T het. 

Enter 4 Souldiour, 

How now worthy Souldier ? : 

Soxl. Oh Noble Emperor, do not Eight by Sca, 
Truſt notto rotten plankes : Do you miſdoubt = 
This Sword, and theſe my Wounds; let th' Egyptians 
And the Phcenicians go a ducking : we - 
Have us'd toconquer itanding on the earth, 
And fighting foot to foot . 

Ant. Well, well, away. ZExeunt Ant.Cleo.g Enob, 

Sond. By Hercules T thinkeI am 1'th' light, 

(». Souldier thou art :bur the wholeaction growes 
Not inthe power on't : ſo our Leaders leade 
And weare Womens men. 

Soul. You keepe by Land the Legions and the Horſe 
whole, do you not? 

Ven, Marcus Oflavins, Marons Tnftius, 
Publicola, and Ceilim,are for Seca : 
But we keepe whole by Land. This ſpecde of Ceſar: 
Carries beyond beleete. 

Soul. While he was yet in Rome 
| His power wentout in tuch diſtraions, 
As beguilde all Spies» 

Cam, Who's his Licutenar, heare you? 

Soul. They lay, one Towras, 

(am. Well, I know the man. 


Emer a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. The Emperor cals Comidis. 
Cam. With Newes the time's with Labour, 


And throwes forth cach minute, ſome. Exeunt. 
Enter (« £/ar with bu v1 rmy, marching. 


Ceſ. Towrm* 
Tow. My Lord. 
(*/. Strike not by Land. 
| Keepe whole, provoke not Battaile 
Till we bave done at Sea. Do not exceede 
The Preſcuptof this Scroule : Our fortune lyes 
Vpon this1umpe, 
Eiter Anthony, and Enobarbus. 

Ant. Set-we our Squadrons on yond (ide o'th*Hill, 
In eye of Ceſars battaile, from which place 
We may the number of the Ships behold, 
And ſo proceed accordingly. . 


(amidina Marching with bis Land : Army one way over the 
ſtage, and Towrus the Liemtenant of Ce/ar ether way : 

| After their geing mz; heard the noiſe of a Sea fight, 

eAlarum. Emer Enobarbuc and Scarns. 


Exo.Nau ht, naughr,all naughtzI can behold no longer : 
Thamoniad,the Egyptian Admirall, 
Withall their ſixty fiye, and turne the Ruddet : 


£xle. 


Exit, 


| — 


Toſce'r, mine eyes are blaſted, 
Emer Scars. 

Scar. Gods, & Goddeſſes, allthe whole ſynod of them! 

Eo, What's thy paſlion- 

Scar, The greater Cantle of the world is loſt 
With very ignorance. we have kilt away 
Kingdomes, and Provinces. 

Eno, How appeares the fight? - 

Scar, On our tide like the Token'd Peſtilence, 
Where death is ſure. You ribaudred Nagge of Egypt, 
(W hom Leproſie o're) i'th' midſt o*th* fight, 
When vantage like a paire of Twinnes appear'd 
Both of the tame, or rather ours the elder ; 

(The Breeze upon her ) like a Cow in Tune, 
Hoilts Sailes, and flyes. 
Eno, That beheld : 
Mine eyes did ſicken at the ſight, and could not 
Indurea further view. 

Scar. She once being looft, 
The Noble ruine-of her Magicke, eAnthony, 
Claps on his Sea-wing, and (like a doting Mallard) 
Leaving the Fightin heighth, flyes after her : 
I never faw an aQtivn of ſuch ſhame ; 
Experience, Man-hood , Honor ne're before, 
Did violate ſo it ſelfe. 

Enob. Alacke, alacke, 
Enter (\amiduus. 

Cam. Our Fortune onthe Sea is out of breath, 
And linkes moſt lamentably. Had our Genefall 
Bin what be knew himſelfe, it had gone well; 
Oh hee ha's given cxamplefor ourflight, 


| 


.| Moſt groflely by his owne. 


ar « 1, are youthereabouts ? Why then gooduight in» 
C 
(am. Toward Peloponneſus are they fled. 
| Scar. Tiscalic toor, : 
; And there I will attend what further comes, 
( amid. To Ceſar will a render 
My Legions and my horfe, fixeKings alread 
Shew - the way of yeclding. F 
Emo, Ile yet follow 
The wounded chance of Anthewy, though my realon 
Sitsin the winde againſt me. | 
Enter «Anthony with «Attendants. 
Ant. Hearke,the Land bids me tread no more upon'r, 
It isaſham'd to beare me. Friends, come hither, 
I am fo lated in the world, that [ 
Have loſt my way for ever, I havea ſhippe,' 
Laden with Gold, tzke thar, divide it; fiye, 
And make your peace with Ce/. 
Ommes. Fly 2 Not we. 
Ant. I have fled aiy ſelfe,and have inſtruted cowards 
To runne, and ſhew their ſhoulders. Friends be gone, 
I have my ſelfe, reſoly'd upon a courſe, 
W hich has no neede of you. Begone, 
My Treaſure's inthe Harbour. Take it: Oh, 
I tollow'd that I bluſh to lookeupon, 
My very haires do mutiny : for the white 
Reprove the browne for raſhnefle, and they them 
Forfeare, and doting. Friends be gone, you ſhall 
Have Letters from me to ſome Friends, that will 
Sweepe your way for you. Pray youlooke not ſad. 
Nor make replyes of loathneſle, take the hint 
Which my diſpatre proclaimes. Letthem be left 
Which leaves it ſelfe, to Sea-fide ſtraight way; 
I will poſleſle you of that ſhip aud Treaſure. 
Leave 


—_ - _ _— —— . _ 
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/ Leave me, I pray alittle : pray you now, 
Nay do fo: for indecde I haveloſt command, 
Therefore I pray you, ile ſee you by and by. Sits downe. 
Enter Cleopatralcd by Charmian and Er 05. 
| Eros. Nay gentle Madam, to him, comfort him. 
Ira. Do moſt deere Queene, 
Char. Doe,why, what clſe ? 
(ee. Let me fit downe ; Oh Ine. 
Ant. No, no, no, ne,no. 
Eros, Sec you heerc, Sir ? 
Ant. Oh fe, fe, he. 
Char. Madam, 
Iras, Madam, oh good Empreſſe. 
Eros, Sir, (ir. 
Amt, Yes my Lord, yes; he at Philippi kept 
Hisfword e'ne like a dancer, while I ſtrooke 
The leane and wrinkled { afſius, and*twas I 
T hat the mad Bratz ended t he alone 
Dealt on Lientenantry , and no practiſe had 
In the brave ſquares of Warre : yetnow ; no matter, 
(tee, Ah ftand by, 
Eror. The Queene my Lord, the Queene. 
Ira. Gotohim, Madam, ſpeake to him, 

Hee is unqualited with very ſhame. 

| (ee. Wellthen, ſuiſtaine me : Oh, 

Eros. Moſt Noble Sir ar:{e, the Queene approaches, 
Her head's declin'd, and death will (e1ze her, but 
Your comfort tnakes the reſcue. 

«nt, I baye offended Reputation ; 
A moſt unnoble {werving. 

Eves, Sir, the Queene. 

Ant, Oh whither haſt thou led me Zgypt, ſee 
How I convey my ſhame, out of thine eyes, 
By looking backe what [ have left behinJe 
Stroy'd in diſhonor. 

Cleo, Oh my Lord, my Lord; 
Forgive my frarfull ſayles, I little thought 
You would have followed. 

Ant. Xgypt, thou knew'ſt too well, 
| My heart wasto thy Rudder tyed by 'th' ſtrings, 
And thou ſhould'it ſtowe me after, O're my ſpirit 
The full ſupremacie thou knew'ſt, and chat 
Thy becke, might from the bidding of the Gods 
Command me. | 

Cleo. Oh my pardon. 

Ant. Now I muſt 
To the young man ſend humble Treaties, dodge 
And palter in the ſhifts of lownes, who 
With halfe the bulke o'th' world plaid as I pleas'g, _ 
Making, and marring Fortunes, You did know 
How much you were my Conqueror, andthat 
My ſword,made weake by my affetion, would 
Obey it onall cauſc. 

Cleo, Pardon, pardons 

eAnt, Fall nota teare I ſay, one of them rates 
All thatis wonne and loſt ; Give me a kifle, 
Eventhisrepayes, 
We ſent our Schoole maſter, is a come backe ? 
Love 1am fullof Lead : ſome Wine 
Within there , and our Viands.: Fortune knowes, 
| We ſcorneher moſt,when molt ſhe offers blows. Exexnt 


| Enter Ceſar, eAgripps, and Dolabela, with others, 


Cef. Let hia appeare that's com for «Lathony, 
Fl you him. 


the 
et. 


——— . 


Della, Caſe, tis his Schoolemaſter, 
An argument that he ispluckt, when hither 
Hceſends ſo poorea Pinnion of his Wing, 
Which had ſuperfluous Kingsfor Meſſengers, 
Not many Moonesgone by, 
Enur eAmbaſſador from Anthony. 
Ceſar, Approach, andipeake, 
e7mb. Suchas Iam Icome from Anthony : 
I was of late as petty to his ends, 
As is the Morne-dew on the Mertle leafe 
To his grand Sea. 
Ceſ,.Ber't ſo,declare thine cihice. 
£mb. Lord of his Fortunes he ſalutesthee, and 
Requiresto live in Egypt, which not granted 
He Lefſens his requeſts,and to thee ſues 
Tolet him breath betweene the Heavens and Earth 
A private manin Athens : this for him. | 
Next, Chopatra does confeſlethy greatnefic: 
Snbmirs her to thy might, and of thee craves 
The Circle of the Pro/cmies for her heyres, 
Now hazarded to thy Gace. 
(ef. For Anthony, 
I have nocares to his requeſt, The Queene, 
Of Audicnce, nor Deſire ſhall faile, ſo ſhe 
Frum Agypt drive her all-diſgraced Friend, 
Or take his life there. This if ſhe 1 
She ſhall not ſue unheard. So to them both. 
eAmb, Fortune purſue thce, 
(e/* Bring him through the Bands: 
To ty thy Eloquence, now 'tis time, diſpatch, 
From Ambony winne Clopatra, promile 
And in our Naine, when ſhe requires, adde more 
From thine inventicn, cfkrs, Women are not 
In their beſt Fortunes ſtrong ; but want will periure 
The ne're touch'd Veſtall. Try thy cunning Thiczw, 
Make thine owne Edit for thy paines, which we 
Wiil anſwer as a Law. 
Thid. Caſar, | g0. 
Ceſ. Obſerve how Anthony becomes his flaw, 
And what thou thinkeſt his very Action ſpeakes 
In every power that mooves. 
Thid, C ſar, 1 ſhail. E xent. 
Emer Cl-opatre, Enobarbus, Charman, Iras, 
Ceo. What ſhall we do, Enobarbuu ? 
Eno. Thinke, and dyc. 
Cleo. Is Anthery.or we in fault for this? 
Eno. eAmbery.nely,that would make his will 
Lord of his Reaton- W hat though you fied, 
From that great tace of Warre, whoſe {everall ranges 
Frighted cach 0: her ? Why ſhould he follow ? 


"The itch of his AﬀeHon ſhould notthen 


Have nickt his Captain-ſhip, at ſuch a point , 

W hen haltcto halferhe world oppos'd, he being 
The mcered queſtion? Tisa ſhame no lefle 

Then was his loff! , to courle your flying Flagges, 


| Andlcave his Navy gazing. 


Ces. Prythee peace, 
Emer the » Ambaſſador, with Anthony. 
Ant, Is this hisanſwer. Amb. I my Lord. 
Ant. The Queene ſhall then have courtcſic, 
Soſhe will yeeld us up. 

Am. He layes ſo. 

Autho. Let her know't, To the Boy Ceſar ſcnd this 
grizled head, and he will fill thy wiſhesto the brimme, 
With Prircipalities. 

Clev. That head my Lord? 4 
"t, 


| 
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ext, To him againe,tell him he weares the Roſe 
Of youth upen him: from CO ſhould note 
ing particular : His Coyne,Ships, Legions, 
May be a Cowards, whoſe Miniſters would prevaile 
V ader the ſervice of a childe,as ſoone 
As i'th'Command of Ceſar, 1 dare him therefore 
To Lay his gay compariſons 
And anſwer me declin'd,ſword againſt ſwerd, 
Our ſelves alone ; Ile write it, Follow me. 
Ens. Yes, like : hye-bartell'd Caſey will 
Valtate his happ! ,and be Stag'd roth'ſhew 
Againſt a Sworder, I ſee mens judgements are 
A parcell of their Fortunes, and things outward 
Doe draw the inward quality after them | 
To ſuffer all alike,that he ſhould dreame, 
Knowing all meaſures,the full (o/ar will 
Anſwer his emptineſſe ; {ſar thou haſt ſubdude 
His jadegement too. 
Enter a Servant, 
Ser, A Meſſenger from Ceſar; 
Cleo, What no more Ceremony ?See my Women, 
_ the blowne Roſe may they ſtoptheir noſe, 
T - —_—_— _— Buds. nr fir. 
nob, Mine ,and I,beginro ſquare, 
The Loyalty well had Fooles,does make 
Our Faith meere Folly : yet he that can endure 
To follow with Allegeancea falne Lord, 
_ conquer him _ did his Maſter conquer, 
carnes a ith'Story. 
proce Enter Thidias. 
Cleo. (" eſars will. 
Thid. Heare it apart. 
(eo. None bat friends : ſay boldly; 
T hid. So haply are they friends to Anthony. 
Enob. He needs as many (fir )as Ceſar has. 
Orneeds not us. If Ceſar plcaſc,our Maſter 
Will leape to be his friend : For as you know, 
Whoſe he is, we are, andthat is Ce/ 5. h 
Thid.So, Thus then thou moſt renown'd,Ceſar intrreats 
Not to conſider in what caſe thou ſtandſt 
Further than he is Ceſar. 
Clco. Goe on,right Royall. 
Thid. He knowes that you embrace not eLuthoxy 
As youdid loye,bnt as you feared him. 
(70. Oh. 
Thid, Theſcarresupon your hovour therefore he 
Does pitty,as conſtraincdblemiſhes, 
Not as deſerved. 
Cleo, Heis agod, 
And knowes male moſt right- Mine honeur 
Was not yce conquer'd meerely. 
Enob, Tobe ſure of that, will aske Anthony. 
Sir,fir,thouart 1o leaky 
Thar we mult leavetheethy ſinking, for 
Thy deareſt quit thee. | 
Thid. Shall 1 mA trad ; 
What youreanl hn far ke died 
To bedeſir'd togive. It much adarty 
That of his fortunes you ſhould make a faffe 
Toleape upon, But it would warme 
To heare from nes 
And pur your ſelfc under his ſhrow 
Cleo. What's your name ? 
| Thid. Myname is Thidias, 
Cleo. Moſt kinde bi- (Landlord. 


Exit.Enob, 


, the vniverſall 


Say to great Ceſar this in di 


— E_ 


| I kiſſe his conqu'ring hand ; Tell him,I am prompt 
Tolay my Crowne at's feet,and there to knecle- 
| Tell himfrom his all-obeying breath,[ heare 
The doome of Egypt, 
Thid. Tis your nobleſt courſe : 
Wiſedome and Fortune combarting together, 
If that the former dare but what it can, 
No chance may ſhake it. Give me grace to lay 
My duty on your hand, 
Cleo, Your («ſars Father oft, 
(When he hath mus'd oftaking kingdomes in) 
Beſtow'd his lips on that unworthy place, 
Asit rain'd kifles 
Enter Anthony and Enobarbus. 
Avt. Favour?By Iove that thunders. 
Thid, One that but performes : 
The bidding of the tulleſt man,and worthieſt 
To have command obeyde. 
Eneb., You will be whipt. : 
Ant, Approch therezah you Kite. Now gods & divels, 
Authority melts from me of late, When 1 cride hoa, 
Like Boyes unto a muſſe, Kings would {tart forth, 
And cry your will, Have youno cares ? gk 
Iam eAnthony yet. Take hence this Iacke and whip him. 
Emter a Servant, 
Em, Tis better playing with aLyons whelpe, 
Than with an old one dying, 
eAnr. Moone and Starres, ; 
Whip him : wert twenty ofthe greateſt Tributarics 
That doe acknowledge Ce/ar,ſhould I finde them 
{ So ſawcy with the hand of ſhe here, whats her name 
Since ſhe was Cleopatra ? Whip him Fellowes, 
Till like a Boy you ſee him his face, 
And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. 
Thid, Marks Anthony. 
| en, Tugge him away : being whipt, 
Bring him ———— lacke of Ce/ars | 
Beare us an arrant to him- Exennt with Thidias, 
You were balfe blaſted ere I knew you : Ha ? 
Have I my pillow left unpreſtin Rome, 
Forborne Lv getting of a lawfall Race, 
And by a Tem of Women;to beabuſde 
By one that luokes on Feeders ? 
Cleo, Good my Lord, 
An, You have becnea boggeler ever, 
_ _ we in _ dr re hard 
(Oh miſery ont )the wi e our eyes 
In our owne filth,drop our cleere judgements,make us 
Adore our errours, laugh ats while we ſtrut 
To our confuſion, 
Cleo, Oh,ist come rothis? 
As. 1 found you as a Morſell;cold upon 
Dead Ceſar: Trencher : Nay,you were a Fragment 
Of Cneins Pompejesbelides what hotter houres 
Vnregiſtred in vulgar Fame,you have 
Luxuriouſly pickr ont, For I am fure, 
Though you can what Temperance ſhould be, 
You know not it 1s. 
Clee, Wherefore isthis? 
Ant. Tolet a Fellow that wilttake rewards, 


W hat art thou 
(Fellow ? 


| 
| 


V 
| Andtoproclaime it civilly, were like 


horned Heard,for I haye Savage cauſe, 


F aaa | 


i _. 


| 
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A halter'd necke,which docs the Hangman thanke, 
For being yare about him. Is he whipt? 
Enter a Servant with Thidias, 
Ser, Scundly my Lord. 
eAnt. Crycd he? and begg'd a Pardon ? 
Ser. Hedid aske favour. 
Ant. If chat thy father live,lct him repent 
Thou waſt not made his daughter,and be thou ſorry . 
To follow Ceſar in his triumphſince _ 
Thou haſt been whipt, Fort him,henceforth 
The white band ofa Lady Feaver thee, 
Shake tolooke on't, Get thee backeto Ceſar, 
Tell him thy entertainment : looke thou ſay 
He makes me angry with hita, For he ſcemes 
Proud and diſdainfull,barping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry, 
Andat this time moſt eafie tis to doot : : 
' Whenmy good ſtarres,that were my former guides 
Have empty left their Ocbes,aud ſhut their Fires 
Into the Abiſme of Hell. If he miſlike, 
My ſpeech,and what is done,teli him he has 
Huparchus coy enfranched Bondman,whom 
He may at _ whip,or hang,or torture, 
As he ſhall like to quit me. Vrgeirthou: 
Hence with thy ſtripes,be gonc. Exat Thid. 
Cleo, Have you done yet? | 
* Ant. Alacke our Terene Moone is now Eclipſt. 
And it s alone the fall of Anthony. 
_ Cleo, I muſt ſtay his time? 
Ant, To flatter Ce/ar,would you mingle eyes 
With one that tyes his poynts. 
{teo, Not know me yet ? 
eAnr, Cold-hearted toward me ? 
| (Cleo. Ah (Deere)if I be fo, 
From my cold heart,lcthcaven ingender haile, 
And poyſon it inthe ſourſe,and the firſt ſtone 
Drop in my necke : as it determines fo 
Diflolve wy life,the next Czlarian (mile, 
Till by degrees the _—_— of my wombe, 
Together with my brave Egyprians all, 
By the diſcandering of this pelierted ſtorme, 
Lye gravelefle,till the Flies and Gnats of Nylc 
Have buricd them for prey. 
Ant. I am ſatisficd : 
Ceſar ſets downe in Alexandria,where 
I will e his Fate, Our force by land, 
Hath nobly held,and ſever'd Navy too 
Haye knit againe,and Fleet,threarning moſt Sex-like. 
Where haſt thou beene my heart ? Doſt thou heare Lady? 
It from the field I ſhall returne once more 
To kiſle thele lips,1 will appeare in blood, 
I,and my Swocd,will carne wy Chronicle, 
Theres hope un't yet. 
Cleo, Thats my brave Lord. 
- Ant. 1 will be trebble-ſinewed,hearted,breath'd, 
And fight maliciouſly : for when mine houres 
Were niceand lucky,men did ranſome lives 
Of me for jeſts : but now,licſet my teeth, 
And ſend to darkneſſe all that ſtop me. Come, 
Lets have one other gawdy night : Callto me 
All my {ad Captaines,fill our Bowles once more : 
|, Lets mocke the midnight Bell. |, 
Cleo. It is my Birth-day, * | 
T had thought have held ir poore. But fince my Lord 
Is Anthony againe,l will be {eopatra. 
Ant. We will yctdoe wall. 


—_ 


1 Eventofalling. Give him nobreath,but now 


— —_ 
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Cleo, Callall his Noble Captaines to my Lord 
Ant. Doe {o,wee'l ſpeake to them, = 
And to night Ile force 
The Wine pcepe through their skarres. 
Come on (my Queene ) 
Theres ſap in't yet. The nexttimeT doe fight 
Ile make deathlove me : for I will contend 
IE = his penn Sythe* Exemnt, 
»b, Now hel out-{tare the Lightning , to be furiou 
Isto be frightced out of feare,and inthar - L 
The Dove will peckethe Eſtridge zand I ſee ſtill 
A diminution in our Capraines braine, 
Reſtores his heart ; when valour prayes in reaſon, 
lteates the Swordit fights with: I will ſecke 
Some way to leave him- Exennr, 


Enter Ceſar, Agrippa,aud Merena with bis Army, 
Ceſar reading a Letter, 


Ce/. Hecals me Boy,and chides as he had pc 
Tobeat me out of os My Meſſenger A 
He hath whipt with Rods,dares meto perſonall Combat. 
Ceſar to eAnthony : let the old Ruifian know, 

I have many other wayesto dye : meanetime 
Laugh atthis Challenge. 

Cece, (ſar mult thinke, 

When one ſo great begins to rage;he's hunted 


Make boot of his diltraQion : Never anger 
Made good guard for ir ſelfe. 
Ce. Letour beſt heads know, 
That to morrow,the laſt of many Battailes 
We meane to fight. With our Files there are, | 
Of thoſe that ſerv'd Marks Anthony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See ir done, | 
And feaſt the Army,we have ſtore to doo't, 
And they have carn'd the waſte. Poore Anthony. Exennt. 


Emer Anthony and Cleopatra, Enebarbus,Charmian, 
Ira oAlexas with others, 


Ant. He will not fight with me,Domirian ? 
Enob. No? | 
Ant. Why ſhould he not? 
Eno, He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune, 
He isrwenty men to one. 
Ant, To morrow Suuldier, 
By Seca and Land Ile fight : or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour the blood, 
Shall make it live againe, Woo't thou fight well 
Enob, Ile ſtrike,and cry,take all. 
Amt, Well faid,comeon 3 +. 
Call forth my houſhold ſervants,ets to nighe 
Enter three or fonre Servitodrs. 
Be bonnteons at our Mcale. Give me thy hand, 
Thou haſt been rightly honeſt,ſo haſt thou, 
Thou,and thou,and thou : you have ſerv'd me well, 
And Kings have becne your fellowes, 
Cleo. W hat meanes this? 
En. Tis one of thoſe odde tricks which ſorrow ſhoots 
Out of the mind. 
eAwt. And thou art honeſt too : | 


I wiſh I could be made ſo many men, 

Andall of you clapt up together,in ' | 
An Anthony : that I mightdoeyoulſervice, | 
So goodas you have done. |» | 


— — —— 


” 
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Omnes, The gods forbid. 

Ant, Well,my good Fellowes, wait on me tonight ; 
Scant not my Cups,and make as much of me 
As when mine Empire was your Fellow too, 
And ſuffered my command. 

{7eo, What does he meane ? 

Eno, To make his Followers weepe. 

Ant. Tend meto night; 
May be it is the period of your duty, 
Haply you ſhall not ſee me more,or if, 
A mangled ſhadow. Perchance ro morrow, 
You'l ſerve another Maſter. 1 looke on you, 
As onethat takes hislcave. Mine honeſt Friends, 
I turne you not away,butlike a Maſter 
Married to your good (ervice,ſtay till death : 
Tend me to night two houres,I aske no more, 
And the gods yeeld you for't, 

Enob, What meane you (fir) 
—_ them this diſcomfort? Looke, you weepe, 
And 1 an Aſlgam Onion-ey'd ; for ſhame, 
Transforme us notto women, 

ent. Ho,ho,ho . 

Now the Witchtake me,if I meant it thuss 
Grace grow wherethoſc drops fall (my hearty Friends) 
You take me a toodolorous a ſenſe, 
For I ſpake to you for yonr comfort,did deſire you 
To burne this aight with Torches : know (my hearts) 
I hope well of ro morrow,and will lead you, 


Where rather Ile expe viRorious life, 

Then death,and Honour. Lets to Supper,come, 

And drowne confideration. Exeunt. 
Enter a company of Souldiers, 


1 Sl, Brother,good night : to morrow is the day. 
12 Sel. It will derermine one way : Fare you well, 
Hcard you of nothing ſtrange about the ſtreets. 
1 Nothing : what newes ? 
2 Bclike tis but a Rumour,good night to you. 
1 Well fir,good night. 
They meet with other Sonldiers. 
2 Souldicrs have carcfull Watch. - 
1 And you : Goodnight; goodnight. 
 Theyplace < aw Fs incvery corner of the Stage, 
2 Here we,and if tomorrow 
Our Navy thrive,l have an abſolute hope 
Our Landmen will ſtand up. 
1 Tisa brave Army,and full of purpoſe. 
Muſicke of the Hobojes #s nnder the Stage, 
2 Peace, what noyle? 
I Liſtliſts 
2 Hearke, 
1 Maficke 1th Ayre, 
3 Vnder the cart, 
It ſignes well,does it not ? 
3 No. 
| 1 Peacel fay : What ſhould this meane? 
2 Tis the god Herewles, whom Anthony loved, 
Now leaves him. 
1 Walkelets ſeeif ocher Watchmen 


| Doc heare what we doe ? 


2 How now Maſters? Speaks together, 
Omnes, How now 2 how now ? doe you hearethis ? 

x L,is't not ſtrange ? 

3 Doe you heare Maſters ? Doe you heare ? 


| I Follow the noyſe ſo farre as we have quarter. 


Lers ſee how it will give off, 
Omnes. Content : Tis ſtrange, 


Enter Anthony and (leopatra,with orbers. 


Ant, Eros,mine Armour Eros, 
Cleo, Slcepe alicrle. 
Ant. No my Chucke, Eros,come mine Armour Eros, 
Enter Eros. 
Come good Fellow,put thine [ron on, 
If Fortune be not ours to day,it is. 
Becaule we brave her. Come. 
Clco. Nay,lle helpe too, Anthony. 
Whats this for ? Ah,let be,let be,thouart 
The Armourer of my heart: Falſe, falſe : This, this, 
Sooth-law Lle helpe : Thusit avaſt be. 
Ant, Well, well, we ſhall thrive now- 
Scelt thou my good Fellow. Goe,put on thy defences, 
Eros, Brietiy fir. + 
Cleo, Is not this buckled well ? 
Ant. Rarcly,rarely : 
He that unbuckles this,till we doe pleaſe 
To doft for our repole,ſhall heare aſtorme. 
Thou fumbleſt Eros,and my Queenes a Syuire 
More tight at this : Diſpatch, O Love, 
Thar thou could(t ſce my warresto day,and knew'ſt 
The Royall Occupation,thou ſhouldſt ſee 
A workeman in'r. 
Enter an armed ſouldier, 
Good morroiw to thee, welcome, 
Thou lookſt like him that knowesa warlike charge : 
To buſineſſc that we love,we rife betime, 
And goe too't witheelight. 
Soul. Athbouſand Sir, carly though'tbe,have on their 
Rivectedtrim,and at the Port expect you. Shove. 
Trumpets flouriſh, 
Enter Captaines and Souldiers, 
Alex, The Morne is faire : Good morroy Genera'l, 
All, Good morrow Generall. 
ent. Tis well blowne Lad; 
This morning like the ſpirit ofa youth 
That meanes to be of note,begins betimes. 
So,ſo: Come give me that, what cre becemes of me, 
Fare thee well Dame,what ere become of mee, 
This is a Souldicrs kifſe : rebukeable, 
And worthy ſhamcfull checke it were,toſtand 
On more Mechanicke Complement, llc leavethee: 
Now like a man of Stecle,you that will fight, 
Follow mecloſe, Ile bring you too't: Adicu, 
Char, Pleale you retyre to your Chamber ? 
Cleo, Lead me w%s% 
He goesforth gallantly : that heand Ceſar might 
Determine this great Warre1n ſingle tight; 
Then A»thexy ; bat now, Well on. 


Excennt, 


Exeunt, 


Trumpet ſound. Enter Anthony aud Erog, 


Eyos, The Gods make this a happy day to Anthony, 
Ant, Would thou,and thoſe thy {carres had once pre- 
To make me fight at Land. (vaild, 
Eros. Hadſt thoudone ſo, 
The Kings that have revolted,and the Souldier 
That has this morning [cft thee,would have ſtill 
Fellowed thy herles. 
Ant. Who's gone this moming ? 
Eror. Whotone ever neere thee, call for Enebarbue, 
44a 2 He 
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He ſhall not hearethee, or from Ceſars Campe, 
Say Tam none of thine. 
Ant, What ſayelt thou ? 
Sela. Sir he is with ( «fr. = 
Eves. Sir, bis Cheſts and Treaſure he has not with him, 
Ant. Is he gone? b 
Sol. Molt certaine. 
Ant. Goe Eros, ſend his Treaſure after, doe it, 
Detaineno jot | charge thee : writero him, 
(1 will ſubſcribe) gentle adicus, and greetings: 
Say, that I wiſh he never tind more cauſc 
To change a Maſter. Oh my fortunes have ; 
Corrupted honeſt men, Dilpatch Eroz, Exit. 


Enter Agrippa, Ceſer,with Enobarbm 


and Dollabella. 
Ceſ. Goe forth Apripps, and begin the hight z 
Our will is Anthoxy be tookealiye : 
Make itſo knowne, 


eAgrip. Ceſar,1 ſhall. 

Ceſ. Therime of univerſall peace is neere , 
Prove thisa proſp'rous day, the three nook'd world 
Shall beare the Olive freely. 

Enter a Meſſenger, 

XMaeſ. Anthony iscome into the ticld. 

Ceſ. Goe charge eAgrope, 
Plant thoſe that have revolted in the Van, 
T hat «Anthony may ſeeme to ſpend his Fury 
Vpon himſclte.* | 

Enob. Alexas did revolt, and went to /ewry on 
Aﬀarres of Anthony: there did dil. vade 
Great Herod to incline himſclte to Ceſar, 
And leave his Maſter Anthony. For this paines, . 
Ceſar bath hang'd him : Camidin« and the reit 
That fell away, have cntertaiment, but 
No honorable truſt : I have done ill, 
Of which I doc accuſe my {clfe fo ſorely, 
Thar 1 will joy no more. 

Enter a Soldier of Ceſars; 

Sol. Enobarbus, Anthony 

Hath after thee ſent all thy Treaſure, with 


Fxewnt. 


His Bounty over-plus. The Mcſlenger 


Came on my , and at thy Tent is now 
Vnloading of his Mule. 

Ene. 1 giveit you«» 

Sol. Mocke not Enobarbra, 
I tell you true : Beit you ſaf tthe bringer 
Out ofthe haoſt, I muſt attend mine Office, 
Or would havedone't wy ſcife. Your Emperor 
Continues ſtill a Iove. 

Enob, I am alone the Villaine of the carth, 
And feele 1 am ſo moſt. Oh + nthoxy, 
Thou Mine of bounty, how wouldſt thou have payed 
My better ſervice, when my turpitude - 
Thou doſt ſo Croyne with Gold. This blowes my heart 
If ſwift thought breake it not : a ſwified meane 
Shall out-ſtrike thought, but thought will doo't. I feele 
I fight againſtthee : NolI willgoe ſeeke 
Some Dutch, where to dye : the foulſt beſt firs 


Ex#, 


Exit. 
Alaram, Drummes and Trumpets, 
Emer Aprippa. 
ip, Retire, we have cngag'd our ſelves too farre : 
Ceſar himſclfe has worke, and our oppreſſion 


Excecds what we expetcd. Exit, 


| 


Each mans like mine : you have ſhewne all Hefors, 


eAlarnms. 
Enter Anthony, and Scarus wounded. 

Scar, O my brave Emperor, this is fought indeed, 
Had we done ſoat firſt, we had droven them bome 
With clowrs about their head. Farre off. 

Ant. Thou bleedſt apace. 

Scar. I had a wound heere that was like a T, 
Butnow tis made an H. 

Ant, They doe retyre. 

Scar. We'll beat em into Bench-holes, 1 have yer 
Roome for ſix ſcotches more. 

Emer Eros, 

Eros. They are beaten Sir, and our advantage ſerves 
Fora faire vitory. 

Scar, Let us ſcore their backes, 
And ſnatch em up, as we take Hares behind, 
Tis ſport to maul a Runner. 

Ant, I will reward thee 
Once for thy ſprightly comfort, and ten-fold | 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. Ile haltafter. 


Alarum. Enter Ambony agtinein a March, 


£xannt. 


Ant, We have beate him to his Campe : Runne one 
Before,and let the Q1:cen know of our gueſts: to morrow 
Bcfore the Sun ſhall tees, we'll ſpillthe blood 
That has today cſcap'd. I thanke you all, 

For doughty ba:zxded are you and have fevght 
Not as you ferv'd the Cauſe, but as't had beene 


Enter the Citty, clip your Wives, your friends, | 
Tell them your feats, whilſt they with joyfull reares 
Waſh the congealemei:t from your wounds, and kifle 

The honour'd-gaſhes whole. 


Enter ( leopatra. 
Give me thy hand, gr 


Tothis great Faicry ,Ile commend thy ats, 
Make her thankes blefſe thee. Oh thouday o'th'world, 
Chaine mincarm'd necke, leape theu, Attyre andall 
Through proofe of Harneſlc to my part, and there 
Ride on the pnts triuwphing. 

Cleo. Lori of Lords, 
Oh infinite Vertue, commſt thou ſmiling from 
The world: great ſnare uncaught. 

ent. My Nightingale, 
We have beare them to their Beds. 
W ha: Gyrle, though gray 
D« ſomething mingic with our yonger browne,yet ha we 
A braiix that nouriſhes our Nerves, and can 
Get golc for golc of youth. Behold this wan, 
Commend unto his Lippes thy favouring hand, 
Kifſe ir my Warriour : He hath foughtto day, 
As ita god in hate of Mankind, had 
Deſtroyedin ſucha ſhape. 

Cleo. Ile give thee triend 
An Armour all of gold : it was a Kings, 

Ant. He has deſerv*'d it, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phcebus Carre, Give me thy hand, | 
Through Alexandri« make a jolly March, 
Beare our hackr Targets, like the menthat owe them, | 
Had ourgreart Palace the capacity | 
To Campe this hoaſt, we all would ſap together, 
Ang drinke Carowſes to thenextdayes Fate 


Which | 


— 
—_— _— 
I 
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Which promiſes Royall perill. Trumpeters 

Wirth brazen dinne blaſt you the Cittics care, 

Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, 

That heaven and earth may ſtrike their ſounds together, 
Applauding our approach. E xemnt, 


Emer a (thtery, and his Compaxy, Enobarbus followes, 


Cent. If we be not reliey'd within this houre, 
We mult returne to'th'Courrt of Guard : the night 
Is ſhiny,and they ſay, we ſhall embatraile 
By'th"ſecond houre 1th'Morne. 

1 Watch. This lalt day was2 (hrew'd one to's 

Enob, Oh beare me witneſle wght, 

2 What man is this? ) 

I Stand cloſe, and liſt him. 

Enob, Be witneſle to me (O thoa bleſſed Moone) 
W hen men revolted ſhall upon Record 
Beare harefull memory : poore Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent. 

2 Peace ; hearke further. 

Enob. Oh Soveraigne Miſtris of true Melancholly, 
The poyſonous dampe of night diſpunge upon me, 
Thatlite, a very Rebellto my will, 

May hang no longer on me. Throw my heart 

Againſt the flint and hardneſſe of my fault, 

Which being drycd with griefe, will breakzto powder, 
And finiſh all foule thoughts, Oh Antbony, 

Nobler then my revolt is infamous, 

Forgive me in thine owne particular, 

But letthe world ranke mc in Regiſter 

A Maſter leaver, anda fugitive : 

Oh eAnthony | Oh Anthony | 

1 Lersſpcaketo him. 

Cent. Lets heare him, for the things he ſpeakes 
May concerne Ceſar, 

2 Lets doe ſo, but he ſleepes, 

{{ent. Swoonds rather, tor {0 bad a Prayer as his 
Was never yet for ſicepe. 

1 Goe we to hum, 

2 Awake fir, awake, ſpeake to us. 

1 Hcare you fir? 

Cent. The hand cfdeath hath raught him. 

Drummes afarre off. 

Hearke how the Drummes demurely wake the ſleepers: 
Let us beare him to'rh* Court of Guard : he is of note ; 
Our houre is fully out. 

2 Comcon then, hs may recover yet. E xemnt, 

{Enter «Anthony, and Scarus, with their Army. 

Ant. Their preparation isto day by Sea, 
We plcaſe chem not by Land. 

Sce. For both, my Lord. 

Ant. 1 would they'ld fight ith' Fire, or ith'Ayre, 
Wee'ld fight there roo. Eur this it is, our Foote 
Vpon the hilles adjoyning tothe Citty 
Shall ſtay with us. Order for Seais given, 

They have put forth the haven: * 
Where their appointment we may beſt diſcover, 
And looke on their endevour. Exexnt, 


Enter Ceſar, and bis Army. 
Ceſ. But being charg'd, we will be ſtillby Land, 
Which as I tak t we ſhall, for is beſt force 


| Is forth to Man his Gallics. To the Vales, 


pn i. 


And hold our beſt advaniage. Exemnt. | 
eAlarum afarre off, as at a Sea-fight. 
Enter e Anthony, and Scarms. 


Am. Yerthey ace not joyn'd: 
W here yond Pine does ſtand, 1 ſhall diſcover all, 
Ile bring thee word {traight, boy tis like to goe» Exit. 

Sce&. Swallcwwes have built 
In Cleoparrs's Sailes their neſts. The Augurics 
Say, they know nor, they cannot tell, looke grialy, 
And dare not ſpeake their knowledge, Ambory, 
Is valiant, and dejeted, and by ſtarts 
His fretted Fortunes give him hope and feare | 
Ot what he has, and has not. 

Emer Anthony, 
, _ All isloſt : 
1s ftowle Egyptinn hath betrayed me: 
My ficete hath yeelded to the Foe, and yonder, 
They caſt their Caps up, and Carowſe together 
Like friends long loſt, Triple-turn'd Whore, tisthou 
Halt fold me to this Novice, and my heart 
Makes onely Warres on thee, Bid them all flye ; 
For when 1 am reveng'd upon my Charme, 
I have done all. Bid them ail flye, be gone. 
Oh Sunne, thy upriſc ſhall I ſeeno more, 
Fortune, and Anthony part heere, even heere 
Doe we ſhake hands? All come tothis? The hearts 
That pannelled me at heels, to whom 1 gave 
Their wiſhes, doe dif Candy, meltthcir ſweets 
On bloſſoming Ceſar : and this Pine is barkt, 
Thar over-topd them ail. Betray'd I am» 
Oh this falſe Soule of Egypt !this grave Charme,' 
Whole eye beck'd forth my Wars,and cal'd them home: 
W hoſe boſome was my Crownet, my Chiefe end, 
Like a right Gypfie, hath ac faſt an] looſe 
Beguild me, tothe very heart of loſle. 
W hat Eros, Eros ? 
Enter Cleoputr. 

Ab, thou Spell 1 Avaunt. 

Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag'd againſt his Love? 

Ant. Vaniſh, or I ſhall give thee thy deſerving, 
And blemiſh Ce/ers Triumph. Ler him rake thee, 
And hoiit thee up to th'ſhouting Plebeians, 
Follow his Chariot, like the greateſt {por 
Ofall thy Sex. Moſt Monſiter-like be ſhewne ' 
For poor'lt Diminutiues, for Dolts, and let 
Patient Olav, plough thy viſage up 
With her prepared nailes. Exit Cletpatrag- 
Tis well tart L 
If it be well ro ive. But better twerc 
Thou feliſt into my fury, for one death 
Might have preyented many. Eres, hoa? 
The ſhirt of Nw is upon me; teach oe 
Alcides, thou mine Anceſtor, thy rag. 
Let me Licas onthe hornes oth "Moone, | 
And with thoſe hands that grafpt the heavieſt Club, 
Subdue my wortbicft ſelfe : the Witch ſhall dye, 
To the young Roman Boy ſhe hath ſold me, and I fall 
Vnder this plot : ſhe dyes for't. Eros hoa ? Exit, 


Emer Cluparra, Charmian, Iras, Mardiaw. | 


O_o 


Cleo. Helpe me my woman : Ohhe is more mad 
Then Telamon for his Shield, the Boare of Theffaly | 
Was never ſoimbolt. , 

Char. To th' Monument, there locke your ſelfe, | 


And ſcnd him word you are dead: 


"EV The | 


CE o_—_— 4 2&4.» we - 


'} And that ſhe has diſcharg 


Does pay thy labour richly : goe, 
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The ſoule and Body rive 2ot more in parting, 
Then greatneſſe going oft. 
Cleo, To';h*'Monument :; 
Hardian, goc tell him 1 haveſlaine my felfe : 
Say, thatthe laſt I ſpoke was Anthony, | 
And word it (prethee)) pittcouſly. Hence Aardiav,. 


And bring me how he takes my death ro th"'Monument, 
Exenn, 


Enter Anthony, and Eros. 

Anth, Eres, thou yet beho!id(t me ? 

Eros. I Noble Lord. 

ent. Sometime we ſee a clowd thats Dragoniſh, 
A vapour ſometime, like a Beare, or Lyon, 
Atoward Cittadell, a pendant Rocke, 
A forked Mountaine, or blew Promontory 
With Trees upon'ty that nodde untothe world, 
And mocke our eyes with Ayrc. 
Thou haſt ſcene theſe ſignes, 
They are blacke Veſpers Pagcants. 

Eres, T my Lord; | 

Ant. That which is now a horſe, even witha thought 
the Racke diſlimes, and makes it indiſtin& 
As water 1$ 1n WAtErs 

Eros. It does my Lord. b 

Ant. My Knave Eros, now thy Captaine 1s 
Even ſuch a body : heere I am emhony, 
Yet cannot hold this viſible ſhape (my Knave) 
I made theſe warres for Egypt, and the Queene, 
Whoſe heart I thought 1 had, for ſhe had mine : 
Which whilſt it was mine, had annext unto'c 
A Million moe, (now loſt: ) ſhe Eros has 
Packt Cards with Ceſars, and falſe plaid my Glory 
Vntoan Enemies triumph. 
Nay, weepe not gentle Eros,there is lefr us 
Our ſclves to end our ſelves. 
Enter Mardiav. 
Oh thy vilde Lady, ſhe has rob'd me of my Sword, 
Mar. No eAnthony, y 
My Miſtris loy'd thee, and her Fortuncs mingled 
With thine intirely. 
Ant. Hence ſawcy Eunuch peace, ſhe hath betraid me 
And ſhall dyerhedeath. 
ar. Death of one perſon, can be paide but once, 
| 'd, What thou wouldſt doe 
Is done unto thy hand : the laſt ſhe ſpake 
Was Antbony, moſt Noble Anthony : 
Then in the mide} a tearing gronedid breake 
The name of As. \-»/: it was divided 
Betweene ber heart, and livs; ſhe tendred life 
Thy name ſo buried in her. 
Ant, Dead then ? 
Afar. Dead. - 
ent. Vnarme Eres, the long dayestaske is done, 

hence ſafe 


And we muſt e: that thou 
Exit Mardian, 
Oh, plucke off, 


The ſeven-fold ſhield of eFjax cannot keepe 

The battery from my heart. Oh cleave my ſides, 

Heart, once be ſtronger then thy Continent, 

Cracke thy fraile Caſe. Apace Eros,apace : 

No more a Souldier : beniiod percns goe, 

You have bin Nobly borne. From me awhile.Exi#&ves, 
I will ore-take thee Cleopatra, and 

Weepe for my pardon. So it muſt be, for now 
Alllength is Torture : ſince the Torch is out, 

Lye downe and {tray no farther. Now all labour 


—— —— __ __—O TE 


Marres wharit does : yea, very forceentangles 
It ſelfe with ſtrength : Seale then and all is dorie. 
Eres? I come my Queene, Eros? Say for me, 
Where Soules | & couch on Flowers,we'li hand in hand, 
And with our ſprightly Pert make the Gholtes gaze : 
Diae, and her e/£neas (hall want Troopes, 
Andall the haunt be ours. Come Eros, Eros. 
Enter Eros, 
Eros. What would my Lord? 
ent. Since { /eopatra dyed, 
I have liv'd in ſuch diſhonor, that the gods 
Deteſt my baſeneſſe. I, that with my Sword, 
Quarrer'd the World, and ore greene Neptunes backe 
With Ships, made Citties ; condemne my fclfe, to lacke 
The Courage ofa Woman, leſſe Noble minde 
Then ſhe w hich by her death, our Ceſar telles 
Tam Conqueror of my ſcife. Thou art ſworne Eros, 
That when the exigent ſhould come, which now 
Is come indeed : When I ſhould ſee behind me 
Th'inevitable proſecution of diſgrace and horror, 
That on my command, thou then wouldſt kill me. 
Doo't,the time is come : thou ſtrikit not me, 
Tis Ceſar thou defeat'ſt. Put colour in my checke. 
Eves, The gods with-hold me, 
Shall I docthat which allthe Parthian Darts, 
(Though Enemy) lolt ayme, and couldnot, 
Ant. Eros, 
Would(t rhou be window'd in great Rome, and ſce 
Thy Maſter thus with pleacht Armes, bending downe 
His corrigible necke, bis face ſubdu'de 
To penetrative ſhame ; whilſt the wheeld ſcate 
Of fortunate («ſar drawne before him, branded 
His baſeneſſe that enſued, 

Eros, 1 would not ſee't. 

Ant. Come then : for with a wound I wuſt be cur'd. 
Draw that thy honeſt Sword which thou haſt worne 
Moſt uſefull tor thy Country, 

£ros. Oh fir, pardon me. 

ent, When 1 did make thee free, ſworſt thou not then 
To doe this when I bad thee ? Doe irat once, 

Or thy precedent Services are all 
But accidents unpurpos'd, Draw, and come, 

Eros. Turne from me then that Noble countenance, 

W herein the worſhip of the whole world lycs- 
Amt. Loc thee, 
Eros, My ſword 1s drawne. 
Ant. Then let itdoc at once 

The thing why chou haſt drawne it. 

__ er Ape pan — 

My Captaine, and my Emperor. me ſay | 
Before | ſtrike this bloody ſtroke, farewell. | 
Art, Tis ſaid man, and farewell. 

Eros. Farewell great Chicfe. ShallI ſtrike now ? 
Ant, Now Eres, Kiles bimſelfe. 
Eros. Why there then : 

Thus I doe c{cape the ſorrow of Anthonies death. 

Ax. Thrice-Nobler then my ſelfe, 

Thou teacheſt me : Oh valiant Eres, what 

I ſhould, and thou couldſt not, my Queene and Eres 
Have by their brave inſtrution got upon me 

A Nobleneſſc in Record, But I will be 


oy Maſter dyes thy Scholler : ro doe thus 
I learnt 
The Guard, how ? oh diſpatch me. 


A Bride groome in my death, and run into'c 
As toa Lovers bed. Come then, and Eros, | 


—— 
— 


of thee. How, not dead ? not dead? 


A _— 
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Emer a Guard, 
1 Guard. Whats the noiſe ? 
Azt. I have done my work ill friends : 
Oh make an cndof what I have begun. 
2 TheStarre is falne. 
1 Andtime isat his Period. 
eAll, Alas, and wee. 
Ant. Let him that loves me, ſtrike me dead. 
I Noth, 
2 NorT. 
3 Nor any one. (Exeunt, 
Decre. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers flye 


This ſword but ſhewne to Ceſ& with this tydings, | 


Shall enter me with him. 
Emer Diomedes. 
Di». Wheres Anthony ? 
Decre. There Diomed there, 
Diom. Lives he : wilt thou not anſwer man ? 
Ant, Art thou there Diomed ? 


| Draw thy ſword, and give me, 


Suilicing ſtrokes tor death. 

Dw. Moſt abſolute Lord : 

My Milſtris Cleopatra ſent me to thee, 

Ant, When did ſhee ſend thee ? 

Dom. Now my Locd. 

Ant. Whereis ſhe? (feare 

Dioms. Lockt in her Monument: ſhe had a Propheſying 
Of whac hath come to paſſe : for when ſhe ſaw 
( Which never ſhall be found) you did ſulpet 
She had diſpos'd with Ceſar, and that your rage 
Would notbe purg'd, ſhe ſent you word ſhe was dead : 
But fearing ſince how it might worke, hath ſent 
Me toproclaine the truth, and I am come 
Idread, too late. 

Ant, Toolate good Diemed: call my Guard I prethee, 

Dio, What hoa : the Emperors Guard. 

The Guard, what hoa ? Come, your Lord calles. 
Enter 4 or 5 of the Guard of eAmtbony. 
.eAnt, Beare me good Friends were Cleoparr bides, 
Tis the laſt ſeevice that I ſhall command you. 

1 Woe, woe are we (ir you may not live to weare 
All your true Followers out. 

All. Moſt heavy day, 

«Ant. Nay good my fellowes,doe not pleaſe ſharp 
Tograce it with your ſorrowes. Bid that welcome 
Which comes to puniſh us, and we puniſh it 
Secming to beareit lightly. Take we up, 

I haveled you oft, carry me now good friends, 
And have my thankes forall, Exewnt bearing Anthony, 


Enter Cleopatra, andber Maidet aloft, with 
Cha mian, and Iras, 


{!eo. Oh Chermian, 1 will never goe from hence. 
Char. Be comforted deere 
All ſtrange and terrible events are welcome, 
Bur comforts we deſpiſe ; our (ize of forrow 
Proportion'd to our cauſe, mult be as great 
As that which makes it, 
Enter Diomed,' 


and 


| How now ? is he dead ? 


Diom. His deaths upon him, butnot dead. 


| Looke out oth other fide your Monument, 


His Guard have brought him hither- 
Enter Amthony, and the Guard. 


Ce eee ee et 


| Cleve. Oh Sunne, 
Burne the great Sphere thou mou'ſt in, darkling ſtand 
The varrying ſhore oth'world,O Antony, Antony, Antony 
Helpe (bermien, helpe Ira belpe : hclpe friends 
Below, lets draw him hither; 

eAzs. Peace, . 
Not Ceſare Valour hath orethrowne Anthouy 
But e»thonie, bath Triumph on it ſelfe, 

Cleo, So it ſhould be, 
That none but «Anthony ſhould conquer «Anthony, 
= __ tis ſo, F | 

#e. I am dying Egypt, dying : onely 
I heere Hr A untill 
Of many thouſand kiſſes the poore laſt 
I lay uponthy lippes. 
ko. I darenot Deere, 

Deere my Lord pardon ; 1 dare not, 
Leſt I be taken : not th'Imperious ſhew 
Of the full-fortun'd { eſar,ever ſhall 
Be brooch'd with ae, if Kaife, Drugges, Serpents have 
Edge, ſting, or operation, I am fafe : 
Your Wife O#avi, with her modeſt eyes, 
And ſtill concluſion, ſhall acquire no honor 
Demuring upon me : bur, come, come Anthony, 
—_— me my women, we muſt draw thee up : 
iſt good friends. 

Ant, Oh quicke, or Iam gone, 

Cleo, Heeres {port indeed : 
How heavy weighes my Lord? 
Our ſtrengrh isall gone into heavineſſe, 
| Thatmakes the waight. Had | great /xno's 

The wing'd Mercury ſhould fetch thee up, 
And ſetthee by loves ſide. Yet comea little, 
Wiſhers were ever Fooles. Oh come, come, come. 

T hey heave Anthony aldft to C 

And welcome, welcome, Dye whenthou haſt liv'd,, 
Quicken with kiſſing : had my lippesthatpower , 
Thus would I weare them out. 

All. A heavy fight, 

e Ant. Iam dying 
Give-me ſome Wine, and let me ſpeake 

{7eo, No, let me {peake, and let me 
' Thatthe falſe Huſwife Fortune, breake 
| Provok'd by my offence. 

Ant, One word (tweet Queene) © 
Of Ceſar ſceke your honor, with your ſafety, Oh., 

Cleo, They doe not goe togaher. 

Am, Gentle heare me, 

None about Ceſer truſt, but Proculcine. 

Cle, My Reſolution, and my hands, Iletraſt, 
None about { «ſ@. x 

Ant. The miſcrable change now at my end, 
Lament nor ſorrow at : bur pleaſe your thoughts 
In feeding them with thoſe my former Fortunes 
Wherein I lived. The g Prince oth world, 
The Nobleft : and doe now not baſely dye, 

Not Cowardly putoff my Helmet to 

My Countryman. A Roman, by a Roman | 
Valiantly vanquiſh'd, Now my ſpirit is going, 
I canno more. . 

Clee. Nobleſt of men, woo'tdye ? 
Haſt thou no care of me, ſhall I abi 
In this dull world, which 1 thy abſetce is 
No better then aye? Oh {cemy women - 
The Crowne oth earth doth melt. My Lord ? 
| Oh wither'd isthe Garland ofthe Warre, 


, dyi . 
alittle, 
le ſo hye, 
Wheele, 
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The Souldiers pole is falne : young Boyes and Gyrles 
Are levellnow with men: The oddes is gone! 
And there isnothing left remarkcable 
Beneath the viſiting Moone. 

Char. Oh quitneſle, Lady. 

Ira. Shes dead teo, our Soveraigne- 

Char, Lady. 

Ira, Madam. 

Char, Oh Madam, Madam, Madam. 

Ira. Royall Egypt : Empreſle. 

Char. Peace, pcacc, Ira. 

Cleo, No more but ina Woman, and commanded 
By ſuch poore paſſion, as the Maid that Milkes, 
And does the meaneſt chares. It were for me, 
To throw my Scepter at the injurious gods, 
To tell them that this World did equall theirs, 
Till they had ſtolne our Iewell, Alls but naught : 
Patience is ſottiſh, and impatience does 
Become a Dogge thats mad : then 1s it finne, 
Toruſh into the ſecret houſe of death, 
Ere death dare cometo us? How doe you Women ? 
What, what good cheere 2? Why how now Charmian ? 
My Noble Gyrles ? Ah women, women | Looke 
Our Lampe is ſpent, its our. Good firs, take heart, 
Wee'll bury him : And then, whats brave, what Noble, 
Lets doo'tafter the high Roman faſhion, 
And make death proud to take us. Come, away, 
This caſc of that huge Spirit now is cold. 
Ah women, womcn ! Come, we have no friend 
But Reſolution, and the bricfeſt end, 

Exennt, bearing of Anthonies body. 


Agripps , Dolabella, Mena, with 


Enter Ceſar, 
| bu ( ounſell of Warre. 


(ſar. Goe to him Dolebella, bid him yeeld, 


Being ſo fruſtrate, tell him, 
He mockes the paywſcs that he makes. 
Del. Ceſar, | ſhall. 
Enter Decretas with the (word of Amtbony. 
Ceſ. Wherefore isthat? and what art thou that dar'ſt 
Appeare thus to us ? 
Dec, lam call'd Decret as, 
Marke Anthony I ſerv'd, who beſt was worth 
Beſt robe ſerv'd : whilſt he ſtood up, and ſpoke 
He was wy Maſter, and I wore mylite 
To ſpend upon his haters. If thou pleaſe 
To take me to thee, as I as wasto him, | 
lle be to Ceſ@r:iftkou pleaſeſt not, yeild thee up my life, 
Ceſa. What ist thou ſayſt? 
Dee. 1 fay (Oh nad eAnthony is dead. 
(*/a. Thebreaking of ſo great a thing, ſhould make 
A greater cracke. The round World 
Should have ſhooke Lyons into civill —_ 
And Cittizens tothcir dennes. The death of e-Lutbony 
Is not a ſingle doome, in the name lay 
A moity of the world. 
Dee. He is dead (eſar, 
Not by a publike miniſter of Inſtice, 
Nor by a Loved Knife, but that ſelfe-hand 
Which writ his honor inthe Ads itdid, 
Hath with the Courage which the heart did lend ir, 
Splicted the heart. This is his Sword, 
T robb'd his wound of it : behold it Rtaind 
With his moſt Noble blood. 


— — 
The gods rebuke me, but it is a Tydings 
To waſh the eyes of Kings. 
Dol. And ſtrange itis, 
That Nature muſt compell us to lament 
Our moſt perſiſted deeds, | 
Atec. His taints and honors, way cquall 
Dels. A Rarer ſpirit never 
Did ſteere humanity : but you gods will give us 
Some faults to make us mein. Ce/ar istouch'd, 
CHMec, When ſucha ſpacious Mirrors ſet before him, 
He needes muit ſec him(ſclfe. 
Ceſ. Oh Ambony, 
I havefollowed thee to this, but we doe launch 
Diſcaſes in our Bodics, I muſt ce 
Have ſhewnerts thee ſuch a declining day, 
Orlooke on thine : we could not ſtall rogether, 
In the whole world. But yetlet me lament 
With tcares asSoveraigne as the blood of hearts, 
That thou my brother, my Competitor, 
In top of all deſigne ; my Mate in Empire, 
Friend and Companion in the front of Warre, 
The Arme of mine owne Body, andthe heart 
W here mine his thoughts did kindle ; that our Starres 
Vareconciliable, ſbould divide our cqualneſle to this. 
Heare me good friends, 
But I will tell you at ſome meeter Seaſon, 
The buſineſle of this man lookes out of him, 
Wec'll heare him what he ſayes. 
Emer a» o/Eg1PIen 
Whence are you? -% ed 
e/£yyp- A poorc Egyptian yet, ene my Miſtris 
Confin'd in all, he mk NOT oy 
Of thy intents, deſires, inſtruction, 
That ſhe preparedly may frame her ſclfe 
Toth'way ſhees forc'd to. 
Cef. Bid her have good heart, 
She ſoone ſhall know of us, by ſome of ours, 
How honorable, and how kindly We 
Determine for her For Ceſar cannot leaveto be ungentle 
e/£gyp- So the gods preſerve thee. Exit. 
Ce. Come hither Proculeine, Goe and ſay 
We purpoſe her no ſhame : give her what comforts 
The quality of her pailion ſhall Ire; 
Leſt in her greatneſle, by ſome mortall ſtroke 
She doe defeate us. For her life in Rome, 
Would be cternall in our Triumph : goe, 
And with your ſpecdiecſt bring us what ſhe ſayes, 
And how yon find of her. 
Pro. Ceſar I ſhall. Exit Proculeius, 
Ceſ. Galims, goe you along : wheres Dolabella, to (c- 
cond Proculeins ? : 
AR, Dolabella. 
| Cef. Let himalone : for I remember now 
How hes imployd : be ſhall intime be ready. 
Goe with me to my Tent, where you ſhall ſee 
How hardly I was drawne into this Warre, 
How caltne and gentle I proceeded ſtill 
In all my Writings. Goe with me, and ſee 
What I can ſhew in this. Exemnt, 


Enter (lropatra, Charmien, Yras, and Mar dian. 
Cleo. My deſelation does begin to make 


A betterlife : Tis paltry tobe Ceſar ; 
Not being fortune, hes but fortunes knave, 


with him. 
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To doe thatthing that ends all other deeds, | 
W hich ſhackles accidents, and bolts up change z 
W hich ſleepes, and never pallats more the dung, 
The beggers Nurlc, and Ceſars. 
Enter Proculea, 

Pro. (ſar ſends greeting tothe Queene of Egypt, 
And bidsthee ſtudy on what faire demands 
Thou mean'(tro have him grant thee- 

Cleo. Whats thy name ? 

Pro, May name is Proculcy4us. 

Cleo, Anthony 
Did tell me of you, bad me truſt you, but 
I doe not greatly care to be deceiv d 
That have no ve for trulting. If your Maſter 


' Would havea Queene his begger, you muſttell him, 


That Majeſty to keepe decorem, mult 
No |cfſe beggethen a Kingdome : if be pleaſe 
To give me co:1quer'd Egyptfor my Sonne, 
He gives me ſo mach of mine owne, as | 
Will kneele to him with thankes., 

Pro. Be of good cheere : 
Ye arc falne into a Princely hand, feare nothing, 
Make your full reference freely tomy Lord, 
Who is ſofull of Grace, that it owes over 
Onall that neede. Ler __ to him 
Your ſweet dependancy, and you ſhall find 
A Conqueror that will pray in ayde for kindneſle, 
Where he for grace is kneel'd too, 

Cleo. Pray you tell him, 


y 


Tam his Fortunes Vaſlall, and I ſend him 


The greatneſſe he has got. 1 hourely learne 
A Dottie of Obedience, and would gladly 
Looke him ith*Facc. deaſeLady) 

Pro. This lle report (deere Lady : 
Have comfort, for I know your plight is pittied 
Of him thar caus'd it. : 

Char. You lee how ecafily ſhe may be ſurpriz'd: 
Guard her till {e/ar come. 

Ira. Royall Q:ecne. | 

Cher. Oh Cloparra, thou art taken Queenes 

{ eo, Quicke; quicke, good hands. 

Pre. Hold worthy Lady, bold : 

Doe not your ſelfe ftuch wrong, who are in this 
Relicv'd, but norberraid, 

( feo.'W hat of death roo that rids our dogs of languiſh? 

Fre. Cleopatre, doe not abuſe my Maſters bounty, by 
Th'undoing of your ſclte: Let the world ſee 
His Nobleneſſe well ated, which your dearh 
Willneverler come forth. - 

Cleo, Where artthou death? 
Come hicher come ; Come, come, andtakea Qu 
Worth many Babes and Beggers, 

Pro. Oh temperance Lady. 

(eo. Sir, I will cate no mearte, Ile not drinke ir, 
If idle talke will once beneceſlary 
Ile notſleepe neither. This mortall houſe ile ruine, 
Doe Ce/ar what he can. Know fir, that I 
Wiilnot waite pinnion'd at your Maſters Court, 
Nor once be chaſtic'd with the ſober eye 


And ſhew me tothe ſhowting Varlotry 

Of cenſuring Rome ? Rather a ditch in Egypt, 
Be gentle grave unto me, rather on Nylus mudde 
Lay me ſtarke-nak'd, and ler the water-Flies 
Blow me into abhorring ; rather make 

My Countries hyghpyramides my Gibbet, 


00 ad 


| Ist not your tricke? 


| Cleo, He'll leade me then in Triumph. 


—_—_ 


And hang me up in Chaines, 
Pro, Youdoe extend 
Theſe thoughts of horror further then you ſhall 
Find cauſe 11 Ceſar. 
Enter Dolabella. 
Dot. Proculeins, 
What thou haſt done, thy Maſter («ſar knowey, | 
And he hath ſenc for thee : as for the Queene, 
le take her to my Guard, 
Pre. So Dolabella, 
It ſhall content me beſt ; be gentle to her, 
To Ce/ar I will ipeake, what you ſhall pleaſe, 
If youll imploy meco him. Exit Proculeim, 
(eo. Say, I would dye. 
Del. Moſt Noble Emprefſe, you have heard of me- 
Cleo, 1 cannot tell. 
Dot. Aſſaredly you know me. 
Cleo. No matter fir, what 1 have heard or knowne : 
You laugh when Boyesor Womentell their Dreames, 


Dot. 1 underſtand not, Madam. 
(eo, I dreampt there was an Emperor Antbony. 
Oh ſuch another fleepe, that I might ice 
oy ſuch _—_ man. 
of, It it might pleaſe ye, 

Cle. His lies and dohemmns and therein ſtucke 
A Sunne and Moone, which kept their courſe,and liyheed 
The little o'th'earth. | 

Dot. Moſt Soveraigne Creature. 

Cleo. Hislegges beſtrid the Ocean, his rear'darme 
Creſtcd the world : his voyce was properticd 
Asa'l the tuned Spheres, and thar ro friends : 

But when he meant to quaile, and ſhikethe Orbe, 
He wasasratling Thunder. tor his bounty, 
There was no winter in't. An —_ it wa$, 
That grew the more by reaping: his delights 
Were Dolphin-like, they ſheww'd his backe above 
The Elemenc they liv'd in ; In his Livery 
Walk'd Crownes and Crownets ; Realmesand Iſlands 
As plates dropt from his pocker, 
ol, Are. 

Cleo, Thinke you there was, or might be ſucha man 
Asthis I dreampt of? 

Dot. Gentle Madam, no. 

Clo, You Lye up tothe hearing of the gods : 

Burt it there be, nor ever were one fuch 

Its paſtthe ſize of dreaming : Nature wants ſtuffe 
To vye ſtrange formes with fancy, yet t'inagine 
An Anthony were Natures pecce, gainlt Fancy, 
Condemning ſhadowes quite. 

Dol. Heare me, good Madam : 

Your loſſe is as your ſelfe, great; and you beare it 
As anſwering to the waight, would I mighc never 
Ore-take purſu'de ſuccefle : but I doe fecie 
By the rebound of yours, a griefe that ſuites 
My very heart at roote. 
| Cleo. I thanke you fir: 
Know you what Ceſar meanes todoe with me? | 
Fo I amloath to - you what, I would you knew. 
s. Nay pray you fir. 
Del. Though lic be honorable. | 
Emer Proculeins, (aſar, Gallus, Macenas, - 
- and of her i of bus Trane. 
All. Make way there, Ceſar. 


— 


cn Cr 


—Q 


—— 


ren "A 


— 


Sy 186 


The Tragedy of = 


—_—. 
— — 


(ef. Whichisthe Queene of Egypt. 


. Dol. It is the Emperor Madam. 
Ce. Ariſc, you ſhall not kneelc ; 
I pray you rilc, riſe Egypt. 


Che. Sir, the gods will have it thus, 


My Maſter and my Lord I much obey, 


Ceſ. Take to you no hard thoughts, 
The Record of what injuries you did us, 
"Though written in our fleſh, we ſhall remember 


' Asthings but done by chance, 


Cle. Sole Sir oth'world, 
I cannot projet mine owne cauſe ſo well 
Tomake itcleare, but doe confeſſe I have 
Beene laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often ſham'd our Sex. 

Ceſ. Cleopatraknow, 
We will cxtenuate rather then inforce : 
If you apply your ſelfe to our intents, 
W hich towards you are moſt gentle, you ſhall inde 
A benefit in this change, bur if you ſeeke 
Tolay on me a Cruelty, by taking 


| eAnthonies caurſe, you ſhall bereave you ſelfe 


Of my good purpoſes, and pur your children 
To ha deſtru&tion which Ile guard them from, 
If thereon you relye. Ile take my leave. 

Cleo, And may through all the world:tis yours, and we 
your Scutcheans, and your ſignes of Conquelt ſhall 
Hang in what place you pleaſe, Here my good Lord. 

Ceſ. You ſhall adviſe me in all for Cleoperr a, 

Cleo. This is the briefe : of Mony, Plate, and Ieyels 
I am poſleſt of, tis exactly valewed, 

Not petty things admitted, W heres Selewers ? 

Selew. Heere Madam. 

(eo. This is my Treaſurer, let him ſpeake (my Lord) 
Vpon his perill, that I have reſerv'd 
To my ſclfe nothing. Speakethe truth Selewene. 

Selew, Madam T had rather ſecle my lippes, 

Then to my perill ſpeake that which is not. 

(te, What haveI kept backe? 

Selew.Enough to purchaſe what you have made known 

Ce/, Nay bluſh not Cleoperra, I approve 


| Your Wiſcdome in the deed. 


({ke, Sec Ceſar : Oh behold, 
How pompe is followed : Mine will now be yours, 
And ſhould we ſhift eſtates, yours would be mine, 
The ingratitude of this Selewcus, does 
Even make me wilde. Oh Slave, of no more truſt 
Then love thats hyr'd? W hat goeſt thou backe, thou ſhalt 
Goe backe I warrant thee : but Ile catch thine eyes 
Though os had wings,Slave, ſoulc-lefle, Villaine, Dog, 
O rarely batc ! 

Ceſ. Good Queene, kt us intreat you. 

Clee. O (ſar, what a wounding ſhame isthis, 
That thou vouchſating heere to viſit me, 
Doing the honor of tby Lordlinefle | 
Toone ſo mecke, that mine owne Servant ſhotld 
Parccll the ſumme of my diſgraces, by 
Addition of his Envy! Say (good Ceſar) 
That I ſome Lady-trifles a relerv'd, 
Immomenttoyes, things of ſuch Dignity 
As we greet moderne friends withall, and ſay 
Some Nobler token I have keptapart 
For Liviaand Oftavia, to induce . 
Their mediation, muſt I be unfolded 
With one that 1 have bred z the gods! it ſmites me 


Bencath the fall I have. Prethee goe hence, 


{ lev. kneeles. | 


— 


i  rr——_ 


—_ 


| 


Or I ſhall ſhew the Cynders of iny ſpirits 
Through th'Aſhes of my chance : Wer't thou a man, 
Thou wouldft have mercy on me. 
Ceſa. Forbeare Selenens. 
Cleo, Be it knowne,that we the greateſt are miſ-rhought 
For things that others doe : and when we fall, 
We an{wer others merits, in our name 
Are therefozeto be pitricd. 
Cef. Cloparrs, 
Not what you have reſerv'd, nor what acknowledg'd 
Put weitt'Roll of Conquctt : {till be*tyours, 
Beſtow it at your pleaſure, and beleeve 
Ceſar's no Merchanr,to make prize with you 
Of things that Merchants ſold. Therefore be cheer'd, 
Make not your thoughts your priſons: No deere Queen, 
For we intend (o todiſpole you, as | 
Your {clfe ſhall give us counſell : Feede, and flcepe : 
Our care and pitty is ſo much upon you, - 
That we remaine your friend, and ſo adicu. 
(eo. My Maſter, and my Lord. 


Ceſ, Not ſo : Adicu. 

Exennt ( oſar, and hi Trane. 

Cleo. He words me Gyrles, he words me, 

That I ſhould not be Noble to my ſelfe. 
But hearke thee Charmian, 

Ira, Finiſh good Lady, the brightday isdone, 
And wear for the darke. 

Clo, Hyethceagaine. 

I have ſpokealready, and it is provided, 
Goe put it to the haſte. 

Char. Madam, I will, 

Enter Dolabela. 
Dol. Wheres the Queene? 
{ar. Bchold fir. 

Cleo. Delabella. 

Dol. Madam, as thereto ſworne, by your command 
(Which my love makes Religion to obcy ) 
I tell you this : Ce/arthrough Syria 
Intends his journey, and within three daycs, 
You with your Children will he ſend before, 
Make your beſt uſe of this, Ihave pertorm'd 
Your pleaſure, and my iſe. 

(eo. Dolabela, | (hall remaine your debter. 

Dol. 1 your Servant : 

Adieu good Queene, I muſt attend on Ceſar, 

Che, Farewcll, and thankes. 

Now 1r«s, what think'ſtthou ? 

Thou, an Egyptian Puppet ſhalt be ſhewne 

In Rome aſwell as]: Mechanicke Slaves 

With greazy Aprons, Rules, and Hammers ſhall 
Vpliftus to the view. In their thicke breathes, 
Ranke of groſſe dyet, ſhall we be cnclowded, 
And forc'd rodrinke their vapour. | 

Ira. The gods forbid. 

Cle, Nay, tis moſt certaine Iras: fawcy Litors 
Will catchar us like Strumpets, and ſcald Rimers 
Ballad us out a Tune. The quicke Comedians 
Extemporally will {tage us, and preſent 
Our Alexandria Revels : Anthony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I ſhall ſee 
Some (| Ny R— my greatneſſe 
Fehipolture a W hore. 

Ira. Othe good gods! 

Cleo. Nay thats certaine. 

ras. le never ſee't; for I am {ure my Nailes 
Are ſtronger then mine eyes. 


<< 


Exit, 
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® Cleo. Why thatsthe way to foole their preparation, | 
And conquer their moſt abſurd intents. 
Enter (harmian, 
Now Charman. 
Shew me my Women like a Queene : Goe fetch 
My beſt Attyres. I am againefor Cidrw 
To meet eHarks eAntheny, Sirra [r4s,goe 
(Now Noble Charmian, wcee'l diſpatch indeed,) 
And when thou haſt done this chare,lle give thee leave 
To play till Doomeſday ; bring our Crewne,and all. 
A noſe within, 


Wherefore's this noyſe ? 
Enter 4 Guard/man, 

Guard/ſe Here isa rurall Fellow, 

That will not be deny'd your Highneſſe preſence, 
He brings you Figges. 

Cleo, Let him come in. 
How poore an Inſtrument _ 
May doc a Neble decd : hebrings me liberty : 

My Reſolution's plac'd,and I have nothing 
Of woman in me : Now from head to foot 
I am Marble conſtant : now the fleeting Moone 
No Planer isof mine. 
Enter Guard/man and Clowne,” 

Guard/. This is the Man. 

Cleo. Avoyd andleave him. £xit Guardſman, 
Haſt thou the pretty worme of Nylus there, 
That kils and paines not ? 

Clow. Truely I have him: but I would not be the par- 
tic that ſhould deſire youto touch him, for his byting is 
immortall : thoſe that doe dye of it, doe ſcldome or ne- 
ver recover. 

Cleo. Remember'ſt thou any that have dyed ont > 

Clo, Very many men and women too. I heard of 
one of them no longer than yefterday,a very honeſt wo- 
not 
doc,bur in the way of honeſty , how ſhe dyed of the by» 
ting of it, what paine ſhe felt: Truely,ſhe makes a very 
good o'th'warme: but he that will beleeve all that 
they ſay,ſhall never be ſaved by halfe that they doe ; but 
this is moſt fallible,the Worme'san odde Worme. 

Cles, Get thee hence, farewell, 

Clew. 1 wiſh you all joy of the Worme. 

. Cleo, Farewell. / 

{lew. You muſt thinke this (looke you ) that the 
Worme will doe his kindc. 

Cleo. 1,I,farewell, 

Cleo, Looke you,rhe Worme is not tobe truſted, but 
inthe keeping of wile people: for indeed , there is no 


E xit Guar df man. 


eAnthony call : I ſee him rowſe himlefe 

To praile my Noble AR. 1 heare him mocke 
The lucke of Ceſr,which the gods give mer 
Toexcuſetheir after wrath. Hasband,l come : 
Now to that name, mygodrage prove my Title. 
I am Fire,and Ayre ; my other Elements 


I giveto baſer lite. So, tiave you done > - 


Come then,and take the laſt warmth of my lippes. 
Farewell kinde Charmian,{ra,ong farewell. 
Havel the Aſpicke in my lips ? Doſt fall ? 

If thou,and Nature can ſo gently parr, 


The ſtroke of death is ava Lovers pinch, 
W hich hurts,and is defir*d. Dot thou lic Rill? 
If thus thou vaniſheſtthou tell'ſt the world, 
It is not worth leave taking. 
Char. Diſlolve thicke Cloud, & Raine, that I may lay, 
The gods themſclves doe weepe. 
Cleo. This proves me baſe: 
If ſhe provesthe curled Anthony, 
Hee'l make demand of her,and ipend that kiſfſe 
W hich is my heaven to have. Come thou morrtall 
Withthy ſharpe teeth this knot intrinficate, (wretch, 
Of life at once untic : Poore venemous Foole, 
Be angry __ d __ Oh _—_— ſ hanke, 
t 1 might heare thee call e/ar Aſle,unpolicicd. 
(har. Oh Eaſterne ron ng _ 

(i les, Peace ez © # 9 
Doſt thou not {ce my Baby at my breaſt, 

That ſuckes the Nurſe aflecpe. 

Char, Obreake | O breake | 

Cleo, As ſweet as Balme,as ſoft as Ayre,as gentle. 
O Anthony) Nay I will take thee too, 

What ſhould I flay —— _ . 

Char. In this wilde world? So fare thee well 
Now boaſt theeDeath,in thy poſſeſſionlies 
A Laſſe ell'd. Downy Windowes cloze, 
And golden Phcebus never be beheld | 
Of cyes againe ſo Royall : your Crownes away, 
Ile mend it,and then play 

Enter the Guard ruſtling in and Dolabela, 
1 Guard. Wheresthe Queene? 
( har. Speake (ottly,wake her not. 
f - Ceſar hath ſenr. 
Char, Tooflow a Meſſenger. | 
Oh come apace.diſpatch, partly fecle thee. 
1 Approach ho, . 

All's not well: Ceſar: beguilde. | 
2 Theres Do/abella ſent from Ceſar :call him. 
I What worke is here Charmian ? 


Dye:. 


goodnefſe in the Worme, Is this well done ? | : ' 
(leo. Take no care,it ſhall be heeded. | (wr It is welldone,and fitting fora Princeſſe 
Ceo. Very : give it nothing I pray you, for it is | Deſcended of ſo many Royall Kings- | X 
not worth the feeding, - Ah Souldier, Charmian dyes, 
Cleo, Willir eate me ? 
Cleo. You muſt not thinke I am ſo ſimple,but I know | Enter Dolabella. 
the divell himſclfe will not eate a woman : 1know, that | ? | 
| a woman is adiſh for the gods, ifthe divell dreſſe her | Dol. How goes ithere ? 
not. But truely,theſe ſame whorſon Divels doe the gods | 2 Guard. All dead, 
great harwe intheir women : for in every ten thar they Del. Ceſar thy rchoughts WS 3 
make,the divels marre five. Touch their efteAs in this: zby ſelfe art comming | 
(ro. Well,get the gene,farewell. | Toſeperform'drhe dreaded AR which thou 
Cleo, Yes forſooth, I wiſh you joy o'th'worme.£xit. | So ſought'ſt ro hinder. 
Cleo, Give me my Robe, put on my Crowne, 1 have | | »- 
Immortall longings in me. _ no _ lip Enter Ceſar and all bis Traine pnarching. 
| The juyce of Egypts G moyſtt . 
| Yar: rn gutdbus urs : methinkes I heare All» A way there a way for Ceſar. 
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Dol. Oh Sir,you are twoſure an Augurer : 
That youdid feare,is done, 
- Ceſar. Bravelt atthe lait, 
| She leveli'd at our purpoſes,and being Royall 
Tooke her owne way : the manner of their deaths, 
I doe not ſee them bleed, 
D-!. Who was laſt withthem ? 
1 Guard. A ſimple countryman,thut brought her Figs: 
This was his Basket. 
Cf. Poyſor'dthen. 
I Guard, Oh Ceſar : . 
This Charwias liv'd but now,ſhe ſtood and ſpake : 
I found her trimming up the Diadem ; 
On her dead Miſtris,tremblingly ſhe ſtood, 
And on the ſodaine dropt. 
Ceſar, Oh noble weakenefle : 
If they bad ſwallow'd poyſon,twould appeare. 
By externall ſwelling : but ſhe lookes like ſleepe, 
As ſhe would catch another e4»rhony 
In her ſtrong toyle&of Grace, 


| 


Dol. Here on her breſt, 
There is a vent of blood,and ſomething blowne, 
Thelike is on her Arme. 
1 Gzard, This an Alpes traile 
And theſe Fig-leaves have ſlime upon them ſuch 
As th'Aſpicke leaves upon the Caves of Nyle. 
Cef. Molt probable 
Thar ſo ſhe dyed : for her Phyfitian tels me 
She hath purſu'd Concluſions infinite 
Ofcaſic wayes te dye. Take up her bed, 
And beare her Women from the Monument, 
She ſhall be buried by her Anthony, 
No Grave upon the carth ſhall clip in it 
A paire ſo famous : high eventsas theſe 
Strike thoſe that make them : and their ſtory is 
No lefſe in pitty,than his glory which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our Army ſhall 
In ſolemne ſhew,artend this Funerall, 
Andthen to Rome. Come Dolabela,ſec 


High Order,in this great Solemnity. 
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Enter two Gentlemen. Bigge of this Gentleman (our Theame)deccaſt 
As he was borne. The King he takes the Babe 
1 Gent, To his proteion, calls him Poithumus Leonatry, 
F Ou doe not meet a man but frownes- Breedes him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber, 
Ax Our bloods no more obey the heavens Pats to him all the Learnings that histime 
1 Then our Courtiers : Could make him the receiver of, which he tooke 
YAIStill ſeeme as do's the Kings. As wedoe ayre, faſt as twas miniſtred, 
= 2 Gent. But whats the matter ? And in's Spring, became a Harveſt : Liv'd in Court 
1 His daughter, and the heire ofs kingdome (whom | (Which rare it is tocoe ) molt prais'd, molt loy'd, 
He purpos'd to his wives ſole fonne, a Widdow A —_— tothe yongelt :torh*more Mature, 
That late he married) hath reterr'd her elſe A glafle that feared them : andto the graver, ' 
Vnto a poore, but worthy Gentleman, Shes wedded, A child that guiJed Dotards. To his Miſtris, ' 
Her Husband banifh'd ; ſhe impriſon'd, all (For whom he now is baniſh'd) her owne price 
Is outward ſerrow, though I thinke the King Proclaimes how ſheeſteem'd him ; and his Vertue 
Betouch'd at very heart. By her cletion may bertraly read, what kind of man he is. 
2 None butthe King? 2 I hgnor hia, even out of your report. 
* 1 He that hath leſt her too : ſo is the Queene, But pray youtell mc, is ſhe ſole child ro'th'King ? = 
That moſt defir'd theMatch. But not a Courtier, I His onely child ? | 
Although they weare their faces tothe bene He hadewo Sonnes (if this be worth your hearing, 
Of the Kings lookes, hath a heart that is not Marke t) che cldeit of them, at three yeeres old 
Glad at thething they ſcowle at. I'th'ſ{wathiog cloathes, the other from their Nurſery 
2 And wyſo? | Were ſtolne, andto this houre, no gheſle in knowledge 
1 He that hath miſs'd the Princeſſe, is a thing Which way they went. | 
Too bad, for bad report : and he that hath her, 2 How long 15 this agoe? 
(1 meane, that married her, alacke good man, | z Some twenty yeeres. | 
And therefore baniſh'd ) is a Creature, ſuch, 2 Thata _ Children ſhould beſo convey'd, 
As to ſ{ceke through the Regions of the carth cO ſlackely guarded, and the ſearch fo ſlow 
For one, he like ;there would be ſomething failing That could not trace them. 
In him, that ſhould compare. I doe notthinke, 1 Howſoere, tis ſtrange, 
So faire an Outward, and ſuch ſtuffe within Or thatthe negligence may wellbe lapgh'd at : 
Endowes a man, but hee. Yetisirtrue Sir. 
2 You ſpeake him farce. . 2 I doe well beleeve you, 
1 I doeextend him (Sir) which himſelfe, 1 We muſt fordear. Heere comes the Gentleman, 
Cruſh him together, rather then natold The Queene, and Princefle. 
His meaſare dully. * | Exrant. 
' 2 Whatshisnameand Birth? 
I _—_ ce. to boy rootc RT his father EY pas 
Wascall's Siciliue, who did joyne his henor 
Again(t rhe Romanes, with Ceſibelon, Sc e114 Secunda. | 
But had his Titles by 7 enanti4us, whom E 
| - w__ Hl oy es admir'd Succeſſe ; Fo | 
gain'd the $t non, Leenatna. =* Enter the Ducene, Poſt hnnanegand Imogen, 
And had (beſides this Gentleman in queſtion) 4 4 | 
| Two other Sonnes, who inthe Warrcs o'th'cime - © ae.No, be affur'd you ſhall not find me (Daughter) | 
Dy'de with their Swords in hand. For whichtheirfather | Atter the ſlander of molt Step-Mothers, 
Then old, ard fond of iſſue, tooke ſuchſorrow Evill-ey'd unto you. You're my Priſoner, but | 
That he quit Being ; and his gentle Lady "8 Your Gaolor ſhall deliver mw thekeyes | | 
R"% 4b .b bb That 
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That locke up your reſtraint. For you Pofthumws, And bleſſethe good Remainders of the'Court : 
Sofoone as I can win th'offended King, I am gone. Exit, 
I will bez kno-vac your Advocate : marry yet [me. There cannot be a pinch in death 
I he tire of Rage is in him, and rwere More ſharpe then thisis. 
1 You la1'd unto his Sentence, with what patience Cym. O diſloyall thing, | 
Your wiſedome may informe you. | That ſhovldſt repayre my youth, thou heap'ſt 
Po#t, Pleaſe your Highneſle, A yeares age on me. 
I will from hence to day. Im, 1 beſeech you Sir, 
ue. You know the perill : Harme not your ſelfe with your vexation, 
Ile fetcha turne about the Garden, pittying I am ſenſcleſle of your Wrath ; a Touch more rare 
The pangs of barr'd Aﬀections, though the King Subdues all pans, all feares, 
Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeake together. Exit, | Cym. Paſt Grace ? Obedience ? 
Ime. O diſembling Curteſie ! How tine this Tyrant {mo. Paſt hope, and in diſpaire, that way paſt Grace. 
Cantickle where ſhe wounds ? My deereſt Husband, Cym. That mightſt have had 
I ſomething feare my fathers wrath, but nothing The ſole Sonne of my Queene. 
(Alwayes reſerv*d my holy duty) what | Imo. O bleſſed, that I mightnot: I choſcan Eagle, 
His rage can doe on me. You muſt be gone, And did avoyd a Puttocke. 
And I ſhall heere abide the hourely ſhot Cym. Thou took'ſt a Begger, wouldſt{have made my 
Of angry eyes : not comfortedtolive, Throne, a Seate for baſnefle. 
But that there is this Iewell in the world, Imo. No, I rather addedaluſtre to it. 
That 1 may ſee againe. Cym. O thou vilde one ! 
Foſt. My Queene, my Miſtris : Imo. Sir, 
O Lady, weepe no more, lelt I give cauſe It is your fault that 1 have lov'd Poſthmwmn ; © 
To be ſuſpected of more tendernefle You bred him as my Play-fellow, and he is 
Then doth become a man. I will remaine A man, worth any woman : Over-buyes me 
The loyall't hasband, that did ere plight troth. Almoſt the ſumme he payes. 
{ My reſidence in Rome, at one Filerio s, | Cym. Whac? artthou mad ? 
Who, to my Father was a friend, to me : Imo. Almoſt Sir : heaven reſtore me : would I were 
Knowne but by Letter ;thither write (my Queene) A Neat-heards Daughter, and my Leonato 
And with minecyes, Ile drinkethe words you ſent; '- | Our Neighbour-Shepheards Sonne. 
Though Inke be made of Gall. 1 | Emer Yneene. 
| Enter © neene, | Cym. Thou fooliſh thing; | 
© #e. Be briefe, I pray you : + I) | | They wereagainetogether : you have done 
Tfrhe King come, I ſhall incurre, Iknow not *'** ” | Notafter our command, Away with her. 
| How much of his diſpleaſure : yet Ile meve him And pen her up. 
To walkethis way :I never doc him wrong, Le. Beſcech your patience: Peace 
But he do's buy my injurics,to be friendes. | | | Deere Lady daughter, peace. Sweet Soveraigne, 
Payes deere for my offences. Leave us to 6ur felves,and make your ſelfe ſome comfort 
PoFt. Should we be taking leave < Our of your beſt advice. 
Aslong atermeas yet we have tolive, * | Cym. Nay let her languiſh 
\ The loathneſſe todepart, would grow : Adieu. - *? A drop of blood a day, and being aged « 
Imo. Nay, ſtay a little ; i- * | Dye of thisFolly. Exit, 
Were you but riding forth to ayre your ſelfe, | Emer Piſanio, 
Such parting were too petty. Looke heere (Love) ne. Fye, you muſt give way : 
This Diamond was my Mothers ; cake it (Heart ) Heere is your Servant. How now Sir ? What newes? | 
But keepe it till you wooe another Wife, Ps. My Lord your Sonne, drew on my Maſter. 
When /moges is dead. | ue. Hah? : 
PoeR. How, how ? Another ? No harme I truſt is done ? 
You gentle gods, give me bucthis I have, Piſa. There might have beene, 
And ſcare up my embraccments from a next, But that my Maſter ratherplaid, then fought, 
With bonds of death. Remaine, remaine thou heere, And had no helpe of Anger : they were parted 
While ſenſe can keepe it on : And lweeteRt, faireſt, By Gentlemen, at hand. 
As I (my poore ſeclfe) did exchange for you 2 we. 1 am very glad on't, 
To your to infiniteloſſe : ſo in our trifles ' Ime. Your Son's my fathers friend, he takes his part 
I ſtill winne of you. For my ſake weare this, Todraw upon an Exile, O brave Sir, 
It is a Manacle of Love, lle place it I would they were in Aﬀricke both her, 
Vnpon this fayreſt Priſoner, My ſelfe by with a Needle, that I might pricke 
Imo. O the Gods! The gocr backe. Why came you from your Maſter ? 
W hen ſhall we ſee againe ? Prſa. On his command : he would not ſaffer me 
Enter Cymbeline, and Lords. To bring him to the haven : left theſe Notes 
Po#t. Alacke, the King. Of whet commands 1 ſhould be ſubjeQ ro, 
Cym. Thou baſeſt thing, avoyd hence, from my ſight; | When't pleas'd you to employ me. 
If after this command thou fraught the Court © 2we. This hath beene 
With thy unworthineſk, thou dyct. Away, Your faithfull Servant : I dare lay mine honour 
Thou'rt poyſon to my blood. | He will remaine ſo. 
Po#t. The gods protect you, | Piſa. I humbly thanke your highneſle. 
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#e. Pray walke a-while. As he could make me with his eye, or care; 
= About ſome halfe houre hence, Diſtinguiſh hic from others, hz did keepe + 
Pray yoa ſpeake with me ; The Decke, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchife, 
You ſhall (at leaſt) goc ſee my Lord aboord. Stll waving, as the firs and ſtirres of's mind 
For this time leave me. Exexnt, | Could beſt cxpreſſe how flow his Soule fayl'd on; 
How ſwift tus Ship. 


—— ————— —— ST _ Thou ſhould(t _— made him 
. As little as a Crow, or lefle, ere left 

Scana Tera, Toatter-eye him. 

Piſa. Madam, fo I did: 

Ine. 1 would have broke mine eye-ſtrings; 
Enter Clotten, and two Lords. Crack'd them, bur to looke upon bim, till the diminution 
Of ſpace, had pointed him ſharpe as my Needle ; 

1 Sir, I would adviſe you to ſhift a Shirt;the Violence | Nay, followed him, till he had melted trom 
of Action hath made you reeke as a Sacrifice: where ayre | The ſmallnefſe of a Gnat, to ayre: and then 
Come $ Out, ayre comes in ; Theres none abroad ſo whole- | Have turn'd minecye, and wepr. But good PiſÞne, 


ſome as that you vent. When (hall we heare from hims 
Clet. 1t my Shirt were bloody, thento ſhift its. , Piſa. Be afſur'd Madam, 
Have I hurt him? | With his next vantage. | 
2 No faith : notſo much as bis patience. Imo. 1 did not take my leave of bim, but had 
1 Hurt him? Hisbodie's a Mable Carkafſe if he be | Moſt pretty things to ſay : Ere 1 could tell him 


_— 


not hurt, It isa through-fare tor Stecle if it be not hurt. | How 1 would thinke on him at certaine houres, 

2 His Stcele was ia debt, it, went oth*Backe-fide the | Such thoughts, and ſuch: Or I could make him ſweare, 
Towne. The Shees of Italy ſhould not betray | 

Clor. The Villaine would not ſtand me.) Mine Intereſt, and his Honor : or have charg'd him 

2 No, but he fled torward ſtill, toward your face. Atthe fixt houre of Morne, at Noone, at Midmght, 

1 Stand you ? you have Land cnough of your owne : | Tencounter me with Oriſons, for then 

But he added to your having, gave you ſome ground, I am in heaven for him : Orere I could, 
| 2 As many laches,as you have Occans (Puppies.) | Give himtharparting kifle, which I had ſet 


Ct. I would they had not come betweene us. Betwixt two chargung words. comes in my father, | 
2 So would 1, till you had mecaſur'd bow long a fosle | Andlike the Tyrannous breathing of the North, 
you were uponthe ground. Shakes all our buddes from growing. 
Clots And that ſhe ſhould love this fellow, and refuſe Enter a Lady, 
mice Lad. The Queene (Madam) 
2 If it bea fin to make atrue election, ſhe isdamn'd, | Defires your _ Company. : i 
I Sir,as 1 told you alwayes: ber Beauty and her Braine Imo. Thoſe things I bid you doe, getthem diſpatch'd, f 
not together. Shees a good ligne, but I have ſeene | I willattendrhe Queene. | 
Fnall reflection of her wit, Piſs. Madam,lI ſhall. Exenm. 
2 She ſhines not upon Fooles, leſt the refletion | 
Should _ her, Wi __ E 
Cht. Come, Ile to my Chamber : would t , 
beene {ſome hurt done, 4 $ Cena Quinta, 
2 i wiſh not ſo, unleſle it had bin thefall of an Aſe, | . 
whichis no great hurt. | | F 
Clot, You'llgoe with us ? Enter Philario, [achimo, a Frenchman, « Dutch- 
1 llcattend your Lordſhip. man, and 4 Spania 4. 
Clot, Nay come, lets goc together. Nag | YG 
2 Well my Lord. Exeant Lach. Belceve it Sir, I have ſcene bim in Britaine ; he 
was then of a Creſſent note, expected ro prove ſo wor- 
— —_ —_ thy, = _ he —_— — r_ _ of, 74 I 
could t ave look'd on him, without the helpe of Ad- þ 
Scena Quarta 4 miration, thongh the Catalogue of his memes had | 
eee dr ___ | bin tabled by hi. fide, and I toperuſe him. by Irems. 
Phil. You (peake of hia when he was lefſe furniſh'd, F 
Enter Imogen, and Piſamo. then now he is, with that which mal:es him both withe | 
Ine. I would thou grewſt unto the ſhores oth'haven, | our, ard within, 
And queſtioned it every Saile : if he hould write, French. I have ſcene him' France : we had very ma- | 
| And I not have it, twere aPaperlolt ; ny there, could behold the Sunne, with as firmeeyes as | 
As offer'd mercy is : What was the laſt he. | 
That he ſpake to thee ? lach. This matter of marrying 'his King Daughter, 
Piſe. It was his Queene, his Queene. wherein he maſt be weighed rather by her valew, then þ 
Imo. Then wav'd his Handkerchicfe? his owne, words him (I doubt not) a great deale from the 
| Pia. And kilt it, Madam, matter. | 
Imo.Seni(cleſle Linnen, happier thercin then] ; French. And then his baniſhment. ' = - 
And that was all? lach, T, and the approbation of thoſe that ; this 
Piſo. No Madam : for ſo long lamentable divorce under her colours, arc wonJerfa 
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to extend him, be it but to fortifie here judgement,which 
elſc an cafic battery might lay flar, for taking a Begger 
without lefſe quality. But how comes it, he isto 10- 
journe with you ? How creepesacquaintance ? 

Phil. His father and 1 were Suuldiers together, to 
whom I have binoften bound for no ſe then my lite. 


Enter Pothummus.” pete 
Heere comes the Britaine. Let him be ſo entertained a 
monglt you, as ſuites with Gentlemen of your knowing, 
to a {tranger of his quality. I beleech you all be better 
knowne to this Gentleman, whom I cemmend to you, 
asa Noble Friend of mine How Worthy he is, I will 
leave to appeare hereafter, rather thea ſtory bim in his 
owne hearings 

Fren. Sir, we have knowne together in Orleance. 

Poſt. Since when I have bin debtor ro you for courte= 
fies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay 1lull, : 

Fren, Sir, you ore-1ate my poore kindnetle, I was 
glad I did arrone my Countryman and you; it had beene 
pitty you ſhould kave beene pur together, with ſo mor- 
rall a purpoſe, as then each bore, upon importaice of fo 
ſlight and triviall a nature, 

Poft. By your pardon Sir, I was then a young Travel- 
ler, rather ſhunn'd to goe even with what I hcard,then in 
my every ation to be guided by others expericnces : but 
upon my mended judg=ment (if 1 offend to fay it is men- 
ded) my Quarrell wasnot altogether ſlight. 

French, taith yes, to bee put to the arbitrement of 
Swords, and by ſuch two, that would by all likelyhood 
have confounded one the other, or have falne both. 

lach. Can we with manners, aske what was the diffe- 
rence? 

Fren. Safely, Ithinke, twas a contention 1n publicke, 
which may (without contradiction) ſufter the report. 
It was mvch like an argument that fill out laſt night, 
where carch of us fcll in praiſe of our Country-Miltreſles, 
This Gentleman, at that time vouching (and upon war- 
rant of bloody ailirmarion) his tobe more Faire, Vertu- 
ous, Wiſe, Chaſte, Conltant, Quaiified , and lefſe at- 
temptible then any, the rareſt of our Ladies in France. 

[ach. That Lzdy is not now living : or this Gentle- 
mans opinion by this worne out. 

Poſt. She holds her Vertue (till, and I my mind. 

lach, You muſt not ſo farre preferre her, fore ours of 
Italy. 
| Poſt Being ſo farre provok'd as I was in France : 1 

would abate her nothing, though | proteſſe my ſelfe her 
Adorer, not her friend. 

lach. As faire, and as good: a kind of hand in hand 
compariſon , had beene ſomething too faire, and too 
good for any Lady in Britany : if the went before others, 
I haveſeenc as that Diamond of yours out-iuſters many 
I havebchc1ld. I could not beleeve ſhegexcelled many : 
but I havenot ſcene the moſt pretious Diamond that is, 
nor youthe Lady. 

Pot. I prais'd her, as Irated ber : ſodoe I my Stone. 

lach, What doe you eſtceme it at ? 

Poſt. More then the world enjoyes. 

ach. Either your unparagon'd Miſtris is dead , or 


— — 


| | ſhes out-priz'd by atrifle, 


Poſt. You are miſtaken: the one may be ſold or given, 
or if there were wealth enough for the purchaſcs, or 
' merite forthe gift. The other is not athing for ſale, and 

onely the gift of the gods. 

Jach. W hichthe gods have given you? 


Poit. Which by their Graces I will keepe. 

lacb, You may weare her in title yours : but you 
know itrange Fowle light upon neighbouring Ponds. 
Your Ring may be ſtolne too, to your brace of unprizca- 
ble Eitimations, the one js but fraile, and the other Caſu- 
all. A cunning Thicte, or a (that way) accompliſh'd 
-_ would hazzard the winning both of tirſt and 

aits 

Peif. Your Italy , containes none ſo accompliſh'd a 
Courtier taconvince the honour of my Miſtris ; if in the 
—_ loſſe of that, you terme her fraile, | doe no- 
thing doubt you have ſtore of Theeues, notwithſtanding 
3 feare not my Ring. 

Phil. Let us leave heere Getitlemen, 

Peſt. Sir, with ali'my heart- This worthy Signior 1 
_ him, makes no {tranger of me, we are familiar at 

rſt. 

/ach, With five times ſo much converſation, I ſhuuld 
gctgronnd of your fate Miſtris zmake her goe backe, c- 
ven tothe yeilding, had I admittance, and opportunity 
tO friend, 

Pot. No, no. 

lach, 1 dre thereupon pawne the moyty of my E- 
ſtate, ro your Ring, whict in my opinicn ore-values it 
ſomething : b-r I make my wager rather againſt your 
Confidence, then her Reputation. And ro batte your of- 
tence hcerein to, 1 durlt attempt it againft any Lady in the 
world, 

Poft. Youre a great deale abug'd in too bold a per- 
{waiion, and I doubt not you ſuſtaine what y*are worthy 
of, by your Ancmor. 

lach, Whats that? 

Poſt. A Repnlſc thovgh your Attempt (as youcall it) 
deſerve more ;a puniſhinent too, 

Phs. Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in roo ſfo- 
dain-ly, let it dye as it was borne, and I pray you be bet- 
ter acquaintcd. 

lach. Would I had put my Eſtate, and my Neighbors 
onth'approbation of what I have ſpoke. 

Poſt. What Lady would you chuſe toaſſaile ? 

ach. Yours, whom in conſtancy you thinke ſtands 
ſo ſafe, 1 will lay you ten thoutands Duckets to your 
Ring, that commend me to the Court where your La- 
dy is, with no more advantage then the opportunity of a 
ſecond conference, and I will bring from thence, that 
honor of hers, which you imagine ſoreſerv'd. 

Pofthumus, T will wage againit your Gold, Gold to 
it: My Ring I hold deere as my finger, tis part of 
it. 

ach. Youare a friend, and thereinthe wiſer : if you 
buy Ladies ficth at a Million a Dram, you cannot pre- 
ſerve it from tainting ; butI ſec you have ſome Religion 
in you, that you care. 

Poſt, This is but a cuſtome in your tongue : you beare 
a graver purpolc I hope. 

Jach, law the Maſter ef my ſpeeches, andjwould un- 
der-goe whats ſpoken, 1 ſweare. 

Foft bu. Will you? I ſhail but lend wy Diamond till 
your returne ; cr there be Covenants drawne berween's. 
My Miſtris exceedes, in goodnefle, the hug..nefſe of your 
unworthy thinking. I dare youto this match: heres my 


Ring- 

Phil I will have it no lay. | 

Iach, By the gods itis one + if I bring you noſuih- 
cient reſtimony that I have enjuy'd the deereſt bodily 
part of your Miftris: my ten thouſand Duckets are ya 
O 
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| for Britaine, leſt the Bargain ſhould catch cold, and 


. Now Maſter Do&or, have you brought thoſe drugges : 


| 
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ſois your Diamond too : if 1 come off, and leave her in 
ſuch honor asyou have truſt in : She your Iewell, this 


your Iewell, and my Gold are yours : 'provided 1 have | 


your commendation, for my more entertainment, 

Poſt. I embrace theſe Conditiens, let us have Articles 
betwixt us : onely thus farre you ſhall anſwer, if you 
make your voyage upon her,and give me directly to un- 
derſtand, you have prevayl'd, Iam no further your Enc- 
my, ſhe is net worth our' debate. 1f ſhe remaine unſc- 
duc'd, you not making it appeare otherwile : for your ill 
opinion, and th'aflault you have made to her chaſtity, you 
ſhall anſwer me with your Sword. : 

lach, Your hand , a Covenant : we will have theſe | 
things ſet downeby lawfull Counſell, and ſtraight away 


ſterve : I will fetch my Gold, and have our two Wagers 
recorded. 

PoFt. d, 

French. Will this hold, thinke 

Phil, Signior Jachimo will not from 1t- 
Pray let us follow em. 


— - 
_ — - _ 


Scana Sexta. 


Emter © meene, Ladies, and Corneling, 
Luce. Whiles yet the dewe's on ground 

Gather thofe Flowers, 

Make haſte, Who hasthe note of them ? 
Lad. I Madam. 
Lne. Diſpatch. Exeunt Ladze t. 
Cor. Pleaſethyour highneſſe, I : here they are, Madam: 

But I beſcech your Grace, without offence 

(My Conſcience bids me aske) wherefore you have 

Commanded of me theſe moſt poyſonous 

Which are the moovers of a languiſhing death : 

Butthough ſl ow; deadly. 

De. I wonder, Doctor, 
Thou ask'it me ſuch a Queftion; have 1 not beene 
Thy Pupill long? haſt thou not learn'd me how | 


, 


To make Perfumes ? Diſtill? Preſerve 2 Yea fo, | 


Thar our great King himſelfe doth woe me oft 

For my ConfeRions? having thus farreproceeded, 
(Vnleſſe thou think'ſt me divelliſh) tst not mecte 
That I did awplifie my judgement in 

Other Concluſions? I will try the forces 

Of theſe thy Compounds, on ſuch Creatures as 

We count not worth the hanging (but none humane) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their At, and by them gather 
Their {everall vertues, and cffes. 

(orn. Your highneſſe | 
Shall from this pra&tiſe, but make hard your heatt : 
Beſides, the ſeeing theſe effeRts will be 
Both noylome and infeRious. 0 | 

Lace. O content thee. 


Emtr Piſanio. 
Heere comesa flattering Raſcall, upon him 
Will 1 frſt worke: Hes for his Maſter, 
And caemy to my Sonne. How now Fiſanio ? | 
Door, your ſervicefor this time is ended, 


Take your owne way. ; | 


Cor, I doe ſuſpeR you, Madam, 
But you ſhall doe no harme. 
Lue. Hearke thee a word. 
: Cor. I docnot like her. She doth _ = has 
trange ling'ring poyſons : 1 doe know her ſpirit, 
And will . —— of her malice, with 
A drugge of ſuch damn'd Nature* 'Thoſe ſhe has, 
_—_ - = and dull the Senſe a _ "4 
ich firſt (perchance) ſhe'll prove on Cats and Dogs, 
Then afterward up higher : bur there is 
No danger in what ſhew of death it makes, 
More then the locking up the Spirits a time, 
To be more freſh, reviving- She is fool'd 
With a rhoſt falſe effeR ; and I the truvr, 
Soto be falſe with her. 
we. No further {crvice, Doctor, 
Vartull I ſend for thee. 
(or. 1 humbly take my leave. 
up. Weepes the ſtill (falt thou ? ) 
Dolſt thou thinke in time 
She will not quench, and let inſtructions enter 
Where Folly now poſſeſſes ? Doe thou worke : 
When thou ſhalt bring me word ſhe loves my Sonne, 
He tell thee on the inſtant, thou art then 
As great as is thy Maſter : Greater, for 
His Fortunes all [ye ſpeechleſſe, and his name 
Isatlaſt gaſpe. Returne he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is: To ſhift his being, 
Is toexchange one miſery with another, 
And every day that comes, comes to decay 
A dayes worke in him. W hat ſhalt thou expe 
To bedepender on a thing that leanes ? 
Who cannot be new built, nor has no friends 
So much, as but to prop him ? Thou taleſt 
Thou knowſt not what : But take'it for thy + 
It is athing I make, which bath the King 
Fivetimes redeem'd from death. I doe not know 
What is more Cordiall, Nay I prethee take it, 
Ir isan carneſt ofa farther 
That I meaneto thee. Tell thy Miſtris how 
The caſc ſtands with her : doo'r, as from thy'ſctte : 
Thinke what a chance thou changeſt on, but thinke 
Thou haſt thy Miſtris ſtill, roo boote, my Sonne, 
Who ſhall ke notice of thee. Ile move the King 
To any ſhape of thy Preferment, fuch 
Asthou'lt defire : and then my ſclte, I chicte!y, 
That ſet thee on tothis deſert, am bound 
To loade thy merit richly. Call my women. £rit Piſario 
Thinke on my words. A ſlye, and conſtant knave, 
Not to be ſhak'd : the Agcnt for his Malter, 
And the Remembrancer of her, to hold 
The hand faſt to her Lord. I have given him that, 
Which if hc take, ſhall quite unpeople her 
Of Leidgers for her Sweet :and which ſhe after, 
Except ſhe bend her humor, ſhall be afſur'd 
To taſte of too, 


Emer Pans, and Ladies. 


So, ſo : Well done, well done ; 

The Violets, Cowflippes, and the Prime-Roſes 

Beare to my Cloſſet : Fargthee well, Piſanio, 

Thinke on my words. Exit 2 ucene, and Ladies, 
Piſa. And ſhall doe : 

But when to my good Lord, I prove untrue, 

Ile choake my {elte : theres all ledoe for you. 


bbb 3 


£ x8, 


Exit. 
Stena 


” 4, _ dt. 
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Scena Septima. 


——  ——_— 


- nm 
— — —_— 


Enter Imogen alone. 

Ime. A Father cruell, and a Stepdatne falſe, 
A fooliſh Sujtor toa Wedded Lady, 
That hath her Husband baniſh'd : O, that Husband, 
My ſupreame Crowne of gricfe, andthoſe repeated 
Vexations of it. Had I bin Theefc-ltolne, 
As my two Brothers, happy : but molt miſcrable 
Is the defire thats glorious. Blefled be thoſe 
How meane ſo ere, that have their honeſt wills, -- 
Which ſeaſons comfort. Who may this be ? Fycs 


Enter Piſanio, and [achimo. 


* ®i/a. Madam, a Noble Gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my Lord with Letters. 

lach, Change you, Madam |! 
The Worthy Leonarw is in ſafety, 
And greets your Highneſle deerely. 

Ine. Thankes good Sir, 
You're kindly welcome ; 

{ach. All of her, that is out of doore, moſt rich : 
If ſhe be furniſh'd with amind (o rare, 
She is alone th'Arabian-Bird ; and I ; 
Have loſt the wager, Boldnefle be my Fricnd : 
Arme me Audacity from head to foote, 
Or like the Parthian I ſhall flying fight, 
Rather direAtly fiye. 

Imogen reads. . ; 

He it one of the Nobleſt note, to whoſe kindueſſes ] am moſt in- 
finitely tyed. Refleft wpon him accordingly, as you value your 
er%jt. Leona md. 
So farre I reade aloud, 
But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm'd by'th'relt, and take itthankefully, 
You are as welcome (worthy Sir) as 
Have words to bid you, and ſhall finde it ſo 
In all that I can doe. 

ach, Thankes faireſt Lady : 
Whatare men mad ? Hath Nature given thcm eyes 
To ſee this valuted Arch, and the rich Crop 
Of Sca, and Land, which can diſtinguiſh ewixt 
The firy Orbes above, and the twinn'd Stones 
Vponthe number'd Beach, and can wenot 
Partition make with Spectalcs to pretious 
Twixt faire, and foule ? 

ims. What makes your admiration ? 

ach. It cannotbe ith'eye : for Apes, and Monkeyes 
Twixttwo ſuch Shes, would chatter this way, and 
Contemne with mowes the other. Nor ith judgement : 
For Idiots in this caſe of fauour, would 
Be wiſcly definit : Nor ith Appetite. 


Sluttery ro ſuch nearc Excellence, _ 
Should make deſire vomit emptineſlc, 
Not ſo allur'd to feed, 


Imo. W hat is the matter trow ? 
lach. The Cloyed will : 
That fatiate yet unſatish'd deſire, that Tub 
Both fill'd and running : Ravening firſt the Lambe, 


—— 


# 


Longs after for the Garbage, 
Inmo. What, deere Sir, 
Thus rap's you? Are you well? 


| Kh BE 


ah 


lach. Thankes Madam, well : Beſeech you Sir, 
Deſire my Mans abode, where 1 did leave him : 
Hes ſtrange and peeviſh. 

Piſa. 1 was going Sir, 
To give h m welcome, 

1mo. Continues well my Lord? 
His health belecch you ? 

lach. Well, Madam. 


{mo. Is hediſpos'd to mirth?I he is. 
ach. Exceeding plealant : nonea er there, 
So merry, and 10 gameſome: he iscalld 


The Britaine Reveller. 
.Imo. When he was heere 
He did incline to ſadnefle, and oft times 
Nor knowing why. 
lach. | never ſaw him ſad, 
Thereisa trenchman his Companion, one 
An eminent Montficur, that it 1cemes much loves 
A Gallian-Girie at home. He furnaces 
The thicke ſides from him z whules the tolly Britaine, 
(Your Lord 1 meane) laughes frems free lungs: criesoh, 
Can my fides hold, to thinke that man who knowes 
By Hiſtory, Report, or his owne proote 
W hat woman 1s, yea what ſhe cannot chooſe 
Bur wult be ; w-11is free houres languilh, 
For afſured bondage ? , 
/mo. Wiimy Lord fay ſo? 
lach. 1 Madam, with hiscyes in flood with laugheer, 
It 15a Recreacion to be by 
And heaie him mocke the Frenchman : 
But heav ns know ſome men are much too blame, 
Ime. Not he 1 hope. 
Tach. Nor ht: 
But yet heavens bounty towards him, might 
Be us'd more thanktully. In hiafelfe tis much; 
In you which I account his beyondall Taicnts. 
W hiiit Tam bound to wonder, Iam bound 
T vpittyro0. 
1mo, What doe you pitty Sir? 
lach, Two Creatures hcartily. 
imo. Am1 one Sir ? 
You locke ov une : what wracke diſcerne you in me 
Deſerves your pitty ? 
lach. Lamentabic ; what 
To hide me from the radiant Sun, and ſolace 
Ith Dungeon by a Snuffe? 
Iwo, | pray you Sir, 
Deliver with more openneſſe your anſweres 
To my demands, W hy docyou pitty me? 
lach. That others doe 
(I was about to ſay)enjoy your ———but 
It is an orhice of the gods to venge it, 
Not mine to ſpeake 09't, 
Imo. You doe ſeemeto know 


Something of me, or what concernes me 5 pray you 


Since doubting things goe ill, often hurts more 
Then to be ſure they doe. For Certaintics 
Either axe paſt remedics ; or timely knowing, 
The remedy then borne. Diſcover to me 
What both you ſpur and ſtop. 

ach. Had I this cheeke ' 
To bathe my lips upon :this hand, whoſe rouch, 
(Whoſcevery touch) would forcethe feelers ſoule 
To th'oath of Loyalty. This objet,which 
Takes priſoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing it onely here, ſhould 1 (damnd then) 


—— 


Slaver 
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Slaver with lippes as coramen as the ſtaires 
That mount the Capitoll : Ioyne gripes, with hands 
Made hard with hourely falſhood (falſhood as 
With labour ; ) then by peeping inan eye 
Baſe and iilu(trious as the {moaky light 
Thats fed with ſtinking Tallow : it were fit 
That all che plagues of hell ſhouldart one time 
Encounter ſuchrevolt. 
{mo. My Lord, I feare 
Has forgot Brittaine, 
Iach. And himſfelfe, not I 
Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 
The Beggery of his change : but tis your Graces 
That from my muteſt Conſcience, to my tongue, 
Charmes this report out. 
Imo, Let me heare no more. 
lach. O deereſt Soule:your Cauſe doth ſtrike my heart 
With pirty, that dottymake me ſicke. A Lady 
So faire, and faſten'd to an Empery 
Would makethe greatſt King double, to be partner'd 
With Tomboyes hyr'd, with thar ſelte-exhibition 
Which your owne Coffers yecld : with diſcas'd ventures 
That play withall infirmities for Gold, 
Which rottennefle can lend Nature, Such boyl'd ſtuffe 
As well might poyſon Poyfon. Be —_ 
Or ſhe that bore you, was no Queene, and you 
Recoyle from your great Stocke. 
Imo. Reveng'd: 
How ſhould Ibe reveng'd ? if this be true, 
(As I have ſucha heart, that both mine cares 
Muſt not io haſte abuſe) if it be true, 
How ſhould I be reveng'd ? 
[ach. Should he make me 
Live like Diva's Prie(t, betwixt cold ſheets; 
Whiles he is valting variable Rampes 
In your deſpight, upon your purſe ; revenge it- 
I dedicate my ſelfe to your [weer pleaſure, 
More Noble then that runnagate to your bed, 
And will continue faft to your Aﬀection, 
Stillcloſe, as ſure; 
Ims. W hat hoa, Poſano? 
lach. Let me my ſervice tender on your lippes. 
Ims, Away, I doe condemane mine cares, that haye 
Solong attended thee, If thou wert honourable 
Thoy wouldit have told this tale tor Ycrtue, not 
For ſuch ancnd thou ſeek'(t, as baſe, as ſtrange ; 
Thou wrongſt a Gentleman, whois as farre 
From thy ,as thou from honor :; and 
Solicirſt heerea Lady, that difdaines 
—_— and the _— = —_ hoa, _ ? 
King.my father (hall e acquaint 
Of thy Aiault z if he ſhall chinke it fir, 
A ſawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart 
As ina Romiſh Stew, and to expound 
His beaſtly mindeto us ; he hath a Court 
He little cares for, and a Daughter,whom 
He not reſpetts atall. What hoa, Piſanie ? 
lach. O happy Leonatma 1 may lay, 
The credit that thy Lady hath of thee 
Deſervesthy truſt, and thy molt perfe& goodaeſſe 
Her affur'd credit, Bleſſed: lue you long, 
A Lady tothe worthieſt Sir, thatever 
Country call'd his; and you his Miſtris, onely 
For the moſt worthicſt fir. Give me your pardon, 
I have ſpoke thisto know if your Athiance 
Were deepely rooted, and ſhall make your Lord, 


| 


That which heis, new ore; and he is one 
The trueſt manner'd : ſuch a holy Witch, 
That he enchants Societies into him : 
 Halfe allmens hearts are his. 
ime. You make amends. 
lach. He fits mongit men,like a deſcended god ; 
He hath a kinde of honor ers him off, 
More thena mortall ſeeming. Be not angry. 
( Moſt mighty R—_ I have adventur'd 
To try your taking of a falſe report, which hath 
Honour'd with confirmation your great ludgement, 
Inthe eleRion of a Sir, ſo rare. 
W hich you know, cannot erre. The love I beare him, 


Made me to fan you thus, but the gods made yeu 
(Valike all others) chaffcleſlc, Pray your pardon. 

imo, Alls well Sir : 
Takejmy powre ith'Court for yours. 

lach. My bumble thankes: I had almoſt forgot 
T'intrear your Grace, but ina ſmall requeſt, 
And yet of moment too, for it concernes, 
Your Lord, my ſclfe, and other Noble friends 
Are partners iu the buſineſle. 

Imo, Pray what ist? | 

lach. Some dozen Romanes of dis, and your Lord 

(The beſt feather of our wing) have mingled ſummes 
To bay a Preſent for the Emperor : 
Which I (the faRtor for thereſt) have done 
In France : tis Plate of rare device, and lewels 
Ofrich, and exquiſite forme, their valewes great, 
AndI am ſomething curious, being ſtrange, 
To have them in nfs ſ{towage : May it pleaſe you 
Totake them in protections 

Imo, Willingly : 
And pawne mine honoi for their ſafty, ſince 
My Lord hath intereſtin them, I will kepe them 
In my Bcd chamber; 

ach, They are ina Trunke 
Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To ſend them to you, onely tor this night : 
I muſt aboord ro morrow, 


lach. Yesl beſcech: or 1 ſhall ſhort may word, 
By length'ning my returne. From Gallia, 
I croſt the Scas on purpoſe, and on promiſe 


To ſec your Grace. 

Imes. I thanke you for your paines : 
Bur not away to morrow. 

lach. O I muſt Madam. 
Therefore 1 ſhall beſeech you, if you pleaſe 
To greet your Lord with rr to night, 
I have out-ſtood my time, which is materiall 
To'th'fender of our Prelent. 


Imo, 1 will write $ 


- Send your Trunke to me, it ſhall ſafe be kept, 


And truely yeelded you : you're very welcome. 'Fxeunt 


eA AHus Secundus, Scena Prins. 


Exter Claten, andthe rwe Lords. 


[le. Was thereever man had ſuch lucke? when 1 kiſt 
the Iacke an up=caſt, to be hitaway ? I had a hun- 


dred on't; and then a whorſon tp > 


— 


— 


— 


—  —_— ——_ 
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h "o. S/ no,no. | | 
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muſt take me up for ſwearing, as if I' borrowed mine 


oathes of him, and might nor {pendthem at my pleafure- 
1 Whargot heby that? you have broke his pate with 
your Bowle. 


2 If his wit had bin like himthat broke it : it would 
have run all out. 

Clor. Whena Gentleman is diſpos'd to ſweare : it 1s 
notfar any ſtanders by to curtall his oathes. Ha? 

2 No my Lord z nor crop the cares of them, 

(ct. Whorſondog: I give him fatisfation ? would 
he had bin one of my Ranke. 

2 To have {melldlike a Foole. 

Cor. 1 am not vext more at any thing lin th'earth : a 
pox on't. I had rather not be ſo Noble as I am: they dare 
not fight with me, becauſe of the Queene my Mother : 
every lacke-Slave hath his belly fuil of fighting, and I 
muſt goe up and downe likea Cocke, that no body can 
match. 

2 Youarc Cockeand Capon too,and you crow Cocke, 
with your combe on. 

Clot. Sayeſt thou? 

2 It isnot . fit you Lordſhip ſhould undertake every 

Companion, that you give offence to. 
- Clot. No, I know that : but it is fit I ſhould commit 
offence to my inferiors. 

2 1, it isfit for your Lordſhip onely. 

Clet, Why ſo I ſay. 

1 Did you heare of aStranger thats come to Court to 
night ? 

Clot. AS , and I not know on't? 

2 Hesa ſtrange fellow himlſclfe, and knowes it not. 

I Theresan Italian come, and tis though one of Leona- 
1 friendes- 

Clot. Leowatw Þ A baniſht Raſcall ; and he's another. 
whatſoever he be. Whortold you of this Stranger ? 

1 One of your Lordſhips Pages. 

Cer. 1s it firl went to looke upon him ? Is there no 
derogation in't ? 

2 Youcannot page my Lord, 

Clot, Not cafily I thinke. : 

2 You area Foole granted, therefore your Iſſues being 
foeliſh doc not derogate. 

Clet. Come, Ile goe ſee this Italian: what I have loſt 
to day at Bowles, Ile winne to night of him, Come : go. 

2 lic attend your Lordſhip, Ex. 
That ſach a crafty Diveltas 1s his Mother 
Should yeild the world this Aſſe : a woman, that 
Beares all downe with her Braine, and this her Sonne, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 

And leave eighteene. Alas poore Princelle, 

Thou divine Imogen, whatthou endur'lt, 

Betwixt a Father by thy Step-dame govern'd, 

A Mother heurcly coyning plots: A Wooer, 
More hatcfullthen the foule expulſion is 

Ofthy deere husband, Thenthat horrid At 

Of the divorce,he'ld make the heavens hold firme 
The waltsof thy deere honor. Keepe unſhak'd 
That Temple thy faire mind, that thou maiſt ſtand 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Jmogen, in her Bed, and a Lady. 
Ims, Whos there > My woman : Helene ? 
Ia, Pleaſe you Madam, + 

Imo. W hat houre is it ? 


O. 


. Guard me belcech yee, 


T enjoy thy baniſh'd Lord : and this great Land. Zxawnt. 


Lad. Almoft midnight, Madam. 
1mo. 1 have read three houres then : 
Minc eyesare weake, 
= downe the _ where I haveleft : robed. 
akenot away the Taper, leave it burning : 
And if thou canſt other + by foure o'th'clocke, 
I prethee call me: Sleepe hath ſeiz'd me wholly. 
To your prote&tion I commend me, gods, 
From Fayries, and the Tempters of the night,” 
Sleepes. 
| Jachimo from the Tranke, 
lach, The Crickets ſing, and mans ore-labor'd ſenſe 
Repaires it ſelfe by re{t : Our Targuinethus 
Did foftly preſſe the Ruſhes, ere he waken'd 
The Chaſtity he wounded. (yt 
How bravely thou becomlt thy Bed ; freth Lilly, 
And whiter then the Sheets : that I might rouch, 
Bur kifle, one kifſe, Rubies unparagon'd, 
How decrcly they do't : Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the Chamber thus : the flame uth'Taper 
Bowes toward her, and would under-peepe her lids. 
To {ce th'incloſed Lights, now Canopicd 
Vnder the windowes, White and Azurclac'd 
With Blew of heavens owne tin, But my deſigne. 
To notethe Chamber, 1 will writeall downe, 
Such,and ſuch piRures : There the window, ſuch 
Th'adornement of her Bed ; the Arras, Figures, 
Why tuch, and ſuch : andthe Contents - = 
Ah, but ſoſhe narurall notes about her Body, 
Above ten thouſand mcaner Moveables 
Would teſtihe, t'enrich minc Inventory. 
O ſleepe, thou Ape of death, lye dull upon her, 
be her Senſe but as a Monument, 
Thugin a Chappell lying. Come off, come off; 
As flippery as the Gordian-knot was hard. 
Tis mine, and this will witnefſe outwardly, 
As {trongly asthe Conſcience do's within : 
Torth'madding of her Lord, Ou her left breſt 
A mole Cinque-ſpotted : Like the Crimſon drops 
ch bortome of a Cowſlippe. Heeresa Voucher, 
—_ then ever Law could make : this Secret 
Will force him thinke I havepick'd the locke, and tatic 
The treaſure of her honor. No more : to whatcnd ? 
Why ſhould | write this downe;thats riveteds, 
Screw'd to my memory, She hath binreading late, 
The Tale of Terew, heere the leates turn'd downe 
W here Phlomele gave up. I haveenough, . 
Toth Truncke againe, and ſhut the ſpring of it. 


Swift, {\vifr, you Dragons of the tight, that dawni 
May beare the Ravens eye: I | Ta feare, 4a 
Though this a heavenly Angell; hell is beere. - 
"I ( locks Hriker, 
One, two, three : time, time. Exit. 
ScanaT ertia. 
Emer ( lotten, and Lords, 

1 Your Lordſhip isthe moſt patient man in lofſe, the 

moſt coldeſt that turn'd up Ace. 


Clet, It would make any man cold to looſe. 

1 Bot nor every man patient after the noble temper of 
your Lordſhip z You are moſt hot,and furious when you 
WINOC- b 

Clot. 


_—_. 


"_— —— ——_ 
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Winning will put any man into courage : if I could get 
this fooliſh /mogen, I ſhould have Gold enough : its al- 
molt morning, 15't not? 
s Day, my Lord, 
Cher. 1 would this Muſicke would come : I am advifed 
to give her Muficke a mornings, they fay it will pene» 
trates ? Euter Muſitians.) 
Come on, tune : if youcan penetrate bere with your fin- 
gering,ſorwe'll try with tongue too :.if none will doe, let 
her remaine : but Ile never give o're. Firlt, a very excel- 
lent good conceited thing ; after a wonderfull ſweet aire, 
_ admirable rich words to it, andthen ler her conti- 
Ts 


Song. 
Hearke, hear ke, the Larke at Heavens gate ſings, 
and Phabu gins ariſe, 
Hu Steed: to water «t thoſe Springs 
ou chalic'd Flower 5 that tyes : 
And winking 4 ary-buds begin to ope their Golden eyes 
With every thing that pretty uv, my Lady ſweet ariſe : 


eAriſe, ariſe. 


So, get you gone: if this penetrate, I will conſider your 
Mulicke the better: if it do not, it isa voyce in her cares 
which Horſe-haires, and Calyes-guts, nor the voyce of 
unpaved Eunuchto boot, can never amend. 
Enter Cymbeline, and © ngens. 
2 Heere comes the King. 
Clor. 1 amglad T1 was up fo late, for thats the reaſon 
I was uploearely : he cannot chooſe but take this Ser- 
vice I have done, fatherly, Good morrow to your Ma- 
jelty, and to my ous Mother. 
Cym, Attend you herethedoore of our ſtern daughter 
Will ſhe not forth? | 
Clet. 1 have afſail'd her with Muſickes,but ſhe veuch- 
ſafes no notice. | 
Cymw. The Exile of her Minion is too new- 
She hath not yet forgot him, ſome more time | 
Muſt weare the print of his remembrance ou'r, | 
And then ſhe's yours. 
ne, You are moſt bound to*th'King, 
Who lets goe by no vantages, that may 
Preferre you to his daughter : Frame your ſelfe 
To notuly ſolicits, and be triended 
With aptneſle of the ſeaſon : make denials 
Encrealc your Services: ſo ſeeme, asit 
You were inſpir'd to doe thoſe duties which 
You tender to her : that you in all obey her, 
Save when command to your dilmiſlion rends, 
And therein you are ſenſclefle. 
Clot, Scnſcleſle ? Not fo. | 
Mef: So like you (Sir) Ambaſſadors fr from Rome ; 
The one is (aims Lucines 
Cym. A worthy Fellow, 
Albeit he comes on angry purpoſe now ; 
Butthat's no fault ofhis : we muſt receive him 
According tothe honor of his Sender, 
Andtowards himſelfe, his goodnefle fore-ſpent onus 
| Wemult extend our notice : Our deere Sonne, 
When you have —__ morning to your Miſtris,” 
Attend the Queene, and us, we ſhall have need 
T'employ you cowards this Romane. 
| Come our Queene. . 
Clor, If ſhe be up, Ne ſpeake with her : if nor, 
Let her lye ſtill, and dreame : by your leave hoa, 
I know her women are about her : what 


—— 


—_ 


Exemnt. 


ſl 


| If you ſweare ſtill, your recompence is {till 


It I doeline one of their hands, tis gold | 

W hich buyes admitrance (oft it doth) yea and makes 

Diane's Rangers falſc themſelves, yeeld up 

Their Deere to'th'ſtand o'th Stealer : and tis gold 

Which makes the True-man kill'd, and faves the Theefe : 

Nay, ſometime hangs both Theefe, and True-man : what 
it nor doe, and undoo # I will make 

One ot her women Lawyer to me, for 

I yet not underſtand the caſe my lclte. 


By your leave. 
Emter a Lady. 

Lad. Who's there that knockes? 

Clot, A Gentleman. 

Lad. Nomore, 

Clot, Yes, and a Gentlewomans Sonne, 

Lad, Thats more 
Then {ome whoſe Taylors are as deere as yours, 
Can juſtly boaſt of : whats your Lordſhips pleaſare ? 

Cer. Your Ladics perſon, is ſhe ready ? 

Lad. I,to keepe her Chamber. 

Cir. There is gold for you, 
Sell me your god report; 

Lad. How my good name? or to report of you 
What I ſhall thinke is good. The Princeſle. 


Knockers, 


Emer [mogen. 


Cle, Good morrow faireſt, Siſter your ſweet hand. 
Ims, Good m Sir, you lay out too much paines 
For purchaſing but trogble : the thankes 1 give, 
Istelling you that 1 am poore of thankes, 
And ſcarſe can ſpare them, 
(t. Still I ſweare | love you. 


1mo. If you but ſaid ſo, twere as deepe with me : 


Thar I regard itnot. ” 
Chet. This isno anſwer. | 
Ine. But that you ſhall nor ſay, I yeeld being ſilent, 
I would not ſpeake. I pray youſpare me, faith 
I ſhall unfold equall diſceurteſic 
To your beſt kindneſle : one of your great knowing 
Should learne (being taught) forbearance. 
Che. To leave you in your madnefle, twere my ſinne, 
I will nor. 
Imo, Foolesare not mad folkes. 
(or. Doc you call we fool? 
{ms, AsITam mad Idoe: 
If you'll be patient, le nomore be mad, 
That cures us both. 1am mech ſorry (Sir) 
You put meto forget « Ladies manners 
By being fo verbail : and learne now, for all, 
That I which know my heart, doe heere pronounce 
By th*very truth of it, I care net for you, 
And am ſo neere the lacke of Charity 
Toaccuſe my lelfe, I hate you : which T had rather 
Youfelt, then mak&'c my boait. 
Cl. You finne againſt 
Obedience, which you owe your father, for 
The Contract you prerend with that baſe Wretch, 
One, bred of Almes, and foſter'd with cold diſhes; 
With ſcraps oth'Court : Iris ne Contra, none ; 
And though it be allowed in meaner partics 
(Yet who then he more means) to knit their ſoules 
(On whom there isno more d ancy 
But Brats and Beggery) in ſelfr-figur'd knor, 
Yet youare curb'd from that enlargement, by R—_ 


— — —_— 
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The conſequence oth*Crawne, and mult not foyle 
Ihe 5reciousnote of it ; with a bale Slave, 
A Hilding for a Livory, a Squires Cloth, 
A Pantler ; not ſo eminent. 

Imo. Y:ophane Fellow : 
Werr thou the Sonne of /pitey, and no more, 
But what thou art beſides : thou wer't too baſe, 
To be his Groome : thou wer't dignified enough 
Even to the point of Eouvy, Ifrwere made 
Comparative for your Vertues,to be [til'd 
The under Hangman of his Kingdome and hated 
For being prefer'd ſo well. 

C/ot. The South-Fog rot him. 

Imo. He never can meete more miſchance, then come 
To be but nam'd of chee. His meaneſt Garment 
That ever hath but clif| his body , is dcarer 
In my reſpeR, then all the haires above thee, | 
Were they all made ſuch men : How now 7Psſav46 ? 

Emer Ps/aro. 

Cl. His Garment ? Now the divell, 

Imo. To 'Perothy my woman hyethee preſently. 

Clot. His Garment? | 

Ime. I am ſprighted with a Foole, 


| Frighted, andangred worſe : Goe bid my woman 


Search for a Iewell, that too caſually 
Hath left mine Arme : it was thy Maſters. Shrew me 
If I would loſe it for a Revenew, 
Of any Kings in Europe. 1 doe thinke, 
I ſaw't this morning : Confident I am, 
Lait night twas on mine Arme: I kiſs'd it, 
I hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 
That | kifſe aught but him. 
Piſa. Twill not be loſt, 
Imo. 1 hope fo : go: and ſearch, 
Cht. You lave abusd me; 
His meaneſt Garment? 
Ims. 1, I ſaid ſo Sir, 
If you will make*r an Action, call witneſle to't. 
Cle. I will enforme your Father. - | 
Imo. Your Mothcr too : 
Shes my good Lady ; and will conceive, I hope 
But the w orſt of me. Sol leave your Sir, | 


To'th'worlſt of diſcontent; 
Clo. Ile bareveng'd : 
His mcaneſt Garment? Well. Exit. 


Scana Quarta. 


Enter Poſt humus, and Philario, 


Poſt, Feare it not Sir : I wouldI were ſo ſure 
Towinne the King, as I am bold, her honour 
Will remaine hers. 

Pbil. What meanes doe you make to him ? 

Poſt. Not any : bur abide the change of Time, 
Quake i the preſent winters ſtare, and wiſh | 
That warmer dayes would come : In theſc fear'd hopes 
I barely gratifie your love; they fayling 
I muſt dye much your debtor. 

Phil. .N our very goodnefle, and your company, 
Ore payesall I can doe, By this your King, 

Harh heard of Great Auguitns : Crins Lucie, 
Will do's Commillion throughly. And I thinke 


| Hee'le grant the Tribute : ſend th' Arrerages, 


1 


Or looke upon our Romanes, whoſe remembrance 
Is yet freſh in their gricfe. 

Pot. I doe belecve 
(Staciſt though 1am none, nor like to be) 

Thacthis will prove a Warre ;and you ſhall heare 

The Legion now in Gallia, ſooner landed 

In our not-fearing-Britaine, then have tydings 

Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 

Are men mor@order d then when /uhus Ciſar 

Smil'd at their lacke of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at. Their diſcipline, 

(Now minglcd with their courages) will make knowne 
To their Approvers, thcy are People, ſuch 

That mend upon the world. Emter Jachimio. 

Phil. Sce lachimo. 

Poſt. The ſwitteſt barts, have poſted you by land ; 
And Windes of all the Corners kifs'd your Sales. 

To make your veſſell nimble. 

Phil. Welcome Sir. 

Peſt. I hope the briefeneſſe of your anſwer, made 
The ipeedineſſe of your returne. 

lach. Your Lady, 

Is one of the feyre(ſt that I have look'd _ 

Poſt, And therewitlali the belt, or ler her beaury 
Looke thorovgh a Caſement to allure falſe hearts, 
And be falſe withthem. | ; 

lach. Heerearc Letters for you. - 

Poſt. Their cenure yood Itruſt, 

- Jach. Tis very like. 
. Poft. Was Cains Lucirs in the Britaine Court, 
W hen you were there ? 
{ach. He was expecicdthen, 


| Butnotapproach'd. 


Poſt. Allis well yet, 
Sparkles this Stone as it was wont, Or 15*t net 
Too dull for your good wearing? 
lach, IfT have loſt it, 
I ſhould haveloſt the worth of it in Gold, 
Ile make a journey twice as farre, enjoy 
A ſecond night of ſuch ſweet ſhortnefle, which 


| Was mine in Britaine, for the Ring is wonne, 


Poſt. The Stones too hard rocome by. 
lach, Not a whit, 
Your Lady being ſo caſic. 
Poft, Make not Sir, 
Your loſſe, your Sport : I hope you know that we 
Mult not continue friends. 
lach. Good Sir, we muſt 
If you keepe Covenant 3 had I not brought 
The knowledge of your Miſtris home, I 
We were to queſtion farther ; but Inow 
Profeſſe my lelfe the winner ot her honor, 
Together with oy Ring ; and notthe wronger 


Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
By — —_ 2 

Poſt. It you can mak't apparant 
That akr{nnrr ber En, / 
And Ring is yours. If not, the toule opinion 
You had of her pure honox : gaines, or looſes, 
Your Sword, or mine, or Maſterleſſe leave both 
To who ſhall finde them, 


Tach. Sir, my Circumſtances Ml 
ing ſo nerethe truth, as | will makethem, 
Muſt firſt induce you to beleeve : whole ſtrength 
I will confirme with oath, which-I doubt not 


_— 


— — .— 


— 
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You'll giveme leave to ſpare, when you ſhall finde 
You ncede it not, 

Poſt. Proceed. 

lach. Firſt, her Bed-chamber 
(Wherc I confeſſe | flept not, but profeſic | 
Had that was well worth watching) it was hang'd 
With Tapiſtry of Silke, and Silver, the Story 
Proud Cleoperra, when ſhe met her Roman, 

And Ciduws {well'd above the Bankes, or for 

The preſſe of Boates, or Pride ; A peece of Worke 
So bravely done, ſo rich, that it did ſtrive 

In Workemanſhip,and Value, which I wonder'd 
Could be ſo rarely, and exactly wrought 

Since the true life o'r was 

Poft. This is true: - 
And this you might have heard of heere, by me, 
Or by ſome other. 

lach, Moreparticulars 
Muſt juſtifie my knowledge 

Poſt. So they mult, 

Or doe your Honour injury. 

lach. The Chi 
Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney-peece 
Chaſtc Dn, batbing : never ſaw I figures 
So likely to report themſelves; the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dumbe, out-went her, 
Motion, and Breath left our. 

Poft. This is a thing oQ 
W hich you might from Relation hkewiſc reape, 
Being, as itis, much ſpoke of. 

ach. T he Roofe o'th'Chamber, ? 
| With golden Cherubins is fretted, Her Andirons 
| ([ had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
| Of Silver, cach on one foote ſtanding, nicely 
Depending on their Brands. 

Peſt. This is ber honor : - 
Let it be granted you have ſeene allthis (and praiſe 
| Be givento your remembrance)the deſcription 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing ſaves 
The wager you have laid. 

lach. Then it you can - | 
Be pale, I begge but leave to ayre this Jewell; See, 
And now tis up againe + it muſt be married 
Tothatyour Diamond, Ile keepe them- 

Poff. love——— | 
Once morelet me behold it : Is it that 
Which 1lctr with her ? 

Lach. Sir (I thanke her) that 
She ſtript it from her Arme : Iſee her yer 
Her pretty Action, did our-ſell her guitt, 
And ycrenrich'dit too : ſhe gave it me, 
And aid, ſhe priz'd it once. 

Poſt. May be, (he pluck'd it off 
To ſeod it me -: 4 5770. 

lach, She writes ſoto you? doth ſhe ? 
. Pet,.O no, no, no, tis true. Heere, take this too, 

It isa Baſilizgke omto mine cye, 
Killes me to looks on't : Let there be no Honor, 
Where there is beauty; Truth, where ſemblance ; Love, 
Where theres another man. The Vowes of Women, 
Ofno more be, to where they are made, 
Then they are torheir Vertnes, which isnothiug ; 
O, above meaſure falſe; , 
Phil, Have patience Sir, ub, 
And take your Ring againe, tis not-yet wonne 3 


& ® 


# ff ® 4 


——__——_ 


Ir may be probable ſhe loſt it: or 


P———— 


Who knowes if one of her women; being corrupted 
Hath ſtolne-it from her. 

Poft. Very true, 
And ſo 1 hope he came by'r : backe my Ring, 
Render to me ſome co ſigne abour her 
More evident then this : for this war ſtole. 

lach. By lupiter, I had ir from her Arme. | 

Poit. Hearke you, he ſweares : by Iupiter he {wearess 
Tis true, nay keepe the Ring ; tis true ; I am ſure 
She would not looſe it ; ber Attendants are 
All ſworne, and honorable : they induc'd to ſtcale it ? 
| And by a Stranger ? No, he hath enjoy'd her, 
The Cogniſance of her incourtinenc 
Is this:\ke hath boughe the name of: W hore,thus deerely 
There, take thy hyre, and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themſelves berweene you. 

Phil. Sir; be patient : 
This is not ſtrong <nongh to be beleev'd 
Ot one perſwaded well of. 

Poft. Never talke on't : 
She bath bin colted by him. 

ach. If you ſeeke 
For further ſatisfying; under her Breaſt - 
{ Worthy her preſſing) lyesa Mole, right proud 
Of that molt delicate Lodging, By my life 
I kiſt it, and itgave me preſent hunger 
To feede againe, though full, You doe remember 
This ſtaine upon her ? 

Poſt. I, and it doth confirme 
Another ſtaine, as bigge as Hellcan bold, 
Were there no more but it. 

Iach. Will you heare more ? 

Poſt. Spare your Arithmeticke, 
Never cou nt the Turnes : Once, anda Million, 

lach. Ile be ſ\worny. 

Foſt. No (wearing : 
It you will fweare you have not done'r, youlye, 
And I will kill thee ifthou doſt deny 
Thou'ſt made me Cuckold, 

lach, lle deny nothing. 

Poſt. Othar I had her heere,to teare ber Limb-meale ; 
I will goe there and doo't, ith'Courr, before 
Her father. Ile doe ſomething. 

Phil. Quite beſides. 
The goverment of Patience. You have wonne : 
Lets follow him, and pervert the preſent wrath 
He hath againſt himſclfe. 

lach. With all my heart. 


— 


—_—— 


hd 


Exit, 


Exemmnt. 


Enter Pofthumus. 


Poſt. Ts there no way for Mentobe, but Wenicn 
Muſt be halfe-workers ? We are all Baſtards, 
Andthat moſt venerabie man, which I 
| Dih call my father, was, I know not where ' 
When I was (tampt. Some Coyner with his Tooles 
Made me a counterfeit : yet my Mother ſcem'd' 

The — _ my Wife | 
The Non-parcill of this. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance! 
Me of my lawfullpleaſare ſhe reſtrain'd, * 
And pray'd we oft fotbearance : did it with 

A v-loRofe, the-lweer view or't 

Might well have warrn'd old Saturne ; 

That I thought her ; ; 

As Chaſte, as wn-Sumn'd Snow. Oh; all the divels! 
This yellow /achime in an houre, wasg't not? * 


Or 
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Orleſle; at firit ? Perchance he ſpoke not, but 

Like a full Acora'd Boare, alarmen on, 

Cry'de oh, and mounted , found no eppoſition 

But what he look'd for, ſhould oppolc, and ſhe 

Should from encounter guard. Could I find out 

The Womans part in me, for theres no motion 

That tends to vice in man, but | ahrme 

Itis the Womans part : be it Lying, note it, 

The womans : Flattering, hers : deceiving, hers: 

Luſt, and rankethoughts, hers, hers : Revenges hers : 

Ambitions, Covetings, change of Prides, Dildaine, 

Nicc-longing, Slanders, Mutabllity : 

All faults that may be named, nay, that Hell knowes, 

Why hers,in parr, or all : but rather all. For even to Vice 

They are not conſtant, but are changing {till ; 

One Vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not halfe ſo old as that. Ile write againſt them, 

Deteſt them, curſe them : yer tis greater Skill 

In a true Hate, topray they have their will : 

The very Divels cannot plaguerhem better. BY 
xit, 


—_— 


eAttus Terthus. Scena Prima. 


Enter is State, Cymbeline, 2 ueent, Clotten, and Lords at 
one doore, and at another, C aits, Lucius, 
and Attendants. 


(ym. Now fay, what would Auguſte (aſar with us? 
Lac. When Ink Ceſar (whole remembrance yer 
Lives in mens eycs,and will to Earesand Tongues 
Be Theame, and hearing ever (was in this Britaine, 


| And Conquer'd it, Caſſibelan thine Ynkle 


(Famous un Ceſ@rs prayſes, no whit lefſe 
Then in his Fears deſerving it) for him, 
And his Succeſſion, granted Rome a Tribute, 
Yeerely three thouſand pounds ; which (by thee) lately 
Is left untenderd. ._.. 
' De. Andto kill the mervaile, 
Shall be ſo ever. 
Clot. There be many Ceſars, 
Ere ſuch another Iakus : Britere's a world 
By it {elfe, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing opr owne Noſes. 
| . ave. That opportunity 
Which then they had ro take from's, to reſume 
We have againe. Remember Sir, my Liege, 
The Kings your Anceſtors, together with 
There bravery of your Iflc, which ſtands 
As Neptunes Parke, rjbb'd, and pal'd in 
With Oakes unskalcable, and roaring Waters, 
- With Sands that will aot beare your Enemies Boates 
But ſucke them up to'th'Top-maſts A kind of Conqueſt 
Ceſars made heere, but made net heere his bragge 


| Of Came, and Saw, and Overcome : with ſhame * 


(The fiſt that ever touch'd him) he was carried 
From off our Coaſt, twice beaten 2 ant! his Shipping 
(Poorc ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Seas . - 
Like Egge-(hels,mov'd upon their Sprgescrack'd 
As cafily gainſt our Rockes, For joy whereof, + - 
The fam'd Caſſibeles, who was once at point - 
giglet Fortune) comaſter CyſarsSword, 
Luds-Towne with rejoycing Fires bright, 


— ET 


And Brittames ſtrut with Courage, 
(let. Come, theres no more Tribute to be paid? our 
Kingdome is ſtronger then it was at that time : and (as 1 
laid) there is no more ſuch (ears, other of them may 
have crook'd Noſes, but to owe ſuch ſtraite Armes, none. 

Cym. Son, let your Mcther end. 

(for We have yet many among us, can gripe as hard 
| as Caſſibelay, I doe not ſay I amore : but 1 have a hand. 
Why Tribute ? Why ſhould we pay Tribute? It Ceſar 
can hidethe Sun from us witha Blanket,or put the Moone 
in his pocket, we will pay him Tribute for light : clic Siry 
no more Tribute, pray you now- 

(3m, You mult know, 

Tillthe injuricus Romans, did extort 
This Tribute from us, we were free. (e/@: Ambition, 
W hich ſ\reli'd ſo much, that it did almoſt ſtretch 
The ſides o'th'W orld, againſt all colour heere, 
Did put the yoakeupon's : which to ſhake off 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Our {elves to be, we doe. Say then to Caſa, 
Our Anceftor was that Mulmntine, which 
O1dain'd our Lawes, whoſe uſe the Sword of Ceſ@ 
Hath roo much mangled : whoſe repayre, and franchiſe, 
Shall (by the power we hold) be our good deed, 
Tho Rome be therfore angry. Animatine made our lawes 
Who was the firkt of Brit aime, which did put | 
His browes within a golden Crowne, ahd call'd 
Himſelfe a King. 
Lac. Iam ſorry ( ymbeline, 
That I am to pronounce «4 nyuttms Ceſar 
(Ceſar. that hath more Kings his Servants, then 
Thy ſelfe Domeſticke Oicers)thine Enemy ? 
Receive it from methen. Warre, and Confuſion 
In Ce/ar's name pronounce I'gainſt thee: Looke 
For fury, not to be reliſted, Thus defide, 
I thanke thee for my ſelfe, 
Cym, Thouart welcome (ane, 
Thy Ceſar Knighted ae 3 my youth I ſpent 
Much under hia» : of him, I gather'd Honour, 
W hich he, to ſceke of me againe, perforce, 
Behooves me keepeatutterance. Iam perfect, 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Therr Liberties arenow in Armes : a Preſident 
Which not to reade, would ſhew the Britaines cold ; 
So («ſar ſhall not find them. . 

Luc. Let proote ſpeake, 

Clet. His Majcby biddes you welcome. Make paſtime 
with usa day, or two, or longer : if you fecke as after- 
wards in other tearmes, you ſhall finde us in our Salt- 
water-Girdle : if youbcate us out of it,it is yours : if you 
fall in theadventure, our Crowes ſhall fare the berter for 
you : and theres an end. | * 

Luc, So fir, . [4 

Cymw. Iknow your Maſters pleaſure, and he mine : 

All the Remain, is welcome. 


Exeunt. 


———————_—_—__ Err n_ oe 


Semis Secunda. 


_ 4 


"—— 


| Enter Piſania reading of « Letter. 
Piſ. How ? of Adultery ? Wherefore write you not 


What Monſters ber accuſc ? Leewaris ; 
Oh Maſter, what a ſtrange infe&ion 


Is 


—— OT 
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Is falne into thy care ? What falſe Italian, 
( As poyſonous tongu'd, as handed) hath prevail'd 
On thy too ready hearing ? Difloyall? No. 
She's puniſh'd for her Truth; and undergoes 
More Goddeſſe-like, then Wife-like ; fuch Afſſaults 
As would take in ſome Vertue. Oh wy Mailer, 
Thy mind to her, is now as lowe, as were 
Thy Fortunes. How? That I ſhould murther her, 
Vpon the Love, and Truth, and Vowes ; which I 
Have made to thy command ? I her ? Her blood ? 
If it be ſo, to doe good (crvice, never 
Let me be countcd ferviceable. How looke I, 
That I ſhould ſeeme to lacke humanitie, 
So much as this Fat comes to ? Doo't ; The Letter. 
T hat I have ſent ber , by her owne commund , 
Shak groe thee wnitie, Oh damn'd papers 
Blacke as the Inke that's on thee : ſeaſcleſlc bauble, 
Art thou a Faxdarie for this at; and look'lt 
$0 virgin-like without? Loc here ſhe comes» 
| Enter [mogen. 

Iam ignorant in what 1 am commanded. 

Imo. How now Pam? 

Piſ. Madam, heere isa Letter from my Lord. 

Ime. Who! thy Lord? Thatis my Lord Leonatre ? 
Oh, learn'd indeed were that Aſtronomer 
That knew the Starres, as | his CharaRers, 
Heel'd lay the Future open. You good Gols, 
Let what is heere contain'd, celliſh of Love, 
Of my Lords health: of his content : yet not 
That we two are a ſunder, let that grieve him z 
Some griefesare medcinable, that 1s one of them, 
For it doth phyſicke Love, of bis content, 
All but in that, Good Wax, thy leave : bleſt be 
You Bees that make theſe Lockes of counſaile. Lovers, 
And men indangerous Bondes pray not alike. 
Though Forfeytours you calt inpriſon, yet 
You claſpe young Cupids Tables ; good Newes Gods. 


Vſtice, and your Fathers wrath ( ſhould hee take mee in bis 

Dommion) could not be ſocrnell to me, as you , (ob the dee- 
reft of (reatures) wenld evcn renew me with your ejes. Take 
wotice that [ am ws Cambria at Milford-Haven : what your 
owne Love, will out of thu adviſe you, follow. So he wiſhes you 
all bappineſſe, that remanies loyal to hus Vow, and your encraa- 
ſing 1m Love. Leonatus Poſthumus, 


Oh for a Horſe with wings : Hear'ſt thou Piſanto ? 
He isat Milford-Haven : Read, ard rell me 

How fare tis thither. If one of meane affaires 

May plod it in a weeke, why may not [ 

| Glide thitherin aday ? Then true P5/a*io. 

{ Wholong'(tlike me, to ſee thy Lord ; who long'ſt 
(Oh let me bate) but not like me : yer long'ſt 

But ina fainter kinde. Oh not like me : 

For mine's beyond, beyond : ſay , and ſpeake thicke 
(Loves Counfailor ſhould fill the bores of hearing, 
To'th' ſmothgring of the Senſe) bow farre itis 

To this ſame bleſſed Milford. And by'th' way * 
Tell me how Wales was made fo bappy,as 
T'inherite ſuch a Haven. Bur firſt of all, 

| How we may ſteale from hence: and for the gap 
That we ſhall make in Time, from'our hence-going, 
And our returne, toexcaſe: but firſt, how get hence. 
| Why ſhouldexcuſe be borne or ere begot ? 

Weele talke of that heereafter.Prythee ſpeake, 
How many ſcore of Miles may we well ride 


—4 — 


——_— 


———_—— 


Twixt houre, and houre * 
Pi/. One ſcore twixt Sun, and Sun; | 
Madam'senough for you : and too much too, 
{mo. Why, one that rode to's Execution Man; 
Could never go lo flow : I have heard of Riding wager, | 
| Where Hor {cs have bin nimbler then the Sands 
That run!th' Clocks behalte. But thisis Foolrie, 
Go, bid my W omaa faignea Sicknefle, ſay 
She'le home to her Father , and provide me preſently 
A Riding Suit; Nocoſtlicr then would fit 
A Franklins Huſwite. | 
Piſ. Madam, you're beft conſider. 
Imo. | ice before me (Man) nor heere, nor heere, 
Nor what enſues but have a Fog in them 
That I cannot looke through. Away, I prythee, 
Doas l bid thee z-T here's no more to lay : 


Acccllible is none but Milford way . E xeunt, 


jr I 
— 


ScenaTertia. 


—_ 


Enter Belarins, Guideriaa, and «Arviragu. 


Bel. A goodly day, notto keepe houſe with ſuch, 

W hoſe Roote's as low as ours : Sleepe Boyes, this gate 
Inſtruts you how t'adore the Heavensz and bowes you 
Toa mornings holy office. The Gates of Monarches 

Are Arch'd to high, that Giants way jet through 

And keepe their 1mpious Turbands on, without 

Good morrow tv the Sun. Haile chou faire Heaven, 

We houlc i'th* Rocke, yet uſe thee not ſo hardly 

As prouder livers do. 

Gwid. Haile Heaven» 

Aron, Haile Heaven. 

Bela, Now for our Mountaine ſport, up to yond hill 
Your legges are young : lle tread Flats, Conſider, 
W hen you above perceive me like a Crow 
Thar it is Place, which leflſen's and fcrs off | 
And you may then revolve what Tales I have told you, 
Ot Courts of Princes; otthe Trickes in Warre, 

This ſervice, isnot Service ; fo being done, 
But being ſo allowed. To apprehend thus, 
Drawes us aprofit fronfl things we ce ; 

| And often to our comfort, ſhall we finde 

The ſharded-Beetle, ina ater hold 

Then is the full-wing'd Eagle, Oh this life, 

Is Nobler, thenattending for achecke : 
Richer, then doing nothidg for a Babe : 
Prouder, then ruſtling in unpeyd-for Silke : 
Such gaine the Cap of him, that makes him fine, 
Yet kcepes his Booke uncrofs'd, nolife to ours. 

Gi. Out of your proofe you ſpeak: we poore unfledg'd 
Have never wing'd from view o'th'neſt ;nor know not 
What Ayre's from home, Hap'ly this lite is beſt, 

(If quict life be beſt) ſweeter to you 

That have a ſharper knowne. Well correſponding 
With your (tiffe Age ; but unto us, it 1s 

A Cell of Ignorance: travailing abed, 

APriſon vr a Debtor, that not dares 

Ts ſtride a limit. 

Arvi. What ſhould we ſpeake of 
When we are old as you > When we (hall heare 
The Raine and winde beate darke December How 
| Inthis our pinching Cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 

ece: 
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The freezing houres away ? We have ſcene nothigg: 
Weare bealtly ; ſubtle as the Fox for prey, 
Like warlike as the Wolfe, for what we cate : 
Our Valour is tochace what flyes : Our Cage 
We make a Quire, as doth the priſon'd Bird, 
And fing our Bondage frecly. 
Bel. How you ſpeake? 
Did you but know the Citties V ſuries, 
And feltthem knowingly «the Art o'th' Court, 
As hard to leave , as keepe : whoſe top to climbe 
Is certaine falling : or ſoflipp'ry, that _ 
The feare's as bad as falling. The toyle o'th Warre, 
A paiae that onely ſeemes to ſecke our danger 
I'h* name of Fam&and Honour, which dycs i'th' ſearch, 
And hath as ofta {land'rous Epitaph, | 
As Record of faire At. Nay, many times 
Doth ill deſerve, by doing well: what's worſe | 
Muſt curt'fie at the Cenſure. Oh Boyes,this Storic 
The world may reade in me : My bodic's mar 
With Roman Swords; and my report, 
Firſt, with the beſt of Note. Cymbelme lov'd me, 
And when a Souldier was the Theame, my name 
Was not farre off : then was I asa Tree : 
Whole boughes did bend with fruit. Butin one night, 
A Storme, or Robbery ( call it what you will) 
Shooke downe my mellow hangings : nay wy Leaves, 
And lefe me bare to weather. 

Gui. Vncertaine favour, 

Bel. My fault being nothing (as I havetold you oft) 
But that tio Villaines, whoſe falſe Oathes prevail'd 
Before my perfeR Honor, ſwore to Cymbeline, 

I was Confederate with the Romances : fo 

Followed my Baniſhment,and thistwenty yecres, 

This Rocke, and thele Demeſnes, have bene my World, 
Where I have liv'd at honeſt freedome, payed 

More pious debts to Heaven, then in all | | 

The fore-end of my time. Burt, up to'th' Mountaines, 
This is not Hunters Language ; he that ſtrikes 
The Veniſon firſt, ſhall be the Lord o'ch' Fealt, 
Tohim the other two ſhall miniſter, 

And we will feare nopoyſon, whichattends 

In place of greater State : 

Ile meete you inthe Valleyes. 

How hard itis to hide the ſparkes of Nature ® _ 
Theſe Boyes know little they &e Sonnes to'th' King, 
Nor ('ymbelmne dreames that they arc alive. 

They thinke they are mine, 

And though train'd up thus meanely 

'th' Cave, whereon the Bow their thoughts do hit, 
The Roofes of Palaces, and Nature prompts thea 

In ſimple and low things, to Prince it, much 

Beyond the tricke of others. This Pa/adewry, 

The heyre of Cymbelme and Britaine, whom 

The King his Father cali'd Garderie. Tove, 

When on my three-foot ſtoole I ſit, and tell 

The warlike feats-I have done, his ſpirits fiye out 

Into my ſtory : ſay thus minc Enemne fell, 

And chusI ſet my foote on's necke, eventhen 

The Princely blood owes in his Cheeke, he ſweats, 
Straines his young Nerves, and puts himſelfe in poſture 
That atsmy words, The younger Brother Cagwal, 
Once Arviragss, in as like 2 figure 

Strikes life into my ſpeech, and ſhewes much more 
His owne conceyuing, Hearke, the Game is rows$d, 
Oh Cc me, Heaven and my Conſcience knowes 
Thou did'ſt unjuſtly baniſh me ; whereon 


E xeunt. | 


| 


Atthree, and two yecres old, 1 ſtole theſc Babes, 
Thinking tobarre thee of Succeſſion, as 

Thou refts me of my Lands. Ewnephile, 
Thou was'ttheir Nurſe,they took thee fortheir mother 
And every day do honor to her grave: | 
My ſelfe Belerins, that am Aforgen call'd | 

They take for Naturall Father. The Game is up. Exit, 


— — — Cm AR. 


Scana Quarta, 


— 
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Enter Piſanio and Imogen. 


Imo. Thou told'ſt me when we came fr6 horſe, the place 
Was ncerear hand : Ne're longd my Mother ſo 
Toſceme firſt, as I havenow: Piſanio, Man : 

W here is Poſthumus ? What is in thy mind 
That makes thee (tare thus? Wherefore breakes that ſigh 
From th'inward of ther? One, One, but painted thus 
Would be interpreted athing preplex'd 
Beyond ſelfe- explication. Put thy ſelfe 
Intoa haviour of lefle feare, ere wildneſſe 
Vanquiſh my ſtayder Senſes. What's the matter ? 
W hy tender'ſt thou that Paper to me, with 
A looke untender ? Ift be Suguner Newes 
Smile roo't before: if Winterly, thouneed'ſt 
Bur keepe that count'nance ſtill, My Husbands hand ? 
That Drug-damn'd Italy, hath out-crafticd him, 
And hee's at ſome hard point, Speake man, thy Tongue 
May take off ſome extremitie, which to reade 
Would be even mortall to me, 
Piſ. Pleaſe you reade, 
Aud you ſhall finde me (wretched man) a thing 
The moſt difdain'd of Fortune. 


| Tmogenreader. 

= Mhtria (Piſanio) hath playde the Strumpet in my 
Bed: the Teftimonies whereofyfzes bleeding in me. 1 ſpeak 
not out of weake Smrmiſes, but ſram proofe as itrong as my 
griefe, and a4 certaine as 1 expeft my Revenge, That part thou 
Piſanto) muſt ate for me, if thy faith be not tainted with the 
each of hers ; let rbine owne hands take away ber life : 1 ſpall 
give thee opportunity at Milferd Haven, She hath my Letter 
for the pwrpoſe ; where, if thou feare to ſtrike, and to make mee 
Certaine it is done, thou art the Pandey tober diſhonour , and 

equallyto me diſtryall. | 


Piſ. What ſhall I needrodraw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her throat already ? No, tis flander, 
Whoſe edge is ſharper then the Sword, whoſe tongue 
Out-venomes all the Wormes of Nyle, whoſe breath 
Rideson png windes, and doth belye 
All corners of the World. Kings,Queenes,and States, | 
Maides, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave | 
This viperous ſlander enters, What cheere Madam ? 
{mo, Falſe to his Bed? Whar isitto be falſc ? 
Tolye in watchthere, andto thinke on him ? 
To weepe twixtclock and ciock? If flecp charge Nature, 
Tobreake it witha fearefull dreame of him, 
And cry my ſelfe awake ? That's falſe to's bed? Is it? 
Piſa. Alas good Lady. 
Ime. 1 falle > Thy Conſcience witneſle : Jach!mo, 
Thou didd'ſt accuſe him of Incontinencie, 
Thou then look'dlt like a Villaine : now, me ponies 
y 
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Thy favours enough. Some lay of Italy _ 
(W hoſe mother was her painting) hath betraid him : 
Poore I am ſtale, a Garment out of faſhion, 


And for I am richer then to hang by th' walles, 

I maſt be ript : Topeeces with me : Ob ! : 
Mens Vowes are womens Traitors. All good ſeeming 
By thy revolt (oh Husband) ſhall be thought 

Put on for Villainy ; not borne where't growes, 

Burt worne a baite for Ladies, 

Piſa. Good Madam, hearc me. 

Ime. True honeſt men being heard, like falſe'e/Exe!, 
Were in his time thought Falſe : and Synons Weeping 
Did ſcandall many a holy teare : tooky pitty 
From moſt true wretchednfſee, So thou, Poftbumus 
' Wilt lay the leven to all proper men; _ 
Goodly,and gallant, ſhall be falſe and perivr'd 
From thy great faile : Come Fellow, be thou honeſt, 
' Do thou thy Maſters bidding. W ben thou ſcelt him, 
Alittle witneſſe my obedience. Looke 
Idraw the Sword my felte, takeit and hit 
The innocent Mankion of my Love (my Heart:) 
Feare not,tis empty of all things, but Grice : 

Thy Maſter is not there, who was indeede 
The riches of it. Do his bidding , ſtrike, 
Thou mayſt be valiant in a better caule ; 
But now thou ſeem'ſt a Coward. 
Pi. Hence vile Inſtrument, 
Thou ſhalt not damne my hand- 
Imo. Why, 1 muſtdye: 
And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No Servant of thy Maſters, Againſt Selfe-flaughter, 
There is a prohibition ſo Divine, 
That cravens my weake hand : Come, heere's my heart : 
| So mething's a-toot : Soft, ſoft, wee'l no defence, 
Obedient as the Scabbard. W hat is heere, 
The Scriptures of the Loyall Leonarxs, 
| All turn'dto Hereſice? Away, away 
Corrupters of my Faith, you ſhall no more 
Be Stomachers to my heart : thus may poore Fookes 
Belceve falſe Teachers : Thoughthoſe that ae berraid 
Do feelethe Trealon ſharpely, yet the Traitor 
Stands in worſe caſe of woe, And thou Poſthumws, 
| That didd'(t ſet up my diſobedience *gainſt the King 
My Father, and macs me put intocontempt the ſuites 
Of Princely Fellowes, ſhalt hereafter tinde 
It isno at of common paſlage, but 
A ſtraine of Rareneſle ; and 1 greeve my ſelfe, 
Tothinke, when rhou ſhalt be diſedg'd by her, 
That now thou tyre(t on, how thy memor 
| Will then be pang'd by me. Prythee diſpatch , 
The Lambe entreats the Butcher. W her's thy knife? 
Thouartto ſlow todothy Maſters bidding 
When 1 defire it too. 
Piſ. Oh gracious Lady : 

Since I receiv'd command to dothis buſinefle, 
| I have nor lept one winke, 
Imo, Doo't,and tobell then. 
Prſ. Ile wake mine eye-balles firit, 
| Inn. Wherefore then 

Didd'ſt undertake it ? Why haſt thon abus'd 
| So many Miles, with a pretence? This place ? 
Mine Adtion ? and thine owne ? Our Horſes labour ? 
Thetiame inviting thee ? The perturb'd Court 
For my being abſent z whereunto I never 
Purpoſe returne. Why haſt thou gone ſo farre 
Tobe un-bent ? whenthou haſt rane thy ſtand, 


— 


a 


Th' eleted Deere beforethee ? 


at to win time kick 
0looſe-{o bad employment, in thew 
| I have confider'd of a coarſe 2 good Lady 
Heare me with patence. 

Imo, Talke thy Tongue weary, {peake : 
I have heard lam a Strumpet, and mine care | 
Thereinfalle ſtrooke, cantake nogreater wound, 
Nor tent, to bottoime that. But ſpeake+ 

Po. Then Madam; 
I thought you would not backe againe+ 

{me, Moſt like, 
Bringing me heereto kill me. 

Ps. Notſo neither : 
Bur if 1 were as wiſe, as honeſt, then 
My purpoſe would prove well: it cannot be, 
But that my Maſter is abus'd. Some Villaine, 
I, and {ingular in his Art, bath done you bath 
This curied injurie. 

[mo , Sume Roman Curtezan ? 

Pf. No, on my lite : 
Ile give but notice you are dead, and ſend him 
Some vloody ſigne of it. Fortis commanded 
I houlddo fo: you ſhall be miſt at Court, 
And that will well confirme it, | 
W hat ſhall I dothe while f Where bidet How live? 
Or in my life, what comfort, when 1 am 
Dead to my Husband ? 

Pif. It you'lbacke to'ch* Court, 

Imo. No Court, no Father: nor no more adoe 
With that barſh, noble, ſimplenothing ; 
Thar Clotren, whoſe Love-ſunte hath bene to 


As fearefullas a Siege- 
Pif. It uor at Court, 
Then not in Britaine muſt you bide. 


Imo 4 W herethen ? 
Hath Britaine all the Sunne that ſhines? Day?Night? 
Are they not but in Britaine? th' worlds Volume 
Our Bricaine ſcemes as of ir, but nor in't; 
In a great Poolea Swannes-neſt; prytheethinke 
| There's livers out of Britaine, 

Ps. I am molt glad 
You thinke of other Place : Th' Ambaſſador, 
| Lucize the Romance comes to Milford-Haven 
To morrow. Now, if you could wearea minde 
| Darke, as your Fortune is, and bur diſguilc 
That whicht'appeare it ſeife, muſtnor yer be, 
Bur by ſelte-danger, you ſhould tread a courſe 
Pretty,and full of view : yea, happily, ncere 
T he reſidence of Pofthamews ;1o nic (at lait ) 
Thar though his ARjons werenot viſible, yet 
Report ſhould render him hourely to your care, 
As truely as he muoves. 

Ime. Oh for ſuch meanes, 
Though perillto my modeſtie, not death on't 
I would adyenture. 

Pif. We'l then, w_—_ point : 
You muſt forget to bea Woman : change 
Command, into obedience. Feare and Niceneſſe 
(The Fandmaides of all Women, or wore truely 
Woman it pretty ſeltc) into a ſh courage, 
Ready in gybes ,quicke-aaſwer'd, ſawcic, and 
As quarrellous as the Weazell : Nay, you muſt 
Forget that rareſt Treaſure of your Cheeke, 
Expoliog it (but oh the harder heart, 


CCC 2 


roo Alacke 


| 


þ 


| 


| 


[= 4 


| 


404 


The T ragedieofCymbeline, 


Alacke noremedy ) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kiſſing Titmn: and forgot ; 
Yourlabourſome and dainty Trimmcs, whereuv 
You made great [ne angry. 
Ins. Nay be breefe ; | 
I fce into thy end, 2nd am almoſt \ 
A man alrcady. 
Pi. Firſt, make your ſelfe but like one, 
Fore-thinkingthis. I have already fit 


| (Tisin my Cloake-bagge) Doublet, Hat, Hoſe, all 


That anſwer tothem : Would you in their ſerving, 
(And with what imitation you can borrow 


{| From youthof ſuch a ſcaſon) *'fore Noble Lxcins 
Preſent your ſelfe , defire his ſervice: tell him 


Whercin you're happy ; which will make him know, 
If that his head have care in Muſicke, doubtleiſe 
With joy he will embrace you :'for hee's Honourable, 
And doubling that, moſt holy. Your meanes abroad 
You have me rich, and I will never faile 
Beginning, nor ſupplyment., 

{mo, Thou artallthe comfort 
The Gods will dict me with. Prythee away, 
There's more tobe conſider'd : but wee'l even 
All that good time will give us, This attempt, 
I am Souldier too, and wall abide it with 
A Princes Courage. Away, I prythee. _ 

Pf. Well , we muſt take a ſhort tarewell, 
Leſt being miſt, I be ſaſpcRed of 
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miſtris, 
Heere is a boxe, I had it from the Queene, 
W hat's in't is precious : If you are ficke at Sea, 
Or Stomacke-qualm'd at Land, a Dramme of this 
Will drive away diſtemper. To ſome ſhade, 
And fit you to your z may the Gods 
Dirg& you to the beſt, - 

Imo. Amen ; 1 rhanke thee, 


_— > — - 


gu—_— 


Scana Quimta. 


— —— —— —— — — 


Enter Cymbeline, Zucene, Cleten, Lucius, 
and Lords. 
Ons Thus farre, and ſo farewell. 
#c, Thankes, Royall Sir : 
My Emperor hath wrote, I muſt from hence, 
And am right ſorry, that I mult report ye 
My Malters Fnemy, 
Cym. Our Subjedts (Sir) 
W1ll not endure his yoake ; and for our ſelfe 
To ſhew lefle Soveraignty then they, mu ſt needs 
Appeare un-Kinglike. | 
Lac. So Sir : I deſire of you 
A ConduR over Land, to Milford-Haven. 
Madam, all joy befall your Grace, and you 
Cym. My Lords, you are appounted for that Office : 
The due of Honour, in no point omit : 
So farewell Noble Luci. 
Lc. Your hand, my Loid. 
Clet. Receive it friendly : but from this time forth 


| I weare itas yovr Enemy. 


Loc. Sir, the Event 
Isyet to namethe winner, Fare you well, 


Cym, Leave not the worthy Laciw, good my Lords 
Till he have crolt Severn. Happines. Exit Lacins, ev, | Aud that ſhe hathall courrly parts moreexquiſite 


— 


Ln. He goes hence frowning : bur it honours us 
Thar we bave given him cauſc. 

Clot. Tis allthe better, 
Your Valiant Britaines have their wiſhes in it. 

Cym, Lucixs hath wrot tothe Emperor 
How it goes heere. It fits us thereforeripcly 
Our Chariots ,and our Horſemen be in readineſſe: 
The Powers that he already hath in Gallia 
Will ſoone be drawne to head, from whence he moves 
NT, for —. 

w. Tisnot y buſtneſſe, 

But muſt be look'd 19 ſpeedily, and ſtrongly. 

Cym, Our expeRation that it ſhould be thus 
Hath made us forward, But my gentle Queene, 

W here is our Daughter ? She hath not appcar'd 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender d 
The duty of the day. Shelookes as like 
A thing more made of malice, then of duty, 
We have noted it. Call her before us, for 
We havebeene too light in ſufferance. 
2» Royall Sir, 
Since the exile of Polthumw, moſt retyr'd 
Hath her life bin : the Cure whereofmy Lord, 
Tis time muſt doe. Beſcech your Majeliy, 
Forbeare ſharpe ſpeeches to fon Shee'sa Lady 
So tender of rebukes, that wordsare ſtrokes, 
And ſtrokes deathto her, 
Enter 4 
Cym. Whereis ſhe Sir ? How 
Can her contemptbe anſwer'd? 
Hef. Pleaſe you Sir 
Her Chambers are all lock'd, and there's no anſwer 
That will be given to'th* lowd of noiſe, we make, 

Lu. My Lord, when laſt I went toviſit her, 
= pray'd me to excuſe her keeping clole, 

hereto conſtraind by her infirmitic, 

She ſhould that duty leave unpaide to you 

W hich daily ſhe was bound toproffer : this 

She wiſh'd meto make knowne : but our great Court 
Made me too blame in memory. 

Cym, Her doores lock'd? | 
Not ſcene of late ? Grant Heayens, that which I 
Feare , prove falſe. | 

2. Sonne, I ſay, follow the King. | 
Clet, That man of her's, ®5{anio, her old Servant 
I have not ſcene theſe two dayes. Exit. 
w, Go, looke aftcr : 
Psſamio, thon that ſtand'ſt ſo for Pothumm 
He hath a Drugge of mine: I pray, his abſence 
Proceed by ſwallowing that. For he belceves 
It is a thing moſt precious. Bur for her, 
Where is the gone ? Haply diſpaire hath ſciz'd her : 
Or = d _ tervour of her _— flowne 
To fired Poſthumm: is, 
To death,or to Accra end 
Can make vic of cither. Fhee beeing downe, 
I kaue the placing of the Britti{H Crowne. 
Enter Cloten. 
How now my Sonne ? 
(tor. 'Tis certaine ſhe is fled; 
Go in and cheere the King,he rages, none 
Dare come about him. : 
©, All thebetter : may 
Thisnight fore-ſtall lm of the comming day, Exi 92s, 
Cle, 1toue and hate her: for ſhe's Faire and Royall, 


Then 


Exit. 
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Then Lady, Ladics, Woman, from every one 
The beſt ſhe hath, and ſhe of all compounded 
Out-{clles them all. I love her therefore, bur 
Diſdaining me, and throwing Favours on 
The low Poſthumws, {landers ſo her judgement, 
That whar'selfe rare, is choak'd : and in that point 
I wil conciudeto hate her,nay indcede, 
To be reveng'd upon her. For, when Fooles ſhall —— 
Emer Piſanio, 
Whois heere? What, are you packing (irrah ? 
Corac bither : Ah you precious Pander, Villaine, 
W here isthy Lady? In a word, or elſe 
Thou art ſtraightway with the Ficnds. 
Pi. Oh, good my Lord. 
Cle. Where is thy Lady ? Or, by Iupiter, 
I wil! not aske againe. Cloſe Villaine, 
Ile have this ſectet from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart ro finde it, Is ſhe with Poſthwmm ? 
From whoſe ſe many waights of baſeneſſe, cannot 
A dram of worth be drawne. 
Ps. Alas, my Lord, F 
How can ſhe be with him ? When was ſhemiſs'd ? 
He isin Rome. 
Clor. Where is ſhe Sir > Come neerer : 
No farther balting : ſatisfic me home, 
Wharis become of her : 
Piſ. Oh, my all-worthy Lord, 
Clo. All-worthy Villaine, 
Diſcover where thy Miſtris is, at once, 
At the next word : no more of worthy Lord : 
Spcake, or thy ſilence on the inſtant, is 
Thy condemnation and thy death 
Ps. Then fir : 
This Paper is the hiſtory of my knowledge 
Touching her flight, 
Cle. Let's (cet; { will purſue her 
Evento Aug»ſtxe Throne. 
Pi. Ot this, or periſh, 
She's farreenongh, and what he learnes by this, 
May prove histravell, not her danger. 
Clos. Humh. 
Pif. Ile write to my Lord ſhe is dead : Oh /mogen, 
Safe mayſt thou wander, ſafe returne agen. 
(or. Sirra, is this Letter ttue? 
Psſ. Sir, as I thinke 
Clot, It is Pofthwmnws hand, I know't, Sirrab, if thou 
would'ſt not be a Villaine,but do me true ſervice; under- 
gothoſe Imployments wherein/I ſhould have cauſe to uſe 
thee with a ſcrious induſtry, that is, what villainy ſoere I 
bid thee doe to performe it, direly and truely, I would 
thinke thee an honeſt man : thou ſhould'it neither want 
my meanes for thy relecfe, nor thy voyce for thy prefer- 
ment, 
Piſ. Well, my Lord; 
© Clear. Wilt - 4a mee? For ſihce patiently and 
conſtantly thou haſt ſtucke ro the bare Fortune of that 
Begger Fefthwmus; thou canit not inthe courſe of grati- 
rude, but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thouſerve | 


mee? 
-44 male hand, beere's my purſe. Haſt 
. Give methy x s my C» any 
of thy late Maſters Garments in thy poſſefſion? 

Piſan. 1 have (my Lord) at my Lodging , the ſame 
Suite he wore, when he tooke leave of my Ladie and Mi- 
ſtreſle. | | 

(tv. The firſt ſervice thou doſt mee, ferch tharSuire | 


_— 


hither, let it be thy firlt ſervice, go. 
Ps: Iſhall my Loid. | E xeunt, 

” Cle. Meetthee at Milford-Haven : ( Iforgot to aske | 
him one thing, Ile remember*tazon : ) even there , thou 
villaine Poſthumus will I kill thee» 1 would theſe Gar- 
ments were come. She ſaid upon a time ( the bitternefle 
of it, I now belch from my heart) thar ſhe held the very 
Gartment of Pofthumws , in more reſpet, then my Noble 
and naturall perſon ; together with the adornement of 
my Qualities. With that Suite upon my backe will I ra- 


|| viſh her: firſt kill him, and in her eyes: there thall ſhe ſee + 


my valour,which will then be a tormentto her contempr. | 
He onthe Ground, my ſpeechofinſultment ended on his 
dead bodie, and when my luit hath dined (which, as 1 
fay, to vex her, I will execute in the Cloathes chat ſhe ſo 
prais'd;) tothe Court Ile knock her backe, foot her home | 
againe. She hath diſpis'd mee rejoycingly,and lle be mer- 
ry inmy Revenge. 

Enter Piſani, 
Bethoſe the Garments ? 

Pif. I, my Noble Lord. 

Cl, How long is't ſince ſhe went to Milford-Haven ? 

Pf. She can ſcarſe be there yer, 

Cle.Bring this Apparrell to ay Chamber , that is 
the ſecond ching that I have commanded thee. The third 
is, that thou wilt be a voluntary Mute to my defigne. Be 
but dutious, and true preferment ſhall it ſclfero 
thee. My Revenge isnow at Milford, would I had wings 
to follow it. Comeand be true. Exit. 

Pi. Thou bid't me tomy loſle : for true to thee, 
Wereto prove falſe, whick 1 will never be 
To him that is moſt true. To Milford 
And finde nor her, whom thou purſueſt. Flow,flow 
You Heavenly bleſſings on her : This Feoles ſpeede 
Becroft with flowneſſe; Labour be his meede, Exit. 


— —_ — —— —' —_— — — ww 
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Scena Sexta, 


Enter Imogen alone. 
Ima. I ſce a mans lite is a red10ns one, , 


I have tyr'd my ſclfc : and for two nights together 
Have made the gound my bed. I ſhould be ficke, 


| But that my retolution helpes me : Milford, 


When from the Mqguntaine top Piſ«: ſhew'd thee, 
Thou was't within a kenne. Oh love, I thinke 
Foundations flye the wretched.ſfuch I meane, 
Wherethey ſhould be releev'd, Two beggers told me, 
I could not miſſe my way. Will poore Folkes lye 
Thar have afflitions on them, knowing cis 

A puniſhment, or Triall? Yes; no wonder, 

W hen Rich-ones fcarſe tell zrue. Tolaple in fulneſſe 
Is ſorer, then tolye for Neede: and Falſhood 

Is worſe in Kings, then Beggers,My deere Lord, 
Thou art one o'th falſe Ones: now I thinke onthe, 
My hunger's gone ; buteven before, I was 

Art point to finke, for Food. But what is this ? 
Heere is a path to't : tis ſome lavage hold : 

I were beſt not call ; I dare not call: yet Famine 
Erecleane it o're-throw Natare, make it valiant. 
Plentic and peace breedes Cowards, Hardnefſe ever 
Of Hardinefſe is Mother. Hoa? who's heere ? 

If any thing that's civill, ſpeake;if ſavage, 


CCC 3 Take 
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Take, or lend. Hoa? Noanſwer ? Then llecnter, 

Beſt draw my Sword; and it mine Eencmy 

But feare the Sword like me, heell ſcarſely looke on't. 
Sucha Foe, good Heavens, Exit. 


—_— 


— 
- 


Scena Septima. 


_—_ — 2 O— —— 
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Enter Belwins, Guiderins, and Arviragw, 
Bel. You P«lidere have prov'd beſt Woodman, and 
Are Maſter of the feaſt : (adwall, and I 
Will play the Cooke ,and Servant, tis our match: 
The {wear of induſtry woulddry, and dye 
But for theend it workes to, Come, our (tomackes 
Will make whats homely, ſavoury ; Wearinelle 
Can ſnore uponthe Flint, when relty Sloth 
Findes the Downe-pillow hard. Now peace be, heere, 
Poore boule, that keepſt thy {clfc- 
Gui. Iam throughly weary. ; 
Arvi. 1] am weake with toyle, yet ſtrong in appetite. 
Gni, There is cold meat ith'Cave, we'll brouz on that 


W hilſt what we have killd, be Cook'd. 


Bel. Stay, come not in : 
But that it cates our victalles, I ſhould thinke 
Heere were a Fatery, 

Gus. W hats the matter, Sir ? : 

Bel. By !npiter an, Angell : or if not, 
An earthly Paragon. Behold Divinencſlc 
Noelder then a Boy. 

Enter Imogen. 

as Good wy harme " oy by . 
Before I enter%d heere,I call'd,and t 
To have begg'd,or bought, what I bave took : goodtroth 
I have ſtolnc nought,nor would not,though I had found 
Gold ſtrew'di'th Floore. Heere's money for my Meate, 


-| 1 would have kftir onthe Boord, ſo ſoone 


| As I had made my Mcale : and parted 

With Pray'rs for the Provider. 

Gas. Money ? Youth. 

Arvi, All goldand Silver rather turnedoe durt, 
Astis no better reckon'd, bur of thoſe 
Who warſhip durty gods. 

Imo. | lee your angry : 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, T ſhould 
Have dycd, had I not made its 

Bel. Whether bound? 

Imo. To Milford-haven. 

Bel, Whats your name? 

Imo, Fidele Sir ; 1 have a Kinſman, who 
Isbound for Italy : he embark'dat Milford, 
To whom being going, almoſt ſpent with hunger, 
I am falne inthis offence. 

Bet. Prethee rr youth) 
Thinkz us no Churles : nor meaſure our good mindes 
By this rudeplace welive in. Wellencouuter'd, 
Tisalmoſt night, you ſhall have better checre 
Ere you depart ; and thankesto ſtay, and cate it : 
Boycs, bid him welcome. | 

Gus. Were you a woman, youth, 
I ſhould wooe hard, but be your Groome in honeſty ; 
I bid for you, as 1 doe buy. 

Arvi. Ile make't my comfort 
He is a man, Ile love him as my Brother : 
And ſucha welcome as 11d give to him 


| 


p 


- 
; 


| 


(After long abſence) ſuch is yours. Moſt welcolne : 
Be ſprightly, for you fall mongit friends. 
Ime. Monglt friends. 
It Brothers : would it had bin ſo, that they 
Had bin my fathers Sonnes,then had wy prize 
Bin leflc, and ſo more cquall ballaſting 
To thee Poſt buns. 
Bel, He wrings at ſome diſtreſle, 
Gui, Would 1 could free't. 
Aru, Or I, whatcre it be, 
W har paine it coſt, what danger : gods | 
Bel. Hearke Boyes- 
Imo, Great men 
That had a Court no bigger then this Cave, 
That didattend themſcives, and had the vertue 
W hich their owne Conſcience ſeai'd them : laying by 
That nothing-guift of differing Multitudes 
Could not out-peece theſe twaine, Pardon me gods, 
11d chavge my texc to be Companion with them, 
Since Zeonatrs falle , 

Bel, Ic ſhall be fo: : 
Boyes we'll goe drefſe our Hunt. Faire you come 1 ; 
Diſcourſe is heavy, faſting : when we have ſlupp'd 
Weell mannerly demand thee of thy Story» 
So farre as thou wilt ſpeake it, 

Gus. Pray draw neere. 
Arnui. The Night toth'Owle, 
And Morne toth'Larke lefſe welcome. 

Imo, Thankes Sir. 

eArvi, I pray draw neere. 


Scena Oflava. 


— 


I es 


—— 


Enter two Reman Senators, and Tr ibunes. 
1 $:n. This is the tenor ofthe Emperors Writ ; 

That ſince the common men are now in Action 
Gainſt the Pannonians, and Dalmartians, 
And that the Legions now inGallia, are 
Full weake to undertake our Warres againſt 
The falne-off Briraine., that we doe incite 
The Gentry tothis buſineſſe, He creates 
£acixs Pro-Conſull : and to you the Tribunes 
For this immediate Levy, he commands 
Hisabſolute Commiſſion. Long live (eſ@-+ 

Tri. Is Lucis Generall of the Forces ? 

2 Sen. I. 

Tri, Remainingnow in Gallia? 

I Sen. With thoſe Legions 


. Which have ſpoke of, whereunto your levy 


Muſt be ſuppliant : the words of your Commiſſion 
WUll tye you to the Numbers and the time 
Of their diſpatch. 

Tri. We will diſcharge our duty. 


E xennt. 


' eAtlusQuartus. Scana Prima. 


>. — 


— 


Ontcr Clotten alone. 
(let. 1 am neere to'th' place where they ſhould meet, 
if Piſevio have mapp'd ir trucly, How fit his Garments 
ſerve-me? Why ſhould his Miſtris who was made by bim 


that 


i 


Exewnt. 


| 
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that made the Taylor, not be firtoo? The rather (avi 
reverence of the Word) for tis ſaid a Womans fitneſs 
comes by fits : therein I muſt play the Workeman, I dare 
ſpeake ic to my ſelte, for it is not Vainglory for a man, 
and his Glaſle, to confer in his ewne C ;I meane, 
the Lines of my body are as well drawne as hisz no leſſe 
young, more {treng, not beneath him in Fortunes, be- 
yund him 1n the advantage of the time, above him in 
Birth, alike converſant in all ſervices, and more re- 
markeable in ſingle oppolitions ; yet this imperſeverant 
Thing loves him in my deſpight. What Morrality is? 
Poſthumus, thy head (which now is growing upon thy 
ſhoulders) ſhall within this houre be off, thy Miſtris in- 
torced, thy Garments cut to peeces before thy face : and 
| - _ _ - rv A to her R—_ —_— 

(happily) be a lirtle argry for my ſo ce : but my 

Mother having power of his teſtineſſ, ſhall turne all in- 
to my commendatione. My horſe is tyed up ſafe, our 
Sword, and to a fore purpoſe : Fortune put them into my 
hand : This is the very deſcription of their mceting place 
and the fellow dares not deceive me. Exit, 


Scena Secunda, 


—— - — OO O— 


Enter Belarins , Guiderine, Arviragus , and 
Imogen from the Cave. 


Bel. Youare not well : Remaine heere in the Cave, 
We'llcometo you afrer hunting, 
eArvs. Brother, ſtay here; 
Are we not brothers? 
{mo. So man and man ſhould be, 
But Clay and Clay, differs in dignity, 
W hoſe duſt is both alike. 1 am very licke, 
Gui. Goc you to hunting, Ile abide with him. 
{mo, So ſicke Iam not, yetI amnor well ; 
Bur not ſo Cittizen a wanton, as 
| To ſeeme to dye, cre ficke: So pleaſe you, leave me, 
Sticke to your Iournall courſe: the breach of Cultome, 
| Is breach of all. I am ill, but your _ by me 
' Cannot amend me. Socicty, is no comfort 
To one nat {eciable : 1 am not very ſicke. 
Since 1 can reaſon of it : pray ycutruſt me heere, 
Ile rob none but my ſclfe, and let me dye 
Stealing (o poerely. 
Gus. Iloverhee : I haveſpoke it, 
How muchthe quantity, the waight as much, 
As I doe love my father, 
Bel. What? how ? how ? 
Arvi, If it be finneto ſay ſo (Sir) I yoake me 
In my good Brothers fault : 1 know not why 
I love this youth, and I have heard you fay, 
Loves reaſons without reaſon, The beere xdoore, i 
| And a demand who ist ſhall dye, 11d ſay 
My father, not this yonth« 
Zel. Oh noble {traine! | 
O worthineſſe of Nature, breed of greatnefle 1 
*Cowards father Cowards, and Bale things Syre Bace ; 


cm — —— Cw. 


*Nature hath Mcale, and Bran; emprt, and Grace. 
Ime not their father, yet who this ſhould be, | 
Doth myracle it ſelfe, lov'd before me, 

Tisthe ninth houre oth Morne. 


407 | 
Ime. 1 wiſh ye ſport. 
Arvi, You health. —— So pleaſe you Sir. 
Ime. Theſe are kind Creatures. 
Gods, what lyes 1 have heard : 
Our Courtiers ſay, alls ſavage, butat Court : 
Experience, oh thoudiſprov'ſt Report, 
Th'emperious Scas breed Monſters ; for the Diſh, 
Poore Tributary Rivers, as ſweet fiſh : 
Tam ficke ſtill, beart-ficke : Piſano, 
lie now taſte of thy Drugge, / 
Gus, 1 gould not ſtirre him; 
He ſaid he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 
Diſhoneſtly afflicted, bur yet honeſt. 
Arvi. Thus did he anſwer me : yet ſaid heercafter, 
I might know more. 
Bel, To th'ficld, to th'field : 
We'll cave you for this time, goein,and reſt. : 
Arvi. We'll not be long away. 
Bel. Pray be not licke, 


For you muſt be our buſwife, 
Imo, Well, or ill, 
I am bound ro yOUs Exit. 


Bel. And ſhalt be ever. 
This youth, how crediſtreſt, appeares he hath had 
Good Anceſtors. 
Arvi. How Angell-like he fings ? 
Gui. But his neare Cookery? 
Arvi. He cut our Rootes in Characters, 
And ſawc't our Brothes, as /wno had bin ſicke, 
And he her Dicter. 
evi. Nobly be yoakes 
A ſmiling, witha figh : as if the ſighe 
Was that it was, for not being fuch a Smile : 
The Smile, mocking the Sigh, that it would fiye 
From ſo divinea Temple, co commix | 
With windes, that Saylors raile at. 
Gui, I doe note, 
That griefe and patience rooted inthem both, 
Mingle their ſpurres together, 
Arvs. Grow patient, 
Andlet the ſtinking- Elder (Griefe) untwine 
His periſhing roote, withche encreaſing Vine. 
Bel. It is great morning. Come away : Who's there 2? 
fnderhoſe Runagues, thar illin 
Cle. I cannot finde R z Villa 
Hath mock'd me- I am faint. 
Bel. Thoſe —— ”» 
Meanes he not us? I partly know him, tis 
Clotten, the Sonne oth' Queene. 1 feare ſome Ambukk : 
I ſaw himnot theſe many yeares, and yet 
Iknow tis he : we are held as Out-lawes ; kence. 
Gwi. He is but one : you, and my brother {carch 
What Companies are neere : pray youdway, 
Let me alone with him, 
Clor. Soft, what are you 
That flye me thus? Sonne villaine-Mountainers ? 
I have of ſuch. What Slave art thou ? 
Gs. A thing. 
More laviſh did 1'ne're, thenanſwering 
A Shve without a knocke. | 
Clet. Thou arta Robber , 
A Law-breaker, « Villaine : yeeld thee Theefe. 
Gui. Towhom ? to thee ? What art thou? Have not I 
An arme as bigge as thine ? a hearr, asbigge : 
Thy words 1 grantare bigger: for I wearenot 


| Arvs. Brother, farewell. | 


My Dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art : 
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| Why I ſhould yeeld to thee ? 
Clet. Thou Villaine baſe, 
_—_— me not by m! range Me 
#:. No, nor thy Taylor, Ralcall ; 
| Who is thy Grandfather : He made thoſecloathes, 
Which (as it ſeemes) make thee. 
Clo, Thou precious Varlet: 
My Taylor madethem not. 
Gus. Hence then, and thanke 
The man that gavethem thee. Thouart jome Foole, 
I am Jouth to beat thee. 
(er. Thou injurious Theeke, 
Heare but my name , and tremble. 
Gai. What's thy name 
(to. Cloten, thou Vi 
Gs. Cloten, thou 
I cannot trembleat it, 
Twould move me ſooner. 
Clet, Tothy further fearc, 
Nay, to thy mcere Confuſion, thou ſhalt know 
I am Sonne to'th' Queene. ; 
Gus. Iam ſorry for't : not ſeeming 
So worthy as thy Birth. 
(7or. Artnot afcard? ; 
Gui, Thoſe that I reverence, thoſe 1 feare the Wiſe: 
Ar Fooles I laugh not feare them. 
Cot, Dyethe death : 
When I haveſlaine thee with my proper hand, 
Ile follow thoſe that even now fied hence : \ 
And on the Gates of Luds-Towne (ct your heads: 
Yeeld Ruſticke Mountaineer. Fight and Exennt, 
Emer Belarins and Arviragn, 
Bel. No Companic*s abroad ? : . 
Arvi. None in the wosld : you did miſtake him ſure. 
Bel, I Eannot tell : Long is it ſince Iiaw him, 
Bur Time hath noching blurr'd thoſe lines of Favour 
W hich then he wore : the ſnatches in his voyce, 
Aad burſt of ſpeaking were as his: 1 am abſolute 
Twas very Cloten. 
Arvi, Inthisplace we left them ; : 
I wiſh my Brother make good time with him, 
You fay he is ſo fell. | 
Bel: Bcing ſcarſe made up, 
.I meanc to wan; he had not apprehenſion 
Of roaring terrors : For defect of judgement 


aine be thy name, 
it Toad, or Adder, Spiders 


Is oft the cauſe of Feare. 
Enter Guiderats. 
But ſee thy Brother. ' 
| Gm, This C/oten was a Foole,an my purſe, 
There was no money in't : Not Herenles 
Could have knock'd out his Braines, for he had none: 
Yer I notdoing this, the Foole had borne 
My head, as I do his.. - 


Bel, What haft thou done ? 
Gui. Iam perfet what ; cut off one Clatens head, 
Sonne to the Queene (after his owne report) 
VWho call'd me Traitor, Mountaineer, and ſwore 
With his owne fingle hand hec!'d rake us in, 
 Diſplace our heads, where (thanks the gods) they grow 
And tet them on Luds-Towne. | 
Bel. Weare all nndone. | | 
Gmsi. Why, worthy Father, what have we to looſe, 
But that he ſwore to take, ous Lives? the Law 
| Protes not us, then why ſhould we be tender, 
To kt an arrogant peece of fleſh threat us ? 
Play Iudge, and Executioner, all himſclfe ? 


For we do feare no Law, What company 


| Tharan inviſible inftin& ſhould framethem 


Diſcover you abroad ? 
Bel, No ſingle ſoulc 
Can weſt eye on : bnt inall ſafe reaſon 
He muſt have ſome Atcendauts. Though his Honor 
Was nothing but mutation, I, andthat 
From one bad thing to worſe : Not Frenzie, 
Not abſolute madnefſe could ſo farre have rav'd 
To bring him hcere alone althoughperbaps 
It may be heardat Court, that fuckras we! : 
Cave heere, hunt heere, are Out-lawes, and in time 
May make {ome ſtronger head, the which he hearing, 
(As it is like him) might breake our, and ſweare 
Heel'd fetch us in, yet is't not probable 
Tocome alone , = / an heſo undertaking, 
Or they ſo ſuffering : then on good ground we feare, 
If wedofearcthis body hath a taile 
More perillous then the hcad- 
Arvy, Let Ord'nance 
Come as the Gods fore-ſay it : howſoere, 
My Brother hath done yell. 
Bel. I had no minde 
To hunt this day: * The Boy Fideles fickneſſe 
Did make my way long forth. 
Gui. With his ownc Sword, 
Which hedid wave 2gainſt my throat, I havetane 
His head from him: ie throw'tintothe Crecke 
Behinde our Rocke, and let ittothe Sea, 
And tell the Fiſhes, hce's the Queenes Sonne, Ceren, 
That's all I reake, Exits 
Bel, 1 feare twill be reveng'd : 
Would (Polidore) thou had'{t not done't: though valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 
eArvi, Would I had done't : 
So the Revenge alone purſu'de me : Polidore 
I love thee brotherly, bat envy much 
Thou haſt robb'd me of this deed : I would Revenges 
Thar poſlible ſtrength might meet, wold ſecke us through 
And putus to our anſwer. 
Bel. Well, tis done : 
Wee'l hunt no more to day, nor ſeeke for danger 
Where there'sno profit. thee to our Rocke, | 
Youand Fadele play the Cookes : Ile 
Till haſty Pe4iaore returne, and bring him 
Todinner preſently, 
Arti. Pore bcke Fidele, 
Ile willingly to bim, to gaine his colour, 
Il'dleta pariſh of ſuch { Zoreve blood, 
And praiſe my ſelfe for charity, 
Bel. Oh thou Goddeſle, 
Thou divine Nature; thy ſclfe thor blazon'ſt 
In theſe two Princely Boycs : they are as gentle 
As Zephires blowing beiow the Violer, 
Not wagging his ſweet head ; and yet,as rough 
(Their Royall blood enchaf'd) as the rud*ſt winde, | 
Thar by the top doth take the Mountaine Pine, { 
And make him ſtoope to th'Yaile., Tis wonder 


Exit. 


To Royalty unlearn'd, Honor untaught 
Civility not ſcene from other : valour | 


That wildly growes in them: but yeelds a crop 
As if it had beene ſow'd : yer ſtill it's ſtrange 
What {Tetens being heere tous portends, | 
Or what his death will bring us. 
Emer Gmuiderius , 
Gui: Where's my Brother * __ 


—_— 
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I have ſent Clorens Clot-pole downethe (treame; 
In Embaſſic to his Mother ; his Bodie's hoaſtage 
For his rerurne. Solemn HMuſicke, 
Sel. My ingenuous Inſtrument, ' 
(Hearke Palidore)ic ſounds : but what occaſion 
Hath Cadwa! now to give it motion ? Hearke, 
Gui. Is he at home? 
Bel. He went hence even now- 
Gui. What does he meanc? 
Since death of my dear'ſt Mother 
It did not ſpeake before. All ſolemne things 
Should anſwer ſolemne Accidents. The matter ? 
Triumphes for nothing, and lamenting Toyes, 
Is jollity for Apes, and greete tor Boycs. 
Is { adwall mad ? 
Emer Arwiragis, with Imogen dead, bearing 
in hu ec Armes. 
Bet. Lookeyheerc he comes, 
And brings the dire occaſion his Armes, 
Of what we blame him for. 
Arvi. The Bird is dead 
That we have made ſo much on- I had rather 
Have skipt from ſixtcene yeares of Age, to ſixty: 
To havcturn'd my leaping time intoa Crutch, 
Then have ſcene this, 
Gas. Oh ſweeteſt, faireſt Lilly t 
My Brother weares thee not the one halfe ſo well, 
As when thou grew'[tthy ſeite. 
Bel.Oh melancholl 8 . 
Who ever yet cou!d ſonnd thy bottome? Fince 
The Ooze, to ſhew that Coalt thy fluggiſh care 
Might cafileſt harbour in. Thou bleſſed thing. 
Iove knowes what man thou mighr'ſt have made :butT, 
Thou dyed'lt a moſt rare Boy, of Melancolly. 
How found you hi ? 
Arvi. Starke, as you ſee : 
Thus fmiling as{ome Fly had tickled flumber, 
Not as deaths dart being laugh'd at: his right Checke 
Repoſing on a Cuſhion. 
Gui. Where? 
© wands Pe 
is armesthus leagu'd , I thought he feprt, and put 
My clowted mos ah from off ay feet, wyolerndeneſſe 
Anſwer'd my (teps too lowd, 
Gui, Why he but leepes : 
If he be gone; hee'l make his Grave a Bed : 
With Female Facrics will his Tombe be haunted, - 
And Wormes will not come tothee. 
Aras. With fayreſt Flowers 
Whil't Sominer laſts, and I live heere, Fidele, 
Ie ſweeten thy fad grave : thou (halt nor lacke 
The Flower that's like thy face. Pale-Primroſe,nor 
The azur'd Hare-bell, like thy Veines : no nor 
The leafe of Eglantine, whom not to flander. . 
Out-ſweerned not thy breath : the Raddocke would 
With Charicable bill (Oh bill ſore ſhaming 


Without a Monument) bring thee allthis, 
Yea, and furr'd Moſſe beſides. W hen Flowresare ncne 
To winter-ground thy Coarſe——— 
Gas. Prythee have done, 
And do not play in Wench-like words with that 
Which isſo ſerious. Let us bury him, 
And not protra& with admiration, what 
1s now due debt, Toth' grave. 
Arni. Say, where ſhall'slay him? 


_— 


Thoſe rich-left-heyres, that lertheir Fathers lye : 


| 


Gui. By good Exriphile, our Mother. 
Arsi. Bee'tlo: 
And let us (Polidore) though now our yoyces 
Have got the manniſh cracke, ſing him to'th* ground 
Ag once to our Mother : ule like note;and words, 
Save that Emriphile, muſt be Fidete. 
Gus, Caawal, 
I cannot ſing : Ile weepe, and word it withithee , 
For Notes of ſorrow, out of tune, arc worte 
Then Prieſts, and Vanes that lye. 
Arui. Wee'l ſpeake itthen. | 
Zel, Great greefes | ſce med'cine the lefſe, For Cloten 
Is quite forgot, He wasa Queenes Sonne, Boyes, 
And though he came our Enemy, reme 
He was paid for that ; though meane, and mighty rotting 
Together have one duſt, yet Reverence 
(That Angell of the world)d oth make diſtinion 
Of place twixt highand low. Our Foe was Princely, 
And though you tooke his life, as being our Foc, 


.| Yetbury him, as a Prince. 


Gi. Pray thee fetch him hither, 
Theres body is as good as Ajax, 
W hen neyther are are alive. 
Arn. If you'l go fetch him, 
Wee'l ſay our Songthe whilſt : Brother begin. 
Gui. Nay Cadwal, we muſtlay his head to th 'Eaſt, 
My Father hath a reaſon for't. 
eArus. Tis fruc. 
Gai. Come onthen, and remoye him. 


Arms. $0, begin. 
* SONG. 


Guid. Feare n2 more the heate oh San, 
Nor the furions Wmters rages, 
T how thy worldly tatke haſt dowe, 
Home art gon, and raxe thy wager. 
Golden Lads, and Girles all as; 
As (nmney-$ come to duit, 
Arvi. Feare nomore the fromnev'th' Great, 
Thus art paſt the Tirants ftroaks, 
Care ns more to cloath and cate, 
T » thee the Reede is as the O ake * 
The Scepeer, , Phiſiche mui}, 
All follow thu and come to duſt. 
Guid. Feare no more the Laghtnung flaſh. 
Arvi. Nor th' all dreaded T headerſtone. 
Gui. Feare no ſlander, Cenſwreraſh. 
Arvi. Thow bait finiſa'd loy and mone, 
Both. Al Lovers young, all Lovers muſt, 
Conſigne to thee and comets du#?, 
Guid, No E xorciſer harme the, 
Arvi. Nor no witch-craft tharme ther, 
Guid, Ghoft wnlaid for beave thee. 
Arvi. XN pthing ill come neere thee. 
Both. © wier con/ummazion have, 
And renowned be thy grave. 
Enter Belarins with the body of (lotew, 
Gus. We have done our oblcquies: 
Comelay him downe. 

Bel, Heere'sa few Flowres, but about midnight more: 
The hearbes that have on them cold dew 0'th' wghr 
Are {trewings fit'tt for Graues : upon their Faces. 
You were as Flowres, now wither'd : evenſo 
Theſe Herbelers ſhall, which we upon you ſtrew-. 
Come on away, apart upon our knees: 

Theground that gave them firſt, ha's them againe : 
Their pleaſures here are paſt, ſo are their paine, Exewne 


—_— 


i =_ —— — 


k —C 


Faw The Tragedieaf Gmbeline, 


| ———d | Succeſſetoth' Roman hoaſt. 

Yes Sir, to Milford-Haven , which is the way ? Lac, Dreameofrenſo, 
I thanke you: by yond buſh ? pray how farre thither ? And never falſe. Soft hoa, what trunkeis heere? 
"Ods pittikins : can it be ſixc mile yet ? Without his top ? T he ruine ſpeakes, that ſometime 


1 mvcgearel ieht : *Faith, Ile lye downe, and ſleepe» | It wasa worthy building- How ?a Page? 
But ſoft ; no llow ? Oh Gods, and Goddefles | Sr errohges im ? But dead rather - 


Thelc Flowers arelike the pleaſures of the World ; For Naturedothabhore to make his bed 

This bloody man the care on't. I hope I dreame: With tbe defun&, or ſleepe upon the dead. | 
For ſo I thought I wasa Cave-keeper, Let's ſee the Boy@face. 

And Cooke to honeſt Creatures. Buttisnot ſo: Cay. Hee's alive my Lord, 

Twas but a bolt of nothing, ſhotat nothing, Lac. Hee'l theninſtrut us of his body » Young one, 
Which the Braine makes of Fumes. Our very eyes, Informe us of thy Fortunes, for it ſcemes 

Are ſometimes like our Indgements, blinde. Good faith | T hey crave to be demanded : who is this 

I tremble ſtill with feare: but it there be Thou mak'ſt thy bloody Pillow ? Or who was he 

Yet left in heaven, as ſmall a drop of pitty That (otherwiſe then noble Nature did) 

As a Wrenseye; fear'd Gods, apart of it. Hath alter'd that good piAure ? What's thy intereſt 
The Dreame's heere ti!l ; even when I wake iris In this ſad wracke ? How cam't? Who is'c? 

Without me, as within me : not imagin'd,felt; W hat artthou ? k 

A headkfle man? The Garments of Poitbamns ? Two. ] am nothing :@ if not; 


I know the ſhape of s Legge : this is his Hand : Nuthingto be were better : This was my Maſter, 
His Foote Mercuriall : his martiall Thigh A very valiant Britaine, and a good, 
The brawnes of Hercwles : but his loviall face—— .| Thar here by — flaine: Alas, 

er 


1} Murther in heaven? How ?'tis gone, Piſanio, There are no more ſuch s: | may wander | 
All Curſes madded Hecwuba gave the Greekes, From Eaſt to Occident, cry out for Service,,| 4 
And mire to boot, be darted onthee : thou Try many, all good : ſerve truly z never 
Conſpir'd with that Irregulous divell Clren, | Fince ſuch another Maſter. 

Hath heere cut 6 my Lord. To write, andread, Luc, 'Lacke, good youth: b: 
Be henceforth treacherous, Damn'd Psſanio Thou mov*ſt no kſſe with thy complaining, then 
 Hath with his forged Letters (damn'd Fſanio) Thy Maſter in bleeding: ſay bis name, good Friend, 


From this molt bravelt veſſell of the world | mo. Richard du Champ : If 1 doe lye, and doe 
Strooke the maine top ! Oh Poſthuwws, alas, 'No harme by it, though the Gods heare,I hope | 
| Where is thy head? where's that ? Aye me ! wher's that | They'l pardon it. Say you Sir? 


Piſanis might have kill'd thee at the Luc, Thy name? 
And left this head on. How ſhould this be, Piſanio? Imo, Fidele Six. 
Tis he, and C/oter , Malice,and Lucre in them Luc. Thou doo'ſt approve thy ſelfe the very ſame : 


Have laid this Woe heere. Ohtis pregnant, pregnant | | Thy name well fits thy Faithzthy Faith, thy Name: 
The Drugge he gave me, which he {aid was —ecionſs Wilt rake thy chance with me? I will not ſay 


And Cordiall to me, have I not;found it Thou ſhalt beſo well maſter'd, but beſure 

Murd'rousto'th' Scnſes? That conffrines it home ; Nolefſe belou'd The Romane Emperors Letters 

This is Psſamo's decde , and Clotew : Oh [ Sent by a Conſull to me, ſhould no ſooner 

Give colour to my pale cheeke with thy blood, Then thine owne worth preferre thee: Go with me. 

That we the horrider may ſeeme to thoſe | Tow. lle follow Sir. But firſt , an'tpleaſethe Gods, 

| Which chaceto finde us; Oh, my Lord! my Lord! Ile hide my Maſter from the flyes as | 
Enter Lucius, ( aptaints, and 4 Soothſayer, Astheſe poore Pickaxes can digge ; and when 

Cap. Tothem, the Legionsgarriſon'd in Gallia With wild wood-leaves & weeds, I ha* ftrew'd his grave 

Afﬀeer your will, have crolt the Seca, attending And on it ſaid a Century of prayers, 

You hecre at Milford-Haven, with you Shippes : _ (Such as I can ) twice ore, Ile weepe, and fighe, 

They arc in readineſſe. And leaving ſo his ſorvice, follow you, 
Lxc. But what from Rome? Sopleaſe you entertaine me. 
Cap. The Senate hath itirr'd up the Confiners, Lac. 1good youth, . 

And Gentlemen of Italy, molt willing Spirits, And rather Father thee, then Maſter thee : My Friends, 

That promiſe Noble Service : and they come The Boy hath taught us manly duties; Let us 

Vnder the Condutt of bold Jachimo, Find outtke prettieſt DazicdPlot we can, 

| Syemns's Brother. And make him with our Pjkesand Partizans 

Luc. When expe you them ? A Grave ; Come, Arme him:Boy heispreferr'd - | 
Cap, With the next bencfit o'th' winde. By thee, to us, and he ſhall be interr'd | 
Luc, This forwardneſſc As Souldierscan.Be cheereful wipethine eyes, 


Makes our hopes faire« Command ourpreſent numbers | Some falles are meanes the happierto ariſe. — Exexx, 
| Be muſtered, bid the Captaines looke too't. Now Sir, 
W hat have you dream'd of late of this warres purpoſe. : 
{ Sooth, Laſt nightthe very Gods ſhew'd me a viſion | Scana Tertia. | 
| ( feaſt, and pray'd for their Intelligence) thus : G 

faw loves Bird, the Roman Eagle wing'd _ — 


A 


| From the ſpungy South, to this part of the Weſt, Emter ('ymbeline, Lords, and Piſenio, | 
There vaniſh'd inthe Sun-beames, which portends Cym. Againe: and bring me word bow tis with her, 
(Vnleſlc my Sinnes abuſe my Divination) A Feavour with the abſence of her Sonne; | 


A 


cm y”  __ 
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' A madnefle, of which her life's in danger : Heavens, 
How dceply you at once do touch me. /wmogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone : My Queene 
Vpon adefperaa bed, and in atime 
W hen fearefull Warres point at me : Her Sonne gone, 
So needfull for his preſent ? Ic ſtrikes me, me, palt 
The hope of comfort. Burt for thee, Fellow, 
Waoneeds mult know of her departure, and 
| Dolt ſeeme ſo ignorant, wee'l entorce It from thee 
By a ſharpe Torture. 

Pife Sir my life is youts, Bs 
I humbly ſet itat your will : But for my Miſtris, 
I nothing know where ſhe remaines: why gone, | 
Nor whenſhe purpoſes returne, Belcech your Highnes, 
Hold me your loyall Servant. 

Lord. my Liege, 
The day that ſhe was miſſing, he was heere ; 
I dare be bound hee's true, and ſhall performe 
All parts of his ſubje&ion loyally. For Clores, 
There wants nodiligence in ſeeking him, 
And will no doubt be found, 

{ym. The time istroubleſome : 
Wee'l ſlip yon for a ſeaſon, but with jelouſic 
Do's yet depend. 

Lord. Sopleaſe your Majeſty, | 
The Romane Leg ions all from Gallia drawne, 
Are landed on your Coaſt, with ſupply 
Of Romane Gentlemen, by the Senate ſent; 

Cym, Now for the Counſaile of mySonand Queene, 
I amvamaz'd with matter, 

Lord. Good my Liege, 
Your preparation can aftront no lefle (ready: 
Then whiat you heare of. Come more, for more you're 
The want is, but to put theſe powers in motion, 
1 That long to move - 

(ym. lthanke you : lets withdraw 
And meete the Time, as it ſeekes us, We feare not 
W hart can from Iraly annoy us, but 
We greeve at chances heere. Away. 

Pif. I heard no Letter from my Maſter,fince 
I wrote him /moges was flaine. Tis [trange: 
Nor heare I from my Milſtris, whodid promiſe 
Toyceld me often tydings. Neither know I 
W hat isbetide to Chron, but remaine 
Perplextin all, The Heavens ſtill muſt worke : 
Wherein I am falſe, I am honeſt : not trne, to be true. 
Theſe preſent warres ſhall tindeI love my Country, 
Even to the note o'th' King, or Ile fall in them : 
All other doubts, by rimelet them be cleer'd, 
Fortune brings in ſome Boats, thatare not ſteer'd; Exif 


E xenut. 


| — _ — — —_ —  -- - — 


Scana Quarta, 
Enter Belarina, Gniderims, & Arviraga. 
G#s. The noyſe is round ubout us. 


Bel. Let us from it. ; 
| vi. Whartpleafure Sir, finde we in life, tolocke1t 
From Aion, and Adventure?, 

Gui. Nay, what hope : 
Hare we in hiding us ? This waythe Romaines 
Muſt, or for Britaines ſlay us or receive us 
For barbarous and unnaturall Revolts 
During their uſe, ahd ſlay us after. 


—_— 


Bel. Sonnes, | 
Wee'l higher to the Mountaines, there ſecure us 
Tothe Kings party there's no going - newneſle 
Ot Clerens death (we being not knowne, not muſter'd 
Amo1g the Bands) may driveusto a render 
W here we have liv'd; and fo extort fromsthat 
Which we have done, whoſeanſwer would be death 
Drawne on his Torture. 

_ G#5. Thisis (Sir) adouber 
n {uch a time, nothing becomming you, 
Nor fatisfying us. 
Arvi, Itisnot likely, 
That when they heare their Roman horſes neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd Fires; have both their eyes 
And cares ſo cloyd importantly as now, 
That they will waſte their time upon our note, 
To know from whence we are, 

Bel. Oh, I am knowne 

Ot many inche Army : Many yeeres 

(Though Chrew then but young ) you ſee, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And beſides, the King 
Hath not deſerv'd my Service, nor your Loves, 
Who finde in my Exile, che want of Breeding; 
The certainty of this bard life, aye hopeleſſe 
To have the courteſie your Cradle promis'd, 
But to be ſtill hor Summers Tanlings, and 
The ſhrinking Slaves of Winter. 

G #i. Then beſo, 
Betrertoccaſeto be. Pray Sir, to'th Army : 
I, and my Brother are not knowne; your ſcife 
So out of thought, and thereto ſo ore-growne, 
" Cannot be queitiond, ; 

Aras. By this Sunne that ſhines 
Tle thither : v-hat thing is it, that I never 
Did ſee man dye, ſcar{eever look'd on blood, 

But that of Coward Hares, hot Goats, and Veniſon ? 
Never beſtrid a Horſe fave one, that had 
A Rider like my ſelfe, whone're woreRowell, 
Nor Iron on his heele ?I am aſham'd 
To looke upon the holy Sunne, to have 
The benefit of bis bleſt Beames, remaining 
So long a poore unknowne, 
Gui. By heavens lle go, 
If you will blefſe me Sir, and give me leave, 
Ite take the berrer care ; but but if you will nor, 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
| The handsof Romanes. 
Arms. So ſay I, Amen. 
Bel, Noreaſon I (fince of your lives you ſet 
Soflight a valuation) ſhould referue 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you Boyes: 
If in your Country warres you chance todye, 
That is my Bed too(Lads)and there llelye. 
Lead, lead; thetimeſcemes long, their blood thinks ſcorn 
Till it ye our, and ſhew them Princes borne. Exenar. 


eAtus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


| Emer Poithumns alone. 
Peft, Yeabloody cloth , Ile keep thee : for I am wiſht 
Thou ſhouldſt be colour'd thus. You married ones, 
| If each of you ſhould take this courſe, how many 
Muſt murther Wives much better then themſclves 


— tl—— —_ 
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For wrying bur a little ? Oh Py/ano, 

Every good Servantdo's notall Commands : 

No Bond, but to doc jtrſt ones. Gods, it you 

Should have tane yengeance on my faults, | never 

Had liv'd toput on this : ſo had you ſaved 

Thenoble Imogen to repent, and ſtrooke 

Me (wretch) more worth your Vengeance. But alacke, 

You ſnatch trom hence tor lirtle faults; that's love | 

To have them fall no more: you ſome permit 

To {ccond illes with illes, each Elder worle, 

And make them dread it, tothe doers thrift 

But /mogen is your 0ne,do your belt willes, 

And make me bleft to obcy. Iam brought hither 

Amongth' Italian Gentry, and to fight 

Againſt my Ladies Kingdome : Tis enough 

Thar (Britaine) I have kili'd thy Miſtris : Peace, 

 Hlegiveno wound to thee : therefore good Heavens, 
care patiently my purpoſe. Ile diſrobe me 

Ot theſe Italian weedes, and ſuite my ſelte 

As do's a Pritaine Pezaut :* fo Ile fight 

Againſt the partI come with : ſo Ile dye 

For thee (O Imogen )even for whom my life 

Is every breath, a death : and thus unknowne, 


My ſelfe Ile dedicate. Ler me make men know 
' More valour in me, then my habits ſhoiv. 
Gods, put the flrengrh o'th' Zeonatiin me : 

To ſhame the guize o'th* world, I will begin, 
The faſhion lefſe withour, and more within, Exit. 


—— — RO  — Me ee ee EE. LEND. LED END 


Scena Secunda. 


—  —— — 


Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and the Romane Army at one doore : 

and the Briteine Army at another : Letnatuu Poſthumus 
following like a poore Souldxer. They martch over , and goe 
ont. Then enter agaone in Þ Arad lachimo and Peithe- 
mus : be vanquiſheth and diſermeth Tachinso , and then 


leaves him. 


Iac. The heavineſſe and guilt within my boſome, 
Takes off my manhood: I have belycd a Lady, 
The Princeſle of this Country ; and the ayre on't 
Revengingly enfeebles me, or could this Carle, 
| A very drudgeof Natures, haveſubdu'de me | 
In mv profeilion ? Knighthoods, and Honors borne 
(As Iweare mine)are titles but of ſcorne, 
if that thy Gentry (Britainc) go before 
This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the oddes 
Is, that we ſcarſe are men,and you are Gods. Exit, 
T he Battaile cominues, the Britaines flye, (ymbelins ts 
taken : Then enter to his reſcue, Bellariu ders 
and Arvirage. 
Bel. Sta 1d,ftanc,uwe have the advantage of the ground, 
The Lane is guarded : Nothing rowts us, but 
The villany of our teares. | 
Gui. eArvi. Stand,ſtand and fight. 


| Enter Poſthumus, and ſecond: the Britaines, They reſene 

| Cymbeline, and Excunt, 

| T hen enter Lucius, [achimo, and Imogen. 
Luc. Away boy from the Troopes, and ſave thy ſelfe: | 

For friends kill friends,and the diforder's ſuch 


mma 


Pittied, nor hated, to the face of perill | 


| Are now each one the 


| As warre were hood-winke'd. 


Hac. Tis their freſh ſupplies. 
Lac. It is a day turn'd ſtrangely : or betimes 


Let's re, inforce, or fiys Exenm, 
Scena Tertia. 
Emer Pefthnmus, and a Britaine Lod. 


Loy. Cam'(t thou from where they made the ſtand? 
Poſs. Idid. 

Though yeu it ſecmes come from the Fliers? 
Zo. Idid 


Poſt. Noblamebeto you Sir , for all was loſt, 
But that the Heavens fought : the King himſelfe 
Of his wings deſtitute, the Army broken, 
And butthe backes of Britainesſeene; all flying 
Through a ſtraight Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the Tongue with ſlaught'ring: having worke 
More plentifull, then Toolestodoo'r : ſtroke downe 
Some mortally,ſome {lightly touch'd, ſome falling 
Meerely through teare, that the ſtrait paſſe was damm'd 
With deadmey, hurt behinde, and Cowards living 
Todye with length'ned ſhame, 

Lo. Where was this Lane ? 

Peſt. Cloſe by the batrell,ditch'd,& wall'd with turph, 
W hich gaveadvantage to an ancient Soldiour | 
(An honeſt one I warrant) who deſferu'd 
Solong a breeding, as his white beard came to, 
In doing this fur's Country. Athwart the Lane, 
He, withtwo ſtripliogs (Lads more like to run 
The Country bale, then tocommit ſuch ſlaughter, 
With faces fir for Maskes, or rather fayrer 
T hen thoſe for preſcrvation cas'd, or ſhame) 
Made good the paſſage, cryed to thoſe that fled, 
Our Br taines hearts dye flying , not our men, 
Todarkeneſle fleete ſoules that fliye backwards; ſtand, 
Or we arc Remancs, and will give you thac 
Like bealits, which you ſhun beaſtly, and may ſave 
But tolocke baci.e in frowne : Stand, ſtand. Theſe three, 
Threethouſand confident, ina as many : 
Forthree percformersare the File,whenall 
The reſt donothing. With this word ſtand, ſtand, 
Accommodated by the Place; more Charming 
Withtheir owne Nobleneſſe, which cou!d have turn'd 
A Diftaffe, toa Lance, guilded pale lookes; 
Part ſhame, part ſpirit renew'd,that ſome turn'd coward 
But by example (Oh a ſince in Warre, 
Damn'd1n the firſt beginners) ganto looke 
The way that thcy did, and to grinlike Lyons 
Vpon the Pikes o'<h' Hunters, Then beganne 
A ſtop i'th* Chaſer ; a Retyre : Anon 
A Rowt,confuſion thicke: forthwith they fiye 
Chickens, the way which they _ Eagles : Slaves 
The ſtrides the ViRtors made 2 and now our Comards 
Like Fragmentsin hard Voyages became 
The life o'th' nced : having found the backe doore open 
Of the unguarded hearts : heavens, how Soy wound, 
Some laine before, ſome dying; ſome their Friends 
Ore-borne i'th' former wave, ten chac'd by one, 
cr-man of twenty ; 
Thoſe that wonld dye, or cre reſiſt, are growne 
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Lord, This was ſtrange chance : | Groane ſo in perpetuity, then becur'd 
A narrow Lane, an old man,and two Boyes. By th'ſure Phy itian, Death ; who isthe key 
Po#t, Nay, doe not wonder at it : youare made T'unbarre theſe Lockes.My conſcience ghou art fetter'd 
Rather to wonder at the things you heare, More then my ſhanks,and wriſts:you good gods give me 
Then to worke any. Will you Rime vpon ty The penitent in{trument to picke that Bolt, 
And vent it for a Mock'ry ? here 1s one : Then free for ever. Is enough I am ſorry ? 
«Two 'F ojes, an Oldman (twice 4 Boy) a Lane, So Children temporall fathers doe appeale ; 
«Preſert a the Britaines, was the Roman esbane, Gods are more full of mercy. Mult I repent, 
Lord. Nay, be not angry Sir. I cannot doe it better then in Gyves, 
Poit Lacke, to what cad? Defir'd, more then conſtrain'd, to fatisfe 
" Whodares not ſtand his Foe, ile be his friend : If of my freedome tis the maine part, take + 
F or if he'll doe, as he is made co doe, No ſtricter render of me,then my All. 
I know he'll quickly flve my friendthip too, I know you arc more clement then vild men, 
You have putme into Rime, © W ho of their broken Debtorstake a third, 
Lerd. Farewell, you'reangry. Exit, | A ſixt, A tenth, letting them thrive againe 
Poft. Still going ? This isa Lord : Oh Noble miſery | Ontheir abatement ; thatsnot my dehire. 
To be ith' acid, and aske what newes of me: For [moyexs deere life, take mine, and though 
To day, how many would have given their honors Tisnor to deere, yet tisa life , you coyn'd it, 
To have ſav'd their Carkailes ? Tooke heele rodov't, Tweene man, and man, they waigh not every ſtampe : 
And yet dyed too, I, in mine owne wore charin'd, Thou light, take Peeces for the figures ſake, 
Could not find death, where I did heare him groane, ( Yourather) mine being yours : and ſogreat Poyrres, 
Nor fecle him where he ſtrooke. Bcing an ugly Monſter | If you will take this Audit, take this life, 
Tis ſtrange he hides him in freſh Cups,toft Beds, And cancell thoſe cold Bonds, Oh Imogen, 
Sweet words; or hath moe miniſters then we lle ſpeake tothee in ſilence. 
That draw his knives i'th' War. Well | will finde him: 
For being now a Favourer to the Britaine, Solemne Muhcke, Enter (as itt an Apparition) Sicillins Lee- 
No more a Britaine, I have reſum'd againe natua, Father to Poſt hurnn an old man,attyred like a war- 
The part I came in. Fight I will no more, riowr, leading im hu hand an antient Matron (hit wife, and 
But yeeld me to the verieſt Hind, that ſhall CHMother to Poithumus ) with MMuſicks before thers, Then 
Once touch my ſhoulder. Great the ſlaughter is after other Maſiche, followes the two young Leonati (Bro- | | 
Heere made by*th*Romane ; great the an{wer be thers to Poſt umus )with wounds as they dyedin the warres, | 
Britaines muſt take, For me, my Ranſomes death, They cwcle Poſtbumus round as he tyes ſleeping. 
On eyther ſide | come to tpend my breath ; + 
W hich neither heere Ile keepe, nor beare agen, Sicil. No more thou Thunder-Maſter . 
Butend it by ſome meanes for /mogen. ſhew thy ſpight, on Mortall Syes : 
Enter two (aptaines, azd Souldiers, With Mars fall out, with /wno chide, that thy Adulteries * | 


1 Great Jupiter be prais'd, Luci is taken, Rates, and Revenges. 


| Tis thought the old man, and his ſonnes, were Arigels. | Hathmy poore Boy done oughtbut well, 
2 i here was a fourth man, in a filly havir, whoſe face I never ſaw: 
That gave th'Aﬀront with them, Idy'de whitſt inthe Wombe he ſlaide, 
x Sotis reported : attending Natures Law. 
But none of em can be found. Stand, who's there? W hoſe Father then (as men report, 
Poſt. A Roman, thou Orphanes Father art) 
Who had notnow beene drooping hcere, if ſeconds Thou fhouldſt have bin, and ſheeld cd him, 
Had anſwer'd him. from this earth-vexing ſmart, 
2 Lay havds on him : a Dogge, Moth, Lacina lent not me her ayde, 
Alcgge of Rome ſhall not rcturne to rell but tooke me in my Throwes, 
W hat Crowes have peckt them here;he brags his ſervice | That from me was Foſthum ript, 
As it he were of norte : bring him to th'King, came crying monglt his Foes. 
Enter (ymbeline, Belarins, Guiderins, Aruiragus, Piſanio, | Athing of pitty, 
| and Romane Captives. The Captaines preſent Poſihumus to Siri. Great Nature like his Anceſtry, 
Cymbeline, who dilvvers him over toa Gaoler, moulded the ſtuffe fo faire : 
That he diſerv'd the praiſe oth* World, 
Ft, cy _ Srila heyre. © | 
| | 1 Bro. When once he was mature for man. 
Scena Quarta. in Britaine where was be 
Eb OO ee nie nd -— |} That could ſtand up his parallel!? 
or fruitfull objec be 2 
Enter Poilbumus, and Gaoler, Incye of Imogen, that beſt 
| Gas. You ſhall not now be ſtolne, could deeme his dignity . 
You have lockes upon you : Moth. With Marriage wherefore was he mockt 
So graze,as you finde Paſture. robe exil'd, and throwne 
2 Gao. I,or aſtomacke. From Leona's Seate, and ca(t 
Feſt, Moſt welcome bondage : {or thouart a way from her his deereſt one : - | 
(I thinke) toliberty : yertam [ better Sweet _— | 


Then onethats ficke o'th'Gowr, ſince he hadrather | Sici. Why did you ſuffer Jachims, flight ching of Italy, 
n Ke ; - __ | 


1 Expreſfle Impatience, leſt you ſtirre up mine : 
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To taint hisnobler hart and braine,with necdieſſe jeloufie 


' And to become the geeke and {corne oth'others villany ? 


2 Bro, For this, from tiller Scats we came, 
; our Parents, and us twainc, 
That ſtriking in our Countries cauſe, 
tcllbravcly, and were laine, 
Our Fealty,and Texanix right, with honor to maintaine, 
8 Bro, Like hardimcnt Poſthumu bath 
to (ymbelineperform'sd ; journ'd 
Then /wpiter, thou King of gods, why haſtthouthus2d- 
The Graces for her Mcrits | #17 Bog all todolors turn'd? 
Sics. Thy Chriſtall window ope ; looke out 
no longer excrciſc 


Vpona valiant Race, thy harſh, and potent injuries: 


Aoth. Since (epiter) our Son is good, 

take off his miteries. 

Sic. Pcepe through thy Marble Manſion, helpe, 

or we poore Lhoſts willcry ; 

To*th'ſhining Syrod of the reſt, againſt thy Deity, 
Bre. Helpe (7wpuer) or we appcale, 

and from thy jultice flyc. 

Tupiter deſcends in Thunder and Lightning, futing 1p31! an 
Eagle; he thrower a Thunder-bolt, The Ghofts fall on their 
knees. 

/#p, No more you petty Spirits of Regionlow 
Ottend our hearing : huſh. H ow dare you Ghoſtes 
Accuſc the Thunderer, whoſe Bult (you know) 
Sky-planted, batters all rebe}ling Coalts. 

Poore ſhadowes of Elizium, hunce, and reſt 

Vpon your never-withering bankes of Flowres, 

Be not with mortall accidents opprelt, 

No care of yours 1t is, you know tis ours. 

W hom belt I love, I crofle : to make my guif; 

The more delay'd, delighted. Be content, 

Your low-laid Sonne, our god head will uplift : 

His comforts thrive, his Trialls well are ſpent : 

Our loviall Starre reign'd at his Birth, and in 

Our Temple was he marricd : Rifc, and fade, 

He ſhall be Lord of Lady meger, 

And happier much by his Afiction made 

This Tablet lay upon his breſt, wherein 

Our pleaſure, his full Fortune, doth confine, 

And ſoaway : no farther with your dinne 


Mount Eagle, to my Palace Chriſtalline. Aſcenas. 
Sicil. He came in Thunder, his Celeſtiall breath 
Was ſulphurous to ſmell : the holy Eagle 
Stoop'd, asto foote us : his Aſcenſion is 
More ſwcet then our bleſt fields: his Royall Bird 
Pruncs thc immortall wing, and cloycs his Beake, 
As wh.n his god is pleas'd. 
eAll. Thankes Iwpiter, 
$5cs, The Marble Pavement clozes, he isenter'd 
His radiant Roofe : Away, and to be bleſt 
Let us with care performe his great beheſt, Vamſh, 
PoRt. Sicepe, thou baſt bin a Grandfire, and begot 
A Father ro me : and thou haſt created 
A Mother, and two brothers. But (ob ſcorne) 
Gone, they went hence ſo ſoone as they were borne ; 
And ſol am awake. Poore Wretches, that depend 
OnGreat:eſle, Favour ; Dreame as I have done, 
Wake, ard hnd nothing. But (alas) I ſwerve ; 
Many Dreame nct to find, neither deſerve, 
And yet are ſteep'd in Favours; ſoam1 
That havethis Go'den chance, and know not why : 
Whar Fayerics haunt this ground? a buoke? Oh rare one, 


Be not, as is our fangled world, aGarment 
Nobler then that ic covers. Let thy «ffs 
So follow, tobe moſt unlike our Courtiers, 


As good, aspromile. 
V Hen as a Lyons whelpe,ſhall to himſec!lfe wnknown 

without ſeekins fixd, and be embrac'd by a pecce 
of tender Ayre : Aud when from a Bately Cedar ſhall be 
Uspt branches, which being dead many yeeres, ſhall after re- 
vive, be joynted to the old Stocke, and fre ſly grow, then 
all P:fthwmus end bt miſcries, Britaine be fortunate, ard 
flour, ſb is Peace and Plent 'Y, 
Tis {till a Dreame : or clic ſuch ſtuffe as Madmen 
Tongue, and braine not : cither both, or nothing, 
Or {enſcleſle ſpeaking, or 3 ſpeaking ſuch 
AS ſenſe cannot untye. Be whar it is, 
The Action of my lite islike it, which Ile keepe 
If but tor ſimpathy. 

Enter Gaoler, 

Gao.Come Sir, are you ready for death? 

Pot, Over-roaſted rather : ready long agoe. 

Gas. Hanging is the word, Sir, it you be ready for that, 
you are well Cook'd. 

Poſt. Soif I provea good repaſt to the SpeRators, the 
diſh payesthe ſhot. 

Gas. A heavy reckoning for you Sir : but the comfort 
is you ſhall becalled to no more payments, feare no more 
Taverne Bils, whichare often the {adneſlc of parting, as 
the procuring of mirth : you come in faint for want of 
mcate, depart reeling with too much drinke : forry that 
you have payed too auch, and forry that you are payed 
roo much : Purſe and Braine, both empty : the braine the 
heavier, for being roolight z3the Purle too light, bein 
drawne of heavineflc. Ohyof this contradiction you ſhall 
now be quit : Ohthe charity of apenny Cord, it ſummes 
up thouſands ina trice : you have no true Debitor, and 
Creditor butit : of whats paſt, is; and to come, the di(- 
charge : your necke(Sir) is Pen, Booke, and Counters :lo 
the Acquitance followes. 

Poſt, lam mcrrier to dyc, then thou artto live, 

Gao. Indeed Sir, he thatſlcepes, feeles not the Tooth» 
Ache : buta man that were te {lcepe your flcepe, and a 
Hangman to helpe him to bed,I thinke he would change 
places with his Oificer : for looke you Sir, you know not 
which way you ſhall goe 

Pe#t. Yes indecd doc I, fellow. 

Gas, Your death haseyes ins head then : 1 have not 
ſecne him fo pitur'd : you mult either be directed by 
ſome that take upon tliem to know, or to mke upen your 
ſelfe that which ! am ſure youdoe not know ; or lump 
the after-enquiry on your owne perill: and how you ſhwll 
{peed in your journies cnd, | thinke yos'll never returne 
totell one. 

Poſt. 1 tell thee, Fellow, there are none want eyes, to 
dire&t them the way I am going, but ſuchas winke, and 
will not uſe them. 

Gao. What an infinite mocke is this, thara man ſhould 
have the belt uſe of eygs, toſcethe way of blindneſle: 1 
am ſure hanging's the way of winking. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

IMeſ. Knocke off his Manacles,bring your Pri{-ner to 
the King. | 
h Poſt. Thou bringſt good newes, I am calld to be made 

ICC. 
Gas, Ile be hang'd then. | 
Poſt. Thou ſhalt be then freer then a Gaolcr ; no 
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{ The Queene is dead. 


| Moſt cruell to her ſelfe. W hat nfeſt, 
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for the dead. Ecxeunt. 

Gas, Vnleſſe a man would marry a Gallowes, and be- | 
get yong Gibbets, I never ſaw one ſo prone: yet on my 
Conſcience, there are verier Knaves deſire to live, for all 
he be a Roman ; and there be ſome of them too that dye 
again(t their willes : ſo ſhould I, if I were one. I would 
we wereall ofone minde, and ene minde good : O there 
were deſolation of _—_ and Cone : Iſpeakea- 

inſt my preſent profit, but my wiſh hath a menc 
= y pretent pronts y "Y Tok 
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Emer Cymbeline, Bellarins, Guiderins, Arvi- 
rags, Toſano, and Lords, 

(Jm.Stand by my (ide you,w hom the Gods have made 
Prelervers of my Throne : woe is my heart, ' 
Thar the poore Souldier that ſo richly fought, 
W hole ragges, tham'd gilded A1mes,whoſe naked breſt 
Stept before Targes of proofe, cannut be found : 
He ſhall be happy that can finde him, it 
Our Grace can make him ſo. 

Bed. I never ſaw 
Such Noble fury in ſo poore a Thing ; 
Such precious deeds, in one that promiſt nought 
But beggery, and poore lookes. 

Cym. Notydings of him ? FE 

Piſa. He hath bin ſcarch'd among the dead,and living, 
Bur no trace of him, ; 

Cym. To my gricle, I am 
The heyre ofthis Reward, which I will adde 
Toyou (the Liver, heart, and Braine of Britaine 
By whom (1 grant) ſhelives. Tis now the tune 
To aske of whence you are. Report it. 

Bel. Sir, . 
In Cambria are we borne, and Gentlemen : 
Further to boaſt, were neither true, nor modeſt, 
Vnleſſc I adde, weare honeſt. 

Cym. Bow your knees : 
Ariſc my Knights oth Battell, I create you 
Companions toour perſon, and will ht you 
With Digoities becomming your eſtates. 

Enter (ornelina and Ladies. 
There's buſineſle in theſe faces : why ſo ſadly 
Grect your our ViRory ? youlooke like Romances, 
And not oth Court of Britaine. 
Corn. Hayle great King, 

Toſowre your happineſſe, I muſt report 


Cym. Whom worſe thena Phyſitian 
Would this report become ; but I conſider, 
By Med'cine life may be prolong'd, yet death 
Will ſeize the Dotor too, How ended ſhe ? 
#. With horror, madly dying, like her lite, 
W hich (being cruell to the world) concluded 


I will report, ſo pleaſe you. Thele her Women 
Can trip me, if 1 erre, who with wet checkes 
Were »reſent when (he finiſh'd. 
Cym. Prethee fay. : 
Corn. Firſt, ſhe confecſt ſhe never lov'd you : onely 
AﬀeSed Greatnefle got by you : not you : 
Mrucd your Royalty, was wife to your place: 


— 
—_— 


P——— 
—_ 


—_— 


| For my peculiar care. This one thing vnely 
| Let him beranſom'd: Never Maſter had 
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Abhorr'd your perſon. 
Cym. > warner this ; 
And but ſhe ſpoke it dying, I would not 
Beleeve her lips in opening it. Proceed, 
4 own. Your daughter, whom ſhe bore in hand 
With tuch integrity, ſhe did confelle . 
Was as a Scorpion to her fight, whoſelife 
(But that her fight prevented it) ſhe had 
Tane oft by poyton. 
Cym. O molt dclicare heftd ! 
Who ist can readea Woman ? is there more ? - 
Corn, More Sir, and worſe, She did confeſſe ſhe had 
For you a mortall Minerall, which being tooke, 
Should by the minute feede on life, and lingring, 
By inches waſte you. In which time, ſhe purpos'd » 
By watching, weeping, tendance, killing, to 
Orecome you with her ſhew : yes and intime 
(When ſhe had fitred you with her craft, to worke 
Her Sonne into th'adoption of the Crowne : 
Bur fayling of her a his (trange abſence, 
Grew ſhainclefle deſperate, open'd (in deſpight 
Of heaven, and Men) her purpoſes : repente 
Theevils ſhe batch'd, were not effeted : ſo 
Diſpayring, dycd. 
Cym. Heard ou all this, hzr Women? 
Lad. We did, ſopleaſe your highneſle, 
Cym. Mine eyes 
Were not in faulr, for ſhe was beautifull : 
Mine earesthat hcare her flattery,nor my heart. 
Thar thought her like her ſeeming. It had beene vicious 
To have miſtruſted her : yer (Oh my Daughter) 
That it was folly in me, thou maytt ſay, 
And prove it in thy fecling. Heaven mend all. 
Enter Lucins, lachimo, and other Roman priſoners, 
Leonats brhind, and Imogen, 
Thou comm'ſt not Caims now for Tribute, that 
The Briraines have rac'd out, though with the loſſe 
Ot many abold one : whole Kinſmen have made ſuite 
That their good (oules may be appeas'd, with ſlaughter 
Of you their Captives, which our ielfe have granted, 
So thinke of your eltate, | | 
Lac. Conlider fir, the chance of Warre, the day 
Was yours by accident ; had it gone with us, 
We ſhould not when the blood was cool, have threatned 
Our Priſoners with the Sword. Burt ſince the gods 
Will have ic chus, that nothing bur our lives 
May be call'd ranſome, letit come : liuhceth, 
A Roman, with a Romans heart can {utter : 
Anguftuc lives tothinke on't : and ſo much 


tolove 
£ 


I will entreate, my Boy (a Britaine borne) 


A Page fo kinde, ſoduteous, diligent, 
So tender over his occaſions, true, 
So _ ſo —_— ; let his _— zoyne 
With m , which Ile make bold, your highnefſe 
Cannot wk hath doneno Britaine dy 
Though he have ſcrv*d a Roman, Save him (Str) 
And ſpare no blood beſides 
(y®- I have ſurely feenc him 3 

His favour is familiar to me : Boy, 
Thou haſt look'd thy (elfe into my grace, 
And art mine owne. I know not why, wht 
Tofay, live boy ; nere thanke thy Maſter, live ; 
And aske of Cymbelinxe what Boone thou wilt, 
itting my bounty, and thy _ Ile give it : 

2 
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Yes, | ; 
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Yea, though thoudoe demand a Priſoner, 
The Nobleſt tane, 
Imo. I humbiy thanke your Highneſle, 
Luc. 1 doe not bid thee begge my life, good Lad, 
And yetI know thou wilt. 
Imo. No, no, alacke, 
Theres other worke in hand : I ſeeathing 
Bitter to me, as death : your life, good Maſter 


Mult ſhufflc for u (elfe. 


Luc. The Boy dildaines me, 

He leaves ai, ſcornes me: bricfely dye their joyes, 

That place them on the truthot Gyrles, and Boycs- 

W hy ſtands he ſo perplex ? 

(ym. What wouldit thou Boy ? 

I love thee more, and more: thinke more and more 
W hats beſt to aske, Knowlt himthou look'it on? ſpeake 
Wilt have hielive ? 1s hethy Kin ? thy friend ? 

Ims. He is a Romane, no more kin to me, ; 
Then I to your higlineſle, who being borne your vaſlaile 
Am ſomething neerer. 

Cym. Wherefore ey'ſt him ſo? 

Imo. Ileteil you (Sir) in private, if you pleaſe 
To give me hearing. 

Cym. I, with all my heart, 
And lend my beſt attention. Whatsthy name ? 
Imo, Fidele Sir. 

Cym. Thou'rt my good youth, my Page, 

He ve thy Maſter : walke with we : {peake treely. 

Bel. 1snot this Boy reviu'd from death ? 

Arvi. One {and another 
Not more reſembles that ſweet Roſie Lad : 

Who dyed, and was Fidele : what thinke you ? 

Gus. The ſamedcad thing alive, 

Bel. Peace, peace, ſee further; he eycs us not, forbeare, 
Creatures may be alike : were't he, I ain ſure 
He wouid have ſpoke to us. 

Gus, But we ſec him dead. 
Bel. Bclilcat? lets (ee further. 

Pſa. Itis my Miltris : 

Since ſhe i living, letthetime run on, 

To good, or bad. 

C ym. Come, ſtand thou by our ſide. | 
Make thy demandalowd. Sir, ſtep you forth, 

Give anſwer to this boy, and doe it frecly, 

Or by our Greatneſle, and the grace of it 
(Which is our honor) better torture ſhall 
Winnow the truth from falſhood. One ſpeake to him. 

mo, My boone is, that this Gentleman may reader 

Of whom he hadtbis Ring- 

P»ſt. Whats that to him : 

Cym. That Diamond upon your finger, ſay 
How came it yours? 

lach. Thou'lt torture me to leave unſpoken, that 
Which to be ſpoke, wou'd torture thee. 

Cym, How ? me? 

lach. lamgladto beconſtrain'd to vtter that 
W hich torments me to conceale. By Villany 
I got this Ring : twas Leonars lewell, 

W hom thou didſt baniſh : and which more may pow 
(thee, 
Twixt sky and ground. Wiltthou heare more my Locd ? 

Cym. Al! thre belongs to this. 

Tach That Faragon, thy daughter, 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falſe ſpirits 
Quaile cc reme nber. Give meleave,T faint. 

Cym. My Daught? what of her ? Renew thy ſtrenth 


EE ee 


| 
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I had rather thou ſhouldſt live, while Nature will, 
Then dyeere I heare more : ſtrive man, and ſpeake. 
lach, vor a time, unhappy was the clocke 
That ſtrooke the houre : it was in Rome,accurſt 
The Manſion where : twas at a feaſt, oh would 
Our Viands had bin poyſon'd (or ar leaſt 
Thoſe which | heav'd to head :) the good Poſtbunmne, 
( W hat ſhould I ſay ? he was too good to be 
W bere ill men were, and wasthe beſt of all 
Among'lt the rar of good ones) fitting ſadly, 
Hearing us praite our Loves of } 
For beauty, that made barren the {weli'd boaſt 
Of t1m that teſt could ſpeake : for Feature, laming 
T he Shrine of Venus, or ſtraight-pight Ainerva, 
Poſtures, beyond bricte Nature, For Condition, 
A ſhop of all the qualities, that man : 
Loves woman for, beſides that hooke of Wiving, 
Faireneſlc, which ttrikes theeye. 
Cym. I ſtand on fire. Cometo the matter. 
lach All too ſoone I ſhall, 
Vnlefle thou wouldſt greeve quickly, This Poftbwmm, 
Moſt like a Noble Lord, inlove, and one 
That had 2 Royall Lover, tooke his hint, 
And (uot difprailing whom we prais'd, therein 
He was as calmeas vertue) he began 
His Miſiris picture, which by his tongue, being made, 
And then a mind put int, cither our bragges 
Were crak'd of Kirchin-Trulles, or his delcription 
Prov'd us unſpeaking ſottes. 
(5m. Nay, nay, to'th*purpoſe. ; 
lach. Your daughters Challity, (there it begins) 
He ipake of her, as Die» had hot dreames, 
And ſhe alone were cold : Whereat, I wretch 
Mai icruple of bis praiſe, and wag'd with him 
Peeces of gold, gaintt this, whichthen he wore 
Vpon his honor'd finger ) toatraine 
1n ſuite the place ofs bed, and winne this Ri 
By hers, ard mine Adultury : he (true Kniohr) 
No leflcr of her honor contident ; 


| Then 1 did truly findc her, {takes this Ring, 


And wouid {o, had it beene a Carbuncle ; 

Of Phoebus W hcele ; and might ſo ſafely, had it 

Bin all che worth ofs Carre, Away to Britaine 

Polte Iin this deligne : Well may you (Sir) 

Remem at Court, where | was taught 

Of your/chaſte Daughter, the wide difference 

Twixt Amorous, and Villanous. Being thus quench'd 
Of hope,nat longing ; mine Italian bratne, »— 


- | Gan 1 your duiler Britaine operate + * 


Mol? vildly : for gy vantage excellent. 
Andto be bricfe, my practiſe ſoprevayl'd 
That I returnd with (imular proofe enough, 
To make the Noble Leonarns mad, 
By wounding his belcite in her Renowne, 
With Tokens rhus, and thus; averring notes 
Nf Chamber hanging, PiRures. this her Bracelct 
(Oh cunning how 1 got it) nay ſome markes 
Of ſecret on her perſon, that he could not 
Bur thinke her bond of Chaſtity quite crackd, 
I having tanethe forfeyt. Whercupon, 
Me thinkes I ſee him now- 
Peo/t, I, fo thuu doſt,” 
Italian fiend. Aye me, moſtcredulousfoole, 
Egregious murtherer, Theete, any thing 
Thats duetoall the Villaines paſt, in being 
To come. Oh give me Cord, or knife, or poyſon, 
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Some upright Iuſticer. Thou King, ſend out 


Torturers ingenious : it is I 
That all th'abhorxed things oth'carth amend 
By being worſe then they. 1am Pofthume, 
Thar kili'd thy Daughter : Villaine-like, Ilye, 
| That caus'd a lefler villainethen my (elfe, 
A ſacrilegious. Theete todoo't. The Temple 
Of Vertue was ſhe : yea, and ſhe her ſelte, 
Sper, and throw ſtones, caſt myre upon me, ſet 
The dogges oth'ſtreet to bay me : every villaine 
Be calld Poithumms Leonatus, and 
Be villany leſſe then twas. Oh /moges | 
My Queenc, my life, my wife ; oh /mogen, 
Imogen, Im» 
Imo. Peace my Lord, hcare, heare, 
Poſt. Shalls have aplay ofthis ? 
Thou ſcornfull Page, there lye thy part, 
Piſa. Oh Gentleman, helpe, | 
Mine and your Miſtris: Oh my Lord FPefthumwe, 
Youne're killd /wogen till now : helpe, helpe,, 
Mine honor'd Lady. 
({y#.. Doesthe world goe round? 
Peſt. How comes, thele ſtaggers on me ? 
Piſa. "Wake my Miltais- EE 
Cym. If this be ſo, the gods doe meane to ſtrike me 
To death, with morrall joy. 
Piſa. How fares my Milſtris. 
' Imo. Oh getthce from my ſight, 
Thou gavit me poyſon : dangerous Fellow hence, 
Breath not where Princesare, 
(ym. The tune of [moger, ; 
P;ſa.Lady,the gods throw ſtones of ſulphure on me,if 
That box I gave you, was not thought by me 
A precious thing, I had it from the Queene. 
Cym, New matter (till, 
Imo, It poylon'd me. 
Corn. Oh gods / 
T Icft out one thing which the Queeneconfeft,] 
Which muſt approve thee _ It P1ſanio 
Have (faid ſhe) given his Miſtris that Confe&tion 
W bich I gave him for Cordiall, ſhe is ſery'd, 
As1 would ſervea Rat. | 
{\m. W hats this, Corneliau ? 
Corn. The Queene (Sir) very oft importun'd me 
To tewper poylons for her, {till pretending 
The fatisfation of her knowledge, onely 
In killing Creatures vilde, as Cats and Dogges 
Of no cliceme, I dreading, that her purpoſe 
Was of more danger, did com for her . 
A certaine ſtuffe, which beingrane, would ſcize 
The preſent power of life, but in ſhort time, 
All Oifices of Nature, ſhould againe | 
Doe their due Fun&tions. Have you tane of it ? 
|  Ime. Moſt like I did, for I wasdead. 
Bel. My Beyes, there was our crror. 
Gas. This is ſure Fidele, | 
Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro you? 
Thinke that youare upon a Rocke, and now 
Throw me againc, 
Poft, Hang there like fruite, my ſoule , 
Till the Tree dye. | 
(ym, How now, my fleſh ? My child 2 
| War, mak'ſt thou mea dallardinthis AR ? | 
Wilt thou not ſpeaketo me? 
Ime. Your bleſſing Sir. 
Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame ye not, 


” 


| 


You had a motive fort. 
Cym. My teares that fall 
Prove holy-water on thee ; /mogen, 
Thy Mothers dead. 
1mo. I um ſorry for't my Lord; 
Cym. Oh, ſhe wasnaughe ; and 
hat we meet heere ſo ſtrangely : but 
Is gone, we know not how,nior where. 
Pia. My Lord, 
Now feare is from me, Ile ſpeake troth. Lord (orren 
Vpon my Ladies miiliing, came to me 


ofher it was 
Sonne 


If 1 diſcover'd not which way ſhe was gone, 
Ie was my inſtant death. By accident, | 

I had a feigned Lerrer of my Maſters 

Then in my pocket, which dice&ed him 

To ſeeke her on the Mountaines neere to Milford, 
Where in a frenzy, in my Maſters Garments 

(Which he iaforc'd from me) away he poſtes 

With unchaſte purpoſe, and with oath to violate 

My Ladies honor, what became of him, 

I further know not. 

Gai, Let meend the Story : I flew him there. 

(5m. Marry, the gods forcfend. 

I would not thy good deeds, ſhould from my lips 
Plucke a bard fentence : Prethee valiant youth 
Deny't againe, 

Gil. | have ſpoke it, and I did its 

Cm, He was a Prince, 

Gu. A molt incivill one, The wrongs hedid me 
Were nothing Prince-like; for he did provoke me 
With ethat would make me ſparne the Sea, 
If it could foroare towe, 1 cut offs head, 
And am right glad he is not ſtanding here 
Totell chistale of mine, 

Cym. I am (ory for thee : 

By thine owne tongue thoa art condemn'd, and muſt 
Endure our Law : Thou're dead, . 
Ims. . That headleſſe man I thought had bin my Lord 
(59. Bind the Offender, 
Andtake him frem our preſerce, 
Zetl. Stay, Sir King- 
This man 1s better then the man he flew, 
As well deſcended as thy ſelfe, and hath 
More of thee merited, thena Band of Clotens 
— rome —Y done, 
They were not or . 
| Cym, Why old Souldier: - 
Wilt thou undooe the worth thou art unpayd for 
By taſting of onr wrath ? how ofdeſcene 
As good as we ? | 
e194, Inthat he {paketoofarre. 
Cym. And thoa ſhalt dye for't. 
Bel. Wewilldye all three, 
ButT will prove that two ons are as good 
= [ have given — Sonnes, I _ : 

or mine owne part, a dangerous v 
Though haply well for you. . [a 

Arvs. Your $Ours. 

Guid. And our good his. . 

Bel. Haveat'it then, by leave 
Thou hadlſt (great King) a SubjeRt, who 
Was calld Belaris,” - 

Cym, Whar of him ? he isa baniſh'd Traitor, * 

Rel. He it is, that hath 


Aſum!'d this age: indeed a baniſh'd many 


. = * --— 
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With his Sword drawae, foam'd at the mouth,and {wore 


of 
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I know not how, a Traitor, 

Cym. Take him hence, | 
Tix whole world ſhall not ſave him. 

Bel. Not too hot; - 
Firit pay me for the Nurſing of thy Sonnes , 
And tet it be conhiſcate all, to ſoone 
As1 haverecciv'dit, 

Cym. Nurling of my Sonnes? 

Bol, 1 am too blunt, and ſawcy : heeres my knee : 
Erc 1 ariſe, I will preterre my Sonnes, 
Then ſpareNnot the old Father, Mighty Sir, 
Theſe two young Gentlemen that call me father, 
And thinke they are wy Sonnes, are none of mine, 
They arc the yſlue of your Loynes, my Licge, 
And blood of your begetting- 

( ym, How? my iſſue» | 

Bel, So ſureas you, your fathers x I (old Morgan) 
Am that Belarixs, whom you ſometime baniſh'd : 
Your pleaſure wat my neere offence, my puruſhaent 
It ſeife, and all my Treaſon that I ſufter'd, 
Wagall the harme I did. Theſe gentle Princes 
(For ſuch,and1o they are) thele twenty yecres 
Have | train'd up ; choſe Arts they have, as I 
Could pur intothem. My breeding was (bir) | 
As your Highnefſe knowes, Thcir Nurſe Exriphile 
( W hom for the Theft I wedd-d) ſtele thele Children 
Vpon my Baniſhment : I moov'd her too't, 
Having receiv'd thepumſhment before 
For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyalty, 
Excited me to Trealon. 1 heir deere lofle, 
The more of youtwas felt, the more it ſhap'd 
Vnto my end of {tcaling them. Bur gracious Sir, 
Heere are your Sonnes againe; and I muſt looſe 
Two of :he ſweetſt Companions in the World. 
The bendiction of theſe covering heavens 
Fall on their heads like dew, for they are wortby 
To in-lay heaven with Starres. 

Cym. Thou weepll, and ſpeakſt : 
The Service that you three Gros done, is more 
Vnlike, then this chou tell{t. 11oſt my children, 
If theſe be they, I know not how to wiſh 
A payre of worthier Sonncs. 

Bel. Bepleas'd a while : 
This Gentleman, whom I call Polidere, 
Moſt worthy Prince, as yours, is truc Gniderins 2 
This Gentleman, my Cadwat, eArviragrs, 
Your yonger Princely Son, he Sir, ma. a 
In a moſt curious Mantle, wroughtby th'hand 
Of his Queene Mother, which tor more probation 
I can with caſe produce, 

(ym. Gmidiriae had 
Vpon his necke a Mole, a ſanguine Starre, 
It was a marke of wondcr. 

Bel, This 1s he, 
Who hath upon him ſtill that naturall ſtampe : 
It was wile Natures end, in the donation 
To be his evidence now. 

Cym. Oh, whartam I 
A Mother to the byrth of three ? Nere Mother 
| Rejoyc'd deliverance more ; Bleſt, pray you be, 
'Thar after this ſtrange ſtarting from your Orbes, 
You may reigne in themnow : Oh Imogen, 
Thou haſt loit by this a Kingdome. 

Ine. No, my Lord : 
I have got two Worlds by't. Oh my gentle Brothers, 
Have we thus met ? Oh never ſay heercafter 


| 


| Bur I am trueſt ſpeaker. Youcalld me Brother 


Whenl1 was bur your Siſter : I youBrother, 
When we wereo indeed. 

Cy7m. Did you cre meete ? 

Arv3, 1 my good Lord. 

G#i. Andat hiſt meeting lov'd, 

Continu'd ſo, untill we thought he dyed. 

Corn. By the Queenes Pramme ſhe ſwallow'd. 

Cy7m. Orareinitint! 

{ When ſhall I hearc all through? This fierce abridgement, 
Hath to it Circumſtantiall branches, which 

Deftin&tion ſhould be rich in. Where how liv'd you ? 
| And when came you to ferve our Romane we? 

| How paraxcd with your Brother ? How firſt met them ? 
W hy fled you from the Court ? And whether theſe ? 
And your three motives to the Battaile ? with 

I know net how much more fhould be demanded, 
Andall the other by-dependances 

From chance to chance ? But nor the time,nor place 
Will ſerve our long Intcrrogatories. See, 

Poſthumm Anchors upon Imogen; 

And the (like harmeleite Lighining) throwes her cyc 
On hun : her brothers, Me : her Maſter hitcing 

Each objet with a loy : the Counter-change 

Is ſeverally in all. Lers quite this gronnd, 

And ſmoake the Temple with our Sacrifices. 

Thou art my Brother, ſo we'll hold thee ever. 

Imo. Youare my Mother too, and did releeve me : 
Tolce this gracious ſcaſon. . 

Cym. All ore-joy'd 
Save theſc in bonds, ict them be joyfull too, 

For they ſhall taſte eur Comfort. 

1me. My good Maſter, | will yetdoe you ſervice. 

Luc. Happy be you. 

Cym. The toriorue Souldier, that ſo Nobly fought 
He would haycwell becom'dthis place, and grac' 
Thethankings of a King. 

Po. 1 am Sir 
The touldicr that did company theſe three 
In poore beleeming : twas a fitment for 
The purpolc I then follow'de That I was he, 

Speake /achime, ] had you downe, and might 
Have made your finiſh; 
lash. 1 am downe againe : 


then your force did. Take that life, beſcech you, 
hich Iſooften owe; but your Ring firſt, 
And heere the Bracelet of the trueſt Princeſle 


# now my heavy Conſcience finkes my knee 
$ 


| Thar cves ſwore her faith. 


Poſt. Kneele notto me : 
The powre that I have on you, is to ſpare you z 
The walice towards you, to forgive you» Live 
And deale with others better. - 

Cym. Nobly doom'd : 
We'li learne our Freenefſe of a Sonne-in- Law : 
Pardons the wordto all. 

Arvi. You holpe us Sir, 


. | As youdid meaverndeed to be our Brother, 


Toy d are we, that you are. 

Poſt. Your Servant., Princes. Good my Lord of Rome 
Call forth your Sooth-ſayer : As | ſlept, methoughc 
Great Jwpicer upon his Eagle back'd 

'd ro me, with other ſprightly ſhewes 
Of mine owne Kindred. When 1 wak'd, I found 
This Labell on my boſome ; whoſe containing 


Isſo from ſenſe in hardnefle, that T can 
| : Make 


— 
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Make no Colle&ion of it. Let him ſhew 
His skill in the conſtruction. 

Lac, Philarmonss. 

Sooth. Heere, my good Lord. 

Lac, Read, and declare the meaning. 


Reades, 
V Hen as a Lyons whelpe, ſhall to himſe!lfe wnkyown 
without ſeeking find, and be ewbrac'd by 4 peece 
of tender «Are: and when from a ftately Cedar ſhall be 
lopt branches, which being dead many yeares, ſhall after re- 
vive, be joynted to the old Stocke, and freſply grow, then 
ſhall Poſthumus end his miſeries, Britaine be fortunate, 
and flouriſh in Peace and Plenty, 
Thou Leenatrs art the Lyons Whelpe, 
The fitand apt Conſtruction of thy name 
Being Leenatxs, doth importſo much : 
The peece of tender Ayre, thy vertuous daughter, 
W hich we call Moll Aer, and Mollis At 
Wererme it Mwher : which Muher 1 divine 
Isthis moſt conſtant Wite, whoeven now 
Anſwering the Letter of the Oracle, 
Vnknowneto you unſought, were clipt about 
With this moſt tender Aire. 
(ym. This hath ſome ſeeming, 
Seoth, The lofty Cedar, Royall (ymbeline' 
Perſonates thee : And thy lopt Branches, gu 
Thy two Sonnes forth : who by Belarixs {tolne 
For many yeares he dead,are now reviv'd 
Tothe Majeſticke Cedar joyn'd ; whoſe iſſue 


—  —— 
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| Promiles Britaine, Peace and Plenty. 


Cym. Well, 
My Peace we will begin : And Cairs Lacine, 
Although the. ior, we ſubmit to Ce/ar, 
And to the Romance Empire ; promiſing 
To pay our wonted Tribute, trom the which 
We were diſſwaded by our wicked Queene, 
Whom heavens in juſtice both on her, and hers, 
Havelaid moſt heavy hand, 


A ———y 


Sooth. The fingers ofthe Powres above, doe tune 


The harmony of this Peace : the Viſion 

W hich 1 made Knovne to Luciwe ere the ſtroke 
Of yet this {carſe-cold-Batraile,at this inſtance 
Is fullaccompliſh'd. Fdrthe Romance Eagle 
From South to Welt, on wing foaring aloft 
Leſlen'd her ſelfe, and in the Beames oth'Sun 


So vaniſh'd ; whuclffore-ſhe 'd our Princely Eagle 


Th'Imperaall Cef#, ſhould againe unite 
His favour, withthe Radiant { ymbeline, 


\ Which ſhines here in the Welt. 


Cym. Laud wethe gods, 


And let our crooked Smoakes climbe to their Noſtrils 


From our bleſt Altars. Publiſh wethis peace 
Toall our Subjects. Set we forward : let 
A Roman, aid a Brittiſh Enfigne wave 


Friendly together ; ſothrough Luds-Towne martch, 


And in the Temple of great Iupiter 
Our Peace we'll ratifie : Scale it with feaſts. 
Ser on there : Never was a Warre did ceaſe 


(Ere bloody hands were waſh'd) with ſuch a Peace. 


—_— 


: Exeunt. 
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